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Ever since I was a little girl I’ve been on the side of freedom,
truth, justice, and the Great Yarmouth Constituency Labour Party. In
1966, when I was nine, we got our first Labour MP, Dr Hugh Gray.
He used to let me go canvassing with him, knocking on doors and
asking people if they would vote Labour. I was cute at the time, and
most people said yes. I think they believed I was his daughter.
My ambition was to be the first woman prime minister. But the
milk snatcher got there first. And then, understandably, it wasn’t an
experiment anyone cared to repeat.
So I needed to find something else to do. For a little girl with
insatiable curiosity, mostly concerning activities which little girls
shouldn’t know anything about, being a private detective seemed as
good an idea as any.
I started early by bugging the bedroom of my older brother, in an
attempt to find out about sex. I used the capsule out of an old
microphone, hidden behind a bookcase, and a wire under the carpet.
His girlfriend was a screamer, and he only ever brought her home
when my parents were out. To be honest, you didn’t really need a
microphone. I could hear perfectly well, sitting in the lounge,
reading Jane Austen.
University was boring, boyfriends unsatisfactory, and job
prospects bleak. In the eighties there were so many people
unemployed, you only had to sign on once a month, and there was
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no attempt to make you get a job. It would have been pointless. You
didn’t even have to provide evidence you’d got out of bed.
So by 1984 I was living in a squat in Bethnal Green. No job, no
boyfriend, no money. The no money part was the thing that worried
me most. I picked the first private investigation company in the
Yellow Pages, got a bus to Oxford Street, and walked into the office.
Dougie Carson was sitting behind the desk. Mid forties, balding,
looking like a corporate lawyer.
“Can I help you miss?”
“I want to be an investigator.”
He smiled.
“You always speak like that?”
“Like what?”
“Posh.”
“I don’t have to.”
“Don’t worry. I like it. Is it natural?”
“I suppose.”
“Where were you brought up?”
“Norfolk.”
“Parents?”
“Alive and kicking.”
“I meant, what do they do?”
“Teachers.”
“Figures.”
He eyed me up an down.
“Interesting dress sense.”
“What’s that got to do with anything?”
“You want to do this job, you need to blend in.”
I nodded.
“I can change that.”
“Good. Because at the moment the clothes and the accent don’t
match. You sound like a legal secretary, and dress like Cyndi
Lauper.”
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I laughed.
He sat and thought for a moment.
“We don’t run no apprenticeship scheme.”
“I know.”
“You signing on?”
“Yes.”
He thought some more.
“Aren’t many girls in this line of work.”
I let it pass. No point in being in picky with a prospective
employer.
He looked at his watch, stood up, took his jacket from the back of
the chair, and headed for the door.
“Come on. I’ll buy you a drink.”
We went to The French House. He was greeted warmly by the
barman, and several dodgy looking drinkers. I didn’t find out until
later that it was where the art world and the underworld came
together.
He took a small table in the far corner, and we talked for a hour or
so. The conversation is a blur. I know he told me about the kind of
cases he dealt with. Mostly requests for information, over fifty
percent of which were divorce cases. Not much call for surreptitious
sound recording, but a definite need to be competent with a camera.
He didn’t seem enthusiastic about it, but eventually he came to a
decision.
“Might be useful to have a girl on the books for some things.
Don’t sign off though. If anything comes up it’s unlikely you’ll get
more than a day out of it, so I’ll pay you in cash.”
In the first month I got half a day. By a year later I was a regular.
Dougie taught me the basics, and the rest I learned for myself.
That was my only job working for a company. Three years later I
moved back to Norfolk and began working freelance.
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It was September 1996. Steve Hawkins phoned after seeing my ad
in the Eastern Daily Press. He was not Stephen Hawking the
theoretical physicist. He was Steve Hawkins of Pay and Display. The
spelling was different, as he was keen to point out. And the voice.
I remembered Steve from my adolescence. It would have been
unprofessional to say so, but I’d had a crush on him when I was
about fourteen. As lead singer of Pay and Display, he’d had a certain
edgy arrogance when performing, which endeared him to a whole
generation of susceptible schoolgirls.
I met him at the bar of the Kingfisher Hotel in Stalham. Since I
had no office, that was where I regularly met clients. I tried not to
look disappointed when he finally appeared.
What had happened to Steve in twenty years seemed to defy the
laws of nature, if not gravity as well. How someone could age that
badly was a mystery to me. How he could stand upright with such a
large beer gut was also a mystery. I found myself wondering why he
didn’t fall forward and knock his teeth out on the bar. He lit up even
before speaking. Of course the beer gut and the fags might have been
a clue to the premature ageing, but shock prevented a proper analysis
of the situation.
Although he dressed in an expensive suit, his physical shape
completely undermined whatever effect the designer was trying to
achieve.
I was the only woman at the bar. He came straight across to me.
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“You Katherine Madden?”
“Kate.”
“Steve.”
He gave me the once over, and obviously didn’t like the way I
dressed.
“Not one of them feminists are you?”
“All women are feminists.”
He laughed, and this caused him to cough.
“Not some of the ones I’ve met over the years. It would take
something for them to become feminists.”
“A feminist is something you are, not something you become.”
He held his hands up in mock surrender. I inwardly groaned,
partly at his stupidity, and partly at my unprofessional behaviour.
“I stand corrected. Anyway, what do you want to drink love?”
I had a brandy to brace myself for what was to come. He had a
pint of Adnams and a double Southern Comfort chaser. We
adjourned to a table in the corner, where I promised myself that I
would not be too abrasive, despite the overwhelming desire to sort
him out. Getting the job, whatever it was, had to be the priority.
Feminists had to eat after all.
Half the beer disappeared in one gulp. The Southern Comfort
followed in short order.
“Now Mr Hawkins. What is the nature of the problem, and why
couldn’t you talk about it on the phone?”
“Couldn’t talk about it on the phone because my live in was
mooching about in the room next door, and she can hear through
walls.”
“Your live in?”
“Current girlfriend.”
“And what was it you didn’t want her to hear?”
“I’m being stalked.”
“Have you been to the police?”
“You’re joking. They think it goes with the territory.”

7

“What territory?”
“Rock god.”
“Shouldn’t that be ex-rock god?”
He gave me a look.
“Are you always like this?”
“Like what?”
“Getting on someone’s case.”
“Sorry, but I thought you’d retired.”
“No way. We’re touring. We do these Rock and Roll weekends at
Butlins during the winter.”
“And is your stalker dangerous?”
“Not if I put out apparently, which I normally would of course,
but Stella’s always at the house, and anyway the stalker is kind of a
freak.”
“A freak?”
“Dresses up like she’s a witch. I could get into that, but she kind
of looks like one too. Take away the clothes and you’ve still got a
witch I’d say.”
“Has she threatened you?”
He reached into the inside pocket of his jacket, and took out some
battered envelopes, which he handed to me. I took a few minutes to
glance through the letters. They were freaky all right.
“Why do you want me to take the case?”
“I just want someone, anyone, to deal with it. Saw your ad, and
thought well you’re a girl, might be some advantage in that. You
might know how she thinks.”
“Because I’m a woman you think I might have some affinity with
all other deranged women?”
He laughed.
“Women see things differently.”
I nodded.
“But the unhinged bit might make her difficult to deal with,
whether you’re a man or a woman.”
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“So, no reason to hire you, no reason not to hire you. Want to
make a pitch?”
“I’m good.”
“What do you charge?”
“One-twenty-five a day plus expenses.”
“Cheap.”
“OK, make it two-fifty.”
“Tell you what, I don’t like the expenses bit. Make it two hundred
a day all in, for five days.”
“A grand.”
“Yeah.”
“Cash?”
He nodded.
“And what do you want me to do?”
“Make her stop.”
“How?”
He didn’t have a ready answer to this, so he drained the rest of his
beer.
“Spend a week on it. Find out everything you can about her. We’ll
take it from there.”
I could see where this was going.
“Find something to blackmail her with?”
“Maybe put us in a stronger negotiating position.”
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I walked back down Stalham High Street, and considered why I’d
taken the job. First, I needed the money. And second, I didn’t think
stalking people was a good idea, even if they deserved it.
Nevertheless, helping out someone as reptilian as my adolescent
crush really went against the grain.
If he didn’t deserve to be stalked he certainly deserved something.
But unfortunately what you could legally do to dogs you couldn’t
legally do to men. However I couldn’t help feeling a trip to a
competent vet would have been good for him, and a bonus for the
rest of us. The trouble is men are prone to self pity, so the drinking
might have got worse. Anyway there was no point in thinking about
it, since a change in the law didn’t seem imminent.
Almost opposite the chemist, was a little court yard. My cottage
was the second on the left. It was a recently renovated two up and
two down.
When I went in through the front door I could hear someone in
the kitchen. Turned out it was boyfriend number nine raiding the
fridge, because I hadn’t been around to make him some lunch. No
surprise there.
I was thinking of upgrading to boyfriend number ten, but since I
hadn’t come across any suitable candidates I was sticking to
boyfriend number nine until something better came along. And
despite certain unsavoury habits, and a recently developed bad
attitude, he was pretty good in the sex and shelves department.
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For reasons of convenience, rather than cohabitation, he had his
own key. And since I held a firearms licence I was pretty sure I could
get it back if I needed to.
“Where have you been?”
“Not a question you get to ask.”
He shrugged. I relented.
“Seeing a client.”
“Mr heart throb?”
“Yeah.”
“Still make you hot?”
“Didn’t get me above minus two seven three.”
“Jesus, what happened?”
“Smoking, drinking, fat sexist wanker.”
“Thank God for that.”
“Why?”
“Thought I might have been out of a job.”
“Could still happen.”
He grinned. I did like him. He was fit, self confident, five-ten
without shoes, and reasonably good looking. His name was Jack. In
public though I preferred to call him boyfriend number nine, to
remind him that I had history, and he might become history.
He put tuna, mayo, sweetcorn, and home baked bread on the
table.
“Want some?”
“Please.”
“So I’m safe till after I’ve made you lunch then.”
“Can’t see me finding anyone else today.”
“A reprieve until sunrise. Things are looking up.”
“Don’t get over confident.”
He grinned again. Not taking me too seriously was one of his best
features.
“So, you turned down the job, and will be signing on from
Monday.”
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“Can’t sign on if you’re self employed, and anyway I did take the
job.”
“Despite your lack of empathy with the client?”
“Yeah.”
“Why?”
“A grand in cash for one thing.”
“And the other thing?”
“I’m curious.”
“About what?”
“Why anyone would bother to stalk him. You only need to take
one look at him to realise he’s not stalking material.”
“Was at one time though, according to you.”
“I didn’t want to stalk him. I just wanted him to fuck me.”
“When you were how old?”
“Not old enough.”
“Just as well you didn’t meet then.”
“Didn’t feel like that at the time.”
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There wasn’t much to go on. The witch signed herself Lilliana,
the notepaper was from the Hotel de Paris, and the postmark was
Cromer, on the north Norfolk coast. I could have been wrong, but
my guess was that the notepaper had been nicked from somewhere
fancy. And my chances of finding her in Cromer were slim.
The population of Cromer must have been between five and ten
thousand. So asking the postmaster if he knew anyone called Lilliana
probably wasn’t going to help. On the other hand it was an unusual
name. And according to Steve she dressed like a witch.
First thing on Monday morning I drove up there in my Austin
Metro. The car was small, and a kind of greyish blue colour. When
I’d chosen it the previous autumn I was complying with Dougie
Carson’s first instruction to me. Blend in.
The Hotel de Paris occupied an elevated position on the sea front,
overlooking the pier. It wasn’t particularly fancy. As I walked up to
the desk the woman facing me gave a sad shake of her head.
“No vacancies I’m afraid.”
“Don’t need a room actually.”
“How can I help?”
“I’m trying to find someone who might have stayed here a couple
of months back.”
“Why?”
“I’m an investigator for Lucas and Oakley.”
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I selected the right card from my purse, and handed it to her. She
glanced at it, and then looked back to me.
“I don’t think I can just give out information on our guests.”
“The woman I’m looking for dresses like a witch, and has been
known to use the name Lilliana.”
There was an instant look of recognition on her face.
“Why do you need to find her?”
I didn’t answer for a moment. Then I took a deep breath.
“OK. I’m not supposed to discuss my client’s interests, and you
aren’t supposed to discuss your guests.”
She nodded.
“Is there any way we could get around that?”
I gave her a long look. Two women, inclined to be friendly
towards one another, can sometimes work something out. At least
that’s been my experience.
Her eyes glanced right and left. She spoke softly.
“She isn’t a guest. And I have no information that would help
you.”
“But you know her?”
“No.”
“Have seen her?”
“Yes.”
“Recently?”
“Very.”
“Here?”
She nodded.
“Anything you can tell me?”
“Might be worth waiting.”
“Now?”
“Early evening. Restaurant first, then bar.”
“Thanks.”
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A man came up and stood at the desk. He started asking a
question which turned into a long discussion about weekend room
rates. I smiled at the woman behind the desk, and left.
I had the day to waste. Nothing was going to be resolved until the
evening.
Sitting on the prom later in the day, thinking about what the
woman had said to me, some sort of free association made me think
of a joke I’d heard when I was in primary school. I always
remembered the joke, because it was the first time I learned
something about sexual etiquette. The phrase the woman used which
brought back the memory was, “Restaurant first, then bar.”
A little boy had told me the joke after assembly one morning. A
man meets a woman in a bar. They go outside, behind the pub, and
lean against the wall. He begins kissing her. After a while he starts to
slip his hand underneath her skirt. She stops kissing him and says,
“Hey, where are your manners? Tits first, then cunt.”
I thought it was hilarious. In fact I thought it was so funny that I
went home for lunch and told the joke to my mum. She didn’t think
it was as funny as I thought it was. My mum came back to school
with me and told the joke to my teacher, and she agreed that it
wasn’t funny. My teacher told the joke to the headmaster, and he said
it definitely wasn’t funny at all. I remained unconvinced, but by this
time it seemed better not argue.
At playtime in the afternoon I discussed it with the little boy who
had told it to me. He looked at me as if I was daft. Clearly, he said, it
wasn’t a joke that was suitable for adults.
In the evening, after I’d gone to bed, I was listening to my
parent’s conversation, through the microphone that I’d planted in the
living room. My mother told the joke to my father. He thought it was
funny, and she agreed. So that was how I first learned something
about hypocrisy. Although at that point I don’t think I was familiar
with the word.
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Restaurant first, then bar. It was six before they opened, and by
that time I was starving. So restaurant first, then bar, did seem to be
the right order.
I was halfway through lasagne, chips, and peas, when Lilliana
walked in. It was early, so the room was pretty empty. She took a
table facing away from me, near the window. I was able to observe
without catching her eye.
Restaurant observations often don’t yield much information,
unless the subject is meeting someone, and you need to know who,
or you need pictures. She ordered wine by the glass, and asked for
food immediately, which told me she wasn’t waiting for anyone.
Another clue was the book and the reading glasses. People
experienced at eating alone in restaurants know you need something
to keep you entertained while you wait.
The witchy clothes were no more than a mild goth inspired look,
although they did make her recognisable. She had sharp features, but
she certainly wasn’t the unfuckable hag Steve had made her out to
be. In fact if she was offering him anything he should have been
grateful. Given the appalling shape he was in I found it hard to
believe he was going to do any better.
I adjourned to the bar. But I sat near the back, with a good view of
the restaurant exit, in case Lilliana decided to leave straight after her
meal. She didn’t. After a quick trip to the rest room she came into the
bar, fully made up, and looking as good as she was going to. The
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barman gave her a smile as she came in, and she went across to one
of the upholstered bar stools, where she sat cross legged, waiting for
her martini. Good legs, well presented.
I walked over. The barman put the drink on the bar. She looked
into her purse. I put a ten on the bar.
“Can I buy that for you?”
She looked across at me. Eyed me up and down.
“I don’t do women.”
“Makes two of us.”
She smiled, and then nodded. The barman took my ten, and
looked at me.
“Brandy, a good one, make it a double.”
He went away.
“And to what I owe this hospitality?”
It was a strong eastern european accent, along with some slightly
mangled syntax.
“The drink is on Steve Hawkins.”
She suddenly looked hostile. I took the letters out of my purse and
put them on the bar in front of her.
“Looks like you have plans for him.”
“Who are you?”
“He hired me to find you, and warn you off.”
“Private dick in a dress?”
She laughed.
“No laughing matter.”
“That’s true.”
“It’s against the law.”
“Not only thing against law.”
“What does that mean?”
“None of your business.”
The barman arrived with my brandy. I sipped it while I thought
about what to do.
“Have you seen him recently?”
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“Who?”
“My client.”
“Steve?”
“Yes.”
“I make sure he see me every now and again.”
“So you’ve actually seen what he looks like now.”
“Fat and ugly?”
“So why the letters? He’s not stalking material.”
“Depend on stalker.”
I pointed to the letters.
“You seem to want him.”
“Bait.”
“Doesn’t seem to be working.”
“Maybe I go too far.”
“I would say so. He hired me to make it stop.”
“And how you do that?”
“Once I know who you are we could get the police involved.
They might be reluctant to put in the leg work, since you neglected
to give your name and address, but if the case is given to them on a
plate I’d guess you could end up in court.”
She laughed again.
“I can get police out of equation in two seconds.”
“How would you do that?”
She shook her head.
“How much he pay you?”
“Can’t tell you.”
“Whatever it is, milk it. Make bastard pay.”
Didn’t look like I was going to make much headway. So I took
another sip of my brandy.
She narrowed her eyes.
“Better finish now. First man come in here, I want you out. Way
you dress is bad for business.”

18

“It’s a public bar, so I’ll stay as long as I like. If necessary I can
stick to you like glue.”
“Better get ready put your little pussy out to work then.”
I picked up the letters, and held them in front of her face.
“That what you were going to do with Steve?”
I put the letters back in my purse. She turned to me and gave me a
long burning look.
“Trust me when I tell you I have plan for him, and it not involve
my pussy.”
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No one said the days had to be consecutive. So on Tuesday
morning I didn’t bother starting work on Lilliana. Two things about
that. First I didn’t think I was going to be able to scare her off.
Second I didn’t think it was about what Steve thought it was about,
so I wanted to give him the opportunity to reassess.
When I phoned, Stella answered.
“Steve there?”
“Who wants to know?”
“Katherine Madden.”
“You one of his tarts?”
“I’m the investigator he hired on Friday.”
“What does he want an investigator for?”
“Can’t discuss that I’m afraid.”
She didn’t say anything.
“Is he there?”
“No he isn’t.”
“Any idea where I could reach him?”
“No.”
“Or when he’ll be back?”
“Don’t know that either.”
“Care to make a guess about when would be a good time?”
“I wouldn’t count on him being back early, particularly if he goes
off on one. Best thing would be to try tomorrow. Maybe the
afternoon. Give him a chance to sleep it off.”
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Wednesday afternoon I tried again. He hadn’t been back. Same
thing Thursday. Stella didn’t seem concerned, but I was. By Friday it
was a week since I’d last seen him.
I decided to call in person. The address I’d got was a small
country hall outside East Aldham. Used to belong to the lord of the
manor apparently, until rock star dollars prised it free of its titled
owner.
Stella came to the door. She was mid thirties, small, slim, good
looking, dark hair, but not showy at all. Not the kind of woman I
would have imagined him living with. Sensible was written all over
her. She invited me in. The place was tastefully furnished and
decorated. Her choice would have been my guess.
She made a pot of Earl Grey, and we sat on a couple of leather
sofas, facing one another over a low coffee table in the lounge. Great
view out of the French windows to the lawn, and fields beyond.
“Nice place.”
“Thanks.”
“Been here long?”
“Him or me?”
“Both of you.”
“He bought it about twenty years ago when the band were doing
well. But I think he lived in London most of the time. I met him
fifteen years ago, he brought me up here one weekend, and I loved
it. So he said I was welcome to move in.”
“He move in with you?”
“He comes and goes.”
There was a pause while I tried to think of a way to put the next
question without getting thrown out.
“You don’t seem his type.”
She laughed.
“What is his type would you say?”
“Don’t know. Not as refined maybe.”
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“I don’t think I was very refined when he first met me. It was the
back end of my teenage years. I was rebelling against my middle
class parents. Doctors. Then I moved here and reverted to type.”
“How did he take that?”
“He didn’t grow up with me.”
“Did you think he would?”
“Didn’t think about it. Just happened.”
“And now?”
“Difficult. We live separate lives. But he doesn’t want me to go,
and I don’t want to go.”
“Still love him?”
“No.”
“Funny really. A few years ago you had what I wanted. Now
you’ve got something that would make me want to kill myself.”
She looked shocked.
“You knew him?”
“Only through the records. It was a teenage thing. You think you
know someone. Really connect. But actually you’ve no idea.”
“He might not have been so different from what you imagined.”
“Hard to believe, given how he came across last week.”
“He’s changed, but not grown up. He’s been the rock star, written
the songs, been on tour, got the cash. So I think he feels, what now?
Probably everyone feels that eventually, but rock stars, sportsmen,
they get it earlier than the rest of us. We don’t die suddenly. We die a
little at a time. Our futures get smaller and smaller.”
“Now you’re making me depressed.”
She laughed.
“Worst of all I might end up feeling sorry for him.”
“I feel sorry for him. He eats too much, drinks too much, smokes
too much, and I don’t mean tobacco, and the only exercise he gets is
walking up the stairs. He was a lot more than that, and now it’s all
gone. Except it can’t have gone. Must be in there somewhere. But he
hides it, or can’t release it or something.”
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We sat for a while. I wondered how she could bear to be in the
same room with him. For me it was just business. For her, I didn’t
know what it was. Whatever it was, I thought she would be better off
out of it, and the sooner the better. Her future was diminishing fast.
Eventually she asked me the question.
“Why did he hire you?”
“You would have to ask him.”
“Client confidentiality?”
“Something like that.”
Normally I might not have bothered too much, but in this case I
knew he’d avoided talking about it on the phone so she wouldn’t
overhear.
“So what do you want from me?”
“A few questions about his disappearance.”
“Fine.”
“This kind of behaviour unusual?”
“Not really.”
“What’s the longest he’s been gone?”
“A month or so.”
“Without being in contact at all?”
“Not a word.”
“What does he do?”
“Could be seeing his mates, could be on a bender, could be in
Paris with some bimbo, could be holed up in a studio, high on
cocaine, thinking he’s about to record the classic come back album.”
“If you make up a list I’ll check it out.”
“Of what?”
“Mates he might be with, women he knows, studios he’s recorded
in. Anything else you can think of.”
“Why?”
“Don’t like it when a client just goes missing. Particularly if they
owe me money.”
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“Don’t worry about the money. You can say a lot of bad things
about him, but he pays what he owes. Generous to a fault. That’s one
of the things that hasn’t changed.”
Trouble was, the generosity bit was only going to come into play
if he eventually turned up.

24

7

The next day I went shooting with D.I. Frank Harrison. Only
targets and clay pigeons at the local club mind you. Neither of us
believed in actually killing anything.
I met Frank when he was a sergeant in uniform, about a month
after I first moved back to Norfolk. I joined the club some time
before I got my licence. At that time he fancied me, and I fancied
him, but neither of us did anything about it. Other relationships got
in the way, and there was never a point when we were both free.
Frank got married, moved to plain clothes, became a Detective
Inspector, and remained a close friend. The spark never ignited
anything, but the little something that remained meant we could
probably count on one another more than most friends might.
That Saturday, it wasn’t a competition, but I scored well. Frank
shook his head.
“Should have been a firearms officer.”
“Couldn’t take the bullshit, or the uniform, or the discipline.”
“Yeah, and they probably couldn’t take the insubordination, the
cavalier attitude, and the clothes.”
He never did like the way I dressed. But there was a point where
he would have been willing to overlook it.
We ended up at a small café in North Walsham. He had lunch. I
had coffee and cake. It had become a habit.
Frank was beginning to get creases round the eyes and the corners
of his mouth when he smiled. Strangely it didn’t seem like ageing. It
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made him look more comfortable in his own skin. At over six foot,
and smartly turned out, he could still turn heads. I liked being seen
with him.
“Got a problem Frank.”
“Only got to ask.”
“Probably can’t help me with it, but I wouldn’t mind some
information.”
“Anything you want.”
“Off the record?”
“Never heard a word you said.”
That was the one thing I didn’t think was true. He was never
actually off duty. But I ran the story by him anyway. He was a good
listener. When I finished he pursed his lips, and considered what I’d
said.
“What do you want to know?”
“How long would Steve have to be missing before the police
would take an interest.”
“Depends on the circumstances. But given that he’s done it
before, you’d find it hard to get it taken seriously.”
“Even taking Lilliana into account?”
“There’s no direct threat. And there’s nothing to suggest the
disappearance is linked to her.”
“My gut feeling count for anything?”
“Only with me.”
I nodded.
“Got any good ideas?”
“Probably nothing you weren’t thinking of doing anyway.”
“Try me.”
“Make Stella give you a list of Steve’s contacts. See if you can
find him from that. Check out Lilliana. Find out what she’s really up
to.”
“And?”
“Hospitals. Unidentified corpses.”
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“Might need you to cover that last one.”
“Comes to it, I’ll do it. Do the more obvious things first.”
“Can’t even offer you a backhander. Currently don’t have a
client.”
“When have I ever asked for a backhander?”
“True. But the fact that I offer makes me feel better.”
He nodded.
“You could offer not to cream me the next time we take on those
clay pigeons.”
“Just some things a girl can’t agree to do.”
“Yeah.”
“Disappointed?”
“I think I knew before I asked.”
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A large envelope arrived in the post. Because I lived just off the
High Street I got my delivery early. The Post Office was only about
two hundred yards away, and the postman always did the shops first.
Jack had stayed over. He was first out of bed, and picked up the
mail on his way to the kitchen. When he came back with my cup of
tea, he chucked the envelope on the bed. It was A4 size, hand written
in a neat cursive style, and taped at the seams.
At first I couldn’t think what it was. I wasn’t expecting anything.
Jack noticed I was looking puzzled.
“If you open it you’ll find out.”
“Thanks for the advice.”
“You’re welcome.”
He smiled.
But opening it wasn’t so easy. Jack had to go back down to the
kitchen to get the scissors. I’m never happy just ripping the end off.
If the contents are nearly the same size as the envelope I’m scared I
might tear something important. So I have to slit the flap, neatly and
accurately. Jack thinks I’m on the margins of obsessive, but it didn’t
stop him going to get the scissors.
I levered the sealing tape up at one corner, got the blade in, and
then sliced it all the way across. Inside were two sheets of paper,
handwritten in the same flowing style as the envelope. There was
one paragraph of introduction, and then a list of names addresses and
contact numbers.
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“What’s that about?”
“The list I asked for.”
“What list?”
“From Stella. Steve’s live in, or girlfriend, or whatever.”
“You still on that?”
“Until Steve tells me I’m off it.”
“Hard to do without making a reappearance.”
“True.”
“And anyway he didn’t ask you to find him, he asked you to help
blackmail his stalker.”
“Blackmail is a strong word.”
“Got another?”
“Restrain, encourage, or coerce maybe.”
“Yeah right.”
“You have a problem with that?”
“No.”
“But?”
“It looks like you’re about to start on a job you aren’t being paid
to do. And not for the first time I might add.”
“I have a client who owes me a grand. Finding him so he can pay
me seems like a good idea.”
“So far he owes you about two hundred, for the one day’s work
you’ve put in on the actual job you’re being paid for. Seems unlikely
he’ll pay you for finding him, when he clearly doesn’t want to be
found.”
It was a fair point. Not the reason I had a boyfriend though.
Boyfriends are for other things. Good advice is not one of them.
I got out of bed, and stomped into the bathroom. Hard to do
naked. Or at least hard to do effectively.
Downstairs in the kitchen, we sat having breakfast in silence. For
a couple of minutes anyway. I was reading the list.
“Anything useful?”
“Don’t know.”
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“Nothing that jumps out?”
“Never heard of these people. Just have to dive in.”
“Any good candidates?”
“There’s a recording studio in Cromer where he’s cut some tracks,
and I want to talk to Lilliana again, so I might start there.”
“Two birds with one stone?”
“Saves petrol.”
“Good a reason as any.”
He looked at his watch, and stood up.
“And what are you up to today, Mr BT?”
“Overhead fault at Eccles. Replacing a span of the hilariously
inappropriately named lightweight aerial cable.”
“By yourself?”
“No. Billy’s helping out.”
“Don’t strain anything. I might need you later.”
He gave me a lascivious grin, and winked, as he went out of the
door, bacon sandwich in one hand, and a flask of coffee in the other.
I retired to the lounge, and tried to get the list into some sort of
order.
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Cromer was cold. Summer was almost over, and the first chilly
days were beginning. The Abel Gance Studio was an old industrial
building, which might once have been a warehouse, on the outskirts
of the town. It wasn’t in good nick. The metal framed windows had
steamed up from the inside, and I could see wood rot at the bottom
of the big double doors.
There was no bell, so I pulled first at one door, which didn’t move
an inch, and then at the other, which slowly opened. No one seemed
to be about. Inside was an odd shaped entrance hall, which doubled
as a kitchen. In front of me were two further doors in what was
obviously a recently built partition wall, and to the right a sink,
kettle, mugs, and supplies of tea and coffee. It didn’t look high end.
Beside each door was a tall thin window. I walked across and
looked into the one in front of me. The lights in the room were off,
but I could make out a piano, microphones, chairs, and a sofa. I had
more luck with the window to my left. Inside the dimly lit room was
a man sitting at a desk. He was short but slim, with thinning hair and
sharp features. In front of him were a couple of reel to reel tape
recorders.
After a moment or two he noticed me, got out of his chair, and
came across to open the door.
“Can I help you?”
“Are you Abel Gance?”
He laughed.
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“No.”
“Any idea where I could find him?”
“I don’t actually. At a rough guess, maybe Pere Lachaise in
Paris.”
“Is he on holiday?”
“A long holiday.”
“When will he be back?”
“Depends on what you believe.”
I must have looked puzzled.
“He’s dead.”
“Since when?”
“Early eighties.”
“But you kept the name.”
He laughed again.
“He was never a shareholder.”
The laughing continued.
“What’s so funny?”
“I’m guessing you aren’t from the world of music or film.”
“I’m a private detective.”
He looked interested. Extended his hand.
“I’m Graham.”
He beckoned me to go inside, and pointed to one of the easy
chairs against the back wall, behind the desk. He took the operator’s
chair.
“Abel Gance was a French film director. He made a film called
Napoleon, which used three screens. When I started tri-phonic sound
I called the studio after him. Same idea, different medium.”
“What’s tri-phonic sound?”
“Same as they used on the RCA Victor Living Stereo LPs in the
fifties. Three track Ampex valve recorders, no EQ, simple mix down.
He pointed to the reel to reel tape recorders in front of him.
“Sounds specialised.”
“Had them imported. Nothing else like it in England.”
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“So this would be used for what?”
“Musicians who want to get away from the electronic crap you
get in recording studios today, and want to get back to something
authentic.”
“Meaning?”
“Playing live. Recording what actually happens.”
“And who does this?”
“You don’t know music, you probably won’t have heard of them.”
“Steve Hawkins?”
He sat back in his chair. Looked surprised that I knew the name. It
took him a while to decide what to say.
“What’s he done now?”
“What do you think he’s done?”
“Hard to know where to begin.”
He shook his head. I gave him some thinking time, but he didn’t
respond. So I thought I’d prompt him.
“He’s missing. Got any idea why?”
“Same answer. Hard to know where to begin.”
“I could do with some help.”
“Who hired you? That cow Stella?”
“I hired myself.”
“What’s your interest?”
“He owes me money.”
“Not like Steve.”
“So I’ve heard. But while he’s missing there’s not much chance of
being paid.”
“How long has he been gone?”
“Week and a half.”
He laughed yet again.
“Jesus, that’s nothing.”
“Heard that too.”
“Sometimes, when he’s been on a bender, he’s been gone weeks.”
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He opened the desk drawer, and took out one of those tubular
boxes which expensive whisky bottles are packaged in.
“Do you smoke?”
“No.”
“Mind if I do?’
I shook my head.
“They’re your lungs.”
He took the end cap off the tube, and pulled some weed out onto
the desk, from which he began to make a roll up. After lighting up,
and inhaling deeply, he gave me a long look.
“Mind if I give you some advice?”
“Feel free.”
“Probably no point looking for Steve, and no point worrying
about the money. Never been known not to pay in my experience,
and we’ve done a lot together.”
“Recently?”
“Fairly.”
He took a diary down from the shelf. Flicked through a few
pages.
“Last booking was a fortnight ago. Had it booked for an eight
hour stretch, actually did fourteen. Finished at four in the morning.
He’s lucky I don’t have a home to go to.”
“Got anything else booked?”
“Not yet.”
He closed the diary.
“Did he finish what he was doing?”
“I think so. Gave him a cassette of what we’d done. He seemed
happy.”
“Have you been paid?”
He nodded. Put the joint to his lips and took a long draw.
“You called Stella a cow.”
“I did.”
“Why?”
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“She’s always on his case. And it’s not like they’re husband and
wife. Steve invited her to live up there years ago, and she just never
moved on. And Steve hasn’t got it in him to kick her out.”
“Seemed like they were in a relationship.”
“Who said that?”
“I talked to her end of last week.”
“Well I’ve never met her, but I know what Steve’s said, and it
sounded as if she was more like a fixture he couldn’t get rid of.”
“She’s in the family home.”
“She’s in one of the family homes.”
“He’s got more than one property?”
“I know he’s got a flat in London, and a place in Scotland. Might
be more for all I know. When he was big he invested in property. I
think he sells one every now and again to finance his lifestyle.”
“What lifestyle?”
“Drinking, smoking, gambling, clubs, chasing skirt. He eats in
fancy French restaurants, in France. You name it he does it. Flew to
Las Vegas for the Holyfield fight last month. Ring side seats.
Probably had to sell a house just to finance that.”
“But he records here, when he could afford what, some big studio
in London?”
“He records where he wants. But when he’s up here, I’m local,
and I’m unique. Can’t get this anywhere else, no matter how much
cash you’ve got.”
He pointed to the sign above the desk. It was a hand painted piece
of hardboard, screwed to the wall. The top line read, “Abel Gance
Studios,” and below in a flowery yellow script, “Tri-phonic sound.”
I took a moment to consider all this. Something didn’t seem right.
It could all be true, but I wondered if Steve was just spinning him a
line. Women have a finely tuned lie detector hard wired into the
sexual attraction part of the brain. This is primarily to help prevent
fraud. I mean who wants to wake up next to a guy who told you he
was a film director, but actually turns out to be a media studies
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student at Leamington Polytechnic. I could hear a pinging noise in
my head, and I thought I knew why.
“One last question.”
“Be my guest.”
“Ever come across Lilliana?”
“Dresses like a witch?”
“That’s the one.”
“She’s been round here twice. First time she said she was
coordinating Steve’s diary, and wanted to check on the booking.
Stupidly I told her when it was. Second time she turned up when he
was recording. Didn’t seem like he was pleased to see her.”
“What happened.”
“He went outside with her. Words were exchanged. Raised voices.
When he came back he didn’t look happy.”
“You hear what was said?”
“No.”
“He didn’t say anything?”
“Looked like something private. He didn’t say a word. Just got
straight on with recording. It was pretty clear I wasn’t supposed to
ask.”
I sat back in my chair, and thought about it for a moment.
“Got phone numbers for any of his other houses?”
“Just the Norfolk one. He’s the client, so he phones me. Never
needed to get in touch with him.”
“So you’re not close friends with him?”
“Only in a work sense. We’ve spent weeks together recording.”
“You go out with him?”
“Only to the local after a session.”
“No idea where he might be?”
“Nothing that would help you to track him down. I can guess
what he might be doing, but I haven’t got a clue where he’s doing
it.”
“Off the top of your head. What might he be doing?”
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“Celebrating.”
“Celebrating what?”
“Nothing. Doesn’t need a reason to celebrate.”
“And who would he be celebrating nothing with?”
“First choice would be Alfie Baines.”
“Think I’ve heard that name.”
“Drummer with Citizen Jane.”
“Particular mate of Steve’s?”
“Nicked Steve’s then girlfriend. Must have been late seventies.
Steve went to one of their gigs, climbed on the stage and duffed him
up. You must have read about it in the papers. After that they were
inseparable.”
“Who were inseparable?”
“Alfie and Steve.”
“What about the girl?”
“Delia? She was set to get dumped anyway. Neither of them
really liked her. It was the principle. Alfie fucked her before Steve
dumped her. But that’s drummers for you. No sense of timing.”
As an intrepid private investigator you sometimes come across
attitudes that should be confronted. But if you want to keep your
firearms licence you have to show some restraint. So I swallowed
hard, and simply imagined lining up the sights, and gently squeezing
the trigger.
It’s just possible he may have seen the glint in my eye.
“Girls didn’t get treated well in those days.”
“They get treated better now?”
“A bit maybe. Being a groupie isn’t what it was. You learn at least
a little from the previous generation. Given what we know now I’m
surprised anyone does it.”
He made it sound like a scientific discovery. But curiously I did
understand. When I was fourteen, no amount of advice from anyone
would have dissuaded me from fucking Steve if the opportunity had
arisen. Even in my forties I got a little thrill from imagining what it
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would have been like. Naturally I was imagining seventies me and
seventies Steve. Nineties Steve on the make was just repellant.
Something to be resisted with lethal force if necessary.
“Last question.”
“OK.”
“Where would I find Alfie Baines?”
“No idea. Try the record company.”
“He’s still recording?”
“Maybe. Citizen Jane had a new album out a couple of years
back. Been quiet for a while, but I haven’t heard anything about
them splitting.”
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Much later, around tea time I called in at the Hotel de Paris on the
seafront. The restaurant was virtually empty. The end of the season
had come and gone. Even OAP week had finished. It seemed to get
earlier and earlier. In my childhood the season didn’t really end until
mid October. But as more people went abroad for their holidays the
real season ended when the schools went back, and was barely
extended for a couple of weeks by the elderly poor who couldn’t
afford Marbella.
I hadn’t been impressed by lasagne and chips last time, and I
didn’t like Cromer crab, so I tried the salmon. More chips of course,
but I used to allow myself that if I was on a job. The diet only
applied when I wasn’t working, which was most of the time. Funny
thing is, you want the chips more when you don’t have anything else
to do. Opposite way round with sex though. I want it more when I’m
busy, and actually have less time for it. I hoped Jack hadn’t worn
himself out hauling up cable.
After the meal I spent a long time drinking two cups of coffee. It
was well past Lilliana’s start time, and there was no sign of her.
Eventually I paid my bill, and made my way to the bar. Maybe she
wasn’t hungry, and had decided to get straight on with the job.
The place wasn’t exactly buzzing. No fit men, no sad men,
nothing. After a couple of minutes two old ladies came in, and
wandered over to the bar. I waited for them to get their drinks and sit
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down. Then I went over to talk to the barman. There was a look of
recognition on his face.
“If you’re thinking of working here, my commission is ten quid a
pop.”
“Working?”
He gave me a knowing look.
“Saw you here with Lilliana, maybe ten days ago. She warned
you off.”
“She about?”
“No. The place is yours.”
“Has she been about?”
“Not this week.”
“Wouldn’t want any trouble.”
“You got here first, I gave you the OK, what’s she going to do?”
I shrugged.
“Want a drink?”
“A decent brandy.”
He turned to look at the mirrored row of drinks. Instead of
dispensing from the optics, he took a bottle off the shelf and poured
me a good measure.
“Try that.”
It was good. I nodded in appreciation. He smiled.
“You get any other kind of commission, other than the tenner a
pop?”
He shook his head. Distastefully I thought.
“And you want commission out of all my earnings?”
“Any business you get yourself that’s up to you. I’m just talking
about referrals.”
“Referrals?”
“Are you new at this?”
“New to the hotel trade.”
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“Some men can’t spot a pro at the bar, or maybe aren’t sure, or
just want someone discretely sent up to their room. So they ask me.
You just pay for anything I pass on.”
I nodded.
“This have the blessing of management?”
“You’re joking aren’t you.”
“I don’t mean is it officially sanctioned. I mean do they turn a
blind eye?”
“They don’t turn a blind eye. They are actually blind. Not a clue.
The old boy who runs it wouldn’t think anything like that happened
in Cromer, let alone in his hotel.”
“So if word got out, you’d be looking for another job.”
“Too right.”
I left a little pause.
“Good to know.”
He gave me a wary look. Some part of his brain was reassessing
the situation. I just kept looking at him.
“Who are you?”
I rummaged in my bag, managed to find one of my legitimate
cards, and handed it to him.
“Shit.”
“That about covers it.”
“The old man hire you?”
“No.”
“What’s the story then?”
“How about, I ask the questions, you answer them, and you keep
your job?”
“Works for me.”
“Always a pleasure to meet a pragmatist.”
He grinned. Gay and well educated was my guess.
“Everything you know about Lilliana then.”
“Not much. Started working here beginning of the season.”
“May?”
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“Around the late May bank holiday. Can’t give you an exact
date.”
“Regularly?”
“Four, five nights a week.”
“Get much trade?”
“She did well. The witchy look certainly didn’t put anyone off.
Kind of sexy I’d guess.”
“How many tricks a night?”
“She didn’t waste time. They were in and out, so to speak.”
“She have her own room?”
“If she needed it.”
“Meaning?”
“Clients staying here probably took her to their room. But you get
a lot of bar customers just come in for a drink. Might be locals,
might be staying somewhere else. She’d have a room to take them to
if necessary.”
“So she’d be registered.”
He shook his head.
“Not on the books. She had an arrangement with housekeeping.”
“Which was what?”
“June who’s head housekeeper lives in. There’s a spare staff
bedroom at the top, she’d use that if we were full, or June would
make up an unused guest room.”
“Need to talk with her then.”
“Not going to go down well.”
“Same deal I gave you.”
I pointed to the phone. He rang, and said she was urgently needed
in the bar. I got the feeling he was talking in code.
While we waited I asked a few supplementaries.
“Ever see her in here with a fat middle aged man?”
“Every night.”
“Might have boasted about being a rock star.”
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“Don’t think so. This is Cromer. We’re not the primary
destination for ageing rock stars.”
“The name Steve Hawkins ring any bells?”
“The cosmologist?”
I enunciated more clearly.
“Steve Hawkins. Used to sing in a band called Pay and Display.”
“When was this?”
“1977.”
He smiled.
“I would have been four.”
Nothing like a good looking young gay guy to make you feel
middle aged. He wasn’t exactly competition, because we weren’t
swimming in the same pond, but that’s how it felt.
The housekeeper turned up. She was my age, but not in such good
condition. I began to feel better. It was short lived. She eyed me up
and down.
“You the new bar fixture?”
“Not exactly.”
“Probably just as well. There’s money to be made, but I can’t see
you making it.”
“I scrub up just fine.”
She didn’t look convinced.
“Your colleague here may have misled you on the phone.”
I handed her my card.
“And what do you want?”
“Everything you can tell me about Lilliana.”
“None of your business.”
“I’ll give you the same deal I gave him. If you talk, I won’t.”
“Or?”
“Find another job.”
“Always got a job easily enough in the past.”
“Might be hard without a reference.”

43

“I don’t respond to blackmail on principle. You give in once, it’ll
happen again.”
A hard case.
“What do you respond to?”
“Cash.”
“Don’t have a client, so there’s no cash to give you. I’m chasing
someone who owes me money.”
“Who’s that?”
“Steve Hawkins. Vocalist in Pay and Display.”
“I used to fancy him.”
“Me too. Might not be so keen now though.”
“Tell me about it.”
“Seen him recently?”
“Once.”
“Where?”
“Here.”
“With Lilliana?”
She nodded.
“You wouldn’t have thought he’d end up paying for it would
you?”
“Was he paying for it?”
“No other reason to see her I wouldn’t have thought.”
“Did they go to a room together?”
“Didn’t see it.”
“Mind telling me what you did see?”
“Might tell you over a drink.”
I bought her a large glass of Pino Grigio. She took me across to a
table well away from the bar.
“I don’t have that much to do with it. Leslie at the bar, he deals
with Lilliana, and just phones me if a room is required.”
“But you did see something.”
“I was in the bar with my daughter. Off duty. I finish at eleven,
but being a hotel the bar is normally open late. Lilliana was talking
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to this guy. He didn’t look happy. But there was no argument as far
as I could see. The conversation looked amicable. Eventually he
left.”
“Any money change hands?”
“Not that I saw.”
“Anything else?”
“Lilliana came over. She asked me did I recognise him. I said he
looked familiar. She told me who he was. Hard to believe. I told her
I used to fancy him. She kind of raised an eyebrow, and then put a
finger in her mouth and made like to puke. I smiled. Then she ran
one finger across her throat.”
“What did that mean?”
“No idea. But I guess for some reason the deal didn’t go down.”
“Ever see him again?”
“No.”
“Ever see her again?”
“She was in here most nights last week. Haven’t seen her since
the weekend though.”
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Someone said, whenever two people make love, there are at least
four people taking part. Which I take to mean, there’s what she’s
imagining, and what he’s imagining. That night I was imagining
teenage me, and young Steve. Something about the day had made
me hot for him again.
Boyfriend number nine thought it was the best sex we’d had in a
while. That told me something I didn’t want to know.
He rolled away. Suddenly the bedside light came on. I squinted
for a moment, exhaled, and let my head relax into the pillow.
Early in the relationship I went into the bedroom one night to get
my slippers. I’d parked them beside the bed that morning. As I
picked them up I noticed something strange. Under the bed was a
plate, and on the plate was a cheese and pickle sandwich.
I went back into the lounge and asked Jack what the fuck a cheese
and pickle sandwich was doing under my bed. This is the
explanation I got.
“Well you don’t like me getting up straight after we have sex. But
I get really hungry. So I put it there for later.”
Naturally I asked the obvious question.
“What the fuck makes you think we’re having sex tonight?”
Clearly at that point we weren’t going to be having sex for several
nights. Anyway, apparently it was contingency planning. And should
we not have sex, he was going to have the sandwich for lunch the
following day. I felt my reaction was restrained.

46

“It’s not even covered in fucking cling film.”
But nevertheless an argument ensued.
I mention this only to explain what happened after my ‘young
Steve’ inspired sex. As I lay there smoking, without the aid of a
cigarette, Jack, who clearly felt he’d done everything required of
him, reached under the bed with his left hand, and pulled out a
cheese and pickle sandwich. He carefully removed the cling film,
and began to eat with obvious relish.
There are few things a girl can do in these circumstances.
“So how was your day?” I asked him.
“Fine. Yours?”
“Interesting.”
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Alfie Baines was difficult to track down. It involved research in
Great Yarmouth reference library, a quick trip to a specialist record
store in King Street, and a certain amount of subterfuge when I
called his agent. This is the stuff we get paid for. Except no one was
paying me. In addition I had to find my own train fare to London.
So three days after getting his name, I was going into a little
Bistro restaurant on Queen’s Gate, in the hope of meeting the great
man himself.
My cover story was that I wrote for Archant, who published the
Eastern Daily Press, and several magazines. The truth was that
Archant didn’t even know I existed. But the friendly printer in the
High Street had done some work for them, and was kind enough to
knock up a few business cards with their logo, my name, and Senior
Reporter as a job title.
At noon exactly Alfie Baines walked in. Unmistakeable. He was
confident, well dressed, slightly weathered, and had musician written
all over him. Everything Steve should have been and wasn’t.
I must have had something written all over me, because he came
straight across and introduced himself.
“Kate, right?”
“Alfie?”
“Please don’t tell me you didn’t recognise me. Surely I look just
the same now as I did then.”
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This was said with a friendly smile. He looked good, but it didn’t
worry him. It was natural. There was just the hint of a Scottish
accent.
We shook hands, and he sat down. Within seconds the waiter was
there.
“Can I get you a drink?”
“Glass of Chablis would be fine.”
The waiter looked at my half empty glass of mineral water.
“I’m OK.”
Alfie settled in for a long chat. Took off his scarf and put it over
the back of the chair.
“So you’re doing an article on great seventies rock and roll
rivalries.”
“Kind of.”
“I like rock and roll rivalries. Rolls off the tongue.”
“My editor’s idea.”
“Surprised you want to talk to me though. Or am I the best you
could get?”
“I was sort of interested in your friendship with Steve Hawkins.”
“Oh Christ, not that again. There’s no rivalry there. He and I have
been mates now for about twenty years.”
“But you weren’t at one time.”
“That was a one night thing. In all respects. I hope you don’t
think there’s an article in that.”
“I thought it was interesting that it turned into something else.”
“Always does though doesn’t it. The kid you fight with in the
playground, the next week he’s your best mate.”
“Do you see him often?”
“Aye. Was supposed to see him last week, except the bugger
never turned up.”
“Does he stand you up often?”
“Never.”
“But I’ve heard he does go off on one sometimes.”
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“Aye. Normally with me.”
He laughed.
“But not this time?”
“Must have found some girl with a long memory.”
He laughed again.
“I mean what kind of behaviour is that for a grown man. Standing
up your best mate for a week of sexual gratification in Paris.”
“You think he’s in Paris?”
“No idea where he is. He could have phoned though. Surely he
can’t be fucking all the time. Not at his age. There must have been a
little pause in proceedings when he could have nipped out and found
a call box. Do they still have those in Paris? Maybe he ran out of
local currency. Or maybe he’s better in the sack than I’m giving him
credit for.”
I found myself laughing.
“I take it by this laughter that you’ve met him then? And you
don’t think I’m being unduly sceptical about his sexual
performance.”
“I can’t imagine him doing it at all. Or at least I’m not sure I want
to imagine it.”
“I’m not sure I want to imagine it either. But I’d be surprised if
that’s not what he’s doing, even as we speak.”
I closed my eyes, and no doubt grimaced.
“Aye, quite right too. We shouldn’t talk about it. Never imagine
other people on the job, that’s my advice. And certainly never
imagine yourself on the job. The only thing that matters is how it
feels at the time. Not how it looks. If you’re lucky and you haven’t
inadvertently fucked a News of the World reporter, and no one bursts
in with a camera, you’ll be spared ever having to know how it
looks.”
He glanced around the room.
“Are we here for the duration? Any chance of getting a spot of
lunch at your editor’s expense?”
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There comes a point where you have to come clean. Normally
that’s when you’ve got what you need. In this instance it was
prompted by the possibility that Alfie Baines was about to spend
everything I’d earned from the job so far, and then some.
“Before you get too settled, I think there are a couple of things
you should know.”
“Sounds serious.”
“It is.”
He looked puzzled.
“First off, I’m not a reporter.”
“Please tell me you’re not some obsessive fan who conned my
agent.”
“I’m a private detective.”
Now he looked really puzzled.
“Steve employed me to do some work for him. Then he
disappeared. And now I’m worried. I had to get to talk to you. But
I’m sorry about the method.”
“How long has he been gone?”
“Over two weeks.”
“Not long for him. We’ve managed to keep off the radar for a lot
longer than that sometimes.”
“Let me tell you what happened, and then you can tell me what
you think.”
He pushed the menu towards me, and glanced through the wine
list. I felt my heart sink. Then I felt his hand gently come to rest on
mine. I looked up. He lent forward. Spoke quietly.
“This is on me by the way. No arguments. Choose something
expensive, or they’ll think I’m on the way down.”
I smiled.
“What are you having?”
“The swordfish.”
“Had it here before?”
“Many times.”

51

“So it’s good?”
He nodded.
“Same for me then.”
He called the waiter over.
“Anything to start?”
I shook my head.
“Aperitif?”
“A dry sherry?”
He turned to the waiter.
“Two of those, two swordfish, and we’ll have a bottle of the
Chablis.”
The waiter made a note, and went back to the bar.
“Now, that’s business taken care of. Tell me what happened.”
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Two hours later I was sitting in an office at Dead Skunk Records,
while Alfie phoned everyone who might know the whereabouts of
Steve. It wasn’t a very productive exercise. But Alfie pursued it
diligently and methodically.
First he got a stack of cards out of an unused card index. Then he
wrote a name on each card. His secretary looked up the numbers,
and added them to the cards. After that he sorted the cards into some
kind of order. Probably with the people Steve was most likely to
have run off with at the top. Finally he began making calls.
No replies were sorted onto a separate pile. Any useful
information was recorded on the appropriate card.
Some time later he stopped for a coffee break.
“You’re very organised for a drummer.”
“I can tell you’ve not been keeping up with my career.”
“Can’t say I have.”
“I still play with Citizen Jane every now and again, but there’s not
much to be made out of that these days. What was once a career
choice has turned into a hobby.”
“So you do what?”
“Producer, arranger, occasional song writer.”
“Which keeps the wolf from the door?”
“Usual fall back position for ageing rockers. And surprisingly
lucrative. At least while a few people still want to work with me.”
“Arranger?”
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“A bit of orchestration here and there.”
“Didn’t think drummers could read music.”
“You’re a funny girl. And to think I just bought you your lunch.
You’re talking to Alfie Baines LRAM, ARCM.”
“Don’t know what that means.”
“Licentiate of the Royal Academy of Music, Associate of the
Royal College of Music.”
“Classically trained drummer then.”
“You want to watch that. You could get into real trouble with that
sense of humour in Glasgow on a Saturday night.”
It was said with a smile.
“I’ll remember that next time I’m up there.”
“You’ve been often?”
“Never been actually.”
“Oh Christ! Never been to Glasgow?”
“No.”
“You have to go. It’s a strong, clever, friendly, vibrant place.
Makes you creative. Full of writers, musicians. Everyone’s got
something to say, and most of it’s worth listening to.”
“Your home town?”
“Almost. I grew up about thirty miles south.”
“Where?”
“A place you’ll never have heard of.”
“Try me.”
“Dalmellington.”
I shook my head.
“Used to be a pit village. Town really. Played in the band when I
was younger. That was my start in music.”
“But you wanted fame and fortune.”
“I wanted to escape.”
“To Glasgow?”
“Aye. Someone told me there were more girls in Glasgow. Then
later someone said there were even more girls in London.”
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“Got through them all yet?”
He laughed.
“I had a good try when I was younger. I think in my twenties I
was going after quantity not quality. And I don’t just mean in
relation to girls. I mean in relation to everything. When you’re that
age your brain’s telling you to do everything, try everything. You
think if you stop you’ll die. Or maybe you’re worried that you’ll die
before you’ve experienced it all. Later you realise you will die
before you experience it all, even if you live to be a hundred. Then it
all turns on its head. And you start thinking quality not quantity.”
“How long before that kicked in?”
“I think it was around lunchtime today.”
I laughed. He was good company.
Once he’d finished his coffee he was back on the phones. I could
see how it was going, but I could only hear one side of the
conversation.
Seemed like there were quite a few issues in Steve’s life. Alfie
already knew about most of them, but he was getting updates where
he could. Unfortunately he was drawing a blank with all the people
he thought Steve might be visiting.
So far though no one had covered Paris, or Scotland, or indeed
any of the other places where he liked to go by himself. And the
other thing we hadn’t covered, because we couldn’t, was Lilliana.
At tea time the secretary went home, as did the rest of the record
company staff. Alfie and I were on our own. He put the phone down
on what I hoped was the last call. Looked thoughtful.
“Want to tell me about it?”
“Gambling debts.”
“Big?”
“No one’s quite sure. But he’s got them all right.”
“The recording studio guy up in Norfolk seemed to think Steve
was OK for cash. Thought he sold a house every now and then to
keep his head above water.”
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“He has done that. Don’t think he’s done it recently though,
unless that’s another thing he hasn’t told me.”
“What’s he been hiding?”
“Whatever he’s into with Lilliana. The scale of the debt. The fact
that his relationship with Stella looks terminally fucked up. Not to
mention that he’s fucked off without even a call to let me know.”
“Are you like best mates?”
“Yeah. You might not think it, but we are.”
“How often do you see him?”
“All the time.”
“Which is what?”
“When he’s in London, maybe a couple of times a week. Often
spend the whole day together.”
“Do you go up to Norfolk?”
“That’s the one place I don’t go.”
“Why?”
“Stella’s not exactly my biggest fan.”
“Mind telling me about that?”
“Steve and I haven’t always been good boys. Sometimes we’ve
been away together. Oktoberfest in Munich, chasing actresses at the
film festival in Valladolid, got arrested in Karlovy Vary. I could go
on...”
“I think I get the picture.”
“Most of it’s in the distant past, but we did have a little
renaissance last year. Something got into me. Fear of middle age
maybe.”
“You are middle aged.”
“Good to know nothing gets past you.”
“But if you’re there already, what is there to be frightened of?”
“OK, fear of old age then. Christ. Fear of not being able to do it
anymore. Or maybe wanting to do it again before that happens.”
“What though? What is it men want from that kind of
experience?”
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“Same thing women want. Excitement. To know the joy of life.
The sheer ecstasy of the best times you ever have. The chance to be
in the moment, and to be able to say to yourself, ‘This is just fucking
brilliant.’”
I got this strange sensation. People say you get it in the pit of your
stomach. I got it just under the rib cage at the very front. The solar
plexus. A warmth and a sudden burst of exhilaration. I wouldn’t have
believed you could get that, sitting in an office, listening to someone
talk. But I did. And it was real.
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Alfie didn’t eat cheese and pickle sandwiches in bed. He had a
bottle of Jack Daniels, and a couple of glasses borrowed from the
hotel bar, sitting on the bedside cabinet.
The first time with a new partner it’s just for you. I didn’t think
about what I needed to do for him, or what he needed to do for me. It
just happened. If it was good that was fine, if it wasn’t that was OK
too. We let go, and it was great. The animal in me took over. Don’t
think. Just do.
Later I relaxed. Appreciated the tranquility of the moment.
Initially there was nothing to say. Then after a little while a
conversation began. Wasn’t about anything in particular to start with.
We didn’t talk about what had just happened. After all, what was
there to say?
Alfie topped my glass up, put the bottle back, and turned towards
me. He propped himself up on one elbow, and gave me a long
serious look.
“How much does he owe you?”
“Steve?”
“Aye.”
“Probably not much. So far I only put in a day or so on the actual
job he gave me.”
“But what did he agree to?”
“A grand for five days. All in.”
“That your normal rate?”
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“No, we did a deal.”
“What do you normally charge?”
“One-twenty-five a day, plus expenses. But he didn’t like the
expenses part.”
“You’re underselling yourself.”
“Not in Norfolk.”
Alfie got out of bed. Picked his jacket up off the floor, and found
the inside pocket. Out came a cheque book. He took it to the table.
“I’m hiring you. London rates. Two grand a week plus expenses.”
“No, no...”
“No argument. I don’t know what kind of trouble he’s in, but I
want him found.”
He came back to bed, showed me the cheque. It was for three
thousand pounds.
“That’s the grand he owes you, plus a week up front. Every week
I’ll shove another couple of grand in your direction, plus any
expenses from the previous week. That fair enough?”
“It’s too generous.”
“No, it’s not.”
“And since we’re, you know... Maybe you should get someone
else.”
“You think I shouldn’t have sex with someone I’m working
with?”
“No. I think I shouldn’t have sex with a client.”
“First off, you aren’t a doctor, and second, I didn’t become the
client until after we’d had sex.”
“Makes me uncomfortable.”
“Don’t get ahead of yourself. Might not happen again. But either
way, the two things are unconnected. You’re on the case already.
Anyone else would have to start from scratch. Why would I want to
get someone else?”
He kissed me. After a few moments his hand began to wander.
“Thought you said it might not happen again?”
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“After tonight I meant.”
“Are you going for some sort of record?”
“I’m always going for some sort of record. Don’t always make it,
but tonight it’s looking good.”
He overwhelmed me. Pinned me to the bed with his chest and
hips and arms. I could hardly move. Felt good.
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Goldsworthy lived in some flats set back from the sea front in
Sheringham. He was no Mr Big. But he did run a big game. He was
the man. Who the underwriters were I had yet to determine.
Presumably Goldsworthy didn’t underwrite the game himself,
otherwise I would have been standing outside a big house, set in
several acres, with a nice view across a lake stocked with trout.
There was always the possibility he was salting the proceeds
away in Spain, and intending to retire when the time was right. But I
didn’t think so.
I prepared for the visit by putting on my best little black dress,
stockings, heels, and some carefully applied make up. My hair was
always loose and slightly curly, but I gave it a helping hand with a
quick blow dry. On the fourth finger of my left hand I put two rings.
One plain gold, the other tasteful with a single large diamond. If
only. But I guessed no one was going to test it. For a few moments I
admired myself in the mirror. Understated, but classy. Just what I
was looking for. Could imply I had money, but more important,
nothing that indicated I didn’t.
For this kind of job girls have an advantage. Even as I write that I
do so with reservations. But in the previous couple of days I had
begun thinking of myself as a girl again.
Anyway, the advantage is this. People don’t get suspicious. No
one thinks there’s a hidden agenda. And if you look good enough to
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eat, they think too much about the prospect of fucking you, and not
enough about business.
A few moments after ringing the bell a voice came on the
intercom.
“Who is it?”
“Katherine Madden for Mr Goldsworthy.”
“First floor, come straight up.”
The buzzer sounded, and I pushed the door open. Inside it was
plush. Carpet on the floor, paper on the walls. Unexpected for the
entrance hall of a house which had been converted into flats.
Number three was easy to find. The building had only been
divided into four, which meant each apartment must have been a
good size.
I knocked. The door opened a quarter of the way. He didn’t
exactly have it on a chain, but I got the feeling it could close in my
face if he didn’t like what he saw. Goldsworthy gave my appearance
a quick appraisal. A moment later he motioned for me to go in.
He was stocky, and muscular, with a well trimmed beard. Not the
kind of person to try and take advantage of. Didn’t look like he
responded well to trouble.
The place was well maintained and decorated. Comfortable but
not luxurious. Everything you would need for people to feel well
looked after, but nothing more. I sat on a cream sofa. I wasn’t used
to wearing such a short dress, and I had to make a conscious effort to
keep my knees together. Something I felt was going to become
increasingly difficult while I was working for Alfie. Not that I had
any regrets.
Goldsworthy sat in a matching chair on my right. He picked up a
pack of cigarettes from the side table, shook one out, fired up his
Zippo, and took a long draw.
“So, how did you hear about us.”
Felt like I was being interviewed for a job.
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“A man called Nic Wright passed your details to a friend of
mine.”
“So you don’t actually know Nic?”
“Never met him. I asked Alfie Baines if he could find me a game.
He doesn’t play, but he knows Nic.”
“And you know Alfie how?”
“We’re friends.”
“Not what I asked.”
“Business connection. Met him at Dead Skunk. We kind of hit it
off.”
“And he just offered to find you a game?”
“Look, I’m married, so I need to be discreet.”
“But you and Alfie...”
“Yeah.”
He thought about it.
“Know the rules?”
“Don’t know your rules, but I’m a regular in London. I know how
to play if that’s what you’re worried about.”
“OK. We have four games, here, twice a week. First come first
served. The earlier you ring me the more likely you are to get on a
table. Limits are a hundred, five hundred, a grand, or no limit. Cash
only to start. Get a line of credit if you need it once we check you
out.”
“Can’t check me out. My husband doesn’t know I play.”
“Cash only then. Until we get to know you.”
“Fine. Who bankrolls it?”
“I beg your pardon?”
“Someone must bankroll it if the house plays.”
“The house doesn’t play.”
“You rake the pot?”
“No.”
“So where do you make your money?”
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“End of the night we take five percent of any overage, and a point
and a half a week on credit.”
“Any overage?”
“Say you buy a grand’s worth of chips, and cash in two grand. We
take five percent of the extra grand.”
“Five percent of my winnings?”
He smiled.
“Think you’d do better in a casino where they rake the pot, and
charge for a seat? And in my game if you lose, or come out even,
you don’t pay the house.”
“Unless I’ve dipped into my credit line.”
“Except that.”
“If everyone comes out even you won’t make much.”
“Never been known.”
I gave him a long look.
“Something else that’s never been known is that I lose. Not in the
long term anyway.”
“OK.”
“Any problem with that?”
“No.”
“Would I run into any trouble?”
“No.”
“Some people don’t like it.”
“You’ll be well protected here. No one need know who you are.
We can get you into a cab at the end of the night. Beyond that, it’s up
to you.”
“Could be in your interests if I win.”
He nodded.
“We like people who win big. We get five percent of the final pot,
and there’ll be quite a few who try to cover their losses on credit.
Also good for us. If you’re professional enough to be a consistent
winner, good luck to you.”
“Any problem with creditors?”
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“No.”
“How’s that?”
“We only lend to people we know can cover it.”
“But if they don’t?”
“Something else that’s never been known.”
I gave him an incredulous look.
“They always pay in the end.”
“I thought gambling debts weren’t enforceable in law.”
He laughed. As I thought he might.
“Never been an issue. Anyway, we deal with it. If you win, we
cover any credit on the night. You walk away with cash. They owe
us, not you.”
“So someone must bankroll it, and I’m guessing it’s not you.”
I smiled as I said it. Hoping for an indiscretion. Hoping he’d want
to impress me.
“If you’re as good as you say, and you walk out of here with the
pot, it won’t worry you.”
I let my eyes drop very slightly. Took a quick look at his chest.
Most men notice that. Then I sat back a little. Crossed my legs, like
business was over.
“So, when do I get to play?”
“Whenever you’ve got the cash.”
“Now. If you want it.”
I put my hand up to my face, and rearranged my hair a little.
He picked up a diary. Opened it at the page where the corner was
turned.
“Got a seat for five card draw, with a grand limit, on Friday.”
I gave him a rock steady look.
“I only play no limit hold ’em.”
He looked away. Back to the diary. Weird kind of defence.
“Monday. Best I can do.”
It didn’t work. But you can’t blame a girl for trying.
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What to do about boyfriend number nine was nagging away at the
back of my mind. I’d been thinking about trading him in for
boyfriend number ten. But boyfriend number ten hadn’t turned up.
What had turned up was handsome philanderer number fifteen.
So was it permissible to keep boyfriend number nine, and
handsome philanderer number fifteen going at the same time? It
wasn’t as if they would ever meet. It wasn’t as if I would need to
engage in any real deception to make it work. Boyfriend number
nine was in Norfolk, and handsome philanderer number fifteen was
in London. If there was a problem it was only a moral one. So why
worry?
Before you start thinking I have some kind of personality
disorder, I should point out I wouldn’t have any idea what their
numbers were in the periodic table of boyfriends, except that I keep
a diary. When I dumped my first boyfriend, I called the next one
boyfriend number two. It seemed funny at the time. But then the
numbering system began to get out of hand.
Jack turned up at the house around tea time. First time I’d seen
him since I came back from London. He was still in his work
clothes.
“Think I’ll take a shower.”
“OK.”
“Want me to make tea?”
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“It’s OK. I’ve got pasta and meatballs. I’ll knock something up
while you change.”
He put his bag down against the radiator, where he always put it.
And where I kept asking him not to put it.
“Anything exciting happen in London?”
“Got to meet the legendary Alfie Baines.”
“Who?”
“Drummer with a band you won’t have heard of. Best friend of
Steve.”
“How did that go?”
“Better than I could ever have hoped.”
He gave me a curious look.
“I got hired.”
“Really? For what?”
“To find Steve.”
“Good.”
“And you want to know the best bit?”
“Go on.”
“London rates.”
“Shit.”
“Twice what I’d get in Norfolk.”
“Double shit.”
I produced a good Cabernet from my shopping bag.
“So we’re celebrating.”
“Count me in.”
He went up to the bathroom, while I began cooking. That was
when the singing started. That was when I finally knew, sooner or
later, I was going to have to put a stop to it.
Ten minutes later he was downstairs looking fresh and clean.
Desirable even. Definitely a problem I was going to have to solve.
But probably not immediately.
We sat down to eat.
“So what’s next?”
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“Another good and exciting thing.”
“Which is?”
“I get to play poker. And not with my money.”
“How come?”
“Seems Steve had some gambling debts. I’m into the game, but
the guy who fronts it is not particularly forthcoming. My guess is the
regular clientele might not be so reticent.”
“That a good thing?”
“I said, it’s not with my money. Alfie is the banker.”
“Does he know?”
“About?”
He gave me a long look.
“OK, no he doesn’t know, but this is a one off. In and out. Get the
information and get a cab.”
“What if you win?”
“I plan to.”
“And then?”
I left a little pause, for dramatic effect. I was acting.
“I will never again play with my own money. I have not done so
for ten years, and I am not going to start again now.”
Whether that was true or not I didn’t know. But it’s the thing you
have to say in those circumstances. And to make it believable you
have to emote like a B-movie actress. Astonishingly he seemed to
believe me. He looked at me for a couple of seconds, and then stuck
another meat ball in his mouth.
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“You going to lose all this, or do I stand some chance of coming
out even?”
I was in a hotel bedroom in Whitechapel. Alfie was standing in
his boxers handing me a brown envelope.
“No guarantees, but usually I come out ahead. Sometimes a lot
ahead.”
“It’s the no guarantees bit that worries me.”
“Come on, it’s costing you more than two grand a week already.
On a single game, against players I don’t know, nothing’s certain.
But in the long run I nearly always win.”
There was a little glint in his eye.
“And if you win, do I get a percentage.”
“You just had your percentage. Don’t get greedy.”
He laughed.
“Anything you win, it’s yours. But try and remember why you’re
there. If you need to lose to get close to someone, do it. Be
professional in the private dick sense, not in the poker sense.
Ultimately we want information, not money.”
“Ultimately, I want both.”
“You’re a hard case. I’m not sure I should have got involved with
you.”
He leaned down and kissed me. I let my fingers slide up his left
thigh.
“On the other hand...”
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He lay down beside me again.
“Want to make an afternoon of it?”
“That’s the idea.”
I’d come down on a cheap day return to Liverpool Street. Alfie
had booked a hotel room nearby, so we would have more time
together. Looked like a good investment.
There was a lot I liked about him. He treated me well, believed in
me, entertained me, liked himself, and loved life. There was only
one problem. It wasn’t for keeps. Could have been as far as I was
concerned, but I knew it would never work for him.
Some unkind people would have said he couldn’t keep his dick in
his pants. But I understood. He knew what he wanted, he wasn’t
going to change, and he didn’t make any secret of it. When you were
with him you were the most important person in his life. Afterwards
you’d still be friends. But sooner or later, afterwards was coming.
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When they deal, it’s a thrill. Better than wine, better than
chocolate, better than sex. Only thing comparable is being in love.
And you can’t buy into that.
Most people know the odds of being dealt a particular hand. But it
doesn’t matter. As long as you know it’s about fifty percent for high
card or a pair, five percent for two pair, and two percent for three of
a kind, that’s all you need to know. Other hands turn up a lot less
than one percent of the time.
The additional information you need is what normally wins the
pot. Sixty percent of wins feature only a pair, or two pair. That’s
thirty percent probability for either. Three of a kind, a straight, a
flush, a full house. Ten percent probability for each.
So in forty percent of games you probably need something better
than two pair to win. But the chances of being dealt it are less than
three percent. The more players at the table though, the more chance
there is that someone will have it. So, get three of a kind or better,
and you’ve a good chance of winning the pot.
Anyone with half a brain can do the maths. The rest is
psychology. That’s where the skill comes in.
First hand I had nothing. Second hand I folded on a pair. Third
hand nothing again. Fourth hand two pair. Thirty percent of games
are won on two pair. Seven at the table. Two percent chance for each
player that they’ve been dealt something better. Twelve percent
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chance of losing if I go all the way to a showdown. But, bet heavy
and they may fold.
Five folded before the final round of betting. George across from
me looked like he might take it all the way, but he folded too. I took
the pot, and didn’t show my cards. It was a small but significant win.
For a couple of hours I held my own. No big wins, no big losses.
But my stack remained just a little bigger than the rest.
Most casinos allow two at a time to break from the table, but if
more than that leave, the chairs get reallocated. In a house game only
two can break at any one time, because there are no subs.
Late in the evening George decided to take a break. When I saw
him get up, I picked up my purse, but left my chips on the table. He
wandered over to the end of the room where there was a makeshift
bar. I followed.
“Good game.”
“It is.”
“Haven’t seen you here before.”
“First time.”
“Not your first time playing though.”
It wasn’t a question. He could tell from watching me that I knew
what I was doing.
“Played in London when I lived there.”
He nodded. George was heavily built, my age, wearing decent
clothes that didn’t fit well. He wasn’t particularly good looking, but
his face was interesting. Without being unkind to him, he wasn’t in
my class. Ordinarily he might try it on, but wouldn’t expect to get
anywhere. But we obviously had a shared interest. He might think
that made the difference. I thought I might be able to exploit that.
“Get you a drink?”
“Brandy, thanks.”
Goldsworthy poured us a couple of drinks. George and I sat on
the sofa. Out of earshot.
“Who runs this?”
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He pointed to the bar.
“Brains over there.”
“Goldsworthy?”
“Yeah.”
“Why is he called Brains?”
“Doctoral thesis in aeronautics I think.”
“Shit.”
“Yeah.”
“What’s he doing running a poker game?”
“Don’t think he got a grant for some reason. He’s financing it
himself.”
“So he’s writing the thesis as we speak.”
“Probably not exactly at this moment. But who knows what goes
on in his head. He doesn’t give much away.”
“How did you find out?”
“The big boss came down. Two, three weeks ago. He was a bit
more chatty.”
“Who’s the big boss?”
“Johann, Johannes, something like that.”
“From London?”
“Hunstanton.”
“Mr Big lives in Hunstanton?”
“So I believe.”
“And actually German, or of German extraction?”
“Got a kraut accent you could cut with a knife. Actually German
would be my guess.”
“And he finances it?”
“I suppose.”
“So if you get a line of credit, he’s the banker?”
He shrugged.
“Wonder what happens if you don’t cough up? Think the gestapo
pay you a visit?”
He gave me a look.
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“Not a good career move I wouldn’t think.”
“Don’t worry. I don’t need any credit. I just like to know who I’m
dealing with. The strong arm stuff that went on in London... Trust
me when I say you’d rather not be anywhere near it.”
“Really?”
I embellished the tale.
“Once saw a guy get it with a cattle prod.”
“Jesus. You don’t get anything like that round here.”
“And this is Norfolk.”
He didn’t get it. I hate having to explain my own jokes.
Particularly when they aren’t very funny.
Back at the table I thought I had a handle on George. When I
picked up three of a kind, I bet big. But he stayed with me. Three of
a kind is a hand you might pick up once in an evening, depending on
how many hands you play. It’s a good chance.
The others dropped out. Looked like it was going all the way.
When the final card was turned over I would have to make a
decision quickly. When it’s your turn, you have to be ready. It’s bad
etiquette to slow the game down.
With two of us left, there was less than a one percent chance
George had the cards to beat me. But he’d bet heavily. So he either
had the cards, or he was bluffing. Why would he bluff? Why pick
this particular hand? We were getting to the point where people must
have been thinking of leaving. Maybe he thought I would bluff to get
one big pot. In which case, maybe he was only on a pair.
It was a chance to go all in. The big bet. A huge win, or total wipe
out. The thing poker, in the end, is all about.
The dealer played the final card face up on the table. I prayed it
would turn my three of a kind into four of a kind, which would have
been an almost certain winner. But it didn’t. I kept a close eye on
George to see if it improved his position. Couldn’t tell. There was no
sign. My guess was it didn’t change anything for either of us.
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I put both hands behind all my chips and slid them into the centre
of the table. I was all in. Now it was up to him. If he wanted to know
for certain, it was going to cost serious money. Or he could fold, and
let me take what was in the pot already.
The first sign was just a blink. That was when I knew. He hadn’t
expected me to do it. Now, for the first time, he thought I had the
cards. He thought his pair, or at best two pair, weren’t good enough.
No point in throwing good money after bad. He folded.
It’s bad form to comment on your own win, or anyone else’s loss.
But others can say well played, or tap the table as an indication of
respect. George said nothing. A couple of others tapped the table.
If you play for a short time, have a big win, and walk away, you
aren’t likely to be very popular. But I’d played for five hours, and
only taken one break. There was no point in playing on. I tipped the
dealer, and cashed in my chips.
I held it in until I got outside. Then I shouted with every last bit of
breath I could funnel through my vocal chords. Nothing was better
than this. After ten years I felt like I’d finally found my way back
home.
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“Know anyone who lives in Hunstanton, called Johann or
Johannes?”
He seemed wary.
“Why?”
“Might have form for illegal gambling, or loan sharking.”
“Why?”
“Steve Hawkins, who you might remember is missing, and owes
me some money, probably owes this Johann person some money
too.”
Detective Inspector Frank Harrison was giving me a very strange
look. He was sitting across the table from me, at our regular
Saturday lunch date in North Walsham. We’d been shooting. He’d
just lost, yet again.
“I thought you suspected his disappearance was connected with a
prostitute in Cromer who was stalking him?”
“I did.”
“Seems a sudden change of direction.”
“Have to go where the evidence leads.”
Now he gave me a quizzical look, which no doubt came from
having the usual police line fed back to him.
“Ho ho.”
“Ho ho?”
“What evidence?”
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“An acquaintance of his, Nic Wright, says he has gambling debts.
Nic gave me the game, I found out who runs it.”
“Sounds like you haven’t found out who runs it. You’ve found out
the first name of the person who runs it.”
“And their place of abode.”
“A first name and a town?”
“But I can tell by the look on your face that you are about to fill
in the blanks.”
He shook his head sadly.
“What did I do to deserve this?”
“You fancied me about fifteen years ago, but didn’t do anything
about it.”
“And now I’m to be punished I suppose.”
“Forever.”
He put his knife and fork together on the plate, despite the fact he
still had a few vegetables left. I’d finished my cake a while ago.
Now all we had left was coffee. He took a sip.
“My knowledge of this is limited. But from what I understand
there is a Johannes Hettinger who has been organising gambling
throughout most seaside towns in Norfolk.”
“Why come over here?”
“No idea.”
“Wouldn’t have thought there was much scope for it.”
“Don’t know. But he’s got a foothold in King’s Lynn, Hunstanton,
Sheringham, Cromer, and Great Yarmouth.”
“What’s the specific offence?”
“There is no specific offence. He hasn’t been arrested.”
“But?”
“I presume it would be to do with illegal gambling. Seems he’s
effectively running small casino style operations in private houses,
without a licence.”
“Could he get a licence?”
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“A reputable person could get a casino licence, but it would need
to be for a suitable building with commercial planning consent. You
can’t get a casino licence for what he’s doing.”
“And if he was just running a friendly game of poker, for like
minded people, how seriously would you take that?”
“If that was all he was doing we probably wouldn’t even know
about it. But from what I understand it’s significantly more
organised, and also involves lending money. And we both know
what that leads to.”
“Enforcement.”
He nodded.
“Which is where Steve comes in I think.”
He gave it some thought.
“So you think he’s disappeared to avoid the consequences of not
paying his debts?”
“Could be. Only problem is I think he could pay. He has assets.
Might have some difficulty liquidating them quickly, but for the kind
of money I would have thought we’re talking about, I can’t believe it
would be a long term problem.”
“And how does the stalking fit in?”
I shrugged.
“You think you’ve got two issues which are unconnected?”
It was a good question. It was a policeman’s question. They tend
not to believe in coincidence.
“Can’t see the connection. Doesn’t mean there isn’t one.”
He nodded. Approving my thinking. Took another sip of his
coffee. One thing with Frank was, you couldn’t rush him. He liked to
work out all the implications before committing himself.
“Off the top of my head. Even if I get you the details, I can’t see
how you can get much further. If we arrest him we could probably
find out how much Steve is into him for. He might tell us, or we
might find documentation. But if Steve’s done a runner, I can’t see
how that helps you find him.”
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“If I know where Hettinger lives, I might be able to get myself in
the same room as him.”
“And how would that help?”
This was a difficult question to answer. I changed tack.
“I have a client for this. Steve’s friend has hired me to find him.
So I need to make some progress.”
“Mind if I make a suggestion?”
“Believe me, all suggestions are very gratefully received.”
He wrote down a number on a piece of paper and handed it to me.
“That’s the number for Carrie Hughes in Hunstanton. She’s
handling the Hettinger case. I’ll bring her up to speed on Monday, so
don’t phone her until the afternoon.”
“OK.”
“Now your case, and hers, are nothing to do with me. But I’d
want to know if there was any connection between Johannes
Hettinger and Lilliana.”
“Why?”
“Gut feeling. Plus it’s not unknown for someone who controls
gambling and loan sharking to have an interest in prostitution.
Hettinger and Lilliana are both connected to Steve. Makes me think
they might be connected to each other.”
“Thanks.”
“So talk to Carrie. See if she agrees with me. You might have a
shared interest.”
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Hunstanton was experiencing an Indian summer. Tee shirt
weather in October. It looked like a sleepy seaside town. Nothing to
indicate it was the crime capital of East Anglia.
D.I. Carrie Hughes met me in a sea front coffee house opposite
the theatre. We picked up two cappuccinos at the counter, and took a
seat in the window. She was in her forties, clean cut, well dressed,
and good looking. Competition.
Now I knew why Frank had remembered her name. Might not
have had anything to do with how interesting the case was.
“Known Frank long Carrie?”
“A few years.”
I wanted to ask how well she knew him, but I needed her help,
and I didn’t want to seem hostile. And actually I wasn’t hostile. It
was a lost cause, and I’d lost out long ago. I doubted if she’d had any
more success than me. And even if she had, you can’t hold good
timing against someone.
“Understand you’ve been looking for a missing person.”
“Steve Hawkins. Ageing rock star.”
“And you think he might owe money.”
“Hearsay. But reliable.”
“Go on.”
“Friend of his says he played poker in Sheringham. Got some
credit. Blew it. Got some more credit and blew that too. Can’t get
back into the game. Therefore can’t win it back. So he needs to clear
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the debt from other sources. Some pressure was applied, although I
don’t know what. Then he disappeared.”
“Frank told me you’d come up with the same name as me.”
“Half true. Just got a first name. Johann or Johannes.”
“Johannes Hettinger. Ties in with what I know.”
“How far have you got?”
“Informants tell us what’s going on. Getting actual evidence is
another matter.”
“Frank said Hettinger hadn’t been arrested.”
“We need a little more than we’ve got. Snouts don’t give evidence
in court, so you have to build a case.”
“And the deficiencies are?”
She looked uncertain about how much to tell me.
“All due respect, I’m gathering evidence, not divulging it.”
“Understood. Just wondered if I’d got further than you.”
“How far did you get?”
“Got into a game.”
She leaned back. Considered if this changed anything.
“Where?”
“Private flat in Sheringham.”
“Might be useful if you could give evidence.”
“None to give. Hettinger wasn’t there. Another punter told me
he’d been there previously. But the night I played it was run by a
man called Goldsworthy, who apparently is working his way through
college.”
She got her notebook out. Took down the details. Looked like I’d
got a lot further than they had. But to be fair it would probably have
needed to be a much bigger case for them to get clearance for
undercover work.
“Be nice if we could put Hettinger in the house with the punters.”
“I’d be happy to have a conversation with him if you could get
him there.”
“Will you be playing again?”
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“Got some stake money for the first game. Don’t know if my
client would be up for it again.”
“Did you win or lose?”
“What do you think?”
She smiled, and a connection was made.
“Got something else for you.”
“OK.”
“Woman called Lilliana. She was stalking Steve.”
I gave her the whole story. She took a moment before asking the
obvious question.
“Think there’s a connection?”
“Not an obvious one, but then I haven’t really looked. Frank
thinks I should look for a link between Lilliana and Hettinger.”
She thought about it.
“Lilliana. Not a name that’s ever come up in our files I don’t
think, but I’ll double check. It’s unusual enough to have registered
with me I would have thought.”
We wandered out onto the sea front. It was a lovely day. The
chilly winds of the previous couple of weeks had been suddenly
swept away. The air was still and warm. She took off her jacket. As
she walked along in her white blouse, you couldn’t help noticing she
was well put together. Several passing old age pensioners observed
the same thing. She smiled at them.
“You don’t mind older men staring at you?”
“No. Different generation. They don’t care about being politically
correct. Think I prefer that.”
“Why?”
“Something about not hiding what they’re thinking. It’s more
honest. Younger men concentrate on looking you in the eye, as if you
don’t know they have peripheral vision.”
“I’m not saying I don’t like them to be interested. I just object to
men staring at my tits, like that’s the most important thing.”
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“Don’t think I care, as long as they don’t become incoherent and
start to drool.”
I laughed. For some reason the thought of old age pensioners
paralysed by sexual desire amused me.
“Got any idea how I could get in the same room as Hettinger?”
“What would you do if you did get in the same room?”
“Don’t know. Don’t have a plan. Start a conversation and see
where it leads?”
“Can’t see how that would get you closer to knowing what
happened to Steve.”
“Mostly I just keep asking questions, hoping someone gives up
something useful.”
“I mean if Hettinger knew where Steve was...”
“Nothing to indicate he doesn’t know, or that he hasn’t done
something about it.”
She raised an eyebrow. Until I said it, I hadn’t really considered
the implications. If Steve was successfully hidden, that was one
thing. If he’d tried to hide, and been found, that was something else
entirely.
“So, two things to pursue. A connection between Hettinger and
Lilliana. And getting you into the same room as Hettinger.”
We considered as we walked. Nothing but silence for a time.
“You’ve got a seat at the Sheringham house.”
“If I want it.”
“And we know Hettinger’s been there at least once.”
“How it looks.”
“We’ve been keeping an eye on him. Let me go through the
records and see if he has any kind of routine. If he’s running houses
around the coast, maybe he has a schedule for pick ups and drops.
We don’t have the manpower for continuous surveillance, but there
might be something there.”
“Anything you can come up with...”
“How much notice do you need?”
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“Me personally, none. But seats at the table are allocated on a first
come first served basis. The earlier I can phone, the more likely I am
to get in.”
“Anything else?”
“Needs to be no limit hold ’em. That’s all I play.”
“Meaning?”
“I know they play five card draw, and maybe other variations.
They also play with limits.”
“So it has to be the right game.”
“Got to be hold ’em. I can live with a limit, but I don’t like it.”
“Let me see what I can do.”
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Alfie invited me to the house. First time I’d seen where he lived.
Not very showy. Minimalist even. Not much in the way of
decorative objects.
In terms of location though it looked like his royalties had been
well spent. Not far from South Kensington tube. Easy access, in and
out.
We were discussing how to get into central London.
“Taxis are OK, depending on the traffic, but I prefer the tube.”
“Hence the location.”
He nodded.
“Don’t you get recognised?”
He laughed.
“I think the last time anyone recognised me must have been
1979.”
“You’re kidding.”
“Might be a slight exaggeration. But if you’re a drummer in a
band that’s not in the charts, you might as well be a civil servant. No
one gives a fuck.”
“You don’t dress like a civil servant though.”
“I don’t dress any differently to anyone else my age.”
“You do.”
“Do not. We’re talking music industry here right?”
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I conceded the point. Middle aged media types did have their own
uniform. You just didn’t see it much in Norfolk. Wasn’t hard to
impress me. Probably what he liked.
He was cooking. Another first. But I didn’t think it meant
anything. The relationship hadn’t fundamentally changed. But he
was no longer keeping me at arms length.
Finally the lamb went in the oven. Alfie came across to the table
and sat next to me. He took a sip of his wine. I took the envelope out
of my bag.
“Got something for you.”
“What’s that?”
I handed it to him. He opened it. Looked puzzled.
“How much is in here?”
“A bit more than when you gave it to me.”
“How come?”
“I won. Big.”
“Jesus.”
“Should cover the expense of hiring me for a while.”
“I told you to keep it.”
“Can’t.”
“Why not?”
I took a deep breath.
“Confession time.”
He gave me a sidelong glance. Narrowed his eyes.
“What sort of confession?”
“From my hidden past.”
“Do I need a top up before I hear this?”
He reached for the wine. I pushed my glass across.
“Don’t know about you, but I could do with some.”
He refilled both our glasses.
“Me and some of my student pals used to play poker. Don’t
remember what the limit was, but we were playing with pennies
instead of chips. Once we played all weekend. I won everything.
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Cleaned everyone else out. Total winnings, four pounds fifty-five
pence. After that they wouldn’t play with me.”
“Don’t blame them.”
“When I first started with Dougie Carson’s agency I didn’t get
much work. My financial position was a lot worse than tight. There
was one little job I did for him, got me a hundred quid in cash. So I
decided to use it as seed capital. Thought if I lost it, that would be
the end of it, but I just wanted to give it a go. Ever since the big
student win I fancied trying it for real. First night I doubled my
money. Didn’t look back.”
“What’s the problem with that?”
“Nothing. The size of my stack got bigger and bigger. Poker
suited me. Combination of maths and psychology and calculated
risk. My three strengths, all in one game.”
“Last two must be pretty much a requirement for a private
detective.”
“The similarities are greater than you might think. Not
inadvertently revealing your position is also a requirement. A certain
amount of kidding people on. A little bit of cool. Not caving under
pressure.”
He nodded.
“I can see these things in you.”
“But what I realised as early as the four pound fifty game, was
that in order to take the risk, you had to play as if you didn’t mind
losing. Everyone minds losing of course. But when you play you
have to not mind. If you’re frightened of losing, your decision
making gets swayed. You err too much on the side of caution. You
shouldn’t be reckless, but your decision needs to me made only on
the correct assessment of the risk.”
“Something tells me this story doesn’t have a happy ending.”
“Yes and no. One day it went to a showdown. It was a woman on
the other side of the table. She looked too showy. Bit of a bimbo. I
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knew she had a good hand. She bet heavy. But I had a great hand. A
once in a year hand.
“One of the advantages of hold ’em is that you can see some of
your opponents cards. You can work out what the possibilities are for
them, and they can do the same for you. Options were there for both
of us. I knew what I had, and I thought she didn’t believe I’d got it.
Thought that was why she’d gone for it.
“The chances of the hand she needed being dealt were about a
fifth of one percent, but increased significantly by the cards I could
see. The risk factor was also increased by the way she bet, but I
discounted that based on psychology, appearance, demeanour and
betting in previous hands. My assessment was she thought I was
bluffing. Which if you actually have the cards puts you in an
excellent position.
“I went all in. Everything. Almost every last penny. I used credit
on the night to cover the bet, but not beyond what I’d accumulated
over the previous couple of years. It was the right call based solely
on the risk. I lost. The next day I had to drain my bank account to
pay off the credit. I wasn’t in debt, but I had no money.”
“Shit.”
“I made two mistakes. I hadn’t ring fenced my seed capital, and I
hadn’t excluded my other earnings from the pot. And I knew I’d
been close to asking for more credit, which would have put me
seriously in debt. If I couldn’t trust myself to ring fence my earnings
then it wasn’t just the money that was at risk. It was me that was at
risk. So I stopped. Until last Monday.”
Alfie thought about it.
“And you justified it because you weren’t playing with your own
money.”
I nodded.
“Still don’t understand why you can’t keep the winnings.”
“Too much temptation.”
“To do it again?”
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“Yes.”
He thought about it.
“I can understand that.”
“Problem is, I might need to do it again.”
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When I walked in the door I knew something was up. Jack was in
the lounge, watching TV. He’d clearly had a couple of drinks. And
he looked in the mood for an argument. You can tell with men. They
don’t set traps, or lure you in. Bang. Straight out with it.
“Get into a game in London did you?”
“No.”
“Get some more stake money?”
“Got the same stake money back.”
“This part of the job then?”
“You know it is.”
“How many times do you need to play to get one bit of
information?”
“As many times as it takes.”
“And the number of times it takes wouldn’t have anything to do
with how much you like it?”
“It might have, but in this instance it doesn’t.”
He shook his head.
“What is it with you and gambling?”
“Gambling is like sex. No matter how often you do it, you still
want to do it again.”
“Thing with sex though. You might lose your self respect, but you
probably won’t lose your house.”
I took my coat off, and went to the bathroom. The fact that he
wasn’t right didn’t actually make him wrong. I did need to get into
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the game in order to meet Hettinger. But I loved that I needed to do
it. I would have used almost any legitimate reason to play again. No
matter how trivial. But it wasn’t his call.
I composed myself and went back out.
“Get to the point Jack.”
“You know what the point is.”
“What’s the problem now? At this exact moment? Why pick a
fight with me the minute I walk in through the door?”
“Had a phone call.”
“From who?’
“Woman called Carrie.”
“Was there a message?’
“Don’t know if I should give it to you.”
I gave him a dead eyed stare.
“You should definitely give it to me.”
“Really?”
“Really.”
He didn’t show any inclination to do so. I walked over and
switched off the TV.
“Hey...”
“My TV, my lounge, my brandy, my rules.”
“So?”
“If you don’t like it, go home, sit in your own lounge, watch your
own TV, drink your own brandy, and play with yourself.”
“What?”
“That is what you’re here for I presume. That’s the reason you’re
sitting on my sofa, middle of the evening, waiting for me to get back
from the station isn’t it?”
He didn’t know what to say to that. He just shook his head.
“Not a great start wouldn’t you say.”
I went into the bedroom, got the cheese and pickle sandwich out
from under the bed, took it into the lounge, and threw it in his lap.
“Might as well eat that now. You won’t be needing it later.”
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He took a deep breath. Closed his eyes. Let the air out through his
nose slowly. After a few moments he looked up at me.
“I knew you would be back late, and I didn’t know if you would
have eaten. So I came in after work, made a chicken casserole, with
potatoes and veg all in the pot, and put it in the oven on a low heat. I
came up here to chill out. Then the phone rang. A woman called
Carrie asked if you could ring her. Then as an afterthought, she said I
should tell you, she’s found you the right game.”
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Hunstanton was a long drive for a consultation. But I always
preferred to meet someone face to face rather than have a phone
conversation. And it wasn’t as if I had anything else eating up my
time. I was also looking forward to meeting Carrie again. I liked her.
On this occasion I was invited to the cop shop, so I could ask any
questions I wanted of her Detective Sergeant. We sat in interview
room number four, with two teas and a coffee, and a plate of
biscuits, probably paid for from public funds. No one could accuse
them of going overboard on the entertainment budget.
“What are these?”
“Malted milk biscuits.”
“Odd taste. But they’re good.”
“Geraldine’s favourites.”
Detective Sergeant Geraldine Lock smiled. No doubt she was
biscuit monitor. She was a few years younger than Carrie. Smartly
dressed, good hair, great smile. I envied her youth, but not her job.
Even plain clothes would have driven me insane within a week.
“So, you’ve got me a game.”
“If you can get into it.”
“OK.”
“Next Monday. The Sheringham house.”
I made a note.
“I’ll phone them later and get myself a seat.”
“Good.”
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“What variant?”
“Don’t know. You’ll have to check that out for yourself.”
“Last time on a Monday it was no limit hold ’em. Hopefully it’ll
be the same again.”
Geraldine took a sheet of A4 out of the file in front of her, turned
it round to face me, and pushed it across the table.
“His known movements.”
I ran my eye over it. Nothing surprising. Visits to different towns.
No indication of why. Sheringham was once a fortnight on a
Monday.
“These just courtesy visits?”
“No idea. But if they make money he must pick it up, and if they
have a client needing credit, maybe he drops off cash. Also probably
likes to keep an eye on things.”
“Under surveillance currently?”
Carrie and Geraldine exchanged a glance.
“Can’t answer that.”
“OK.”
“Sorry. We want your information, but we can’t share, beyond
what you need to know.”
Geraldine took a small photograph, and handed it across the desk.
Head and shoulders of a man in his forties. Unfashionably long hair,
tied back, deep set eyes, half turned away from the camera. It wasn’t
a particularly clear image. A bit grainy. Probably blown up from a
surveillance shot.
“Best we’ve got.”
“It’s fine. I’d recognise him if I saw him from the hair alone.”
I handed it back. Turned to Carrie.
“Have you found any connection between Lilliana and
Hettinger?”
“Rather hoping you might be able to shed some light on that after
you’ve spoken to him.”
“Can’t see how I can bring her into the conversation.”
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“And Steve?”
“Think I’ve worked out a way to mention him, but I’ll have to see
how it goes. No idea if Hettinger is even approachable. If he’s in and
out while I’m at the table, that’s it.”
“You said another punter talked to him though.”
“Yes. George. Apparently Hettinger is more talkative than
Goldsworthy who runs it.”
Again they looked at one another. Carrie smiled.
“Alpha males are often talkative. Misplaced confidence. They
need the gift of the gab to persuade people to do things. Then they
get in here and think they’ll persuade us of their innocence.”
She looked at Geraldine.
“Surprising how often that doesn’t work out.”
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Five minutes after I arrived I could have been forgiven for
thinking I’d never left. Same people round the table, Goldsworthy at
the bar, and George sitting opposite, ready to take another loss. A
grand in my stack, small brandy on the side table, and an air of
expectancy.
This time they all knew how I played though. So I made a little
change there, and went for the conservative approach. Folded on a
couple of early hands, when I might normally have bluffed. Make
them think maybe I was less aggressive than they remembered.
Also I was keeping in mind what Alfie told me when he let me
take the original grand back. Information not money. I think he
believed it might be good for me to deliberately lose. But to me that
was just like another strategy. Hustling in pool for example. I was
already thinking about how to make it work for me.
The best way to win overall is to fold on most hands. But with the
few hands you decide to take on, bet and raise often. Whether you
could gain a psychological advantage by deliberately losing I didn’t
know. I’d never tried it.
After a couple of hours, I hadn’t taken on a thing. A couple of
latish folds, and the blinds, when you have to ante up, had
diminished my stack slightly. Nothing that wouldn’t be put right by a
small win though.
Someone unlocked the door from the outside. I didn’t turn round
to look. The mystery person came into the room, stood for a few
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moments on my right, and then moved across to the bar. Everyone,
including me, kept their eyes on the table.
I folded, yet again, and waited for the end of the hand. When the
time came I casually picked up my drink, and went across to the bar.
Goldsworthy looked across when I put my glass down.
“Another one of those?”
I nodded. The man standing just to my left looked at me. I was
well turned out, and worth looking at. Once I was sure he’d checked
me out, I turned to look at him. You should always give men a
chance to decide if they like what they see.
The eyes grabbed your attention first. The ponytail, and the gently
lined face made an impression. But the smile sealed it. He thought
he could have whatever he wanted.
What he didn’t know was, I already knew too much about him.
And anyway, Alfie got there first. Only one Lothario at a time was
my rule. Nevertheless it seemed in my interests to play along.
I smiled back.
“Can I get that for you?’
“Thanks.”
“Johannes.”
He held out his hand. I took it.
“Kate.”
“Pleased to meet you Kate.”
George was right. An accent that would lead you to believe he
was straight off the boat. Except that I knew he wasn’t.
“Do you play?”
“No. I run the game.”
“Really? You weren’t here last time.”
“I have several games. Can’t be everywhere at once.”
“You never play?”
“I have, but not well. It seems safer to, how would you say, be a
service provider.”
My drink arrived. I noticed Johannes didn’t have one.
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“No drink?”
“Something else I don’t do.”
“Do you have any vices?”
“Besides running illegal poker games?”
“Besides that.”
“I am inclined to go along with your Mr Dury.”
“Sex and drugs and rock and roll?”
“I like music, I have been known to smoke the odd joint, and I
like women.”
“You should meet some friends of mine.”
“Women?”
“Musicians.”
“Ah yes. Some of my best friends are musicians.”
“We might have some in common.”
“Really?”
“Two or three of them fancy themselves as poker players. There’s
the drummer with Citizen Jane, Alfie Baines.
“I can’t say I know him.”
“There’s a friend of Alfie, someone called Nic Wright, he said I
might get a game here.”
“I know Nic yes, although he hasn’t visited for some time.”
“Steve Hawkins, used to be with Pay and Display, also a friend of
Alfie.”
“Yes, he has played here from time to time.”
“So, something in common.”
I smiled.
“Indeed so. You come here often?”
“Second time. Did pretty well the first time, thought it might be
worth a second visit.”
“We are happy for you to do well.”
“I know. Had it explained to me.”
I pointed to Goldsworthy.
“Ah yes.”
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“Five percent of the winnings, plus a point and a half a week on
credit, must be quite a money spinner.”
He smiled modestly.
“I make a living.”
“And you’ve got games in Hunstanton, Cromer, and Great
Yarmouth too. I’d call that a good living.”
Now he began to look wary.
“So how much was Steve into you for?”
Wariness turned to surprise.
“This is something you would have to ask him. I could not
discuss his business with you.”
“I’d love to discuss it with him, but I can’t find him.”
“Not something I can help you with.”
“No idea where he is then?”
“None.”
“Because it seems he disappeared after he met with you.”
I was aware my voice had risen. It was deliberate. He signalled
with his hand for me to be quiet. A couple of people looked up from
the table. He extended his arm towards the door. Spoke quietly.
“Maybe we could discuss this in the other room.”
I walked in the direction he pointed. He opened the door for me,
turned on the lights, and showed me into what was probably once a
bedroom, which had now been converted into an office.
He closed the door, and extended his hand towards the easy chair
in the corner, in a very gentlemanly way. He took the office chair, by
the desk.
“This Steve is a particular friend of yours?”
“He is.”
“I regret his disappearance as much as you I assure you.”
“Probably not quite as much.”
“You were involved with him?”
He just about managed to keep the incredulity out of his voice.
“No.”
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“But he is part of you circle of friends?”
“Yes.”
“As I said, I cannot help you.”
“And what did you say to him when he met with you?”
He thought about this.
“He was in debt as you know. I simply said I could not continue
to finance his gambling. And he could not have a seat at any of my
tables until he cleared this debt.”
“Threats?”
“No.”
“Strong arm stuff?”
“Absolutely not, I assure you.”
“So how do you recover a debt, when someone can’t or won’t
pay?”
“Two different things.”
“Enlighten me.”
“Can’t pay. There is nothing you can do. It is the fault of the
lender. There is no point in lending to someone with no assets.”
“Won’t pay?”
“Cut them off.”
He made a snipping movement using his fingers as scissors. I was
momentarily surprised by his candour.
“Cut what off?”
He smiled, having misled me on purpose.
“Cut them off from every game in town. Make sure they can’t get
a game anywhere. With me, or anyone else.”
I did smile.
“The thing with gamblers Kate, as I’m sure you know, is that they
can’t stop. Sooner or later they have to play again. And they will
liquidate whatever assets they have, and turn them into stake money.
I don’t have to do a thing, except wait. None of your strong arm
stuff. These are the easiest loans in the world to call in. When the
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time is right, they call themselves in. All they need is a little
patience.”
“And Steve had assets which would cover the debt?”
He gave me an odd look.
“If you are his friend you must know this.”
“Don’t know the size of the debt.”
“But you’ve seen the game we play. Even with no limit, the kind
of people who play here, he wouldn’t lose more than five to ten in a
night.”
“Which can mount up.”
“And that is why we had to cut him off. But we checked before
allowing him credit. He has many properties, and other assets. Cars,
motorbikes, jewellery. I promise you he could raise this money in a
week at most. And when he wants to play again, he will.”
“Meanwhile you just wait?”
“Of course. The clock is ticking. Point and a half a week. I
promise you there is nothing to worry about.”
“He’s not in hiding then?”
“Not from me. My only sanction is that he may not sit with us
until he clears his debt.”
Funnily enough I believed him. So I thought I’d see what his
reaction was to the other piece of the jigsaw.
“You know he was being stalked?”
“Stalked?”
“Being followed, and harassed.”
“No.”
“By a woman called Lilliana.”
He shook his head.
“He never mentioned that?”
“Not to me.”
“Never heard the name?”
“No. You think this is connected to his disappearance?”
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“Don’t know. To be honest I thought he was in hiding from you.
Now I don’t know what to think.”
“Who is this woman?”
“She’s on the game. Works the bar at the Hotel de Paris in
Cromer.”
“And you have spoken to her?”
“I did. Some time ago. But when I tried again last week I found
she’d disappeared as well.”
“You think they have gone somewhere together?”
Actually this was something I hadn’t considered. But it didn’t
seem likely.
“They didn’t like one another.”
He thought for a while.
“Leave this with me. I will see what I can find out.”
“How?”
“I have certain contacts in, what shall we say, the entertainment
industry around here. Perhaps they will know where to find her.”
He reached into his jacket pocket, and pulled out a card, which he
handed to me. It was just his name, and a number. No indication of
what he did for a living. No point in actually printing it out for the
police I suppose.
“Phone me in two days.”
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South Beach Place was just off Marine Parade, down the side of
the Windmill Theatre. A grubby little street, with little to recommend
it.
Great Yarmouth was gradually going down the pan. Less tourists,
less money coming in, less income per head. Work had always been
seasonal, but now it was getting desperate all year round. By
October people were wandering around with little to do.
I knocked on the door. A small woman in her fifties answered.
Straggly hair, still wet from the shower. But otherwise inexpensively
neat and tidy. It was ten in the morning.
“You here for the job?”
“No.”
“We don’t do women.”
“So I understand.”
She gave me a curious look.
“What do you want then?”
“Lilliana about?”
“She’s sleeping.”
“When will she be back in the land of the living?”
She looked at her watch.
“Couple of hours maybe. It was a late night.”
“I’ll come back.”
“Who should I say called?”
“Don’t say. I want to surprise her.”
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She shrugged.
I turned and left, wondering where I could get some coffee, out of
season, in the largest resort on the east coast.
Turned out the answer was Palmers. A very nice coffee shop,
located on the first floor of a big upmarket department store, facing
the market place.
I took my cappuccino over to a table in the corner, and watched
retired ladies in big hats taking their mid morning break from
shopping. They carried round promotional posters from every shop
they’d visited, boldly displayed on box sided paper carrier bags.
Mobile advertising hoardings, unpaid, and unaware.
Time to think about how things had turned out. No luck with
Steve’s live in girlfriend, his pals, or his gambling. Back to the
stalker again. I liked returning to one line of enquiry. It made things
simpler. Too many leads complicated the investigation, and made
you wonder if they were linked, and in what way.
But apart from the stalking, and her veiled threat that she had a
plan for him, there was nothing to suggest Lilliana was responsible
for his disappearance. And I found it hard to believe an itinerant
hooker had abducted him, and managed to keep it secret from
everyone she knew. That would take serious planning. She didn’t
seem the type.
But I did wonder if Steve had run away from her. Didn’t have a
clue why, but it was the only explanation I could think of.
Back in South Beach Place I knocked on the door. The small
woman answered again. She didn’t look particularly pleased to see
me. She was just about civil, but made it seem like an effort.
“You’d better come in.”
“Thanks.”
We went through to what looked like the lounge. I guessed it was
actually the client waiting room. It was clean, but the furniture was
old. The curtain on the window overlooking the street was drawn,
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even though it was daylight. You wouldn’t want the general public
looking in at the punters waiting their turn.
The small woman shouted into the hall.
“Kirsten.”
A few moments later Lilliana walked in. She looked at me for a
moment, and then shook her head.
“You again?”
“Me again.”
She took a seat opposite me.
“Seems like you’re going down in the world Lilliana.”
“How’s that?”
“Last time we met you were a high class hooker at a good hotel.
Now you’re working in a down market brothel.”
“Out of season, no passing trade.”
“And this is better?”
“Gets me through the winter.”
“How?”
“They advertise in free paper. Clients phone, make appointment.
Get regular work.”
“Know why I’m here?”
“No idea.”
“Steve is missing.”
“What this got to do with me?”
“Don’t know. Seems odd that he goes missing, and then you go
missing.”
“I’m not missing. Just change location. Maybe this what
happened to him.”
“Since you were the one stalking him, I thought you might be the
person to ask about where he is.”
“Ask away.”
“I am asking.”
“And you think I would tell you?”
“Maybe.”
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“Think again.”
“OK, here’s what I think. You were stalking him. You said you
had a plan for him. He disappears for over a month. Not a word to
anyone. You disappear too. If it’s nothing to do with you, and you
convince me of that, maybe you won’t have to convince the police.”
The small woman and Lilliana exchanged a glance. No one liked
the mention of the word police. It was a sure way to get closed
down. Prostitution wasn’t illegal, but running a brothel certainly
was. My guess was the small woman was the maid. She ran it day to
day, but someone else paid the rent. That someone else probably
wouldn’t take too kindly to any activity by the girls that attracted the
attention of the police.
I decided to reinforce the point.
“Still want to be operating after lunch? Better come clean now.”
The small woman shook her head, looked at Lilliana.
“Tell her.”
She picked up her mug from the coffee table, and went out of the
room.
“What you want to know?”
“Why were you stalking Steve?”
She shook her head.
“And what was your plan for him?”
She didn’t say anything.
Suddenly she flew at me out of the chair. I put both hands out in
front of me, palms facing her. As she ran into them I pushed hard,
and put her on the back foot. But in a second she was after me again.
This time I grabbed her by the left ear, squeezed hard, exerted some
downwards pressure, and forced her into a kneeling position.
“Want to have a cauliflower ear? Not an asset in your chosen
profession I wouldn’t have thought.”
I twisted her ear until she screamed, lifted her a little, and pushed
back.
“Sit.”
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Dog training. She did as she was told.
“I’m going to leave go now, but I promise if you move towards
me, next time I will rip it off.”
When I let go her hand went up to her ear. It hurt. I knew it hurt,
because when we’d practiced at women’s self defence, and someone
had done it to me, my ear didn’t feel the same for about a week
afterwards.
Next thing I know the small woman was back in the room,
accompanied by a blonde. Neither of them looked up to the job.
When they saw there was no fight to break up, they stopped in their
tracks. Another factor might have been that I eyeballed them the
minute they appeared round the door. It’s all in the look.
“Tell me, if you get trouble with a punter, what do you do?”
“We don’t get trouble with punters. We check them out through
the peephole before we let them in. Most of them aren’t exactly Mr
Universe.”
Made sense.
“Right, you two, back to the holes you crawled out of. Lilliana
and I need to have a little talk.”
They went. I left a decent interval for Lilliana to recover before I
began again.
“Let’s start with the most recent thing first. Why attack me?”
“You try to protect him.”
“I’m trying to find him.”
“He hire you to protect him.”
“Only from you.”
“It’s a joke.”
“No it isn’t. Stalking him, and sending letters, and telling me you
have a plan for him, that isn’t a joke. It’s a serious offence, and you
could go to jail. And if you don’t explain it to me now, I’ll make sure
you’re explaining it to the police this afternoon.”
She smiled.
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“You don’t know what you talk about. Men do this to women all
of the time. Police do nothing. I just give a little back. Following
someone, sending letters, believe me it not against law. I know.”
“This payback for something?”
“You know what? This has nothing to do with you.”
She stood up, and barged into my shoulder as she tried to pass.
Then came the thing I regret. I punched her. Once. Hard. Right upper
cut to the solar plexus.
She went down, first onto her knees, then all the way. She didn’t
make a sound. She couldn’t breathe. It was several seconds before
the gasping for air began.
It was sheer frustration on my part. I didn’t like people who
attacked me, and I didn’t like people who wouldn’t answer a straight
question. I won’t be lied to, or assaulted. And anyone who thinks it’s
OK to bundle me out of the way has to learn the hard way that this is
unacceptable behaviour.
As she struggled for breath I bent down so my mouth was close to
her ear.
“I will fucking sort you out if it’s the last thing I do.”
As I stepped over her I noticed the small woman was standing in
the doorway again. I walked past her, through the hall, and out of the
front door.
The air in the street felt clean and fresh.
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Alfie was sympathetic, to a degree.
“Probably not a good idea. But it sounds as if she was asking for
it.”
“That’s the trouble. She wasn’t asking for it. She was being
deliberately obstructive, but then she isn’t obliged to tell me
anything.”
“Shouldn’t have been harassing Steve though. I’d have wanted to
deck her just for that.”
“But would you have done?”
“Probably not. Unless it turned out she’d done more than that.”
“See? Anyway I thought I should tell you, since you’re the
client.”
“Won’t be me who’s going to jail.”
“And that’s another problem. There are no consequences. She
can’t go to the police, because of what she does, and where it
happened. I hit someone who couldn’t defend themselves, either
physically, or by reporting it.”
I shook my head, disgusted with my loss of control.
“There’s one thing though Kate.”
“What’s that?”
“She doesn’t need to beat you up. You’re doing it yourself.”
I smiled without really meaning to.
“Might go some way towards doing what Steve originally paid
you for.”
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“How do you work that out?”
“She might be less likely to continue stalking him if she thinks
you’re going to take a more direct route to preventing that.”
Alfie and I were sitting in his kitchen. He wasn’t cooking yet, but
he was preparing what was needed for the dinner party. I’d been
invited, and made the trip down to London. Alfie and I didn’t
actually need to discuss the case. Particularly as I’d come to a bit of
a dead end. It was clear Lilliana wasn’t going to talk to me, and the
poker lead hadn’t panned out either.
Where I went now I didn’t know. Just waiting, which was
Johannes Hettinger’s strategy, didn’t really appeal to me. I liked to
be doing something. Alfie must have been able to read my thoughts.
“Can you make a salad dressing?”
“Of course.”
He pointed to the shelf. I pulled down balsamic vinegar, and some
expensive looking olive oil.
“Don’t know if you should still be paying me.”
“Why’s that?”
“I’m not doing anything.”
He smiled.
“Yes you are.”
“Well I’m a pretty expensive assistant chef.”
“I can afford it.”
“Not the point.”
“No, but if I pay you, maybe you’ll think about it, and find
something to do, and maybe that something will lead to, I don’t
know, some sort of conclusion.”
“Seems pretty tenuous.”
“While he’s missing I want to feel someone’s on the case. Even if
it’s difficult, even if you get blocked, even if in the end it resolves
itself. I’m buying peace of mind. I’m buying into the idea that
everything that can be done is being done, even if at times that’s not
very much.”
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“Seems like it’s nothing right now.”
“Even if that.”
“OK. You’re the boss.”
He smiled again.
“Progress. Even though I despair sometimes at how long it takes
people to reach that conclusion.”
We laboured for an hour or more. Eventually the lasagne was in
the oven, the salad was in a big bowl, dressed and covered in cling
film. The table was laid, and the red wine was breathing. Alfie was
fiddling with some fancy Italian bread, some garlic, and some oil.
The only cheating was the pudding. He’d bought it that morning
from an Italian deli near the station.
Alfie sat down at the table, and poured himself a glass of red as a
reward.
“So, you know who the guests are?”
“No. I can’t remember names and descriptions and jobs without
faces to link them to.”
“My two pals and their wives, how hard is that?”
“I know.”
“Richard ‘Ritchie’ King, session man through and through, can’t
stand the thought of being in the limelight, even though he could
have it all. Better than any lead guitar in any group you could name.
And his wife is?”
“Sharon something, sculptor?”
“Correct. And?”
“Peter Lawrence.”
“Legendary producer, whose wife is?”
“Gone.”
“Isabel.”
“What does she do?”
“Not much.”
I laughed.
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“Actually I’m not being fair to her. I think looking after two
children might be a full time occupation.”
“Are the children coming?”
“Christ I hope not. I think I made that clear without actually
saying so. The money he makes they can definitely afford a sitter.”
It turned out they all knew Steve. And since he was missing, he
was the main topic of conversation. We reviewed everything that had
happened, and everything I’d done. There were various theories
about his disappearance, but none involving third parties. Mostly
they revolved around the theme of excess.
According to them Steve was almost certainly on a drink and drug
fuelled binge, anywhere from Margate to Morocco. And when he got
back we would all be none the wiser. And what’s more, Steve would
be none the wiser, because he wouldn’t remember any of it.
Then came the anecdotes. Previous occasions when Steve had
been found by the police, or the Salvation Army, or had been drying
out in the Priory.
Ritchie remembered going to one of Steve’s rock and roll
nostalgia gigs at Butlins.
“What was it with him and girls? The shape he was in you
wouldn’t think he could pull. But they were there. Queuing up for
autographs, willing to be invited back to the chalet.”
“Girls?”
“Girls in their forties, but girls nonetheless. Probably the same
ones who were after him in the seventies. Trying to do now what
they wished they could have done then. Delayed gratification by
about twenty years.”
“Can’t have been many who missed out the first time around.”
Much laughter.
“Maybe they wanted more.”
No one seemed certain about that.
“What are you saying? That the experience was so bad they
wouldn’t want to do it again?”
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Alfie poured some more wine. Ritchie thought about it.
“They weren’t interested in the quality of the experience. Don’t
forget, it was the seventies. These girls were very young. They were
inexperienced themselves. Probably didn’t even know what good sex
was.
“Let’s say you’re fourteen for fifteen. You get fucked by your
sixteen year old boyfriend, who basically knows nothing. Then you
make it with some rock star who may know something, but isn’t
really interested in you, so he just does what works for him. He
doesn’t care what you want. There’s a queue outside the door.
“Probably doesn’t seem that different to what happens with your
boyfriend. Except for the star quality. And what will you tell your
friends? That it was no good? I don’t think so.”
I wondered what I would have thought. But I didn’t just wonder
what I would have thought about it at the time, I wondered what I
would have thought about it years later.
And more specifically I wondered how I would have felt looking
back, knowing I’d been under age at the time. I wondered who I
would have thought was responsible. Him or me?
I knew I wanted him to fuck me when I was fourteen. But if it had
happened, how would I have felt when I was forty? Would I still
think he should have done it?
Gave me an idea.
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I guessed Stella might be feeling a little more concerned than
when I last spoke to her. I didn’t phone first, I just took a chance that
she would be in. Two things about that. I didn’t want to be fobbed
off, and I wanted to look her in the eye.
She opened the door, gave me a brief glance, and then walked
away towards the lounge, leaving me to close the door behind me. It
was almost as if it was a visit she was expecting.
We sat on the same two facing sofas as last time, with the same
great view out over the garden. Only difference was that autumn was
now well and truly with us, and the mist was hovering over the lawn.
“Still think he’s on a bender?”
“Don’t know what to think.”
“Talked to the police?”
“Couple of weeks ago, when he broke the record.”
“What record?”
“Longest unexplained absence.”
“They do anything?”
“Wrote down a lot of details, filled in a few forms. Doubt if they
actually did anything.”
“That’s the trouble with unpredictable behaviour. No one knows
when something is actually wrong.”
She nodded. Then she got up and headed for the kitchen. I went
with her. She put the kettle on, pulled down a teapot, and picked up a
tea caddy.
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“Earl Grey?”
“Fine.”
We sat at the kitchen table. She poured. I helped myself to milk
and sugar.
“Got to ask you something.”
“OK.”
“About Steve’s private life.”
“Go ahead. There isn’t anything private about it. If you can find
an archive of tabloid newspapers it will all be there.”
“Ever known him be involved with someone called Kirsten?”
“Not that I know of, but that doesn’t mean anything. What kind of
time period are we talking about?”
“Don’t know. I’m guessing it would be before he met you.”
“Didn’t talk much about that. For one thing I didn’t want to know,
and for another he probably guessed correctly that a harmonious
relationship might be more easily maintained by keeping all that
hidden.”
“What about after you met?”
“Speaking frankly, he didn’t tell me every time he fucked
someone.”
“But he did continue to do that?”
“What do you think?”
“I think he probably did, but it’s hard to know for certain.
Sometimes people don’t live the lives you expect.”
“Not much that’s counter intuitive about him, except his
generosity maybe.”
We continued to drink our tea. She looked out of the window, and
then looked back to me.
“Who is this Kirsten anyway?”
Now I had to make a decision. Last time I hadn’t told her much,
because I knew he was trying to keep the stalker a secret from her. I
wondered if the circumstances of his disappearance reduced the need
for discretion.
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I thought about it for a moment or two, and decided the time for
discretion had gone.
“You might not like this.”
“Try me.”
“Steve was being stalked. Turned out the stalker was a high class
hooker called Lilliana. I met her twice, warned her off, asked her
what she was up to, but she wouldn’t tell me.”
“Why would a hooker be stalking him?”
“She wasn’t stalking him in the conventional sense. I got the
feeling she was out to get him, or make his life a misery. Something
anyway, but not sexual desire, or obsession.”
“And you’ve no idea what she wanted, or why?”
“When I went to see her last week she tried to attack me, because
she thought I was trying to protect him. Which makes me think they
have some history. But he didn’t seem to know her. So I have a
theory. Maybe she was once a fan. Maybe he rejected her. Maybe
they had a night together, and then he rejected her. I don’t know. But
I just have a gut feeling there was something. Maybe something
which he didn’t remember.”
“That’s more than possible.”
“What?”
“The not remembering bit. It’s quite possible he wouldn’t have
known who she was the following day, never mind twenty years
later. From what I understand, when they were touring, it was a
different girl every night.”
“Well around the time Steve went missing, so did Lilliana. To
begin with I thought it must be connected. But it turned out she’d
moved to Great Yarmouth, to spend the winter working in a seaside
brothel.”
“Jesus Christ.”
“When I called in to see her, I asked for Lilliana. But when the
maid called up the stairs to her, she used the name Kirsten.”
“So her business name isn’t her real name.”
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“Exactly. But I can’t get a trace on her unless I can find her
surname. And after the bust up at the brothel, I don’t think she’s
going to help me out.”
We sat looking at one another.
“I think you’d better come with me.”
She got up from the kitchen stool, walked through into the hall,
and up a couple of flights of stairs. At the top we went along the
landing. She took a long pole from a hook on the wall, and pressed
the catch on a trap door in the ceiling. Slowly the trap door opened,
and a ladder descended.
“After you.”
I climbed a few steps, and poked my head through the trap door.
The house was extensive, and so was the attic. Didn’t look any
different to my attic, except that it was on a much larger scale. Just
like my attic it was filled with boxes.
“Go all the way in.”
We both went up the ladder. The loft space was fully boarded out,
with good lighting, and plenty of headroom. The boxes were neatly
stacked.
“I’m not supposed to come up here.”
“Why?”
“It’s a matter of privacy apparently.”
She went across and opened the nearest box. Inside it was filled
with small books. She took one out, and handed it to me.
“What is it?”
“One of his notebooks.”
I opened it and looked inside. Each page was filled with neat
handwriting. The subjects were diverse. A comprehensive record of
events, ideas, and influences.
“How far do these go back?”
“God knows. Probably back to when he was in art college.
Apparently they like you to keep sketch books and notebooks. Steve
just took it to the extreme, like he does everything. Carried on doing
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it after college. Every song idea, film idea, book idea. Every person
he’s met, every place he’s been. It’s all here.”
“How many are there?”
“What you can see.”
“In every box?”
“There are videos, audio tapes, newspaper clippings, photographs,
but most of them are notebooks or diaries.”
“In any sort of order?”
“Don’t think so.”
“And you think there might be some reference to Kirsten in
here?”
“Haven’t got a clue.”
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I don’t mind leg work. That’s pretty much what the job is about.
But if I can find an alternative I’ll take it.
It seemed to me there might be a short cut to finding Kirsten’s
surname. One that didn’t involve trawling through an attic full of
Steve’s private life.
I arranged to meet Johannes Hettinger at the Grand Hotel in
Hunstanton. As usual he was well turned out. Neat suit, collar and
tie. Looked like a businessman, apart from the long hair. It was just
that his business didn’t fall within the strict definition of legal.
“So, we meet again.”
The German accent was, as always, pronounced. But his grammar
was good. None of the mangled syntax you sometimes get with
German or Dutch speakers. No inverted phrases. Made me think he
had been in the country for some time, or learned English as a child,
from a native.
“Thanks for coming.”
“You are welcome.”
Naturally we made for the bar. I bought him a double Southern
Comfort, and mentally charged it to Alfie’s account.
“Thanks for the tip about Lilliana. I found her.”
“Hm.”
He looked down at his drink.
“But I didn’t find out what I needed to know, and the meeting
threw up another question.”
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He took a piece of paper out of his pocket, and put it on the bar.
“This person would like to talk with you. Maybe he can answer
your questions.”
I unfolded the paper. The name Tony Howker was written on it,
and underneath was a phone number. I was puzzled.
“It may not be a pleasant conversation. Perhaps you should take
someone with you.”
“Like who?”
“A man who can handle the situation, should it get out of hand.”
“Why would it get out of hand?”
“How do you say it, with your English idioms? Mr Howker has a
bone to pick with you.”
“About what?”
“I understand you were, what should we say, heavy handed in
your treatment of the woman.”
It began to make sense.
“And Tony Howker is her pimp? I thought she was freelance.”
“I believe all the girls are independent.”
“So who’s Tony Howker?”
“He is the owner of the establishment in which the altercation
occurred. And he is not particularly happy that something of this
nature should happen on his premises.”
“Little picky for a brothel keeper isn’t he?”
“Nevertheless, like me, he keeps a clean house. We do not tolerate
bad behaviour. Had I known what you might do, I would not have
given you the information. You make me partly responsible for your
lack of self discipline.”
I didn’t like being given a lesson in ethics by a loan shark and a
pimp. Particularly when they were right.
“How would he take a sincere apology?”
“I believe that may ameliorate the situation. But he may well be
interested in achieving some level of compensation for the victim.
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Since she is unable to obtain satisfaction by contacting the
authorities.”
“Like what?”
“You would need to talk with him.”
“OK.”
“And I would advise you to do this. Or he may come to you.
Which would be a less controllable situation.”
I took a sip of my drink. I was beginning to feel as if I needed
another one.
“You understand this wasn’t unprovoked.”
“But from what I’ve been told, you had a significant technical
advantage.”
“A technical advantage?”
“Mr Howker tells me you had certain skills, which she didn’t.”
He was right. My father taught me how to box when I was in
primary school, and I’d subsequently been to self defence classes.
“To be honest I don’t think it was my skills which were the issue.
It was a question of frustration, and poor judgement, and lack of
control.”
“Tell him that.”
“Is he a friend of yours?”
“An acquaintance.”
“How will it turn out?”
“Hard to say.”

121

29

I didn’t want to meet Tony Howker, but one way or another it
looked inevitable. Given that it was inevitable, prepared was better
than unprepared.
There was also the question of what I could get out of it. When
I’d arranged the meeting with Hettinger, I’d intended to try and get
him to find Kirsten’s surname from the brothel keeper. Now I was
going to meet the brothel keeper. Maybe a deal could be done.
The day after the Hettinger meeting I went for my usual lunch
with Frank, following another round of clay pigeon shooting. Before
spoiling the atmosphere, I waited for Frank to finish his all day
breakfast. Once the coffee arrived I broached the subject.
“Got a confession.”
“We always like confessions.”
“You aren’t going to like this one.”
“Sounds serious.”
I took a deep breath.
“I hit someone. Not exactly unprovoked, but I shouldn’t have
done it, and now I’m in trouble.”
“With the police?”
“Worse.”
“Bad girl.”
“I know.”
“Want to tell me about it?”
“Got to.”
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“I’m all ears.”
“Remember Lilliana?”
“I do.”
“Tracked her down to a brothel in Great Yarmouth. She still
wouldn’t tell me what her connection was to Steve, or what she
wanted with him, or why she was stalking him. She got angry about
me protecting him, and came at me. First I made her sit down, and
then when she tried to barge me out of the way I hit her. Just once,
but she went down. I walked out. Now I understand I’m in trouble
with the brothel owner. If I don’t go and see him, he’s going to come
and see me.”
He smiled.
“And what do you want me to do about it?”
“Help.”
“How?”
“Come with me.”
“You’ve got to be kidding. If that went pear shaped I’d be out of a
job.”
I could see his point.
“Know any ex-cops who do security work?”
“Looks like what you need is a little muscle.”
“What I want is to be able to go to the meeting, knowing I can
walk away, and with some sense of whether I need to move house.”
He laughed.
“Two ways to deal with this. Go to the meeting and see if there’s
an unresolvable problem. Turns out there is, I’ll warn him off.”
“How would you do that?”
“Let him know we are aware of the dispute, and if anything
happens to you, his will be the first door we knock on, and he will go
down for it. Make your safety his responsibility.”
“What’s the other way?”
“Forget the meeting, and just have someone pay him a visit.”
I thought about it.
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“Wouldn’t mind going to the meeting.”
“Why?”
“Lilliana’s name isn’t Lilliana. Her real name is Kirsten. I want a
surname, so I can check her out. Maybe Tony Howker and I could
reach some kind of agreement.”
“What have you got to bargain with?”
“An apology.”
He looked sceptical.
“Cash?”
“From where?”
“Alfie, the client.”
“So you’d be using client money to get yourself out of a jam, and
presenting it to him as buying information.”
“Maybe not then.”
“I don’t know. Let’s not be too fastidious. If everyone gets what
they want...”
“Still need someone to go with me.”
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Charlie Revell was a beefy, six foot four, good natured, exuniform from Lowestoft. When he turned up at my house around
lunchtime a couple of days later he had two springer spaniels in tow.
“Can’t leave the dogs alone. They don’t like it.”
They licked every inch of bare flesh.
“What about the hotel bar?”
“They’ll be alright in the car for half an hour. Just don’t like
leaving them locked up in the house for hours on end. Not like
they’ve committed any offence.”
He grinned.
“I’ve only got a Metro Charlie.”
“We’ll go in mine. They’re used to it.”
He had a Vauxhall Carlton. Big, powerful, and comfortable.
Which pretty much described him as well.
Charlie had never risen above the rank of Police Constable. Like
a lot of officers he probably would have said he enjoyed being on the
front line. Didn’t want an office job. But to be honest he wasn’t cut
out for sifting and analysing information.
What he was cut out for was analysing behaviour. He could spot
trouble before it occurred, and his calm and controlled manner was
usually enough to stop something getting out of hand. But if it did
get out of hand, Charlie was big enough to sit on anyone who didn’t
comply with instructions. Frank said, when he was in uniform with
Charlie, he did once see that happen.
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We got to the Imperial in Great Yarmouth by two. There was a
local education authority course in one of their conference rooms. As
we entered, the bar was rapidly emptying. Teachers on their way
back to class.
By the time we’d been served, and taken our seats, Charlie and I
were the only people in the bar.
“What do you know about this Tony Howker?”
“Runs a house of ill repute just down the road.”
“Anything else?”
“Isn’t happy that I decked one of his girls, but I don’t know what
that tells you. Apparently he was going to come and see me if I
didn’t come and see him.”
“Not going to back off from a confrontation then.”
“Not going to back off from a confrontation with a woman.
Slightly different thing.”
Charlie thought about it.
“Want me with you, or sitting by the bar?”
“Does it make a difference?”
“Do you want to intimidate him, or reach an amicable
agreement?”
“Don’t know if an amicable agreement is possible.”
“Where I come in. If necessary.”
“If you’re by the bar, how will you know?”
“If it’s going bad I’ll be there before it happens. If you want to
ramp up the pressure, drain your glass, and I’ll come over. If you
want to intimidate him, chuck your drink in his face, and I’ll have
my hand on his chest before he gets his hankie out.”
I laughed.
“Why not do the obvious?”
“What’s that?”
“Just sit here with me, and don’t say anything. Don’t eyeball him,
just listen. But make it obvious that you’re concentrating on every
word.”
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“I get it. So he knows what happens next depends on what he
says.”
“Exactly.”
“The psychological approach. I like it.”
At half past two on the dot, a small man, casually but neatly
dressed, came into the bar. There was no one with him. He was
shorter than me at about five four, and not as well built. But there
was something about him. A wiry strength. With bantamweights
there’s not much there, but what is there is all muscle.
He looked around, decided there wasn’t much to look at, and
walked straight across to Charlie and me.
“Katherine Madden?”
“That’s me.”
He smiled.
“And your friend?”
“Charlie, my associate.”
“Get you a drink?”
“We’re fine.”
“I’ll just get myself a Jameson.”
He went across to the bar. Charlie gave me a shake of the head.
“Too smooth. Trouble.”
“We’ll see.”
Tony Howker came back. He took off his body warmer, to reveal
a long sleeved polo shirt. Sitting opposite me, he smiled.
“You caused a little trouble back at the ranch.”
“I’m sorry about that.”
“Duly noted.”
He continued smiling. Didn’t say anything.
“Maybe we could reach some arrangement Tony.”
“Maybe we could.”
“But there are mitigating circumstances.”
“Which would be what?”
“She went for me first.”
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“Please miss, she hit me first miss.”
“I’m serious.”
“Me too. If you were teaching a class of children, and a big kid
hit a little kid, but the big kid said the little kid started it, what would
you do?”
“Sort them both out.”
“Correct. And that’s what I’m doing. I shouldn’t have to be doing
it, since you both left school about twenty years ago, and you both
should know better. But there you go.”
“And what’s her punishment?”
“See, here’s the thing. I’m not the teacher. I’m her father, come up
to the school to complain.”
“And what would satisfy you?”
“I’d want to see you get a good spanking.”
“And since we’re not in school?”
“I’d still like to see that.”
I felt my cheeks go red.
“And since that isn’t going to happen...”
“I expect we’re talking about financial compensation.”
“How much?”
“Call it a grand.”
“For one punch?”
“And a sore ear.”
“Come on. I feel guilty about this because I acted badly, and she
can’t go to the police. But if it did go to court, I wouldn’t get that.
What would I get Charlie?”
“One punch? Forty pound fine plus costs probably.”
I looked at Tony.
“But this isn’t the criminal justice system Katherine. You’re
buying something else here. Something you can’t get from a court of
law.”
“What’s that?”
“Safety.”
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“Not worried about your own safety?”
“Why would I be worried about that?”
“Because if I’m not safe, neither are you.”
“Sounds like a threat.”
“Didn’t mean it that way any more than you did.”
He sat back. But he kept looking at me.
“Tell you what Tony, how about this. I don’t pay you anything,
and you don’t pay me anything. And we both stay safe.”
“If it doesn’t work for Lilliana, it doesn’t work for me.”
“How about a package deal?”
“I’m listening.”
“She seems to be a threat to my client, so I’m trying to check her
out.”
“A threat to who?”
“Steve Hawkins. Currently missing.”
“Why’s that?”
“Unexplained.”
“And you’re trying to find him.”
I nodded.
“And how does Lilliana fit into this?”
“She’s been writing to him, turning up at the studio when he’s
working, and making very unspecific implied threats.”
“So what do you want from me?”
“Her real name. Only way I’ll have any chance of finding out
what happened between them.”
“So I’m to grass up one of my girls, who you’ve already
assaulted, in return for cash.”
“Compensation and information all rolled into one. And you get
to carve it up any way you want.”
I wasn’t under any illusion about who would get the lion’s share.
“No deal.”
“We haven’t talked about the amount.”
“Still no deal.”
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“Next time you won’t be discussing it with me, you’ll be
discussing it with Charlie. And he drives a harder bargain than I do.”
“There won’t be a next time.”
“Meaning?”
“We agree the money for Lilliana now, or it gets settled another
way.”
“What way is that?”
“Someone will do to you what you did to her.”
“Really.”
“That seem fair to you?”
“Might be fair, but it won’t happen.”
He smiled.
“You and Charlie going to start sleeping together?”
“He’s with me as long as I need him.”
“That’s OK. I’m in no hurry.”
He got up, put his body warmer on, and began walking towards
the door. Charlie turned to me.
“You want me to have a word with him?”
“No, let him go. Frank can mark his card if necessary.”
“Looks necessary to me.”
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I phoned first. Stella said I should go round for a kind of late
afternoon tea. She would be back from doing the shopping by four.
When I arrived she was still unpacking carrier bags in the kitchen.
I would have helped put things away, but in someone else’s house
it’s impossible. So I emptied the bags onto the work top, and she
filled the shelves.
“You expecting company?”
“I keep getting enough for two.”
“Thinking he’ll be back?”
“More like not wanting to have to go shopping again if he
suddenly turns up at midnight.”
She stopped what she was doing momentarily.
“Worried?”
“Yes.”
“More than before?”
“He’s never been away this long. I mean this is ridiculous. Where
are we now? Back end of October?”
“Halloween on Saturday.”
“I know he doesn’t see me as his partner anymore. But he should
realise I’m concerned.”
“Concerned that something has happened to him?”
“Of course.”
“Like what?”
“Don’t know.”
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We adjourned to the lounge with fresh cream cakes and lattes.
Clearly I was becoming more of a friend than an investigator. Up to
that point I’d only merited a cup of Earl Grey.
“Any news?”
“Not really. I’d hoped to find Kirsten’s real name by the easy
route.”
“What was that?”
“Asking the owner of the brothel where she works.”
“And?”
“Turns out he doesn’t like me.”
“Why?”
“Long story. Anyway, we can’t rely on his help, not to mention
that I seem to have an ongoing problem with him.”
“So now what?”
“That’s why I’m here.”
“OK.”
“The information I need might be in your attic.”
“Feel free. Anytime you want.”
“I wondered if you could take a run at it?”
She gave me the standard ‘you have got to be kidding’ look.
“I know. I’m the detective, so I should do it. The problem is, I
have other things to follow up. I don’t think my client will pay me
for spending time in an attic, looking for something that might or
might not be there.”
“And I have a life. Not a very exciting one, but a life
nonetheless.”
“Thought you might like having a legitimate reason for going
through his stuff.”
“Not of that much interest anymore.”
“Thought you might want to do something to help.”
“Emotional blackmail?”
“No. Just the situation we’re in.”
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“OK, look, I’m not completely stupid and neither are you. The
reason neither of us wants to do it is that, even if you can identify the
right time period, it could take weeks to read through that lot. And
neither of us has the time, or the inclination, particularly when it
may well turn out to be a completely fruitless exercise.”
She was right. We both sat there for a moment.
“Got any ideas?”
“Could pay someone to do it.”
“With whose money?”
“Your client.”
“Alfie might go for it. Could get a freelance researcher.”
“Trouble is they mostly work for newspapers and magazines.
Might end up on the front page.”
“Have a confidentiality clause in the agreement.”
“Not worth the paper they’re written on, unless you’ve got the
money to back it up by suing them.”
We thought about it again. I saw a little light come on in her head.
It shone out through her eyes.
“Got a mad idea.”
“Tell me.”
“Steve has quite a few obsessive fans. And the most obsessive
ones live in Poland.”
“Poland?”
“Some of the songs were written in the early eighties, when
Solidarity was crushed by Jaruzelski. Steve wrote about that in an
oblique way. The authorities didn’t know what the songs were about,
but everyone else did, and they became big in Poland. Then of
course they were suddenly withdrawn when someone in the
administration caught on.”
“How does this help us?”
“Agnieszka Kaliski runs the Polish fan club. She’s been wanting
to make a documentary for some time. Steve hasn’t agreed yet, but I
wondered if she might like to do a little research.”
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“Does Steve know her?”
“We’ve met her a few times.”
“And?”
“She’s his number one fan, so naturally there’s something there.”
“Something sexual?”
“Don’t think so.”
“The reluctance being on her part or his?”
“You’ve seen him.”
“Sometimes devoted fans are blind to everything.”
“She’s sharp.”
“So how would this documentary turn out?”
“Warts and all would be my guess.”
I thought about it. Didn’t seem right somehow.
“From the number one fan you’d expect hagiography.”
“She was at the Lodz film school. I think her admiration is
tempered by a hard nosed sense of what she can sell.”
“Wouldn’t have thought a documentary on Steve would have legs
commercially.”
“Not here maybe. Polish TV would be a different matter. He’s still
something in Poland.”
I smiled.
“How would Steve take it? His biggest fan having access to all
his private papers?”
“To be honest I don’t care. He should be here.”
“How would it work?”
“If I tell her she’s getting in she’ll be here on the next available
flight.”
“Where would she stay?”
“Plenty of room here.”
“And she would just search the late seventies and early eighties?”
“I’ll tell her the deal is she does our job first. If she finds Kirsten,
then she can look at whatever she likes.”
“And you’re not just doing this to piss him off?”
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“He needs to learn that if he’s not around, he isn’t in control.”
“Interesting distinction.”
“Yeah. You’re right. Can’t see him getting it.”
“Could mess things up between you.”
“Can’t get anymore messed up than it is already.”
We both took a sip of our lattes.
“Think it’s a secure way to do it?”
“Agnieszka wants the material for herself. I don’t think she’s
going to sell it.”
“OK.”
“Do I make the call?”
“Go for it.”
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Boyfriend number nine raised an interesting ethical issue. Not
something I was particularly grateful for.
“How does Alfie feel about you rooting through his best friends
private papers?”
“Haven’t told him.”
I could tell by the raised eyebrow that this wasn’t the right
answer.
“So, let me get this straight. Your client, who has hired you to find
his best friend, doesn’t know that his best friend’s privacy is being
invaded, by the person he has hired. And because he is paying for it,
he is unknowingly complicit in this.”
“Not actually being done by me.”
“But you wanted it done.”
“And he isn’t actually paying for it, because Stella found a zero
cost option.”
I carried on slicing carrots, and Jack carried on peeling potatoes.
Dinner was going to be a joint effort. But I was determined that
finding Steve wasn’t going to be a joint effort. It was my job, and my
choice, and it didn’t need the intervention of British Telecom.
Nevertheless the silence was instructive.
The pans went on the stove, the salmon was wrapped in foil and
put in the oven. We retired to the lounge for twenty minutes.
“How much of this is Alfie trying to find Steve, and how much is
it you trying to find a missing client who owes you money?”
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“Actually he doesn’t owe me money. Alfie covered his debt.”
“You know what I mean though.”
“Not sure I do.”
“Are you finding him for Alfie, or for yourself?”
Trust Jack to get to the central dilemma faced by every private
investigator everywhere in the world.
“The good cases are the ones where a question is raised, and you
want to know the answer. Then you aren’t just doing it because the
client wants to know something, you’re doing it because you want to
know something. Keeps you motivated.”
“Good to have motivation. But what if your interests and the
clients interests aren’t the same?”
“That’s only true to this extent. Alfie wants him found safe and
well. I want to know why he’s missing. If I find him everyone’s
happy.”
“Except Steve maybe.”
“Why would that be?”
“Maybe he doesn’t want to be found. Maybe he won’t be happy
that you’ve looked. Maybe he’ll be a lot less than happy that you’ve
taken a huge liberty in going through his stuff.”
“If he’s in trouble, maybe he’ll be happy for me to use any
method to find him.”
“What kind of trouble would he be in? Drunk in a bar in
Marseille, drugged up in Algiers, shacked up with a couple of
whores in Cairo? What help could you be to him?”
“I’ll be sure to take some penicillin with me.”
“Seriously?”
“Seriously I don’t think he’s on a bender. He’s been gone too
long.”
“So what are the options?”
“For finding him?”
“I meant what might have happened to him?”
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I had thought about this, but some of the answers weren’t good.
And despite the fact that I didn’t like him, I didn’t want to think that
some of those things could have happened to him.
I sat in silence for a moment. But Jack was pushy.
“Well?”
“Could be dead, could have been abducted, but I think he’s
probably done a runner.”
“Why?”
“Could be hiding from someone. Might have been threatened,
decided it was best to disappear for a while. Must be frightened of
something.”
Jack nodded. Don’t know if he was satisfied exactly. I know I
wasn’t.
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I heard the sound of splintering wood. Instinctively I knew the
door was being kicked in. The time on the clock radio was six in the
morning. It was still dark.
Downstairs two of my shotguns, and a rifle, were locked in the
gun cabinet, as required by my licence. The other shotgun was under
the bed, and loaded, in direct contravention of the licence and the
law. I had always intended to shoot first, and finesse the story later.
My thinking on that changed just as I was reaching for the gun. A
voice bellowed up the stairs.
“Armed police. Armed police. Raise your hands. Now!”
Jack woke up suddenly.
“What the... ?”
“It’s a police raid.”
“What? I mean why?”
“No idea.”
There were footsteps on the stairs. Lights approaching the room. I
flicked on the bedside lamp.
“Get your hands up Jack.”
The footsteps stopped for a moment just outside the door.
“Armed police. Raise your hands.”
I shouted.
“We’re unarmed.”
“Got your hands raised?”
“Yes.”
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Two armed officers came in at the same time. The lights from
their weapons blinded us. Two shadows moved down each side of
the bed. Jack and I were roughly thrown forwards. My arms were
wrenched behind my back. I felt the cuffs go on.
Suddenly the room was filled with light, and the officers with
assault rifles withdrew.
“Anyone else in the house?”
“No.”
“Where are your weapons?”
“One under the bed, loaded. The rest are in the gun cabinet.”
“Silly girl.”
He was a middle aged uniform, with a nasty expression, and he
said it with contempt.
They took the shotgun from under the bed, and ejected the
cartridges. Jack was hauled off to a separate room. A female officer
came in. The male officers left. I was allowed to get dressed. Then I
was taken downstairs. The nasty uniform was waiting for me in the
kitchen.
“Gun cabinet keys?”
“There’s a safe in the back wall of the utility room, behind the
washing machine.”
“How do you get to that?”
“The washing machine is on runners. Release the red levers at the
front and pull.”
“Combination?”
“6598.”
He disappeared. A few minutes later he was back with my keys,
and all my files out of the safe. They undid the gun cabinet, and took
everything away.
A senior officer came in.
“Katherine Jean Madden, you are under arrest on suspicion of
murder. You do not have to say anything unless you wish to do so,
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but it may harm your defence if you fail to mention when questioned
something which you later rely on in court. Do you understand?”
“I don’t understand a thing.”
“Do you understand what I’ve just said to you?”
“I understand the words, but that’s about all.”
They cuffed me again, and took me out of the house. Almost as
soon as I was bundled into the car it accelerated away.
There was a police station in Stalham, but I knew I wouldn’t be
going there. From the direction of travel it looked like I was on my
way to Norwich.
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After booking in, and a couple of hours in the cells, I ended up
sitting opposite Detective Inspector Bill Sutton. With him was
Detective Sergeant Janet Walker.
Interview room number two was cramped. Two chairs on their
side of the table, and two on mine. Except one chair on my side was
unoccupied.
The table was small. Just about enough room for their notes, and
a Neal double cassette recorder and microphones. Bill Sutton
eyeballed me. He was short, and ugly, and bombastic. Alpha pig
number one.
“Before I start recording I have to ask you if you would like a
solicitor present during questioning.”
“Yes. I would like a solicitor. And not a duty solicitor. I want one
of my choice.”
“You realise that may delay your questioning, and possible
subsequent release.”
“I’d rather have it delayed by a few hours now, than by a few
decades as the result of a wrongful conviction.”
He wearily turned a pad of A4 round to face me, and gave me a
pen.
“Write the name here.”
“Can’t.”
“Why not?”
“Don’t know who I want.”
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“Then why not have the duty solicitor?”
“Because I want someone good, right from the start.”
“And how do you propose to get a solicitor?”
“I need to make a call to get a recommendation.”
“You’ve had your call.”
This was true. I’d phoned Jack’s father. Just to let someone know
where I was.
“Well I need to make another.”
“Can’t do that I’m afraid.”
“Then this interview is over. I’m not answering any questions
until I have a solicitor of my choice sitting alongside me. So you can
decide which is more important. Getting your questions answered, or
protocol. From what I understand you’ve got twenty-four hours to
charge or release me. And if you charge me, you can’t continue to
question me. So the clock is ticking. By this time tomorrow you’ll
have no chance of getting any answers at all.”
He went out to consult someone. A few minutes later he came
back.
“Who do you want to call?”
“Detective Inspector Frank Harrison.”
“From North Walsham?”
“The very one.”
“How do you know Frank?”
“Known him fifteen years. Go shooting with him every
Saturday.”
“He can’t intervene in this if that’s what you think.”
“Might know a good solicitor though.”
He went out to consult again. Finally I was allowed to make the
call. Someone must have come to the conclusion it couldn’t do any
harm to let me talk to a serving police officer. But they didn’t exactly
let me do it in private. I was taken out to the front desk, and allowed
to use the desk sergeant’s phone, in front of both the officers
involved in the case.
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The ring tone continued for over a minute. No one answered. I
wondered if he’d already left for work. I had no idea which shift he
was on. I put the phone down.
“Anyone got the number for North Walsham nick?”
The desk sergeant looked at Bill Sutton. Bill nodded. I was given
the number. Eventually I got through to the office.
“Frank, it’s Kate.”
“What do you want at this time in the morning?”
“I’ve been arrested.”
“For what?”
I could hear a tone of slight amusement in his voice. No doubt he
thought it couldn’t be for anything serious.
“On suspicion of murder.”
There was a pause.
“Where are you?”
“Norwich. Bethel Street.”
“Can you be overheard?”
“Yes.”
“Just answer yes or no.”
“OK.”
“Anything you need to tell me?”
“No.”
“They give you any insight?”
“No.”
“Answered any questions?”
“No.”
“Good. Got a representation?”
“No.”
“Want me to arrange something?”
“Yes.”
“If I can I’ll get Richard Parris down to you. If not him it’ll be
someone from his firm. Don’t say anything until he gets there, and
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don’t fall for any bullshit about helping them if you’ve got nothing
to hide.”
“Thanks.”
“Meantime I’ll find out what I can.”
“I’m sorry Frank.”
“Don’t be. Mistakes happen. Let me see what I can do.”
“Thank you.”
“I’ll be in touch.”
He put the phone down. Bill Sutton looked at me.
“Got someone coming.”
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Less than an hour later I heard the lock open. I was taken back to
interview room number two. A man dressed in a wide pin stripe got
up from the desk. He reached over to shake my hand.
“Richard Parris.”
“Katherine Madden. Kate.”
He looked at the officers who had brought me in.
“Ten minutes or so I should think.”
They nodded and went out. Richard and I sat down. He was tall,
with sharp features, a high forehead, and unruly hair. But my overall
impression was that he was a kind man.
“A few formalities first.”
“OK.”
“Would you like me to represent you?”
“Yes.”
“It may not be an inexpensive process.”
“Better than going to jail.”
He smiled.
“Is there anything you want to tell me?”
“Nothing to tell. I know what I’ve been arrested for, but I haven’t
killed anyone. That’s all I can say. What I need is advice.”
“Not much to give at the moment I’m afraid.”
“Disclosure?”
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“I’ve talked to Bill Sutton, but he is reluctant to tell me much at
this stage. My guess is that he wants to do a little fishing, without
giving anything away.”
“So what do I do?”
“No comment for the time being.”
“Then he’ll think I’m guilty.”
“He’ll know I told you to do it. I’m just sending him a message.”
“Which is?”
“I’m telling him we won’t cooperate until he does. But he needs
to see you’re on side with that. He’ll try and persuade you not to
follow my advice, but if you stick with it, he’ll finally have to tell us
what he’s got.”
“OK.”
“Think you can stick it out?”
“I can be pretty stubborn.”
“Well, now is the time.”
Richard got up and opened the door. He looked out into the
corridor.
“We’re ready.”
A message was sent to Sutton and Walker. Within a few minutes
they appeared, files in hand, and took their seats on the other side of
the table.
Sutton opened his file, and looked through his notes. Then he
started the tape recorder, and told the machine who was present.
“Katherine Madden, you have been arrested on suspicion of
murder. Anything you want to tell me?”
“No.”
“Where were you on the night of 28th October?”
“No comment.”
“Have any of your shotguns been used in the past week?”
“No comment.”
“What do you think we’ll find when we examine your firearms?”
“No comment.”
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“Why were you keeping a loaded shotgun under the bed?”
“No comment.”
He paused for a moment, and turned over a page in the file. All
the time he kept the file tilted towards him. I’m pretty good at
reading upside down, but I didn’t get the chance.
“Have you ever heard of Lord Dell?”
“No comment.”
“Formerly Desmond Dell, locally known as Desmond Dingly
Dell?”
“No comment.”
“Ever been to Lord Dell’s estate?”
“No comment.”
“Were you at Lord Dell’s estate on the evening of 28th October?”
“No comment.”
He kept a close eye on me. What I said was less important than
how I reacted. Playing poker was good training. Stillness,
concentration, and particularly facial immobility gives you a clear
advantage. Bill Sutton learned nothing.
“I know your solicitor has told you not to answer my questions.
But I want to emphasise this is your decision, not his. And he isn’t
the person who will end up being cross examined in court. You will
be the person in the dock trying to explain to the prosecution
barrister, in front of a jury, why you refused to answer any questions
when interviewed. By that time I’m sure you’ll have a defence. But
it’s going to be hard to explain why you didn’t tell us what that
defence was when you were questioned. Makes it look like you
made it up later. And the jury might think that implies guilt.”
I said nothing.
“You’re a big girl Katherine...”
Condescending prick. His name went on the list of people to be
dealt with at a later date.
“... and it’s up to you what you decide to do. You have to choose
whose advice you take.”
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“I have decided.”
“Why?”
“Disclosure. Or more accurately the lack of it.”
Janet Walker intervened.
“Are you sure this is the route you want to go down Katherine? If
you haven’t done anything, why not answer the questions, and let us
eliminate you from the enquiry?”
“Might make a difference if I knew which enquiry you wanted to
eliminate me from.”
I looked at the cassette recorder.
“Just for the record I haven’t been told who I’m supposed to have
killed, and my solicitor has been given no information whatsoever.”
I knew this wasn’t something they particularly wanted on the
record. Mentioning it so directly brought the interview to an abrupt
end.
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I was left alone in the room, with a uniform guarding the door.
After about twenty minutes Richard Parris came back. He sat down
opposite me.
“Learn anything new?”
“Not much. But Sutton has spoken to a senior officer, and I have
been told this. A body was found on the estate of Lord Dell. The
death was caused by gunshot wounds, made by a shotgun fired at
close range.”
“What can that possibly have to do with me?”
“You haven’t ever visited the estate of Lord Dell?”
“Never. I’m vaguely familiar with the name. Probably read it in
the paper. But I don’t know who he is, what he does, anything about
him. And I’ve certainly never been to his house, his estate, or had
anything to do with him.”
“The connection must be to the victim.”
“And who is that?”
“Haven’t been told yet, but Sutton says he will disclose both the
identity of the victim, and the grounds for suspecting you, in the next
interview.”
“And when will that be?”
“Now.”
“How do you want me to answer?”
“Anything you don’t want to tell them?”
“Can’t tell until I hear the questions, but I didn’t kill anyone.”
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“So why wouldn’t you want to answer?”
“I’m a private detective with a couple of ongoing cases. Don’t
think that’s any of their business.”
“Possible they may take a different view.”
“Not going to change my opinion.”
“But you could tell them where you were at any given time,
provide alibi evidence, explain why it couldn’t be you?”
“Seems reasonable.”
“Do that then. Refuse to answer anything related to clients, and
say why, but give them times, places, and alibis. If I spot a trap I’ll
tell you.”
Sounded like a plan. But we were left to wait for more than an
hour.
When they eventually came back into the room Bill Sutton had a
serious look on his face. Not that he hadn’t been serious before. But
this time he looked grim.
Again he introduced everyone to the machine.
“Let’s try again then. Katherine Madden, do you remember where
you were on the night of 28th October.”
“From late afternoon I was with a woman called Stella, who is the
girlfriend of Steve Hawkins, at their home near North Walsham.”
“When did you leave?”
“Middle of the evening.”
“And where did you go?”
“Home.”
“Anyone at home when you arrived?”
“My boyfriend Jack.”
“Times?”
“Don’t know, but Stella could probably tell you when I left, and
Jack could tell you when I got back.”
“Roughly?”
“Say seven thirty leaving Stella, probably home before eight.”
“And did you stay in?”
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“I did.”
“So according to you, you didn’t go anywhere else before or
after?”
“Correct.”
“What route did you take home?”
“A149.”
“You didn’t take the back roads through Witton and
Happisburgh.”
“Why would I do that?”
“I’m asking if you did do it.”
“No I didn’t. It would take longer, and it isn’t as direct.”
“So you didn’t go home via Lord Dell’s estate in Witton.”
“Definitely not. I don’t know who Lord Dell is, I’ve never met
him, and I don’t know where he lives.”
Sutton made notes throughout. He turned over a page in the file.
“Now, your shotguns. When were they last fired.”
“At some clay pigeons last weekend.”
“Where?”
“North Walsham gun club.”
“Anyone who can verify that?”
“Detective Inspector Frank Harrison.”
“And you went straight home?”
“Frank and I went for lunch.”
“And left the guns in the car?”
“Hidden in the boot. And the cars were visible through the café
window. If anyone even went near the cars Frank would have been
through the door like a greyhound out of the traps.”
“And apart from that the guns have been locked in your cabinet
the whole time.”
“Apart from the one under the bed.”
“I was coming to that. What was it doing under the bed?”
“It’s only there when I’m actually in bed. Mostly I’m alone at
night, when Jack’s not there.”
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“Not where it’s supposed to be.”
“Never thought it would be an issue.”
He turned another page.
“A body was found on the estate of Lord Dell yesterday. Forensic
tests suggest it had been hidden there shortly after the time of death.
And death is estimated to have occurred late on the 28th.”
“Nothing to do with me.”
He looked up from his notes. Stared me straight in the eye.
“The body was that of Kirsten Missler.”
I managed the poker face, but not the poker stomach. I was sick
on the floor. The first lot went down beside me. The second time my
guts contracted I showed a little more composure, and managed to
get most of it over Bill Sutton’s shoes.
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The unexpected production of bodily fluids is pretty much
guaranteed to bring any interview to a sudden end. For one thing Bill
needed to clean up. For another they needed to mop the floor.
I was taken back to the cells, and given a cup of hot sweet tea.
Janet took the trouble to make sure I was OK. In their good cop bad
cop routine, I came to the conclusion she was genuinely good, and
he was genuinely an arsehole. No acting required.
Finally I was taken back to interview room number two. Richard
was already there. The place smelled of bleach. I must have looked
noticeably shaken. That was certainly how I felt. As he glanced
across the table he seemed concerned.
“Are you alright to continue?”
“I’m fine.”
I wasn’t, but there was no point in a further delay.
“We need to have a little talk.”
“OK.”
The officer who had brought me in closed the door, leaving us
alone in the room.
“I take it Kirsten Missler is known to you.”
“She is.”
“Care to give me some background?”
“She’s part of an ongoing investigation.”
“You’ve met her?”
“Twice.”
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“So, not a close friend.”
“No.”
“Why such a strong reaction when you heard she was dead?”
“Don’t know. Just had a sudden feeling that this isn’t going to
turn out well.”
“For you?”
“For one of my clients.”
“Why?”
“Long story.”
“And one you may have to tell the police.”
“What’s the legal position about that?”
“Legally you don’t have to answer questions, but that’s primarily
to protect you.”
“What if it’s protecting someone else?”
“If it turns out you are hiding information which prevents the
police from doing their job, that’s obstruction of justice, or maybe
aiding and abetting.”
“And what’s the position with regard to information a client gives
you?”
“There’s no privileged communication if you’re not their legal
representative.”
“How about ethically?”
“You mean like a journalist not revealing sources?”
“Maybe.”
“Question of balance.”
“Meaning?”
“You have to weigh what you think is the greater good, against
the amount of time you will have to spend in jail.”
I sat there thinking about it. I had never considered the question
before, because I never thought I would have to consider it. Never
even entered my head.
“Got any hard evidence your client did it?”
“No.”
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“Anything that would implicate him?”
“Not exactly.”
“Anything circumstantial?”
“She was stalking him. He hired me to make it stop. He’s been
missing for a while. Maybe he went at it another way.”
“Pretty tenuous. Also nothing confidential about it.”
“Except he didn’t want everyone to know.”
“Not like he made some deep confession to you, or revealed a
previous crime.”
The bottom line however was that I wasn’t going to jail to protect
Steve. If he didn’t do it, maybe I would have to apologise for the
indiscretion. But it was certainly something the police needed to
investigate.
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Bill Sutton was wearing plimsols and tracksuit bottoms. He didn’t
know this was the result of his condescension, but you can’t have
everything.
The routine was becoming boring. Everyone was introduced to
the machine again, and the interview began.
“Could you explain how you know Kirsten Missler.”
This took a while. I gave them the potted version, taking care not
to be judgemental about Steve, or about Kirsten’s lifestyle. I didn’t
give too much detail. Anything they were interested in they could go
back to later. No one interrupted the narrative. Bill took copious
notes.
When I finished he took a while to read through what he’d
written.
“So, let me be clear. You were hired to frighten her off.”
“I was hired to make it stop.”
“And it has now stopped.”
“I don’t like the implication of that.”
“Short of killing her, how were you going to make it stop?”
“We didn’t have a plan. Steve wanted to gather information, and
make her aware someone was on the case.”
“That might just have antagonised her.”
“Might have.”
“Did you advise your client of this possibility?”
“No.”
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“You weren’t worried about that?”
“I don’t think I considered it at the time.”
“Or you had another plan. Threaten her, and if necessary carry out
that threat.”
“No.”
“When you met her the first time in Sheringham, what was the
outcome?”
“There was no outcome.”
“She didn’t agree to back off?”
“No.”
“And then she left Sheringham.”
“Yes.”
“Because you threatened her?”
“No.”
“That was just coincidence.”
“It was the end of the season. I understand she moved to Great
Yarmouth for the winter.”
“Sort of convenient don’t you think? You threaten her, and she
goes off the radar.”
“That isn’t what happened.”
“Then you went to some trouble to track her down, isn’t that
right?”
“Yes.”
“Why was that?”
“Steve was missing, and I wondered if she had anything to do
with that.”
“Not because you wanted to solve the problem before Steve came
out of hiding?”
“No.”
“So when you caught up with her what happened?”
“She was upset that I was protecting him. She came at me.”
“And what happened then?”
“I restrained her.”
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“Anything else?”
“There was an altercation.”
“And what was the result?”
“I left.”
He sat for a while. Turned back a couple of pages in his notes.
“Would it surprise you to learn that the lounge area of the brothel
is protected by CCTV, and I’ve seen a videotape of exactly what
happened.”
I got an empty feeling in the pit of my stomach.
“Let me explain, for the benefit of your solicitor, what I saw when
I watched the tape yesterday afternoon.”
Richard sat back in his chair. I noticed him momentarily close his
eyes.
“I should say that this tape has no audio, but nevertheless it’s
pretty clear what happened. Kirsten comes down the stairs. You talk
for a while. Then it seems you say something which provokes her,
and she becomes agitated and tries to push you away. You take hold
of her left ear in your right hand, and twist so hard that she screams.
You force her into a sitting position on the floor, and hold her there
for some time, while she pleads with you to stop. Subsequently,
when you release her, she pushes past you, intending to go back up
the stairs. At which point you hit her so hard in the stomach, that she
falls to the floor. I want to emphasise that you felled her with a
single punch. At this point, as she gasps for breath, you step over her,
and leave the flat.
“The postmortem shows that she miscarried the child early on the
28th. Later the same day she was killed by a shotgun, fired at point
blank range, and the body was hidden close to your known
whereabouts on that day.
“So my conclusion is that you threatened her in Sheringham,
assaulted her in Great Yarmouth, causing the miscarriage of her
child, subsequently killed her with a shotgun somewhere in North
Norfolk, and made every effort to conceal the body.”
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“No.”
“If there’s an alternative that makes any sense you should tell me
about it now.”
I was silent. Momentarily stunned.
“Start talking.”
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I told them everything. In a police interview, I discovered, you
can be obstructive up to a point. And that is the point where they
present evidence which would convince even you that you are guilty.
After that you do everything you can to clear your name.
When I told them everything I was distraught. Tears were forming
in the corners of my eyes. Sometimes I found it hard to concentrate
on the questions. My sincerity couldn’t have been in doubt.
What upset me so much was that I may have caused the death of
an unborn child. Robbed someone of their whole life, before they
were even born. The fact that it was unintentional didn’t cut it with
me. I lost control, and this was the result. Cause and effect.
There wasn’t much time to fully consider this. The questioning
was relentless. Bill Sutton was now an arsehole with a purpose. I
wasn’t sure whether he actually thought I did it, or whether he was
just ruthless in his determination to extract every last bit of
information. But he conducted the interview as if he was convinced I
was the person who would eventually be standing in the dock.
When it was over I was led back to my cell, by now beyond
thought. Mentally battered into submission. All I could do was sit
and stare at the wall.
Sometime in the evening Richard Parris came to visit me. He sat
on the bench seat in the cell. Looked at me with real concern. I knew
I probably had the appearance of an old woman. Fourteen hours
without a wash, a hairbrush, or make-up will add at least ten years to
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you. Men don’t understand how much work goes into appearing
young and attractive after you hit forty.
Want to know the bottom line?”
“Of course.”
“They don’t have anything.”
“Sounded like they had enough to me.”
“Legally it’s horse shit.”
“That what you usually tell clients?”
“Only if it’s true.”
“So?”
“Proving you previously had a disagreement with the victim, and
that this disagreement became physical, is not proof that you
subsequently murdered her.”
“Couldn’t be, because I didn’t.”
“Understood. And proving you were in the vicinity of the place
where the body was dumped is also pretty tenuous.”
“So what’s the position?”
“Nothing they have disclosed so far is enough to charge you. So I
would expect you to be released before six tomorrow morning. The
first thing I do when I reach the office will be to check that this has
been done. If it hasn’t, and if you haven’t been charged, I will move
a writ of habeas corpus. But in my whole career I’ve never had to do
it. The threat is sufficient.”
“So I’ll be home when?”
“They will probably hold you for the full amount of time
permitted, no doubt hoping to come up with something, but my
expectation is that you’ll be out on police bail in time for breakfast.”
“Police bail?”
“No money changes hands. But there will be conditions.”
“Like?”
“Report to this police station at some point in the future. Don’t
leave the country. Don’t contact any witnesses. Nothing to worry
about.”

162

I thanked him and he left. At this point I felt completely alone.
Richard was going home to a nice dinner, and a comfortable bed. I
was alone with the police. It makes you feel vulnerable. And I had
no doubt Bill Sutton would keep me there for as long as he could.
The first time in my life I’d spent a night in the cells.
I couldn’t imagine what it would feel like to know it was the first
of many. With judges handing down minimum terms of twenty-five
or thirty years I wondered what it would feel like if that night was
the first of ten thousand similar nights.
Left me with a real incentive to prove I didn’t do it.
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The first thing I did when I got out was to commit an illegal act. I
picked up my emergency stash from the house, and got a cab to
Gorleston, just across the river from Great Yarmouth. I had the cab
drop me on the High Street. Made it look like I was going shopping,
which in a sense I was.
Barry’s Gun Shop was situated on Baker Street, which was on the
edge of the town centre, where property rentals were probably lower.
It was a small shop on the corner at the bottom of the hill. Well
defended, and well stocked. I’d been buying there for years.
“Barry, how’s business?”
“Just about to get a little better by the look of things.”
He smiled. Barry was a few years older than me, solid, reliable,
and everything you’d want a gun shop owner to be. And he was also
an enthusiast.
Just at that point though he had a bit of an issue with the
Conservative government. The Dunblane massacre in March had
caused a knee jerk reaction from the Home Secretary, and they were
about to ban all handguns. Compensation looked like it would be
meagre.
“Might like to do a deal Barry.”
“OK.”
“Wondering if you’ve got anything you need to unload before you
have to hand it in for compensation.”
“Like what?”
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“Glock 26 would be my weapon of choice.”
“Why a subcompact?”
“It’s an inch shorter than the 17, and a hundred grams lighter.”
“Concealed carry?”
“If need be.”
He knew what I did for a living, so there was no point in lying
about it.
“And how would you be paying for this?”
“Cash.”
“Let me show you something.”
He disappeared into the back.
The Glock 17 had been primary NATO side arm since the early
eighties. It was made of polymers, which made it light to carry. But
its advantages over a traditional automatic were countless. You could
disassemble and clean it without tools, it didn’t jam, and the casings
ejected safely.
My choice, the Glock 26, was not just a cut down version. It was
an extensive re-work of the frame, locking block, and spring
assembly, with a shorter barrel and slide, and a double stack
magazine holding ten rounds. Everything a girl could want. You
could stick it in your handbag, or down the back of your jeans, and
no one would know it was there. But if necessary it was just as
effective as its big brother.
When Barry came back he put a plain white box on the counter in
front of me. I lifted the lid. Inside was a Glock 26, surrounded by
diced foam.
“Why the plain packaging?”
“It’s not new.”
“How old?”
“Six months tops.”
“Is it clean?”
“Meaning?”
“You know what I mean.”
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“I got it from Austria.”
“I know where it’s made...”
“Not just manufactured there, it was sold there, used for a while,
part-exchanged, and then I imported it.”
“Got to ask again. Is it clean?”
“Never been used in the UK. What it was used for in its
homeland, who knows? Can’t see that coming back to bite you on
the arse though.”
“Really?”
“Ever been to Austria?”
“No.”
“There you go then.”
I took it out and examined it. No signs of a hard life. Couldn’t
fault it.
“How much?”
“Five hundred.”
“Come on Barry, they’re four-forty dollars new.”
“You want to import one from the States be my guest.”
“What’s your new price?”
“If I could get one, probably three-fifty sterling.”
“So why the price hike?”
“No one knows I’ve got it.”
“Meaning it’s untraceable in the UK?”
“Correct.”
“And available off licence?”
He smiled.
“You want to keep it after the ban?”
“Maybe. Haven’t decided.”
“I can keep it off the books if it’s a cash deal.”
I didn’t see any point in trying to save money. It was available, I
could afford it, and I wanted something in a hurry. But for the sake
of appearances, and future negotiations, I didn’t want to seem too
keen.
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“Might go for it at four hundred.”
“So might a lot of people.”
“What’s your best price Barry?”
“Because it’s you, I’d take four eighty.”
“I’d go to four-fifty if you let me try it, sale or return.”
“I’ve fired it at the range if that’s what you’re worried about.”
“And it’s accurate?”
“Accurate as you can expect a short barrel to be. Performs to
spec, handles well, and I’ve cleaned it up for you.”
“Four-fifty sold as seen then.”
He put his hand across the counter and we shook on it.
Of course I hadn’t been entirely truthful with Barry about my real
reason for needing the Glock. The police had my rifles and shotguns,
and one of my bail conditions was that I surrender my firearms
licence. Tony Howker was already out to get me, and someone had
upped the stakes by shooting Kirsten at point blank range with a
shotgun. Being in the middle of that, unarmed, didn’t seem like a
good idea.
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The person I ran to was Alfie. He was less critical and more
supportive than Jack. I told him about Kirsten, and the loss of her
child. I told him about the police interview.
We sat in an Italian restaurant on Gloucester Road, within
walking distance of Alfie’s flat. I had stopped my intermittent
weeping two days before. But I was still upset. I didn’t feel much
like eating, but I played with my bowl of pasta, and occasionally
sipped my wine.
Alfie finished the last of his carbonara, took a big mouthful of
Montepulciano, and looked at me intently.
“I don’t want to be callous about this, but I do want to say a
couple of things.”
“Go on.”
“First off, what you did might not matter in the greater scheme of
things.”
“How do you work that out?”
“Someone intended to kill her. It wasn’t you. Almost certainly
had nothing to do with you. The child would not have survived, even
if you hadn’t hit her.”
“It’s not like I haven’t thought about that, but it doesn’t make me
feel any better.”
“Shouldn’t make you feel better about what you did, but it should
make you feel differently about the outcome.”
“OK.”
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“And the second thing is, you didn’t know she was pregnant. And
had you known, you wouldn’t have done it.”
“I know that too.”
“Don’t beat yourself up for something that you didn’t know.
Unintended consequences are exactly that. Unintended.”
“I know, I know.”
“But having said that, you should feel bad about letting your
frustration get the better of you. And your conscience has a reason
for making you feel bad about it.”
“Why’s that?”
“So you don’t do it again.”
It wasn’t what a counsellor would have said, but sometimes you
need someone to tell you something like that. Direct and to the point.
“What will you do now?
“Don’t know.”
“If you want off the case it’s fine with me.”
“Still don’t know where Steve is. Wouldn’t mind tying that up.”
“How dangerous has this become?”
“Don’t know.”
“Then there’s the Tony Howker problem. Is he still after you?”
“Don’t know that either.”
“Because I don’t want anyone hurt. I’d sooner pull the plug, and
let Steve sort himself out.”
“Assuming he can.”
“Yeah. Assuming that.”
He looked thoughtful. But his thoughts were interrupted by the
waiter, who asked if we’d finished, and then produced the dessert
menu. Funnily enough I did feel like pudding. Picking at Italian
chocolate ice cream was more interesting to me than picking at
pasta. Always had been. My venial sins, in order of preference,
would be poker, chocolate, and sex.
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Alfie noticed I was looking better. I think he believed he was in
some way responsible. I didn’t like to mention it was simply the
sight of chocolate. One never likes to appear too shallow.
“So what are we going to do?
“You mean what am I going to do.”
“True.”
“I’m going to stick with it. I want to find Steve, I want to clear
myself, and I want the bastard who killed Kirsten locked up.”
“As long as you want in, I’ll pay you.”
“Thanks.”
“But I’d stay out of the Kirsten thing. Leave it to the police.”
“The police might be after Steve too.”
“They might. But we don’t know what their leads are. If the
evidence doesn’t point in that direction they won’t be interested. So
if you want to stay on it, I’ll risk the duplication of effort. If they
find him, that’s fine. But in the meantime...”
“I want to do it.”
“Good.”
“But what if it’s related to Kirsten in some way?”
“Seriously. Don’t tread on any toes. The cops won’t take kindly to
someone getting on their patch.”
“OK, I hear what you say.”
I heard, but I wasn’t taking any notice.
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Following a Metro isn’t hard to do. It isn’t going to outpace you,
it can’t lose you in traffic, and it’s hardly likely to do a handbrake
turn in the middle of Stalham High Street.
I first noticed the tail in Norwich. My Metro had been parked for
a couple of days while I was in London. The train arrived back at
four in the afternoon, just as the light was fading. As I drove down
Magdalen Street there was a white Astra behind me. Leaving the city
on the Wroxham road it was still there. Nothing unusual about that,
but something made me suspicious.
When I got to Wroxham I stopped to go into Roy’s. The Astra
followed me into the car park. After I got my shopping I pulled out
and turned left onto the Stalham road. When I got beyond the double
roundabout I noticed I had my tail again.
We passed the North Walsham road, and the turning for Walcott.
Half a mile further on I turned left into Stalham, headed down to the
Baptist Chapel, and turned left again into the High Street. The Astra
was still with me.
I reached into the glove compartment, and pulled out the Glock.
For a moment I took both hands off the wheel, released the safety,
and put it on the passenger seat within easy reach.
The courtyard outside my house was a very confined space. Not
much opportunity to turn the car round, and easy to get blocked in.
The entrance was only wide enough for one vehicle. So I pulled up
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near The Grebe. That way any confrontation would have to happen
in front of a pub full of witnesses.
As I pulled to the side of the road, the Astra went past, and slowly
made its way up the High Street. I took down the registration
number. From the back all I could see was that the driver was a man
with a neat haircut.
Once the car disappeared I drove across the road, and into the
courtyard. The Glock went into my handbag. I picked up my
overnight bag from the back seat, and went into the house.
The light was on in the lounge, but I didn’t smell any cooking.
Jack’s tool kit was propped up against the radiator. I’d asked him not
to put it there time after time, but he didn’t listen.
Something told me we were about to have the conversation we
should have had a couple of days before. The one both of us had
been avoiding. So before that happened I went up to the bedroom,
dropped my bag off, and then popped into the bathroom to get rid of
the London grime.
When I came downstairs I avoided the lounge again, and went
into the kitchen. I put the kettle on. Once it was boiling I shouted
through to Jack.
“You want one?”
“Wouldn’t mind a coffee.”
I made two, and then went through.
“Have a good time with your client?”
“Alfie? Yes, he’s good company.”
Jack put his hand out, and I handed him the mug. I sat in my dark
red leather armchair. He put the paper down and looked at me.
“Got a question for you.”
“Go on.”
“Are you being followed?”
“Why do you ask?”
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“Yesterday and today I keep seeing the same man either outside
the Spar, or on the opposite side between the town hall, and the
chemist.”
“What does he look like?”
“Normal.”
“Come on Jack...”
“What can I say, he is genuinely medium height and build, dark
hair, no distinguishing features.”
“Wearing?”
“Jeans, winter jacket, leather shoes, conservative looking.”
“Five eight or above?”
“Probably.”
“Neat short hair?”
“Yes.”
“Got to be police.”
“Oh.”
He nodded, as if this made sense.
“I was going to ask you about them. Now I suppose I’ve got my
answer.”
“What was the question?”
“Do they still suspect you?”
“Looks that way.”
“Why?”
This was the question I’d avoided. At least with Jack. I found it
easier to talk to Alfie. How could it be, I wondered, that I could talk
to my casual lover about things I couldn’t discuss with my
boyfriend. Something wrong there, surely.
“It’s all circumstantial Jack. I had an argument with the victim,
then she turns up dead. She was killed with a shotgun, I own
shotguns. She was found near NorthWalsham. I was in North
Walsham on the night she was killed. Detective Dickhead Sutton
puts two and two together and makes five.”
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This wasn’t the whole truth, but it was as close as I was going to
get with Jack. A conversation about the punch, the lost child, my
lack of control, was all out of the question. I just couldn’t do it.
“So are you still on the case?”
“Finding Steve?”
“Yes.”
“Alfie wants it done.”
Jack was silent for a while.
“Think it’s sensible to carry on?”
“Why?”
“Surely it’s linked to Lilliana, or Kirsten, or whatever she was
called.”
“Could be. Don’t have any actual evidence though.”
“And you think it’s a good idea to dig into that, when the police
are investigating you for her murder?”
“Got a better idea?”
“Back off.”
“Still got to eat. Two grand a week’s not to be sneezed at.”
“Even so.”
“Don’t have any other cases Jack. What do you want me to do?
Sit at home and twiddle my thumbs?”
“Marry me.”
“What?”
“I make a good living. If we were married, we’d have a steady
income, and you could take the cases you wanted, and forget the
ones you didn’t.”
“Jesus Christ Jack. That a bolt out of the blue or what? We never
even talked about this.”
“Got to talk about it sometime.”
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I wasn’t sure whether to turn up at the gun club. Not going though
would be like admitting guilt. Trouble was, I didn’t have any guns.
Or at least nothing you could shoot a clay pigeon with.
Frank was one step ahead of me. He brought two. A nice Gregson
side by side 12 bore for him, and a thirty inch BSA for me. And for
the first time in ages he beat me.
An unfamiliar shotgun is a strange thing. It feels new and
exciting, but the handling can catch you out. You think you’re lined
up, but the trigger pressure can throw you off. Or the weight trips
you up. A little heavier than you’re used to, so you overcompensate,
and the shot is too high.
It was fun, but not productive. I hoped the conversation wouldn’t
turn out the same way.
“So, Detective Inspector, how indiscreet are you willing to be.”
Frank smiled.
“Not much to be indiscreet about.”
I didn’t believe him. There was no way he hadn’t spent a couple
of hours checking my case out.
We were sitting in our usual café. Right at the back where we
wouldn’t be disturbed. The waitress came and took our order, which
temporarily ended the conversation. Frank asked for his bacon to be
grilled. Once she was out of earshot I decided to grill Frank.
“Does Sutton think I did it?”
“Don’t know what he thinks. I haven’t spoken to him.”
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“But you did ask around.”
“Of course.”
“And what’s the word? Did I do it?”
“Look, I know, and you know, that you didn’t do it. But
procedures have to be followed. Due diligence.”
“Funny how that sometimes doesn’t stop the wrong people ending
up in jail.”
“That what you’re worried about?”
“Not really.”
“So?”
“Don’t like being on police bail, don’t like not having my
shotguns, don’t like being followed.”
“Followed?”
“According to Jack someone’s been waiting around near the
house.”
“Have you seen him?”
“No. Happened when I was in London.”
“What makes you think it’s one of ours?”
“Tall, well turned out. Usual undercover D.C. by the sound of it.”
He thought about it.
“Sutton’s not one of my favourites, but he’s not stupid.”
“He’s on my case though. You should have been there.”
“Interrogations are always like that. It’s about information.”
“He got that all right. I spilled. Everything.”
“Which is the point. Doesn’t mean he fancies you for it. He just
gives that impression to get what he wants. Don’t tell me you don’t
know how this works.”
“I know all right. Just seems different when you’re on the
receiving end.”
He gave it some more thought.
“Can’t see any reason to have you followed, unless he thinks you
did it, and I don’t think he’s that daft.”

176

“No? Well I was also followed in my car. Picked me up on
Magdalen Street, stopped when I stopped in Wroxham, and then
stuck on my tail through to The Grebe.”
“Can’t see it being our lot. Can’t see the reason.”
“Someone’s got a reason.”
“Howker?”
“It was a white Astra Belmont.”
“Not exactly the badman’s car of choice I’ll give you that.”
I pushed a folded piece of paper across the table. Frank picked it
up, unfolded it, and looked at the registration number.”
“OK. I’ll check it out.”
The waitress arrived with Frank’s breakfast, and my cake and
coffee. Between the two of us we’d got a complete meal.
“Want to hear something extraordinary?”
“Go on.”
“Jack proposed.”
“Marriage?”
“Yes. Think I should accept?”
Frank gave a snort, which probably would have been a laugh, had
he not had bacon in his mouth.
“I take it that’s a no then.”
“What do you think?”
“Thought I’d ask advice from one who is married.”
“I think my wife would tell you it’s not much good from the
woman’s point of view.”
“And what do you think?”
“Haven’t experienced it as a woman, so hard to say.”
“I meant as a man.”
“Seems all right to me.”
“All right?”
He shrugged.
“What do you want me to say?”
“I thought you might have been a little more enthusiastic.”
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“I was. Doesn’t stay that way though. Turns into something else.
And if you’ve got any sense you realise it doesn’t matter who you’re
with, as long as you get on with them. No point in jumping ship.”
I don’t know if I was actually open mouthed, but I just sat there
looking at him. He looked at me, puzzled.
“What?”
“Have you mentioned this to your wife?”
“Everyone’s had that conversation at some point. You think it’s
going to be one thing, and it turns out it’s something else.”
“Might be why she thinks it’s not much good.”
“Don’t think so. You can talk to her if you want, but I think she
might have a whole list of other complaints which are rather more
specific, and relate directly to me.”
“Like what?”
“Hard to know where to begin. I asked her to write them down
once, because I had difficulty remembering them all. She said she
didn’t want to get writer’s cramp.”
“So you wouldn’t recommend it.”
“I think I would actually. Just don’t expect it to be what you
expect it to be.”
“To be honest this doesn’t even come close to persuading me to
do it.”
“If you need persuading forget it.”
“As in you won’t be doing the persuading?”
“As in don’t do it. You have to want to do it. A lot. And even then
it won’t work out the way you think it will. If you’re not sure, don’t
even think about it.”
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I knocked. Stella answered. It was a dismal Tuesday morning in
November. The lights were on inside the house, and I could smell
toast and coffee. The interior looked warm and inviting.
“You heard?”
“I did. It’s been in the EDP.”
She let me into the hall.
“Any thoughts?”
“None.”
“I would have been round before, but I’ve been helping the police
with their enquiries.”
“As in...?”
“Arrested.”
“They thought you did it?”
“Probably not. They were trawling for information.”
“Someone came to talk to me.”
“Who?”
“Don’t know. Detective something or other.”
“What did you tell them?”
“What I told you. Steve is missing, but that isn’t unusual. Just the
length of time.”
“Heard from him?”
“Nothing.”
“Agnieszka?”
“She’s up there now.”
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“Find anything?”
“Not when I last spoke to her, which was about an hour ago.”
As we got closer to the kitchen the aroma of the coffee got
stronger. As I took my seat I could see why. An old fashioned
percolator was on the stove. The coffee bubbling into the glass cap,
and falling back through the grounds.
“Do you want one?”
“Does the pope shit in the woods?”
It was an old joke, but she laughed anyway. Before she poured
mine she went to the door and called to Agnieszka. I could hear her
clambering down the ladder. A few seconds later a small dusty
Polish woman appeared. She was round faced, with sharp
penetrating eyes. A little overweight, but not much. Dirty blonde hair
tied back into a short pony tail. She had a bright welcoming smile.
Looked pleased to see me, even though we’d never met.
Stella made the introductions, and we sat down to fresh coffee,
toast and marmalade.
“You got here fast.”
“Someone tells me I can start research on documentary I want to
make for maybe five years, I get on first plane.”
“And you’re starting with the late seventies, early eighties?”
“This period I am interested in also. This when Steve write songs
about Solidarity, Lech Walesa, Jaruzelski, so we have...”
She searched for the word.
“...symbiosis.”
I wasn’t sure that was right, but I understood what she meant.
“You know what we need?”
“References to girls names, Kirsten or Lilliana.”
“And you know why?”
“You think this could have to do with his disappearance.”
“Maybe. He was being stalked by her, and we don’t know why.
Did Stella tell you she was dead?”
“Yes.”
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We all sipped our coffee. A moments silence, in honour of what I
wasn’t quite sure.
“What’s in the diaries and notes?”
“All kind of stuff. He couldn’t bear not to record everything. No
idea must escape. No person uncommented on. No film left in peace.
No rival not put down.”
“Women?”
“Some. None called Kirsten or Lilliana.”
“Girlfriends, one night stands?”
“Most of short duration.”
“On the road?”
“Touring, yes. Some in London.”
“Anything strike you as unusual?”
“For young rock musician? No.”
“How long can you stay on it?”
“Until it is done.”
“Your research or ours?”
“Both. I don’t stop until I read all of 1977 to 1985.”
I looked at Stella.
“Can’t ask for more.”
Agnieszka glanced across at both of us.
“If Kirsten or Lilliana is there, I find it.”
Then she fixed her sharp eyes on me.
“You are investigating all things yes?”
“Yes.”
“One thing I wonder. Lord Dell, reported in paper. Owning land
where body was found. They say he was Desmond Dell. What this
mean?”
“When you become a Lord, you get to choose a name. But it can’t
be the same as someone else is using. Some people use their own
name. Some don’t.”
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“Because I remember from Poland, Jaruzelski declared martial
law December eighty-one, and Steve’s album in eighty-two, most
famous in Poland, the banned one, produced by Desmond Dell.”
I was stunned. I just sat looking at her.
“Really?”
“I know this album inside out. Everything about it. I am sure.”
Stella looked at me.
“What does that mean?”
“Don’t know.”
“Do we tell the police?”
“Not yet.”
The last thing I wanted was another conversation with Bill Sutton.
Not to mention that I wanted it checked out properly. And that meant
doing it myself. I thought about it for a moment or two, and then
spoke to Agnieszka.
“We need a change of strategy.”
“OK.”
“Could you do 1982 first?”
“Hard to find things. No filing system. But I try.”
“If there’s a connection between Steve, and Dell, and Kirsten, I
want to know what it is. And if Dell produced the 1982 album, then
eighty-two is probably where it is.”
“Diaries, no problem. Notebooks take longer. Just stuffed into
boxes. But I search out anything with eighty-two on it, from all
boxes, and then I read.”
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First stop was Great Yarmouth Central Library. I remembered
from my youth that they had a record department. When I was
younger, and couldn’t afford to buy albums, I used to hire a record
for fifty pence, and then tape it. The records had a skull and
crossbones on the back, the skull made from a cassette tape, with a
caption underneath which read, ‘home taping is killing music’.
On one occasion I noticed the record was made by EMI, the
cassette recorder was made by EMI, and the tape I was using was
made by EMI. I came to the conclusion that they might not be
entirely serious about it.
The building had a familiar smell to it. I took the stairs two at a
time, as I used to when I was in my teens, and went through the
double doors. Not a record in sight. Racks and racks of CDs.
I went to the appropriate section, and started searching for Pay
and Display. A couple of Steve’s early albums from the seventies
were there, but nothing from the eighties. What was famous in
Poland, hadn’t made much of a splash in England. By the eighties
Steve’s glory days were over, at least in the UK.
There was a young man at the desk.
“Do you still have records?”
“Not really. Was there something specific you wanted?”
“I’m looking for a Pay and Display album from 1982.”
“Do you know the title?”
“Military Banned Music.”
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“The Polish album?”
“You’re well up on it.”
He smiled.
“Used to be a fan.”
“I think I’d given up by that point.”
“Lot of people had. But I still think it’s the best album. In fact it’s
the only one that’s about something.”
“Apart from love and pain and unrequited love.”
He shrugged.
“You can get that anywhere.”
“Life, generally.”
He smiled. I took out my private investigator’s card, and showed
it to him.
“Although normally I’d want to hear the album, what I actually
need is a photocopy of the back cover.”
“Why?”
“All I can tell you it that it relates to an investigation I’m on, but I
can’t tell you why I’m afraid. Client confidentiality.”
“We’ve got the old records stored in the basement. They’re in
alphabetical order of title, for reasons best known to our head
librarian, so I should be able to get it if you can wait a few minutes.”
“How should they be filed?”
“By artist. Someone comes in for six early Stones albums it’s a
nightmare. Six searches instead of one.”
While he went to find it, I trawled through the CDs. They had a
good selection. I was almost tempted to start taping again. My taste
had changed. From punk rock to women singer-songwriters. We
were taking over the music industry in the nineties. Suzanne Vega,
Melissa Etheridge, Indigo Girls, Tracy Chapman. My interests even
extended to country. Nanci Griffith, Mary Chapin Carpenter,
Lucinda Williams. If anyone had suggested that to me in 1977 I
would have been appalled. I knew from looking at my parents that
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time fucked up your musical acumen, but I was sure it wouldn’t
happen to me.
He tapped me on the shoulder. I turned and he handed me the
album.
“Photocopier’s in the corner. Ten pence a go.”
“Thanks. I’ll bring it back to the desk in a moment.”
“You can book it out if you want. It’s worth listening to.”
“I’ve only got a Norwich library card.”
“They’re valid anywhere in Norfolk.”
“OK, thanks. I’ll take it out then.”
We went over to the desk. He punched in my number, stamped
the card attached to the clear plastic sleeve, and handed it over.
I didn’t have a record player anymore, but I was sure I could find
someone who had.
When I got back to the car, I checked out the back cover. In the
bottom right hand corner there were a few credits. The one at the
bottom was the one I was after.
“Produced by Desmond Dell, for Dingly Dell Records.”
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Boyfriend number nine had managed to turn himself into
marriage suitor number one. No one previously had been so reckless
as to propose marriage. So he got brownie points for that, but not for
common sense.
My initial instinct was to turn him straight from marriage suitor
number one into ex-boyfriend number nine. Or ‘history’ as my exboyfriends are collectively known. However I never like to dispense
with the services of a boyfriend unless there is an alternative waiting
in the wings. And there wasn’t. And London was a long way to go
for a regular fuck.
I don’t want you to think I’m obsessed with sex. I can do without
sex. I just don’t like to. Why voluntarily stop doing something you
enjoy. Doesn’t make sense.
So we had to have a conversation, at the end of which I got what I
wanted. Not an unusual position for a woman to be in. Just had to
make it happen.
I was late back. Jack was in the lounge. He’d eaten. I cooked
some pasta, and warmed the sauce Jack made earlier. It was good.
“Congratulations.”
I lifted my plate a little as I looked across at him.
“You like?”
“I do.”
“Good.”
“We need to have a little talk.”
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“Thought we might.”
“I don’t like being proposed to out of the blue.”
“Not sure how to not do that.”
“Some warning about how you were thinking might have been
good.”
“So you could cut me off at the pass?”
“Maybe.”
“And how do I warn you about the direction of my thinking,
without telling you what I’m thinking?”
“Good point, but we never even discussed it as a possibility. I
didn’t even know you had any interest in marriage.”
“I don’t.”
“What?”
“Only have an interest in marrying you.”
“Cute.”
“The truth.”
“And how long has this been going on?”
“What?”
“Being interested in marrying me.”
“A long time.”
“Months?”
“Since I was first allowed into the house.”
“Sure it’s not the house you want to marry?”
“Funny.”
The thing with the house is that I don’t allow boyfriends to come
to the house, or stay over, until I’m sure it’s a steady thing. It’s a
milestone in the relationship. I think they sense that. And if they
don’t, I tell them.
“The thing is Jack, it’s just not going to happen.”
“Why?”
“If we were going to have children it would be different.”
“That’s not an answer.”
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“It is an answer in a sense. It’s because I can’t see a definite
reason why. Can’t think what the advantage is.”
“Because it turns life from an individual sport into a team sport.”
“I swear if you start to use sporting metaphors this relationship is
definitely over.”
“OK, look. It turns us from individuals who decide things for
ourselves, into a couple who live together, and decide things
together.”
“Not what I want.”
“What do you want?”
“What we have.”
“So we live apart, but I come over two or three times a week.”
“I like that.”
“I like it too, but I want it to progress.”
“To what?”
“Living together.”
“Why does it have to progress?”
He gave me a strange look.
“So are you saying you want it to stay like this forever Kate?”
“Forever is a long time.”
“In the long term then.”
This was a difficult question to answer honestly.
“I don’t have a good track record with boyfriends Jack. So I’m
wary of predicting how long something might last. I’ve been wrong
before.”
“So where do you want this relationship to be in say a year’s
time?”
“I don’t think like that. I think about if it’s OK now. Beyond that I
don’t know. How can I say?”
“So you do want it to stay the way it is?”
“For now, yes.”
“And for the future you don’t know.”
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“I know I won’t want to give up being an individual in favour of
being a couple. But that doesn’t mean I don’t want the relationship. I
do. I like being with you. I just don’t want to live with you.”
To be honest he didn’t look happy about it. And I hadn’t managed
to spin it quite the way I wanted to. I’d intended to make the status
quo sound more attractive. Less demanding. With more freedom to
flourish as individuals. A bright singular special relationship. I was
normally good at thinking on my feet. But this was one time when I
didn’t manage to pull it off.
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Next stop Alfie Baines. There was a work related reason to see
him, but mostly I just wanted to be with him.
I caught the nine-thirty from Norwich, arriving at eleven-thirty,
and met Alfie for lunch at twelve-thirty. It was becoming a routine.
Alfie and I split our time between lunch and bed, and dinner and
bed. Not much else. He wasn’t one for spending time in a bar, or
shopping, and I wasn’t involved in his work.
This time lunch was at One-Ninety, where I’d first met him. He
was a regular there, although I know he preferred Da Mario’s.
“Can’t go to the same place all the time though. Makes them
think they don’t have to try.”
“Not to mention you’d get pretty fat on pizza and pasta.”
“True.”
He looked through the menu.
“There’s more variety here, but when I’m in Mario’s it feels like
home.”
He took a good look at me.
“You seem different.”
“Different how?”
“When I say different, I think I mean in attitude.”
“How can you tell? We’ve only been here two minutes.”
“Am I right?”
“Maybe.”
“What happened?”
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“Jack proposed.”
“And you turned him down.”
“Yes.”
“So what’s the problem?”
“I don’t think he’s happy about it.”
“You did the right thing though.”
“Not for you to say.”
“Can’t stop me having an opinion. But if you don’t want to hear it
you only have to tell me.”
I relented. Breathed heavily and sat back in my chair.
“I didn’t want him to ask. I wanted him to carry on as we are,
until I wanted to end it.”
“So you did do the right thing.”
“Yes.”
“You see, you and I are very different. And I like that. But we’re
similar in this way. Neither of us are cut out for marriage. And we’re
probably not cut out for a long term relationship.”
“With each other?”
“With anyone.”
“Why is that do you think?”
“Love of life. The need not to limit our experience.”
“But what about how that affects other people?”
“Be honest. And let them make their choice. Don’t try and make
decisions for them.”
Didn’t solve the problem though. However the lunch problem
was solved with the arrival of the waitress. Alfie went for swordfish
again. I went for lamb shank. I needed meat. Sometimes, when
things aren’t going well, there’s no substitute for meat.
“Got a question for you Alfie.”
“Not unusual.”
“Funny.”
He smiled.
“Know anything about Lord Dell?”
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“Desmond Dell?”
“The very one.”
“Don’t know much about him. He was briefly a record producer.
Must have been back in the eighties.”
“Ever worked with him?”
“Never met him as far as I know.”
“Steve never mentioned him?”
“No. Don’t think so anyway.”
“He produced the Polish album.”
“What Polish album?”
“The one with the disguised lyrics about the political situation in
Poland.”
“Yeah, I vaguely remember that.”
“I thought you were his best mate.”
“I am. But if you put me on Mastermind, with Steve’s lyrics as
my specialist subject, I wouldn’t get my score above zero.”
I shook my head in disbelief.
“I’m not a fan for fuck’s sake. He’s a mate of mine. Different
thing.”
“So if I told you Desmond Dell was the producer of the Polish
album it wouldn’t surprise you?”
“Wouldn’t mean anything to me. Wouldn’t surprise me or not
surprise me. What’s this about?”
“Desmond Dell produced the Polish album, for Dingly Dell
Records, according to the back cover.”
“And?”
“Kirsten’s body was found on the estate of Lord Dell.”
Alfie just stared at me. He didn’t say anything. His brain was
working overtime. Just as my brain had been working overtime for a
few days.
“So you’re saying there’s a connection between Steve and
Kirsten, and there’s a connection between Steve and Dell, and
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therefore there’s a connection between Steve, and the place where
the body was found.”
“I am.”
“Shit.”
“That’s what I thought.”
“The police know about this?”
“Not as far as I know.”
“Are you going to tell them?”
“Don’t know if it’s relevant.”
“Sounds fucking relevant to me.”
I thought about it on the train home. But I didn’t think it was my
job to tell the police something that was a matter of public record.
And I had a few other reservations as well.
First off I didn’t like Bill Sutton. Second, I wasn’t sure how
ethical it was to implicate my client, when there was no evidence the
murder had anything to do with him. Third, it wasn’t actually
evidence, it was just a connection. And fourth, if they fancied Steve
for it, they should be able to find the link between him and Dell for
themselves.
But the fifth reason was the one that counted with me. I wanted it
for myself. I wanted to find out who did it, clear myself, and hand it
to Bill Sutton’s supervising officer on a plate.
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Leaving Norwich station I picked up my tail again. Same Astra
Belmont car. Couldn’t see the driver. I thought I’d give him the run
around. Instead of driving to Stalham, I took the back roads, and
headed towards North Walsham.
Once you get out on country roads, it’s difficult for someone to
disguise the fact that they’re following you. Although you can only
see headlights, you can often tell by the shape, the brightness, or the
position, that they belong to a particular car. These headlights were
distinctive, because one lamp was badly adjusted, and slightly
brighter than the other.
As we pulled into North Walsham, and hit roads with street lights,
I could see for certain it was the same vehicle. I knew the town well,
so I drove around the centre a couple of times. Once you’ve driven a
pattern that’s designed to find out if you’ve got a tail, they have to
make a decision. If they want you to remain uncertain, they abort. If
they don’t abort, they’re sending you a message. Seemed I was being
sent a message.
So I decided to send him a message. On the next circuit I drove
straight through the centre of town, up New Road, and parked in
Frank’s drive. By the time I got out of the car, my tail had
accelerated away.
His wife answered the door.
“Katherine. To what do we owe the pleasure of your company?”
“Need to have a quick word with Frank.”
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“You’d better come in.”
She closed the door behind me.
“I understand your boyfriend proposed.”
“He did.”
“And you turned him down.”
“I did. Frank said marriage wasn’t something you would
recommend.”
She smiled.
“Nevertheless I don’t think Frank will be free to marry in the near
future.”
“Don’t worry, I wasn’t counting on it. My life is complicated
enough as it is.”
She laughed.
We went through to the lounge, and she called Frank, who came
in from his workshop in the garage. He was surprised to see me. I
almost never visited him at home.
“Kate. What can I do for you?”
“Picked up my tail again. Same place. Outside Norwich station.
Instead of driving home I came here, to see what you’d found out.”
“Ran the number, but it isn’t one of ours.”
“Got anything you can give me?”
He went out, and came back with his wallet, from which he
produced a slip of folded paper. I held out my hand, but he didn’t
give it to me.
“This didn’t come from me.”
“I know.”
“So you can’t confront anyone.”
“OK.”
Finally he gave me the paper. I unfolded it, and looked at the
name and address. Jason Marven. Dunston Gardens.
“Mean anything to you?”
“Not a thing.”
“Didn’t mean anything to me either, so I made enquiries.”
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“And?”
“He’s got a conviction for burglary.”
“Just the one?”
Frank nodded.
“Unusual isn’t it? Normally burglars are prolific.”
“Normally. But it’s just the one conviction according to our
records.”
“How long ago?”
“Four years.”
“And he’s been on the straight and narrow since then?”
“Or at least hasn’t come to our attention.”
“Known associates?”
“None.”
“So if I can’t confront him, how do I deal with it?”
“You can confront him in the act, or follow him home, if you can
get behind him. What you can’t do is turn up at his house
unannounced, because if it went wrong, it wouldn’t take a good
copper long to work out how it was done.”
That seemed fair enough. I didn’t want to see Frank out of a job.
“Did Sutton put the surveillance outside my house?”
“Can’t say. Sutton knows my interest is personal, so no one will
talk to me.”
“I wouldn’t want to hit anyone who was on the job.”
“Probably best to ask first then.”
“What?”
“Ask him if he’s a police officer. If he says he isn’t, then you can
take a more physical approach.”
“If he is a copper, would he tell the truth?”
“Don’t know. I would, if it looked like someone was going to give
me a clout. But if he lies about it, then they can’t exactly accuse you
of assaulting a police officer. Either way, if you ask him, he’ll know
he’s been clocked. Game over.”
“Might not like it.”
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“Middle of Stalham High Street, what’s he going to do?”
“Good point.”
“Jason Marven’s the one to be cautious about. Even if he doesn’t
look dangerous, make sure you’re out in public if you decide to take
him on.”
“Got to be working for someone.”
“Goes without saying.”
“Question is, who?”
“Howker?”
“Be my guess.”
“Why?”
“Sending me a message.”
“Which is what?”
“It’s not over.”
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One thing every self respecting private detective needs is a friend
in the press. In this respect my options were limited. Dougie Newton
was the only person I knew who worked for a newspaper. And he
worked for the Eastern Daily Press in Norwich, which wasn’t
exactly the big time. I phoned him to tell him what I wanted, and
promised him lunch if he came up with anything useful.
He met me in The Copper Kettle, just a little way down Lower
Goat Lane on the left hand side. It was a traditional café, which
served cooked breakfasts all day, with real fried bread. This was
Dougie’s favourite lunch time haunt, and he had a similar waist size
to the other Copper Kettle regulars.
I was already sitting in the raised section at the back when Dougie
waddled in. He scanned the room, didn’t see me, and took a seat by
the window. I guessed he was never going to be an investigative
reporter. When I whistled, everyone looked round.
“Over here Dougie.”
He gave a little grimace, and came up the wooden steps.
“What are we doing back here?”
“Thought you might want to be discreet.”
“About what?”
“So it’s OK for a top EDP reporter to supply information from the
firm’s files to a private detective is it?”
“Shouldn’t think anyone gives a fuck.”
“Good to know.”
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He sat down. The waitress arrived two seconds later. She looked
at Dougie.
“The usual.”
She looked at me.
“I’ll have what he’s having.”
“The small breakfast and a glass of milk?”
I looked at Dougie.
“Are you on a diet?”
“Trying.”
“OK, me too then.”
She went away.
“Got anything for me?”
He opened his case, and handed me a file.
“Everything we’ve got.”
“You need this back?”
“No. You owe the EDP about ten quid for the photocopier. But I
can’t see anyone getting round to raising an invoice.”
“Did you read this?”
“I wrote most of it.”
“Anything that’s not in here?”
“Difficult to know where to begin.”
“Have a go.”
“The thing is, under the old Press Council rules, we weren’t
allowed to say someone was a complete and utter, grade A cunt, even
if that was in fact the case, and there was no room for any doubt.”
“Want to tell me about it?”
Dougie sat back in his seat.
“How long have you lived round here?”
“Fifteen years or so.”
“I can’t believe you don’t know about this.”
“Don’t read the papers.”
“Evidently not.”
“So?”
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“Lord Desmond ‘Dingly’ Dell. Started out selling bus tours to
unsuspecting foreign students in the sixties. He bought a bus,
advertised solely through the student union, kept the costs down, and
made his first million. Thought he’d got to grips with the student
market, and moved into record production. Missed the punk era, and
started at the wrong time. Produced a few albums in the early
eighties, none of which did very well. Turned his attention to TV.
Made a couple of films for Channel Four when they were starting
out, then moved into feature films. That’s about it.”
“What does he do now?”
“Retired to his estate in Norfolk. Raises game birds, goes
shooting, has his titled friends round to the house.”
“And how did he get his peerage?”
“Services to the film industry officially.”
“And unofficially?”
“Making the ‘Democracy is Us’ film for the 1987 campaign, and
being a long time Conservative supporter and donor.”
“Doesn’t seem like my type, but nothing there that gives him
grade A cunt status.”
The waitress arrived with our breakfasts. I noticed she gave a
little shudder at the mention of grade A cunt. There was just a
possibility she might have to get used to that if Dougie continued to
eat there. It was his favourite way to describe anyone he didn’t like,
or anyone he didn’t agree with.
“The thing is, he ripped off almost everyone he was ever in
business with. Anyone who signed a contract with him eventually
found out who the main beneficiary was. And it wasn’t them.”
“Anything you reported?”
“When he moved into the house, the previous owner was
supposed to have cleared it. They left him a few things, thinking they
might be useful to him. Dell took them to court for the clearance
costs. So they thought they were doing him a favour, and they end up
paying damages. The rumour was the waste carrier’s invoices were
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forged, and he’d got rid of the stuff at virtually no cost, but saw a
way to make money out of it.”
“Nice.”
“They could afford it mind you, but even so.”
“Anything else?”
“No outright criminality as far as I know.”
“What’s in the file?”
“Cuttings from us and the nationals. Stories about people who
thought they were ripped off. Quite a few investors in films. People
who thought the film must be in profit based on the gross, but never
saw a penny.”
“How did he get away with that?”
“The exhibitors take a cut, the distributors take a cut, then you
take out advertising and promotion and print costs. Conventional
wisdom says that a film has to take three times its budget before it’s
in profit. But a lot of people found out he got his percentage from the
box office gross, whereas their percentage was from the producer’s
net profits.”
“So there are some unhappy people around.”
He laughed.
“Didn’t know you had a gift for understatement.”
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I knocked. Stella answered.
“Got something to show you.”
“Funny, I was about to say the same to you.”
She invited me in. We went through to the kitchen. It was always
warm in there, probably because the Aga was always on.
I put my handbag on one of the high stools, unzipped the back
compartment, took out the postcard, and put it on the table. Stella
looked at it for a moment or two, then turned it over so she could
look at the back.
Above the Aga was a shelf. She turned, took her postcard off the
shelf, and put it on the table. I turned it over and looked at the back.
The handwriting looked the same to me.
“That his writing?”
“Definitely.”
Both postcards were sea views of Scarborough Beach. Not the
one in North Yorkshire. The postmark was Perth, Western Australia.
The date was just over a week earlier. Each postcard had a
handwritten address. In the panel for correspondence each card had
just one word. “Sorry.” Neither postcard was signed.
I gave Stella a long look.
“What do you make of it?”
“Don’t know.”
“Sorry about what?”
“No idea.”
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“Has he ever done anything like this before?”
“Certainly never expressed regret for anything before.”
“So he isn’t just apologising for going off on one.”
“Don’t know.”
“Think he’s apologising for something worse?”
She didn’t say anything. My guess, she didn’t want to think about
it. Actually, neither did I.
The coffee wasn’t going to make itself, so I took the liberty of
putting the kettle on. Stella seemed happy for me to do it. She sat on
one of the stools and stared at the postcards.
“Think Agnieszka wants one?”
“Probably. She’s been up there for hours.”
“It’s only ten.”
“I could hear her rummaging around when I got up at seven.”
“Jesus. Dedicated or what?”
“She works hard.”
I went up to the first floor. The loft ladder was pulled down, so I
climbed up, and put my head through the trap door. Inside there were
open boxes lined up on the right, and maybe a similar number, not
quite so neatly stacked on the left. Agnieszka was looking through a
box on the left.
“Found anything.”
She turned to look at me, and smiled.
“Not yet. It not so easy as I imagine.”
“How are you getting on?”
She pointed to the left.
“These boxes unsorted.”
Then she pointed to the right.
“And these I put in date order.”
Although it looked like quite a big job, progress looked a little
slow. I wondered why. The answer wasn’t long in coming. She
wandered down towards me with a few A6 size notebooks in her
hand. She gave me one. I opened it.

203

“You see, no dates. Diaries, easy. Notebooks, I have to read until I
find something allows me to date, then I file in box.”
She pointed behind her at the neat row of boxes on the right. I
could make out a pencilled date in the top left hand corner of each
box.
“Once all are filed, I start to read 1982. Then we know.”
I looked through the notebook she had given me. It was a mixture
of ideas and observations, lists of books to buy, odd bits of musical
notation, a name and address, some places he wanted to visit, films
he wanted to see, names of people who had sent him Christmas
cards, films he had watched as a child, details of a car he was
interested in, a page of expenditure, a list of people to see, some tax
information, some girls names, approximate sunrise and sunset times
for each month of the year, a few phone numbers, and most
curiously of all, details of an article he wanted to read. Great
Yarmouth and the Cinematograph 1897-1915 by E.W. Goate, in the
1980 edition of Yarmouth Archaeology.
Amongst all of this there was nothing to indicate when any of it
was written. Agnieszka wasn’t kidding. She had a bigger job than I
thought.
Back in the kitchen we showed Agnieszka the postcards.
“Why I not get card?”
We all laughed.
“I think it is how you say? Sorry not begin to cover it.”
Stella and I both nodded in agreement.
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I was travelling to London every week. Justifiable in that Alfie
was the client. And also justifiable in that I needed him. But I’d
come the conclusion I also needed to sort out my personal life.
Alfie and Jack were on the way out. There was no getting away
from it. Alfie was never a permanent fixture, and Jack had come to
an end in my head, even if not in reality. I needed to find boyfriend
number ten. Why is it that these things always happen at the worst
possible time?
The next trip to London was supposed to be about business. Alfie
and I sat in his kitchen, and sorted through the file I’d got from
Dougie. We had it all laid out on the table.
“So is he a particular friend of yours?”
“Dougie?”
“Aye.”
“Known him a while, but not a particular friend in the way you
mean.”
“And what way is that?”
“You were asking if I fucked him.”
He smiled.
“Anyway, it hasn’t happened, and isn’t going to happen.”
“So why does he feed you all this?”
“He likes me.”
“You may not see him that way, but I bet he wants to fuck you.”
“Who wouldn’t?”
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“Good point.”
“But he knows where he stands.”
“Unrequited love then.”
“Unrequited lust probably.”
“So you do acknowledge his interest.”
“Maybe.”
“And you take advantage of that, even though you know he
stands no chance.”
“Your point being?”
“What kind of person does that make you?”
“Are you trying to start an argument?”
“No. If you give me a little leeway here I’ll eventually get to the
point.”
“OK.”
“Do you like him?”
“I do.”
“Why?”
“He can be quite funny, in a very dry way.”
“Why don’t you want to fuck him?”
“Not my type.”
“Physically?”
“He’s a little rotund for my taste.”
“OK. I’m going off on a tangent here. I think you didn’t approve
of what Kirsten did for a living.”
“Fucking for money?”
“So you think it’s what, a little shallow to fuck someone just
because they give you money?”
“At least that.”
“How about fucking someone just because they’re good looking.
That seem any less shallow to you?”
“I’m guessing there must be a point to this even if I can’t see it.”
“My point is, all fucking is shallow. Doesn’t mean anything,
except that you should get what you want out of it. You can fuck for
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money, information, the thrill of it, because your partner is hot,
muscular, has big tits, will lie to the police for you, makes great
music, is famous. Doesn’t matter. Don’t look down on someone
because they fuck for a reason you don’t. Your reason is no more
valid than theirs.”
“What about within a relationship?”
“Fucking within a relationship is just as shallow as fucking
outside a relationship. Particularly if you’re fucking to keep it
going.”
“Come on...”
“No. The relationship isn’t about the sex. The relationship is
about far more than that. You may need sex within it, but it’s not
about the sex. Think of the sex separately, and all will become
clear.”
“And this from a man whose longest relationship is how long?”
“Doesn’t mean I can’t see clearly.”
“But you think I can’t.”
“I think you’re about to find a new boyfriend in order to have a
regular fuck.”
“So now you’re a mind reader.”
“And it isn’t going to work.”
“Thanks for the advice.”
“Haven’t got to the advice yet.”
“Jesus.”
“Nothing wrong with casual sex. So be casual. But if you want
the relationship, be genuine about it. Don’t get seriously involved
with someone just for the sex. Be analytical. Take your time.”
I stopped leafing through the articles from Dougie’s file, and just
stared at him.
“OK, I’ll shut up now.”
He put both arms around me and squeezed, really hard. I
struggled, but couldn’t get free. Eventually I laughed.
“You’ll thank me one day.”
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“For what?”
“Everything.”
Eventually he put me down, and our attention turned back to the
table. I pulled out every article which mentioned Desmond Dell the
record producer. Then I pushed them in Alfie’s direction.
“Know any of these bands?”
He looked through them.
“Some.”
“Do you know any band members you could put me in touch
with?”
He flicked through them again, eventually pulling one out.
“Maybe.”
“Maybe?”
“Need to make a call though.”
“Show me.”
He put the article in front of me.
“Tested Mettle. That’s a band I haven’t thought about in a while.
Used to know Sean Parsons the bass player. Haven’t got a clue
where he is now, but someone at Dead Skunk might know.”
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Turned out Sean Parsons lived in Paignton in Devon. It was a
long drive in November, and impossible to do in daylight, unless you
split the drive over two days.
I left while it was still dark. Three hours before the sun came up.
Not my favourite way to start a trip. One thing you could say for the
Metro, despite it’s diminutive size, it was pretty comfortable.
Hydrolastic suspension had a lot going for it. Why Rover abandoned
it for MacPherson strut and torsion beam, I don’t know.
After about nine hours I arrived. Turned out it was a farmhouse, a
couple of miles outside the town, down one of the narrowest lanes
I’d ever seen. The road was lined with high hedges of a kind which
had all but disappeared in Norfolk.
A small gap in the vegetation on the left hand side revealed a pair
of gates. Once through the entrance, and onto the main drive, things
opened out a little. I could see the house behind some trees. There
was a large gravel area to the right.
I parked next to a green BMW seven series, third generation, with
new plates. If I’d been sensitive about it, which I wasn’t, I would
have felt out of place. My eight year old Metro was probably
something they would want to hide if they had guests. I wondered if
the fact that I knew something about cars and guns and poker might
improve my credibility with the owners.
Sean came to the door. He must have seen me drive up. It was
unmistakably him, despite the fact that the pictures Alfie showed me

209

must have been fifteen years out of date. Didn’t seem to have aged
badly, and looked in good shape.
“Are you Kate? Alfie’s friend?”
“I am.”
He walked out onto the porch and shook my hand. Tall, slim, and
good looking. Jeans, tee, battered old shoes, and some day old
stubble. All I needed was a conversational gambit.
I pointed to the BMW.
“That the V8?”
“No idea. All I know is I put diesel in it.”
“Sat Nav, Xenon lights?”
He shook his head.
“No, don’t need navigation, I know my way around. Don’t know
about the lights.”
“Oh.”
“You some kind of car buff?”
There was a note of scepticism in his voice, because by this time
he’d clocked the Metro.
“I like cars. But I don’t get to drive anything good. Lack of
money, not to mention the need to blend in.”
He smiled.
“So I see. Well I’m technically illiterate. My wife buys them. I
just drive them.”
Married. Predictable I suppose. Didn’t stop a slight feeling of
disappointment though.
He took me through to the kitchen and put the kettle on.
“Understand you want to know about Desmond.”
“I do.”
“Mind me asking why? It’s a long drive just to ask a few
questions.”
“Alfie’s friend Steve is missing. There’s a possibility Desmond
and Steve are involved in a little local difficulty. Alfie and I wonder
if the two things might be connected.”
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“Can’t see how I can help.”
“It could be something that goes back a long way. Maybe to
something that happened in 1982. And you’re the only person we’ve
come up with who knew Desmond and Steve in the eighties.”
He gave a shrug.
“OK. Ask away.”
“How well did you know Steve Hawkins.”
“Pretty well. We used to knock around together from time to
time.”
“And Desmond Dell?”
“Same thing. He was a bit older than us, but we enjoyed his
company.”
“And he was your producer.”
“He produced one album for Tested Mettle. But by that time we
were in terminal decline. Steve too. Except for the Polish album.”
“Which Desmond also produced.”
“That was his one success. Except it was a success in Poland, and
bombed in the UK. Don’t know what he did with all those zloties.
Shouldn’t think they were worth much in 1982.”
“Did you and Desmond and Steve hang out together?”
“From time to time. They were recording early in the year, and so
were we.”
“What did you do?”
“Don’t ask.”
“Girls?”
“And the rest. Drinking, gambling, clubs, anything you could do
in London in the eighties, we did it.”
“What was Desmond like?”
“Same as he is now I should think.”
“Which is what?”
“Always wanted to prove he was wilder than we were.”
“He wanted to prove that because he was older?”
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“Maybe. Think it’s just part of who he was. He’d been mixing
with students since the bus thing in the sixties. Probably just didn’t
want to grow up.”
“Who does?”
“I do. Or did want to. I reached adulthood a few years ago now.”
“Think maybe the same has happened to Desmond.”
“Shouldn’t think so. Not the way he was going.”
“From what I hear he’s taken to retirement, and is getting in with
the hunting, shooting, and fishing set.”
“How old is he now?”
“Don’t know, mid sixties maybe.”
“Well you can’t keep it going forever I suppose. Probably lucky
he reached retirement.”
We took our coffee through to the lounge. Not exactly rock star
chic, more working farmhouse. Worn upholstery, faded carpets, and
well used cushions. But it was all very comfortable.
“Got a specific question for you.”
“Go on.”
“Ever come across a girl by the name of Kirsten?”
There was a momentary pause.
“Can’t say I have.”
“Might have been known as Lilliana.”
Again he didn’t say anything for a moment.
“What’s this about?”
“She was stalking Steve. Except it wasn’t exactly stalking. Steve
asked me to check her out, so I spoke to her. She said she had a plan
for him. But neglected to tell me what it was. Then he went
missing.”
“So you think what?”
“Don’t know what I think. Not enough evidence. I’m just trying
to get a picture of what might have happened.”
“Person to talk to might be Martin Walker.”
“Who’s he?”
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“Our lead guitar. Or was our lead guitar at the time.”
“What could he tell me?”
“Don’t know, but he’ll know more than I do.”
“About what?”
He shook his head.
“Might be a bit delicate.”
“I’m discrete if that’s what you’re worried about. And I’m not the
police.”
“Can’t see what it would have to do with Steve doing a runner
though. Sure he isn’t on one of his little jaunts?”
“Not sure about anything.”
I had been intending to tell him what happened to Kirsten, but
there was always the possibility the mention of murder might reduce
the flow of information. So I kept my mouth shut.
“Martin, and Desmond, and Steve, had a problem with some girls,
and I’m sure it was in eighty-two, because it was the night we put
the album to bed. Everyone was in a good mood, because we
thought we’d made a great record, and at that stage we didn’t know
no one was going to buy it.
“They were heading off to the Marquee. Desmond wanted
everyone to go, said he had a treat lined up for later. I had a
girlfriend who was waiting for me, John our drummer was married
by then and wanted to get on the first train north to see his wife and
children, and Mary who played keyboards never did that stuff
anyway. So it was just Desmond and Martin, and Steve of course,
who’d been hanging around when we were recording. And I think
there was a friend of Desmond’s whose name I’ve forgotten. He
wasn’t a musician. Something in film I think. Or might have been
TV.
“Anyway, this night achieved legendary status. Can’t tell you
what happened because I wasn’t there, but it involved, in no
particular order, drink, drugs, girls, the police, a wrecked bar, the
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Polish ambassador, and the Foreign and Commonwealth Office.
Whatever you can imagine, probably pretty much covers it.
“The repercussions went on for a while, but in the end no charges
were brought. I was told the story later, but by that time I was fed up
with the lifestyle, and didn’t care anymore. If you want the details
I’m sure Martin could fill you in. Whether he’ll want to or not is
another matter.”
“Any reason why not?”
“It involves a number of different types of illegality, some of
which were not easily resolved, and apparently it could have caused
a diplomatic incident.”
“Doesn’t sound unusual in rock star terms. I thought everyone
revelled in their bad behaviour.”
“We used to. Some of us are now reluctant to discuss the excesses
of our youth.”
“You hesitated when I mentioned Kirsten.”
“Yeah.”
“Because you know the name?”
“No. But as soon as you started mentioning Eastern European
girls names, and 1982, there was pretty much only one thing it could
be about.”
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When I came out of the courtyard onto Stalham High Street, on
the other side of the road was the man Jack had so inadequately
described. I walked over to the chemist, went in, and pretended to
browse, all the time keeping my eye on him through the plate glass
window.
Instead of watching the courtyard entrance, he was now watching
the door to the chemist. He didn’t move. I left the chemist, and
began walking up the street towards the north end. Just on my right
was an estate agent’s office, with a box shaped bay window.
Immediately after I passed it I turned round slowly, as if I’d
forgotten something. Five paces behind was the mystery man.
I went to walk past, as if I hadn’t noticed him. When I got level I
grabbed his tie with my left hand, and exerted a certain amount of
upward pressure. He fitted just nicely into the alcove formed by the
bay window. His hands came up to try and prise my knuckles away
from his wind pipe. I grabbed his balls in my right hand. Squeezed
hard.
“Oh fuck.”
“Which is something you won’t be doing for a while unless I get
some answers.”
“OK, OK.”
There was a strangled urgency to his voice. It was a pitiful sound.
“Police?”
“No.”
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“Who and why?”
“Tony Howker. Don’t know why.”
“What does he want to know?”
“When you’re home alone, at night, without the boyfriend.”
“So why are you here now?”
“To see which days he comes out in the morning.”
“You’re wasting your time. We don’t have regular nights. He
comes over whenever I feel horny. So unless Tony wants to monitor
my oestrogen levels he’ll have to take pot luck.”
I pulled him out of the alcove, and shoved him away.
“Now fuck off.”
He did. But slowly, and bent over slightly, with one hand gingerly
protecting his crotch.
Several people had been looking at what I was doing. No one
tried to help him. I suppose if a woman has got you by the balls they
probably think you’re getting what you deserve.
I didn’t think Jack would have been much of an impediment if
Tony Howker had wanted to have a word with me. But perhaps Tony
had some policy about not hurting the innocent, or maybe not
leaving witnesses.
The confrontation did however change my plans for the day. It
wasn’t something which I could safely ignore.
Hettinger had given me Tony’s number when I was trying to find
Kirsten’s last name. So I went back inside and gave him a ring.
“Tony?”
“Who is this?”
“Katherine. You remember me. The good looking girl you met at
the Imperial.”
“And what do you want?”
“I’ve just sent your scum bag away to the doctor to have his
testicles checked out. He said you were interested in meeting me,
without my boyfriend. I thought I could make things easier by
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phoning up and arranging a date. No promises about what happens
later though.”
“You might have a sense of humour about it now, but it might not
be the same after we meet.”
“Ah, now you’re playing hard to get. What’s a girl to do?”
“Two o’clock at the Madison.”
“I know it.”
“On your own.”
“Wouldn’t have it any other way. Want me to bring some toys?”
“Bring what you like.”
The toy I had in mind was the Glock 26.
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This time I was less concerned about meeting Tony Howker
alone. First, I’d seen him, and I didn’t think he could take me
without help. Second, given that he was basically the landlord of a
cheap brothel, he probably didn’t have much in the way of back up.
Third, the venue was very public, which might indicate he was more
worried about me than I was about him.
The Madison served coffee and light lunches. It was situated on
the east side of Great Yarmouth market place. On that side the
market stalls faced inwards, so the tables in the front window had a
good view of the stall holder’s vans, gas bottles, boxed up stock, and
bags of rubbish. Not the best location, but the café did good
business, particularly on market days.
When I went in it was busy, but not packed. Thursday was half
day closing, so trade was probably a bit slack. Just as I was looking
for a good defensive position, an old couple got up from a window
table. I grabbed it quickly.
The waitress arrived before Tony. Didn’t seem any point in
holding back, so I ordered hot chocolate, and cake. Chocolate cake
to be precise. If you choose a theme I think you should go with it all
the way.
When Tony finally arrived I was half way through my cake. I
stood up and offered my hand. He didn’t take it.
“OK, be like that.”
We both sat down. He pointed to the drink and the cake.
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“How do you stay so thin?”
“High metabolic rate, and an active lifestyle.”
The waitress arrived.
“Double espresso.”
When it came he didn’t add cream or sugar. Tony’s wiry strength
was obviously achieved in a different way to mine.
“Let me say before we begin Tony, I don’t get it. You’ve had that
little prick standing outside my house, and you’ve had Jason Marven
following me in my car. Why? You want to have a word, just ask.
You want to beat the crap out of me, find someone who can do it. All
this sending me a message shit, what’s that about? Is it supposed to
scare me?”
He looked puzzled.
“Jason who?”
“Come on Tony.”
“I’m serious. Never met anyone called Jason.”
“So the kid outside the house was you, but the Astra Belmont
that’s been following me, that’s nothing to do with you?”
“The kid with the crushed balls is my nephew, and he’s twentythree by the way. There’s no one else on my payroll.”
He was telling the truth. Poker experience again. Or the rudiments
of psychology. Sometimes it’s obvious what’s real and what’s a
bluff. Tony wasn’t bluffing. So that was another problem to solve.
Meantime I had to deal with Tony.
“OK, let’s just discuss the kid. What’s that about?”
He leant forward, and spoke quietly.
“You’re a real fucking problem for me. First you beat one of my
girls so bad you do serious damage, and now my sister’s boy will be
lucky to continue the family line. What am I supposed to do? If you
were a man you’d be in a ditch somewhere.”
“Bollocks Tony. You aren’t even a pimp. You haven’t even risen
to those dizzy heights. You’re an ex-journeyman fighter, made a little
money, bought a seaside flat with your winnings, and you rent it to
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some woman who runs the house for you. My guess is you’re too
squeamish to deal with the nuts and bolts of brothel keeping,
knowing when they’re on the rag, or when they’re skiving, or getting
them aborted if they get up the duff. So you get someone else to do
it. And when it comes to disciplining girls you don’t fancy that
either. In fact you’re soft hearted, and you don’t like the idea of
women being hurt at all, which is why you got so upset when I hit
Kirsten. So what the fuck are you going to do about me?”
“I might make an exception in your case.”
I laughed. It was the sullen and exasperated way in which he said
it.
Suddenly he banged his fist down on the table.
“Fuck!”
One knuckle caught the side of my plate. My chocolate cake shot
up into the air. I caught it with both hands just before it came down
on a nearby table. Everyone turned round to look. The waitress
headed our way.
Tony held up both hands.
“Sorry, sorry.”
When the waitress got there Tony tried to explain.
“Won’t happen again. Just a little domestic. Gets a bit frustrating
sometimes.”
She looked at me.
“I’m fine.”
She seemed in two minds about whether to pick him up by the
collar and throw him out. I think she could have done it. Tony
wouldn’t have laid a finger on her. Instead she gave him a look
which said, ‘Do that again and see what happens to you.’
When he calmed down I lent forward.
“What is it you want Tony?”
“I want justice. I want you to stop protecting the man who killed
her.”
“I’m not protecting anyone.”
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He gave me a disbelieving look.
“Tell me what you know Tony, or what you think you know.”
“Kirsten had a beef with your client. You tried to intimidate her,
but it didn’t work. Now she’s dead, and he’s missing. What more do
I need to know?”
“Two and two make five?”
“Probably.”
“Want to hear my version?”
“What I want is to see both of you pay for what you did.”
“First off, she was stalking him. Second he went missing before
she was killed. Third, I wasn’t trying to intimidate her. She wouldn’t
tell me what I wanted to know.”
“So you punch a pregnant woman in the stomach just because she
won’t answer your questions? What kind of a person are you?”
“Got me there Tony. You can’t believe how much I wish I hadn’t
done it.”
“The police talk to you?”
“You know they did. After they picked you up, you gave them the
CCTV footage, and pointed them in my direction. But there’s no
evidence I did it, because I didn’t do it.”
He gave a little half smile, like that was something which had
gone according to plan.
“Tell you the truth, I never thought you did do it. I think your
client did it, and you’re protecting him, because it’s what you’re paid
to do.”
“Not true.”
“Yeah, it is. Either you deliver him to the police, or I’ll take care
of it.”
“He’s my client, and I don’t have a clue where he is, and neither
do you, so how the fuck are you going to take care of it?”
He sat back a little in his chair. When he spoke it was slowly.
Calm but firm.

221

“No one assaults one of my girls. No one kills one of my girls. No
one protects the murderer of one of my girls. It’s my responsibility to
deal with that. I have enough of an issue with you already. So either
you go after your client, or I come after you.”
“There’s a problem with that Tony. If you want to see what it is,
come with me.”
I stood up, and headed for the door. As I passed the waitress I put
a tenner in her hand.
“Keep the change.”
It was so quick Tony was taken by surprise. He downed the rest of
his espresso, and followed me, almost running to catch up. I headed
across the market place and down one of the rows.
“Where the fuck are we going?”
“You’ll see.”
When we came out at the bottom of the row, I turned right. On
my left hand side were gates which led into the back gardens of
some terraced houses. I walked along a little way, as if I was going
somewhere specific. As I went I scanned the street. No one was
about. We came to a blue door. I flicked the latch, and made my way
into the garden. Tony followed. As soon as the gate was closed I
reached behind me and pulled the Glock from the back of my jeans.
I took off the safety, and pulled back the hammer.
“What the fuck?”
“This is the problem with what you’re planning Tony.”
“Guns?”
I was careful not to point it at him. He stayed at a safe distance. I
was just showing it to him.
“I’ve got a firearms licence. I’m allowed shotguns and rifles. And
until they’re banned I’m also allowed handguns.”
“Who the fuck uses guns? This is Norfolk?”
“Quite a lot of people, including me.”
“Jesus Christ.”
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“So here’s the thing. If you’re coming after me, as you threatened,
you need to hire someone suitably equipped. And they need to be
good enough to get the job done. Because if they don’t succeed, the
police will probably come after you, and if they don’t, I will.”
“Now you’re threatening me?”
“No. I currently don’t have a problem with you. All I’m saying is,
don’t give me a problem. Because if you give me a problem, I will
solve it.”
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Martin Walker was a north London boy. Muswell Hill. The house
was set back from the road, of a good size, and obviously well
looked after. I was never any good at identifying architecture, so I
couldn’t tell you the period, but it looked like it had been there for at
least a hundred years.
We’d spoken on the phone, and arranged to meet at four, after
he’d picked the children up from school. Seemed like he’d grown up
a bit since the 1982 incident.
When I knocked his wife answered. She was neat, blonde, classy,
and a bit reserved. Maybe he’d talked to her about the purpose of my
visit, or maybe he hadn’t.
She showed me into a room, which looked like a study, although
it was quite large. Could have been a practice room too. There were
a few guitars on stands, and an upright piano against the back wall.
There were some padded stools at the side. I sat on one, but it felt
uncomfortable. Martin came in. I stood up. He walked across and
shook my hand.
“So you’ve met Sean?”
“I have.”
“Long way to go.”
“It was.”
“Haven’t seen him since last year.”
“Do you still record with him?”
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“In theory. We never split. Just don’t get round to actually doing
anything.”
He pointed to a couple of seats by the desk. We went over and sat
down. He was tall, friendly, good looking. Everything a well
matured rock star should be.
“You know why I’m here?”
“Talked to Sean on the phone. So I know roughly.”
“Steve’s missing. Done a runner maybe. He was being stalked by
a girl who refused to tell me why she was doing it. Alfie Baines is
paying me to find Steve. Name of the girl is Kirsten, although she
has been known to go by Lilliana. Everything looks like it points
back to 1982.”
“Makes sense.”
“You were there I gather.”
“Unfortunately.”
“With?”
“There was me, Steve, Desmond, and a few hangers on.”
“What happened?”
“How confidential is this?”
“In what sense?”
“It’s not something I want to read about in the News of the World
next Sunday.”
“I’m a private detective. Doesn’t go down well if my client’s
stories end up in the papers.”
He looked thoughtful.
“Can’t see how this will help to find Steve.”
“Nor me. But if I keep asking questions maybe it will all become
clear.”
He still looked reticent. But he did tell me.
“Desmond took us to a bar up west. Said he’d got a treat lined up
for later. Initially we did a few shorts, but Steve had a little speed, so
we all did a bit of that. Everyone had been up for hours finishing the
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album. If it hadn’t been for the amphetamines we’d all have been
back home in bed.
“Don’t remember anything untoward in the first bar. The second
bar was where the fun started. A bloke arrived with some school girls
in tow. Obviously underage, in the sense that they weren’t old
enough to be in a bar. Anyway, this was Desmond’s treat. They were
on some kind of exchange trip from Poland, and they were fans.
Where he got them from I don’t know.
“They were keen to be friendly, but the bar manager wasn’t
happy. An argument started. He said he didn’t want to lose his
licence. Desmond accused him of not having any balls. So a fight
started between Desmond and the bar staff. Desmond was a mad
fucker. Steve and I shepherded the girls away, while he got stuck in.
The big mirror behind the bar got broken. I think some bottles and
glasses ended up on the floor. The police were called, but Desmond
got us into a taxi, before they arrived.
“I remember we ended up in a hotel bar in Bayswater. Got the
girls pissed, rented some rooms, and nature took its course. At least
until the police turned up. How they found us I don’t know to this
day.
“We were all taken into the hotel breakfast room, while they tried
to work out two things. Were we the ones who did the bar, and were
the girls underage. Clearly they were under eighteen, but what
became an issue was whether they were under sixteen. Funny how if
you’re sixteen you’re two years away from having a legal drink in a
bar, but you’re old enough to fuck.
“Next thing we know, the Polish ambassador is there, along with
a permanent secretary from the Foreign and Commonwealth Office,
and the Director of some department in the British Council who
arranged the trip.
“No one wanted a diplomatic incident. So a settlement was
reached. We coughed up for the bar, made a donation to some charity
nominated by the British Council to encourage foreign exchange
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trips, and most laughably of all, apologised to the girls for our bad
behaviour. That was weird, because the girls seemed to be the only
ones who weren’t bothered by our bad behaviour.”
He shook his head. Like it was something he would prefer to
forget.
“And were the girls underage?”
“They said they weren’t.”
“What do you think?”
“Probably were. No way to know now. The Polish ambassador
had a word with them. Might have influenced what they told the
police.”
“You into underage girls?”
“Then or now?”
“Either.”
“Back then, when I was twenty, if a fan came backstage, wanted
to go to my hotel with me, turned out she was only fifteen, wouldn’t
have bothered me. Now, children of my own, different story. Don’t
know if it’s hypocrisy, or just that your perspective changes as you
get older.”
“How about Steve?”
“Same thing I should think. Never discussed it with him though.”
“Desmond?”
“He liked them young. Not children mind you. ‘Just ripe’ was
how he used to put it.”
“How do you feel about that?”
“Hard to be critical. Haven’t seen him for years. Might have
changed. No idea really. The thing is, you probably don’t understand
what it was like.”
“Tell me.”
“Late seventies, early eighties. By the time you got to our
generation anything was acceptable. And if you were in a successful
band, it was all available. Night after night. I certainly never asked
how old a girl was. If she was hot, and willing, that was it.”
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“Never had a second thought?”
“Never.”
“Remember the names of any of the girls.”
“From that night? No.”
“Kirsten or Lilliana doesn’t ring a bell?”
“No.”
“Any repercussions later?”
“Not legal ones.”
“What then?”
“Thought I was going to end up in jail. I was sure the girls were
going to turn out to be underage, and I was sure the bar incident was
also going to be pinned on us. And I’m claustrophobic. Jail frightens
me more than most people. Made me concerned not to take any
chances.”
“Changed your behaviour?”
“Not right away. But it was the beginning of something.”
“Any repercussions for anyone else?”
“Not as far as I know.”
“Desmond and Steve just walked away?”
“Same as me.”
“Never heard anything about it again?”
“I didn’t.”
“And them?”
“They never mentioned any repercussions. And it was a story
which got told a lot over the next few years.”
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I met Dougie in the Copper Kettle again. And again we had the
small breakfast, to try and aid Dougie’s attempt to get fit and find a
girlfriend. Me personally I would have had the large breakfast, but I
couldn’t sit there and eat it while Dougie struggled with his diet.
We sat in the raised section at the back, away from everyone else.
I never liked anyone to overhear my conversations, and I certainly
didn’t want an audience for this one.
“Got a question to ask you.”
“Why I’m here.”
“Not a journalistic type question.”
“What other types of question are there?”
“Lots.”
“OK.”
There was a little pause, to accommodate my reluctance, and his
puzzlement.
“What’s the question then?”
“Do you want to fuck me?”
Dougie coughed. I cleaned the bits of bacon off my jumper while
Dougie composed himself.
“A friend of mine says you want to fuck me.”
“Who?”
“Alfie Baines.”
“Never heard of him.”
“Used to be the drummer with Citizen Jane.”

229

“Still never heard of him.”
“Nevertheless, is it true?”
“Nevertheless is it true that someone I’ve never heard of, or met,
is telling the truth when he says I want to fuck you?”
“Yes.”
“Er... Is this a trick question?”
“No.”
“Why do you want to know?”
“Because he made me feel guilty.”
“For not fucking me?”
“Yes.”
“Why?”
“He said I used your unrequited lust to get information.”
“He said that?”
“Actually he said it was unrequited love, but I thought it was
probably lust.”
“OK.”
“So?”
Dougie considered the question some more.
“You wouldn’t like to just tell me what the right answer is would
you?”
“There is no right answer.”
“Oh good. At least that confirms my analysis of the situation. You
see the more I think about it, the more convinced I am that I’m in
trouble whatever I say. And this seems slightly unfair when you
consider that I didn’t say anything in the first place to get myself into
this position.”
“Tell the truth.”
“What was the question again?”
“Do you want to fuck me?”
“I did want to.”
“You did want to?”
“About ten years ago.”
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“But you don’t want to now?”
“No.”
“Why not?”
“You see I could tell this wasn’t going to turn out well.”
“I’m not kidding. Why not?”
He sat back in his chair, a look of exasperation on his face.
“You could have waited until I finished my breakfast.”
“Don’t avoid the question. Why not?”
“Now correct me if I’m wrong, but you don’t want to fuck me,
and yet you are slightly miffed that I don’t want to fuck you, am I
right?”
He was right. I wasn’t upset that it wasn’t going to happen, I was
upset that he might have perceived some unattractive quality, which
had emerged in the last ten years, and which everyone except me
was well aware of.
“Dougie, just tell me. I want to know.”
“Too much trouble.”
“What?”
“As I get older I find I can’t be bothered. Not that I don’t like sex.
But I can’t be bothered with one night stands, or women that look
like hard work.”
“Hard work?”
“Trust me, a relationship with you would be hard work. Don’t
even think about arguing. Because you know this is true. And casual
sex would be a complete nightmare. I’d have to go home, have a
shower, change my clothes, clean the house, change the sheets, get
something in for breakfast, find my erotic red light bulb for the
bedside lamp, go in the attic and try to find some condoms that
aren’t out of date, charge the battery for the video camera...”
By this time I was laughing. Maybe it wasn’t to do with me after
all.
“...and then I’d have to decide whether to use a three hour tape or
a four hour tape. I don’t like to use the four hour tapes unless I really
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have to. They’re made of thinner tape, so they aren’t as durable.
Three hour tapes are much better for archiving purposes.”
“Ho ho ho.”
“You think I’m kidding?”
“Unfortunately no.”
“So now you know.”
“But do you think it was wrong of me to ask you for information
over the last ten years, when I knew you were interested, but I knew
it wasn’t going to work out.”
“You weren’t the only one who knew it wasn’t going to work out.
And anyway, I’m in no position to criticise. I’m a journalist. I’ll do
whatever I have to do to get a story, including using my sexual
charms if necessary, although luckily it’s never come to that.”
“Seriously.”
“Seriously? I knew you weren’t going to sleep with me. But I
liked you anyway. Some people you just like. Wouldn’t matter if you
were hideous, although it’s good that you aren’t. Makes eating
breakfast a more pleasant experience.”
So we were both OK with having breakfast together. It was just
the part that came before breakfast that we had a problem with. I was
glad it wasn’t just me.
The breakfast comment might have been a hint. So I let Dougie
get on with his meagre fry up. Two rashers of bacon, one egg, one
round of fried bread, and some beans, just didn’t do it for me. Didn’t
do it for Dougie either I don’t think, but it was good that he was
making an effort. Single at forty was one thing. Probably a
retrievable situation. Single at fifty I thought might be something
else entirely. I hoped it worked out for him.
When we moved on to the fresh morning coffee I decided to
broach the other subject on my mind.
“Got another question for you.”
“Jesus Christ. What a day this is turning out to be.”
“A journalistic type question.”
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“Thank fuck for that.”
“Who are Desmond Dell’s friends? Or even his enemies?”
“What are you up to?”
“Need to talk to someone who will spill the beans. So someone
he’s recently fallen out with would be good.”
“Not exactly my area of expertise. I deal in actual stories, which
generally involves some degree of wrongdoing.”
“Could you find out?”
“Depends what sexual favours are being offered in exchange for
this information.”
“How about if I offer not to make you go through all that
rigmarole which is necessary for you to have casual sex?”
“Dirty sex?”
“How about no sex at all? Think of the time you’ll save.”
“Sounds reasonable to me.”
“So?”
“Several of our so called reporters work on the Norfolk
Magazine. They do a social diary, and a gossip column. Not exactly
cutting edge, but someone might know something.”
“And when might I be able to access this information?”
“If you absolutely promise not to proposition me, and your client
picks up the tab for any drinks I may have to buy...”
“Done.”
“...sometime this afternoon.”
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Abigail DeVere was the Norfolk equivalent of a third rate
divorced royal spouse. Notoriously indiscreet, hugely gossipy,
outrageously badly behaved, good company, and willing to accept
almost any social invitation, particularly if she suspected she was
being invited for her entertainment value.
She had divorced the son of Alfred DeVere, a minor member of
the aristocracy, fifteen years earlier, and had been a thorn in the side
of the establishment ever since.
I probably could have presented myself as a private detective, but
I decided to use my fraudulent journalist’s card. I told her on the
phone I was doing a gossip piece on Lord Dell for the local paper.
She agreed to see me without hesitation.
We met in a suite she had booked at The Maid’s Head hotel in
Norwich, because she wanted to do some shopping.
“I live about forty miles away, so by the time one gets here and
gets back, it’s either an early start or a late finish. So I book in here
for a couple of nights, and don’t have to worry about my drinking, or
the fucking police stopping me for being pissed yet again.”
“I’ve heard it’s an increasing problem.”
“In the eighties no one bothered. Now it’s the fucking crime of
the century. Child murderers get treated with more respect.”
She was expensively dressed. Don’t ask me who the designer
was, but she didn’t get the outfit at Marks and Spencer. Knee length
dress, well cut. Hair by someone in London no doubt. Seemed

234

casual, but in reality you’d never get it to look that way just by
giving it a brush in the morning. Not as tall as I expected. Just a bit
taller than me, but thin as a rake. Class written all over her.
Dougie hadn’t given me much in the way of background, but he
was convinced she was the one to talk to. In fact he said if she didn’t
have anything on Dell, no one did. If there was anything to discover,
she would have prised the information out of someone.
She had room service bring up some afternoon tea. We sat in the
embroidered armchairs, to eat our dainty cakes, and drink our Earl
Grey.
“Anyone paying you for this?”
“I’m freelance, but if it’s accepted, then yes.”
“Do I get anything?”
“Anonymity.”
“Christ, I don’t want anonymity. I want everyone to know I
spilled the beans. I’ve got a reputation to protect.”
“You want the byline?”
“Something that implies it all came from me.”
“I can do that. Anything that’s attributable is great.”
“None of it’s attributable darling. I’m not revealing my sources.
I’m only asking you to reveal yours. Although in a discreet way.
Make sure my name is there. Don’t actually say I said it. But make
sure everyone knows I did.”
“Got it.”
“So what’s old Dingly done to deserve a write up?”
“There’s the official reason, and then there’s the real one.”
“Don’t think I need tell you which I’m interested in.”
“I think he might have an interest in young girls.”
“Christ that’s not exactly news. I mean who doesn’t?”
“Young, as in underage.”
“Haven’t heard that. And I think I would have.”
“How young then?”
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“Debs. Girls fresh out of finishing school. Particularly likes
students. Think he got a taste for it in the sixties.”
“Most people grow out of it as they get older.”
“Who? Not men darling. I mean fair’s fair, most of them will fuck
anything. But they do have a preference for young and fresh. Why
wouldn’t they?”
“Think that applies to women too?”
“Certainly applies to me. If you can get them with hair and
without a wonky prostate so much the better.”
“And Lord Dell has the reputation of having affairs with what,
girls in their late teens and early twenties?”
“He does. But whether you can call them affairs I don’t know.
He’s never been married. Dalliances maybe.”
“As in short lived?”
“As in one night in Norfolk, a weekend in Paris, or a fortnight in
the Caribbean.”
“Any of these turn up at social functions?”
“All the time.”
“Names?”
“Of the girls?”
“Yes.”
“You must be joking. None of them have any social standing.
These are girls whose parents have aspirations. And I suppose they
think fucking some Lord will get them somewhere. Which only
shows them up for what they are. Not a single one of them has been
one of us.”
“One of us?”
“The kind of status you can’t aspire to. Something you can’t buy
or achieve. You’re born into it. If you’re not born into it, end of
story.”
“But you can fuck your way into it.”
“Depends how much the fuck-er wants the fuckee.”
I laughed.
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“Which is the impolite way of saying you can marry into it.”
“Maybe they hope to marry Lord Dell.”
“Then they haven’t done their research.”
“Which you should always do before fucking members of the
aristocracy?”
“Certainly. But Dingly isn’t aristocracy. He’s a life peer. If he was
aristocracy we wouldn’t be having this conversation.”
“Getting back to the issue though, why wouldn’t they be likely to
marry Lord Dell?”
“He was in the film industry for goodness sake. He was a
‘creative producer’. He has actresses coming out of every orifice.
Why would he get married?”
I sat back and considered the position. Clearly she wasn’t going
to confirm my suspicions. And it rather looked as if my suspicions
were false. But I had to maintain the charade.
“Not much of a story then?”
“Not if you don’t ask the right questions.”
“I thought I was asking the right questions.”
“How much research did you do?”
“I know about his background, the bus company, the record
company, the film production company. I interviewed some
musicians from bands he produced, and came across the rumour
about young girls. But I don’t know what he gets up to now, which is
why I came to you.”
She seemed suddenly undecided about what to say.
“Is there a story here Abigail?”
“There certainly is.”
“Which is what?”
Again she was reluctant.
“One never likes to be the original source. You see if you come to
me and ask if Dingly is up to such and such a thing, then I don’t
have any qualms about confirming something you already know. But
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I don’t like to be the person who actually gets someone into trouble.
I prefer them to be in trouble first.”
“Always good to have principles.”
“Now you’re being sarcastic.”
“Sorry.”
“You see I don’t mind gossiping, but I don’t actually start
rumours.”
“It’s a fine distinction.”
“I know. But it matters to me.”
“Anything to do with Eastern European girls?”
“As in the prostitute found dead on his land?”
I nodded. She shook her head.
“He said the police looked into that. But he had no connection to
her.”
“Just a hint?”
She thought about it.
“He might not be able to sustain his current lifestyle much
longer.”
“Why?”
“Mortgaged to the hilt from what I understand, and mounting
debts.”
“Thought he was loaded.”
“Was loaded is pretty much accurate.”
“Where did it go?”
“Where does it always go? If there’s no wife to apply the brakes
men simply can’t be trusted.”
“Tell me anyway.”
“In Dingly’s case I think he would have had plenty for the women
and the drugs. But addiction is a funny thing. Not controllable.”
“Addicted to drugs?”
“Gambling.”
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Within an hour of getting the phone call I was round at the house.
Stella let me in. Agnieszka was in the kitchen. A volume of diaries
was open on the wooden table. A couple of notebooks nearby.
“So...”
“Something perhaps.”
“Something’s better than nothing.”
“I think maybe we have bigger question.”
Stella made coffee. We all sat down.
“You’ve got the floor Agnieszka.”
“I have floor?”
“It’s a debating term. Means it’s your turn to speak.”
“Oh, well, not so much me. It is voice from Steve’s past. But I
summarise. In July 1982 they meet Polish schoolgirls on exchange
trip. Big thing, organised by British Council for cultural purposes. It
is unusual thing. Rare in those days. Girls fans of British bands,
Tested Mettle, and Pay and Display. It is arranged with record
company that they meet musicians. This get out of hand. Steve have
I think threesome with two girls. They get drunk with Steve, and it
work out well according to Steve, until arrested.”
Stella and I stifled a laugh. Agnieszka looked up.
“What is it with men and two women. Not like they have two
dicks no? I never do this, because what you supposed to do while he
fucks other girl? You do this?”
“Not me.”
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“Nor me.”
“Why schoolgirls agree to do this?”
“Strength in numbers?”
“Infatuation?”
“Pissed I think. Alcohol first, then no inhibitions. Why people do
this? They think you don’t have inhibitions for good reason? Stop
you doing something stupid. So drink till you can make bad
decision. Not make sense.”
“Probably didn’t think it through.”
“Perils of youth.”
Agnieszka shook her head.
“Got any names?”
“Kirsten and Lilliana.”
“What?”
“It is true. Kirsten, and Lilliana.”
“But Kirsten was using the name Lilliana.”
“They are separate person. Kirsten Missler, and Lilliana
Rafalski.”
“He got surnames?”
“He write about conversation with them in bar, and in hotel, and
then arrest, and avoiding diplomatic incident.”
“What did he say?”
“They are from Opole. School friends. Lilliana older and wilder,
Kirsten more serious but loosen up after brandy.”
“Who doesn’t.”
“Lilliana later study film in Lodz.”
“He kept in touch with them?”
“No. My English not so good. This what she plan.”
“Kirsten Missler sounds German not Polish.”
“Opole in south west of Poland, part of recovered territories.
There are many ethnic Germans.”
“So when she was working here, Kirsten was just using her
friend’s name?”
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“Maybe.”
“Any chance of finding the real Lilliana?”
“This may not be so hard. I too was in Lodz film school. I have
no memory of her, but can ask if record exist of Lilliana Rafalski
from middle eighties.”
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Anyone gambling seriously in Norfolk would probably know
Hettinger. There might have been other games, but he had the
seaside venues sewn up. And anyway he was my only contact.
Hettinger met me in Hunstanton. It was early December and the
weather had just turned cold. He came into the New Bridge wearing
a camel hair coat and a chunky scarf. I was at the bar nursing a
brandy.
“We’ve got to stop meeting like this Johannes.”
“Did you resolve your problem with Tony Howker?”
“I did. But not to his satisfaction.”
“I understand the girl is dead.”
“She is.”
He sat down at next to me. The barman approached. I ordered for
him.
“Southern Comfort.”
For a few moments Hettinger didn’t say anything.
“Does her death have anything to do with your disagreement?”
“Nothing.”
“What is it to do with?”
“Difficult to say. She told me nothing.”
“To do with your client?”
“Seems unlikely. I don’t think he was even in the country when it
happened.”
“So what do you want from me?”
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The Southern Comfort arrived. Johannes took a sip. Put the glass
back on the bar.
“There is a connection between Kirsten and my client. There is
also a connection between my client and the owner of the land where
the body was found.”
“OK.”
“And the owner of the land may be known to you.”
“And this is?”
“Lord Dell. Desmond Dell. Sometimes known as Dingly.”
His left eyebrow lifted by about an eighth of an inch. But he
didn’t say anything.
“Ever come across him Johannes?”
He still didn’t say anything. I waited. He took another sip of his
drink.
“And this connection between your client and Dell. What is it?”
“Dell used to be in the music business. He produced one of my
client’s records back in the eighties.”
“That is a long time ago. Are they still in touch?”
“Not that I’m aware of.”
“And what do the police say?”
“They don’t say anything to me. I was questioned, and I presume
Dell was questioned. But even my contact on the force doesn’t know
anything.”
“So what do you want?”
“I want to meet Dell. I want to meet him without him knowing
who I am.”
“Socially?”
“I’m not exactly in his social set. Except maybe in one respect.”
He nodded.
“What would you expect to get out of such a meeting?”
German forensic questioning. All I could do was tell the truth.
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“Don’t know. I like to ask questions. See what comes up. See if
the answers make sense. Sometimes when they don’t make sense,
that tells you what you need to know.”
“Hard to engage in conversation at a poker game.”
“Managed it with you.”
“Dell doesn’t socialise. I have never known him to skip hands,
and he never goes to the bar.”
“Does he owe money?”
“Not to me.”
“Cash only?”
He nodded.
“Must owe it to someone. I understand his finances aren’t in good
shape.”
“This is my understanding also. But he has never asked for
credit.”
“Does he lose big?”
“Not always.”
“But mostly?”
“More often than not.”
We both had a little more to drink, while we considered the
problem.
“I’d still like to meet him. Even if I just get to see him play. At the
table you get a sense of who someone is. Their psychology.”
“It could be done. But we must wait for him to come to us. There
is nothing I can do to make it happen.”
“If you can get me into the game, that’s all I ask.”
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Across the table from me Dell looked short and squat. Difficult to
assess when someone is sitting down, but that’s how he appeared.
His neck was almost the same width as his head. His cheeks were
puffy, and his eyes appeared set back slightly within the fat of his
face.
He had a nervous disposition. Not a great asset playing poker. But
if he could maintain the same tics and blinks, and general shiftiness
on every card dealt, it wouldn’t necessarily tell me a lot. However
Johannes said he was a consistent loser, and it wasn’t hard to guess
why.
The game was in Great Yarmouth. It was a late start. Timed to
cater for the after hours set. My guess was that we had a selection of
bar owners, hotel managers, and less salubrious types.
To begin with I played conservatively. It was a completely new
crowd. I didn’t know them, and they didn’t know me. I was happy to
fold early in each hand. I didn’t have the cards anyway, but it gave
me a chance to watch everyone, and didn’t cost much.
Dell didn’t play well. When he did fold, he folded late. An
expensive habit. In my experience the decision needs to be made
early, and then played out with conviction. Dithering gives too much
away. When you eventually play on, it tells them you aren’t bluffing,
and consequently reduces the size of pot when you win.
With seven round the table, Dell was the only amateur, and I was
the only professional. The others were semi-pro. You could
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categorise their potential like this. Dell would lose to everyone, with
a lucky win here and there. I would win consistently in the long run.
The others would be down in the long term, but would win from
time to time, making it hard for them to assess their game unless
they kept meticulous records.
Most people don’t understand what’s required if you want to win.
That kind of attention to detail doesn’t detract from the thrill of it. It
makes me more excited, not less. I love it that I know what I’m
doing, and they can’t work it out. And not only do they not know
what I’m doing, they don’t know what they’re doing. Having an
edge, and knowing you’ve got an edge, and still having to play for it,
is the biggest thrill you can have. And not just in poker.
Middle of the night I took one big pot with three of a kind.
Nothing to write home about, but then most poker wins aren’t. Two
percent chance of the hand being dealt to each player. Round an
average size table of maybe seven players, three of a kind will take
the pot a little more often than one in ten games.
I took a break shortly afterwards, but left my stack on the table.
There was no strategy for this particular evening, except to cash in
when Dell cashed in. After a drink I played on. There were no other
big opportunities. I regularly lost very small amounts. But nothing
that would diminish my winnings substantially.
At six in the morning the game began to break up. A couple of
people surprisingly had jobs to go to. Dell hung on until the last.
Eventually we tipped the dealer, cashed in, and got our coats.
Even though I knew Dell preferred young and fresh, I’d made
sure I looked good enough to eat. Took a while in front of the mirror
before I went out, but you may as well play the cards you’re dealt.
As Abigail said, most men will fuck anything given the opportunity,
so I wondered if I could use that to my advantage.
The guy running the game asked who wanted a cab. Dell said he
did.
“Where are you going?”
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“North Walsham.”
“Want to give me a lift to Stalham?”
I’d caught his eye a few times during the course of the evening,
but these were the first words spoken. He looked at me more
carefully.
“Where do you live?”
“In a courtyard off the High Street. It’s a one minute detour from
the main road.”
I knew he wasn’t actually going to North Walsham. His estate
was near Witton, a few miles east. But nevertheless Stalham was
pretty much directly on his route home.
He looked me straight in the eye.
“I’d be glad to give you lift.”

247

61

I felt comfortable getting into a cab with him. Two things about
that. First, I was fit, and knew what I was doing. Second, he was fat,
and had no idea. There was a third thing actually, but that was in my
handbag.
As we got into the cab the driver turned round. He didn’t try very
hard to conceal his surprise at our apparent incompatibility. In fact
he probably thought I was on the game. So I decided to put his mind
at rest.
“Stalham High Street for me, then North Walsham.”
Once we were underway Dell started off with the usual poker
talk. Nothing interesting about that. And I had no intention of giving
him any tips, or any insight into my game.
After we went over Jellicoe Road bridge, and turned right at the
lights onto the A149, he edged a little closer. Once we got onto the
Caister bypass there were no more streetlights, and it was dark in the
back of the cab. I felt an arm reach round behind me, and a hand
came to rest on my left shoulder. I let it stay there.
“Do you know who I am?”
“I’m guessing you wouldn’t have asked that question unless you
thought you were someone important.”
He laughed.
“I suppose that’s true. But perhaps I was just trying to impress
you.”
“You speak nicely, so maybe aristocracy?”
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“Lord Dell.”
“Life peer or hereditary?”
He seemed surprised by the question.
“Life peer actually.”
“Not much point in fucking you then.”
The hand removed itself.
“The children wouldn’t even have a title to inherit. At least that
would have been some compensation for the gambling debts.”
“Who are you?”
“Katherine Madden.”
I’m guessing it didn’t mean much to him. He was probably about
as impressed as I was.
“You have a very direct way of dealing with things Katherine.”
“So I’m told.”
“It could upset people.”
“It does upset people.”
“And that may not be a good thing.”
“I’ve been told that too.”
“When people are upset they may be inclined to be
unreasonable.”
“I can’t think that would apply to you. A peer of the realm. A man
of such self importance.”
“You shouldn’t be misled by my calm exterior.”
“Ah. Don’t tell me. Underneath that layer of blubber there is a
seething mass of passion just waiting to burst out and satisfy me
beyond my wildest dreams.”
“Let me tell you something you don’t know.”
“Always keen to be educated.”
He leaned in. Got his lips close to my ear.
“My cock is little more than average in length, but it is unusually
thick, and I have never met a woman yet who, having experienced it
once, was not keen to experience it again.”
“It’s the once part that’s going to be the problem.”
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“Perhaps you should see for yourself.”
He put his hand round the back of my neck, and exerted some
pressure, with the intention of forcing my head down. My head
stayed where it was, but his head went down when I unexpectedly
decided to check out the veracity of his claims for myself. My grip
may have been a little tight.
“Doesn’t seem that big to me. But there’s one thing you should
know. If you were to get it out, I would feel obliged to remove it. If
for no other reason than to prevent other women from having the
same experience. Do we understand one another?”
The reply was not intelligible, but I think what he meant to say
was, “Yes ma’am.”
When I relaxed my grip, and he started breathing again, he spoke
to the cab driver.
“Get this woman out of here.”
The cab driver looked at him in the mirror.
“As far as I’m concerned she goes home. Whether you get home
or not is another matter.”
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Nothing you can do when a conversation doesn’t go your way.
My intended subject matter had been hijacked by his libido. It was
something I was going to have to go back to.
Within hours I had another conversation which didn’t look like it
was going to go my way either.
“Where were you?”
Jack clearly wasn’t in a good mood. He was standing at the sink,
doing the previous day’s washing up. It was lunchtime, and I’d just
got up.
“You came in at seven this morning.”
“Sounds about right.”
“Why?”
“OK Jack, let me guess. You came round late, hoping to find me
in. I wasn’t here, but you stayed anyway. I roll up early in the
morning having clearly been out all night, and you make the wrong
assumption.”
“And what assumption am I making?”
“You think I’ve been with someone.”
“Have you?”
“Worse than that.”
“Worse?”
“Poker.”
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He shook his head. Then threw the dish cloth into the bowl,
splashing water everywhere, before grabbing the tea towel and
wiping everything down.
“I thought we agreed.”
“No, we didn’t.”
He gave me a long look.
“You definitely did agree you wouldn’t do it.”
“Didn’t do it with my own money, and only did it for the job.”
“Who did you need to talk to this time?”
“Dell.”
“Funny how everyone you need to talk to plays poker.”
“Two people. Hettinger and Dell.”
“You know what? Fucked if I care. But just so you know, you
shouldn’t be doing it at all. Doesn’t matter if it’s for the job. Doesn’t
matter whose money it is. Because it’s not about any particular
game, it’s about the habit. You get into the habit again you’ll be back
there, doing it with your own money, when the case is over. It’s an
addiction, and the only way to control it is not to do it at all. Ever.
For any reason.”
“Thanks for the advice.”
“Not advice. Just the way it is.”
“Well thanks for explaining it to me.”
“Fuck you.”
He stormed out.
When someone is right, the only thing you can do is fight back.
So I followed him upstairs.
“So what now? That’s the end of the conversation?”
He was sitting in the easy chair, using the newspaper as a
defensive weapon. There was a crackling noise as he crumpled the
sports pages into his thighs.
“You think I want this?”
“Want what?”
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“Everything. Arguing about something even a five year old could
understand. The whole relationship stagnating. Not moving forward.
Every little thing on your terms.”
“If it’s that bad why do it?”
He was silent for a moment.
“I actually don’t know anymore. I thought I did, but...”
“Well?”
“...I don’t know what there is here that I want, and I don’t know
what to do about it.”
“Sounds like another problem a five year old could solve.”
“Yeah, I know. But I’m thirty-five, and that makes it harder.”
“Why is that Jack?”
“Emotional maturity.”
“Yeah?”
“But it’s a bit one sided.”
“So you’re emotionally mature and I’m not?”
“Don’t know. Only you know for sure. But it looks that way to
me.”
During the afternoon Jack put the few things I’d let him keep at
the house into a bin bag. We said goodbye just before five. As he
walked out of the courtyard he looked like a man leaving prison.
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I picked up my shotguns and rifles from Bethel Street police
station in Norwich. It seemed Bill Sutton finally had to admit to his
senior officer I was no longer a suspect. I ferried them two at a time,
wrapped in old sheets, out to the back of the Metro. Special
dispensation had been given for me to park outside. No one wanted
me walking around Norwich with firearms. The last thing the desk
sergeant gave me was the licence. At some point I thought I might
need to add the Glock 26, making me legal again.
It was five in the afternoon by the time I left. Dark already. The
rush hour had started about thirty minutes before, but I got out onto
the A149 before the worst of it began.
My feeling, even now, is that the tail wasn’t there to begin with.
Where he picked me up I don’t know. The first time I noticed was
when another car turned off into the car park of The Brick Kilns, and
I became aware of one badly adjusted headlight behind me.
When I got to the street lights in Wroxham I could see it was the
same white Astra which had tailed me twice before. At the double
roundabout another car got between us. Seeing an opportunity to
shake him off I accelerated away, and turned left taking the back
roads towards Tunstead and Smallburgh.
The car which had come between us took the same route. It
stayed tight on my rear bumper. Really tight. So close I couldn’t see
the headlights in the rear view mirror. So now I thought I had two
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cars tailing me, except that it seemed to be more a case of
intimidation than information gathering.
There was no way I could outrun anything in the Metro, except
perhaps a mobility scooter. My only hope of getting rid of the Astra
had been the car which pulled out in front of it. I was counting on
that to slow the Astra down, while I made a detour. Now they were
both at it, the only thing to do was confront them.
Steering with one hand I reached into the glove compartment,
took out the Glock, and stuffed it down the front of my jeans.
A series of tight bends were coming. I knew them well, but it was
unlikely my pursuers had the same local knowledge. Most people
living more than a couple of miles away would have no reason ever
to be on those roads.
As the first bend approached I took my foot off the accelerator.
There was a small clunk from the back of the car. Instead of slowing
down, the Metro began to speed up. I was being pushed from behind.
I braked, but whatever was behind me had built up a head of steam,
and was powerful enough to keep me moving forward at speed, even
as my wheels locked.
With rubber smoke rising from the tarmac I was sliding into the
first bend. I released the brakes, to give me more control, and at the
last moment made a hard right into a five barred gate. In fact I went
through the five barred gate, shooting into a muddy field, which had
been planted with winter wheat.
To my left there was a huge crash. When I came to a stop I
released my seat belt, threw open the driver’s door, and rolled out
into the field. Lying still, and looking under the car, I could see and
hear nothing. Complete silence, except for the sound of a car in the
distance.
Removing the Glock from my waistband, I held it out in front of
me, pointing in the direction of the crash. If anyone approached, I
would probably get off one shot, under the car, before they saw me.
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Ankles are small moving targets, and in the dark, the chances of a hit
would be slim.
As my eyes adjusted to the dark, I realised I could see further than
I originally thought. The moon was nowhere near full, but there was
an eery glow behind the light cloud. Even so I stayed where I was.
Moving would give away my position. Sound was more important
than vision.
After several minutes, nothing had happened. But I stayed where
I was. Not moving a muscle. I could outlast anyone at that game.
Until daylight if necessary.
Gradually though you come to the conclusion that there is
actually no one there. Or at least no one hunting or waiting. There
were therefore three possibilities. The driver of the crashed car was
either dead, unconscious, or had left the scene, perhaps picked up by
the second car in the moments after the crash.
Keeping low I crept round the back of the Metro. Eventually I had
a good view of the shattered gate, and the road beyond. Nothing was
moving. Very slowly I approached the gap in the hedge. There was
some obvious wreckage on the bend, but nothing I could make out
clearly.
I found a stone, and lobbed it into the vegetation about twenty
yards to my right. It made a sound like an incautious footstep as it
cut through plants and landed in the roadside ditch. Still nothing
happened. No one moved towards it.
There was little I could do without light. But getting the big
spotlight from the car involved making sound. And turning it on
would certainly give away my position.
Eventually caution gave way to curiosity. I opened the tail gate,
pulled out the spotlight, and quickly moved away from the vehicle.
For a moment I stopped and listened. Still there was no sound. By
now I was convinced I was alone. Using the available moonlight I
made my way to the gate.
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Once I was out on the road I turned the spotlight full on the
crashed vehicle. It was in a bad way. The driver had barely managed
to turn into the bend at all. He certainly didn’t know the road, and
may have been misled by my sudden veer to the right. By the time
he realised the road took a sharp turn to the left it was obviously too
late. With his front bumper pressed firmly against the rear of my car,
he probably couldn’t see much.
As I got closer I began to realise it was a particularly bad crash.
The bonnet had been pushed back into the passenger compartment
by the impact. A large tree was embedded in the near side, and the
roof had been crushed by branches. There was no windscreen, or
indeed any space for one.
Peering in through what should have been the driver’s side
window I couldn’t see a body. It looked as if the steering wheel
would have caused serious damage to the driver’s ribs.
The vehicle had been a Range Rover 4.6 V8. Pitting it against the
Metro wasn’t fair to the Metro. But pitting it against a tree wasn’t
fair to the Range Rover.
Considering the sequence of events it was probably a crime scene,
but the police couldn’t complain if I checked no one was trapped
inside. If I happened to find anything linking the vehicle to the
missing driver, that would just be a bonus.
The door however was jammed. The driver must have climbed
out through the broken side window. The best I could do was to
reach into the gap, and see if I could get my hand into the glove
compartment. I pulled on the catch, dragged it towards me, and
dropped my hand into the space. There was nothing in there.
Unfortunately there was no way to reach anything else without
cutting equipment. The side doors, front and back on both sides,
weren’t going to open without help. It was a job for the fire brigade.
It annoyed me to think the police would find out who the driver
was, but might not tell me. So I took down the registration number,
thinking Frank could check it out. Wouldn’t help if it was stolen, but
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there was always the chance the vehicle belonged to whoever was
driving.
Just out of interest I popped the tailgate. I was glad I did. Lying in
the boot space, wrapped in an old sack, was a Remington side by
side. Needless to say I didn’t touch it. If the intention was to use it
on me, I wanted any prints to stay intact. I closed the tailgate, and
left everything as I found it.
My Metro wasn’t going anywhere under its own steam. So that
left me with only one option. I had to walk into Tunstead, and find a
working phone box.
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This time I was back in Bethel Street police station as a witness,
not a suspect. Bill Sutton was conducting the interview. Didn’t
exactly bring joy to my heart.
They kept me waiting a couple of hours. Finally I ended up in
interview room number two again. It didn’t hold good memories.
Sutton didn’t record the interview. He wasn’t trying to get a
confession this time, or trying to trip me up. It was an information
gathering exercise. I waited for him to get his folder of papers
arranged on the desk, and get his pen out.
“Want to hear what I think?”
“What I want is for you to relate the sequence of events as
accurately as possible. What I don’t want is theories.”
“Which might conflict with your own?”
He sat back slightly.
“Actually I am interested in anything which may have led up to
this, but first I need to understand exactly what happened this
evening.”
Didn’t seem unreasonable, so I told him. I did it slowly and
methodically and in great detail. I watched as he made notes. Didn’t
talk faster than he could write. Answered all questions in full.
To be fair to him he was good at what he did. If he didn’t
understand something he said so. He didn’t try and manipulate what
I was saying. Didn’t try to make it fit a pre-determined narrative.
Clearly wanted to get down every relevant detail. It took a while.
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When we got to the end he went to get some coffee. He came
back a couple of minutes later, two mugs in hand, and slid one across
the table towards me. We both took a sip. Never thought I’d be
sitting alone in a room with Bill Sutton, and both of us on the same
side.
“Think this is related to your case, and Kirsten’s death?”
“Got to be.”
“In what way?”
“Don’t know.”
“OK.”
“Want me to speculate?”
“Go ahead.”
“Could be Tony Howker. He tried to extort money from me after I
hit Kirsten. Then he had someone watching my house. And shortly
after that he tried to intimidate me. Wanted to know where Steve
Hawkins was.”
“And where is he?”
“No idea, which is what I told him. Currently my client is Steve’s
best friend Alfie Baines. And finding Steve is what I’m being paid to
do. If I knew where he was I’d have closed the case.”
“How did he take that?”
“Didn’t believe me.”
“Threats?”
“Nothing specific. But it was a bad tempered conversation. He
didn’t understand the difference between wouldn’t and couldn’t.”
“As in?”
“He thought I wouldn’t help him, that I was just being
obstructive, that I was protecting Steve. Even though I explained I
couldn’t help him, because I didn’t know where Steve was.”
“Why did he want to know where Steve was?”
“He thought Steve killed Kirsten. But all he knew was that they
had an argument. He doesn’t have any evidence.”
“And if he knew where Steve was, what would he have done?”
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“His preference was for your lot to deal with it. But failing that he
was going to deal with it himself.”
“How?”
“Didn’t say.”
“And how was it left between you?”
“Unresolved.”
I left out the part about showing him the hardware. He considered
my theory. Didn’t comment on it one way or another.
“Now, the white Astra Belmont.”
“I’ve been followed by that three times now. Every time he’s
picked me up I’ve been leaving Norwich. Same thing again tonight.
When the Range Rover got between us I thought I might be able to
lose the tail. Didn’t think it would be quite so dramatic.”
“And the registration number you’ve given me, did you get that
each time?”
“The first occasion I took it down when he went past. Second
time the same thing happened. Tonight I didn’t get it, but I’m sure it
was the same car. He’s got one badly adjusted headlight. And I could
see it was an Astra as we came through Wroxham under the
streetlights.”
I couldn’t tell him I knew the name and address of the driver,
because that would give away Frank’s involvement.
“So just to be clear, this car was definitely behind you on the first
two occasions. But last night, although you believe it was the same
car, you can’t be completely sure because you didn’t get the
number.”
“Correct. But unless there’s another white Astra with a dodgy
headlight who likes following me, it’s got to be the same one.”
“Sure that’s not down to Tony Howker too?”
“Can’t be sure, but he said it wasn’t him.”
“And you believe him?”
“He put his hand up to the surveillance outside the house, but said
the car wasn’t him. Why admit one and not the other?”
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“Right. Leave it with me. I think I’d better have another word
with Mr Howker.”
“Does it fit with anything you know already?”
“Can’t say it does.”
“So, any idea how much of a problem this could be for me?”
He gave me a long look. Clearly unsure about what to say. I
waited. Eventually he made his mind up.
“I know you have reservations about me...”
“Not without cause.”
“...and I understand why. But I’m good at what I do. Part of that
involves controlling information. That is, what you tell someone, and
when.”
“You may remember I had personal experience of that.”
“I do remember. And I’m not apologising. But I also understand
what it’s like.”
“Apology accepted.”
He smiled. First time I’d seen that.
“This would not be for publication.”
“If someone is out to kill me, and you need something kept quiet
in order to get the bastard, consider me very much on side.”
“OK, I’m not telling you everything, but I’m going to tell you
this.”
He pointed to the registration number in front of him.
“The Astra will be taken care of. So will Tony Howker. But the
Range Rover is a more serious problem. I have no idea what the
motive was. Could have been to frighten you. I don’t know. But we
found a shotgun in the back. Could be he intended to use it, could
have been there for protection, might have been left there after it was
last used. It’s licensed, and he’s known to shoot game.”
“So you’ve managed to put a name to the Range Rover.”
“I have.”
“Spoken to him?”
“Hasn’t turned up yet. But he doesn’t look like a gun for hire.”
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“Mind telling me who it is?”
“Bernard DeVere.”
For a moment I was stunned.
“Son of Alfred DeVere, former husband of Abigail DeVere?”
Now it was Bill Sutton’s turn to look surprised.
“Something you want to tell me?”
There was. And I did. And still it didn’t make sense. Bill and I
talked through what had happened. Finally he asked the question
which was nagging away at both of us.
“So why would the former husband of someone you interviewed
want to chase you down country lanes in the dark, and push you off
the road?”
“No idea.”
“Looks as if someone doesn’t like you asking questions.”
“But I wasn’t asking questions about DeVere. I was getting
Abigail to give me background on Dell.”
“Couple more people to speak to.”
“So if he wasn’t hired what does that mean? How much danger
am I in?”
“Good question.”
“And what do I do?”
“Got anywhere you can go for a couple of weeks? Any work that
would take you out of Norfolk?”
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Poland was cold. Freezing in fact. Agnieszka and I didn’t have a
good journey. An hour to Norwich, two hours to London, an hour to
Heathrow, two hours to Frederic Chopin Airport in Warsaw, and then
three hours to Opole by train. When we finally stepped onto the
platform at PKP Opole Glowne, I was ready for a meal and a bath.
But we had nothing booked.
The taxi rank outside was surprisingly busy. Eventually we got a
cab to a good hotel. Alfie was paying, so there was no reason to go
downmarket. After some food, eight hours sleep, and a full Polish
breakfast, we headed out into Opole to the address Agnieszka had
been given by the Lodz Film School alumni office.
Lilliana had agreed to our visit a few days before, when
Agnieszka phoned her from Norfolk, and said she wanted to talk
about the Lodz film school, as background for a documentary she
was making.
Lilliana had apparently returned to the place of her childhood,
after a less than successful foray into the Polish media. According to
Agnieszka it was a hard nut to crack. Everyone wanted to be a film
director. Very few people made it. The alternative was long hours
working in TV production. Lilliana had decided she wasn’t willing
to make that kind of commitment to other people’s projects, and had
returned home.
She lived in a two storey grey block on Ksiecia Jana Dobrego
overlooking the Odra. It was an unremarkable building, constructed
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from dirty concrete, and covered in blue graffiti. The view over the
river however was pretty good.
As we stood on the doorstep, Lilliana and Agnieszka chattered
away in Polish. I had no idea what they were saying.
Lilliana was a small woman, with bright orange hair, wearing
black leggings, a flowery blouse, and a dark jacket. She had a round
face, and would have been quite attractive in her youth. Age had
wearied her. All traces of exuberance and enthusiasm were gone.
After a few moments we were invited into a homely flat,
decorated in dark reds and autumnal colours. Coffee was put on the
stove, and soon the aroma permeated the whole flat. The Polish talk
continued, as I checked out my surroundings. An old acoustic guitar,
and a mandolin, were hanging on the wall. A few film posters were
framed. Les Quatre Cents Coups on one wall, Popiól i Diament on
the other. These were films from a previous generation.
Something from her generation caught my eye amongst a collage
of album covers almost obscuring the whole of one wall in the
bedroom. Military Banned Music was Pay and Display’s
controversial Polish album. I stared at it for a moment or two. A
youthful Steve stared back at me. Didn’t necessarily mean anything,
but it was a little bit of her past which intruded on the present.
Soon we were sitting in the lounge, on old sofas covered in what
my mother would have called bedspreads. Agnieszka started the ball
rolling.
“Kate, you should ask what you want. Lilliana knows there is
more to discuss than film school.”
“Does she know we might have some bad news?”
Lilliana turned towards me.
“Do you remember a friend of yours from school? Kirsten
Missler?”
“Of course. We keep in touch for many years.”
“I’m sorry to have to tell you she died recently.”
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There was a long pause. Lilliana didn’t exactly cry, but her eyes
filled with tears, and she couldn’t speak for a while. After a few
moments she made a visible effort to compose herself.
“She was ill?”
“I’m afraid not. Someone killed her.”
“Oh no.”
This time the tears flowed. She pulled some tissues from a box,
and held them to her face. Accident and murder are more distressing
than illness, because they aren’t inevitable. The loss seems worse
because it didn’t need to happen. Five minutes later leaving home,
someone avoided rather than confronted, and they would still be
with us.
“How this come to happen?”
“Someone shot her, but we don’t know why.”
She wiped away the tears, held the tissue tightly in her hand.
“You come all the way to Poland to tell me this?”
“Not exactly.”
“Why exactly?”
“I want to know who did it, and I want to know the reason.”
“But this not something I can help with.”
“Maybe you can.”
I told her about Steve and Kirsten. I told her what Kirsten had
been doing, and that Kirsten had been using her name. These were
distressing things. No one wants to discover their friend has had to
sell herself to survive. No one wants to feel they could have done
something had they been asked.
In Lilliana’s presence Kirsten could not be defined by what she
had become. Lilliana knew the complexity of the person underneath
the label. I felt my perspective changing.
I told her about my investigation so far, and how everything led
back to the events of 1982. Then I asked if she would be willing to
tell me what happened.
“This is hard thing for me.”
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“I understand.”
“You could not. Must be lived.”
Nothing you can say to that. She was right. I could imagine, but I
couldn’t know. I waited.
“Kirsten was my friend. Like a little sister. Her parents, and my
parents, like this...”
She indicated how close with her fingers.
“We grow up together. I look after her. In school I protect her if
she get problem with other girls.”
“What was the age difference?”
“Two years. Not too much, but enough. First time she went to
school I take her. We walk. I hold her hand. Make her wait before we
cross road. Teach her to look both ways.”
She wiped away tears again.
“I know she work in England. Sell sex. I don’t criticise, but I
want more for her than this. Never could have guessed this when we
were little.”
She shook her head. Screwed the tissue up into a ball in her hand.
“What happened on the exchange trip?”
“We were so pleased to be going. A new country. Never been
outside Eastern Europe. British Council arrange cultural exchange.
English school visit Warsaw. We visit museums, art galleries in
London. There was also classical concert at Royal Festival Hall. Our
music teacher know we all fans of English bands. He write to
producer of most famous album in Poland, arrange for us to meet
Steve Hawkins, and another band. Tested Mettle I think.
“Kirsten and I so excited. Almost unable to believe. They take us
to bar, and talk to us, and buy us drinks. We feel grown up.”
“How old were you?”
“I was nearly seventeen. Kirsten still probably fourteen. She look
older though. Put on make up, did hair. I help her do this. We think
so sophisticated.
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“One man, producer I think, make problem in bar when they not
want to serve us. Steve and someone take us out to taxi. We go to
another bar. Somehow our teacher is not there. We have more drink.
Small but strong. Not vodka. Sweet drink with coke, maybe rum.
“Steve invite us to his room. You understand this something any
girl in Poland would want. We are with man who criticise military
government. Songs famous in all country. By this time we are...”
She struggled for the words.
“...willing through alcohol. We do whatever Steve wants. I pass
out. After this police arrive. Then Polish Ambassador, other officials,
British Council, our teacher all come. We told to say we have good
time, but nothing happen.
“This not first time I have sex. I have done with my boyfriend
before. I was pleased to have sex with Steve. But Kirsten was
different. She have boyfriend, but no sex I think. She tell me after I
pass out, she have sex with three men. They just take her. She is
crying.”
“Who were they?”
“Steve is one, producer is another, and one more. She don’t know
who. And I know I fail her. She was not same age, and I should not
treat as if she was. I look after her since five, and then after ten years
make big mistake.”
“I think someone else might have made the mistake.”
“I am responsible. Still. Others also. But is my responsibility.
Cannot be avoided.”
We sat in silence. The wrongness of it eating away at us.
“We get back to Poland. Then after few weeks, Kirsten tells me
she is sick in mornings. Parents think is repeated food poisoning.
Throw out all things from fridge, even though they have little. She
goes to doctor, and is soon clear what is wrong.”
“What did they do about it?”
“Parents are Catholics. She must have child. Does not say is rape.
Says it is boy she met in England. Boy of course cannot be found.
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Not exist. But she know truth. Could not say who is father. Cannot
tell parents any one of three. Bad enough to do it once.”
“What happened to the child?”
“Lives in Opole. Kirsten has sister with family. Boy lives with
them.”
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The residential areas of central Opole consist mainly of concrete
flats. The drive south led us into suburbia. Or at least the Polish
equivalent. Each little street looked to me like a village. Old mixed
with new. Trees, hedges, neat gardens. Small communities. Rich and
poor, young and old.
Kirsten’s sister was called Elzbieta. She and her family lived in a
modern bungalow on Ulica Kwiatowa. It had pale yellow rendered
walls, and a black tile roof. A wooden fence bordered the front
garden, and there was a grass area at the side which was used for car
parking.
I thought it might be a delicate conversation. What the sister
already knew was hard to say. But once we found she existed, we
couldn’t leave Poland without being certain she knew about
Kirsten’s death. I wasn’t inclined to pass on any of the more
distressing details if I didn’t have to.
When we arrived, only the sister was at home. She answered the
side door just as I was about to knock for the second time. Agnieszka
opened the conversation in Polish. I caught the word Lilliana, and
then a few seconds later, Kirsten. After a moment or two she turned
to me.
“She knows.”
It was a relief. I hadn’t wanted to be the bearer of bad news again.
The previous day had been enough for me.

270

We were invited in. It was a modern home. Everything looked
new. Absolutely everything. It didn’t look possible that children
lived there, even though I knew they did. Maybe she used the same
technique as my mother. Nothing could be out of place in what she
called the public rooms. But my bedroom door was kept closed so
visitors couldn’t see the mess.
Once we found out she knew about Kirsten’s death, I didn’t see
what further use a conversation could be. But it looked as if we were
obliged to have one anyway.
After seating us in the lounge, coffee was quickly produced, side
tables arranged in convenient positions, and mats placed to prevent
staining or burn marks. How two sisters could be so different was
hard to understand.
Agnieszka explained in Polish that I would like to ask some
questions. She simply said someone known to Kirsten was missing,
and I was looking for them. Elzbieta said it would be OK. That put
me on the spot, because I had no idea what more I wanted to find
out.
“Did Kirsten spend much time in Poland?”
“She come every school holiday to see Andrzej.”
“Was she close to him?”
“I think it hurt her. Having him so young. And that affect how she
feel.”
“Did she try to find the father?”
“Difficult in eighties. Jaruzelski in charge until eighty-five. She
don’t go back to England until after wall come down in ninteen
ninety. By that time, hard to find father.”
“Did she say who he was?”
“She never tell us. But we think she know.”
“What did she do in Poland?”
“Work as hairdresser. But not like. She was clever. Would have
gone to university if not had to support Andrzej.”
“So she went to England?”
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“Yes. Find father. Earn more. Send money home.”
“She sent money?”
“Much more than could earn in Poland.”
“And the father?”
“She not find. All money come from her. Now she is dead we
have just what my husband earn. Will be hard.”
Made me think. There were three candidates. How hard could it
be to find out who should be paying child support.
“If I could find the father of Andrzej, would that be something
you would want me to do?”
She thought about it.
“We don’t have money to afford this...”
“It won’t cost anything.”
I wanted someone to take responsibility for what had happened to
Kirsten when she was young. Maintenance for the boy was the least
the family could expect.
“Would father pay to support?”
“He might not have a choice. The British courts would make an
order against him if we could prove he was the child’s father.”
“How we prove this?”
“DNA.”
“This expensive I think.”
“Let me worry about that.”
She thought about it again. Agnieszka and I took a sip of our
coffee.
“How would you get DNA?”
“Does he brush his hair, or use a comb?”
She laughed.
“There is comb in bedroom. He should use, but...”
“Could I see it?”
She went through and came back with it. Handed it to me. I
gently eased out a few strands of hair, looking to see if they were
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broken, or still had the follicles attached. There were several which
looked as if they would do the job.
“Got a small food bag?”
“Of course.”
She got one from the kitchen. I carefully dropped the hair into the
bag, rolled it up, and put it in my pocket. Then I gave her the comb
back.
“Done.”
There was a little more chat, and then we made our excuses. I got
the phone number, the full postal address, Elzbieta’s married name,
and all of Andrzej’s details. Solicitors can be picky about
information.
As we were leaving the house a boy pulled up on a bike, and
came in through the gate. He was about fourteen. Somehow I didn’t
think we would need a DNA test. I was looking at adolescent Steve.
An immature version of the young man I’d fancied when I was
fourteen.
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Back in Norwich I picked up my tail again. To say it was
annoying was an understatement. Since the accident I’d been driving
a hire car, so how he got on to that I had no idea.
It was daylight. Middle of the day in fact. I’d been doing some
shopping after the trip to Poland, and popped into Bethel Street
Police Station, by prior arrangement, to pick up the paperwork
regarding the Glock 26. It was now officially registered, and I was
fully licensed once again.
As usual I didn’t see where he picked me up. But going down
Magdalen Street, before I got to the Wroxham road, I noticed a white
Astra about two cars back. At this point I didn’t know if it was him.
White Astras were fairly common.
This time I didn’t do anything stupid like taking side roads. I just
drove straight home down the A149, turned off at the road leading to
the fire station in Stalham, left at the mini-roundabout, and pulled in
just before the courtyard. The Astra went past.
I gave him a while, and then pulled out again. By this time he was
out of sight. Since Frank had already given me his address, I had a
pretty good idea where he was going. Indeed I picked him up again
about a mile up the A149. He turned right for North Walsham.
Given that I knew his destination I was able to stay several cars
back. The tables were now turned. He surprised me by not going
straight home. Instead he headed for the town centre. I moved up
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right onto his bumper, to make sure I didn’t lose him. He seemed
completely oblivious to the tail. Amateurville.
Before we got into town he pulled up outside a newsagent and
tobacconist on the right hand side of the road. He got out, walked
across the pavement, and went into the shop without even locking
the car. I parked opposite, got my stick out from under the seat, and
walked across the road.
Calling it a stick doesn’t do it justice. It is a piece of broom
handle, about eight inches long. And the ends have been turned on a
wood lathe to form perfectly rounded domes. Used properly, as
instructed by my women’s self defence teacher, you can keep several
attackers at bay indefinitely, which is to say until the police turn up.
But in the wrong hands it can also be used to inflict pain and
suffering. I’m probably not psychologically well balanced enough to
be allowed to use one. I have to guard against enjoying it too much.
But I am aware of this weakness, and I do my best to keep it in
check.
When Jason Marven came out of the shop with a packet of fags in
his hand, he found me leaning against his car. Leaning on the
driver’s door in fact, so that he couldn’t get in without moving me
first. I held the stick just behind my right thigh.
He looked puzzled.
“Who the fuck are you?”
“Katherine Madden. Who the fuck are you?”
“What business is it of yours?”
“You’ve followed me four times in the past month. I want to
know why you’re doing it, and who told you to do it.”
“Yeah, right.”
“Or we could involve the police.”
He smiled.
“See where that gets you.”
“Actually I’ve already given them your registration number, but
since you’re still at it I thought maybe I should do something.”
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“Like what?”
“Like you aren’t getting back in this car until I have some
answers.”
He walked confidently towards me, and reached for my arm to
pull me out of the way. As he pulled I used his momentum and body
weight to spin him round. When he had his back to the car I pushed
the end of my stick into the soft tissue just under the rib cage below
the breast bone. It’s a pressure point. I pushed hard at a forty-five
degree angle until he was standing on tip toe.
Funnily enough, when you do this, people seem to lose the use of
their hands. He flailed about a bit, pushing on the side of the car in a
vain attempt to lift himself off the hook on which he was impaled.
“Now isn’t this a surprising turn of events?”
He didn’t make much of a reply.
“So let’s try again shall we. Why are you following me, and who
told you to do it?”
Here’s where you have to make a judgement. Too much pressure
and the interviewee can’t answer. Too little and he might regain his
composure and take counter measures. I eased off a little.
“I don’t know.”
I applied a little more pressure.
“Fuck, no, no, I’ll tell you.”
“Go on then.”
“Let me down first.”
“Your toes are still on the ground. Probably best to answer before
they aren’t.”
“OK, OK. I don’t know why. I was told to see where you went
and report back.”
“By who?”
“More than my life’s worth.”
“Might come to that.”
I gave him a little jolt.
“Les Cunningham.”
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“Who’s Les Cunningham?”
“Old Bill.”
“You’re a snout?”
He nodded.
“And why does Les Cunningham want to know what I’m doing?”
“No idea. He tells me to do it, I do it. With Les you don’t ask
questions.”
I transferred the stick from my right hand to my left, without
easing up. I relaxed my right shoulder. When I took the stick away
he leaned forward a little in relief.
I hit him with a right upper cut straight into the solar plexus. My
favourite punch. Delivered just the way my father taught me. Right
from my toes, through the legs and torso, and into the arm. Got my
whole body behind it. Swivelling my hips as my knuckles made
contact. Punching through him not at him. No point in hitting
someone and just using your arm. If you’re going to do it you may as
well do it properly.
It might have been unnecessary, but there were two things about
that. First I wanted to make sure I walked away. Second there had to
be some downside to following me.
While he was lying on the floor, struggling for breath, I walked
across to my car.
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Frank was coming out of North Walsham nick at around six. He
had worked a twelve hour shift according to his wife, and would be
keen to get back for his evening meal. I intercepted him as he came
out through the front door.
“Kate. What are you doing here?”
“Got a problem I want you to solve.”
“Now?”
“Unless you need to get home for your tea.”
He gave me a knowing look.
“I told your wife you’d be half an hour late.”
He gave me a resigned smile.
“Better get a coffee then. I need something.”
We walked into town, and turned up at our usual Saturday café,
only to find it closed at four. Must have been winter hours. The only
alternative was the pub across the road. Neither of us were going to
drink and drive, but we got some imitation beer and a couple of bags
of crisps.
Frank led me across to a seat in the corner, from where he could
see everything that happened. A policeman’s instinct I suppose. We
sat down, and sipped our drinks.
“Hear you had an accident.”
“If you call being run off the road an accident.”
“Any progress with that?”
“Not so you’d notice.”
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“So, what do you want to know?”
“Who is Les Cunningham?
“DC out of Bethel Street.”
“Who does he work for?”
“Don’t know who his sergeant is, but he’s on Bill Sutton’s major
incident team.”
“Remember Jason Marven?”
“The tail I did a PNC check on?”
“Correct. He reckons he works for Les Cunningham.”
“As a snout?”
“Apparently.”
“Makes sense of his single burglary conviction.”
“He was turned by Cunningham?”
“Probably.”
“And why would he have an interest in tailing me?”
Frank laughed.
“My guess, Bill Sutton knows you aren’t going to leave it alone,
and wants to know what you’re up to in case you show any sign of
cracking it.”
“Fuck. They get an ex-burglar to do it? Can’t even be bothered to
do it properly?”
“Can’t do it properly. Not exactly a legitimate use of manpower,
trying to make sure someone doesn’t solve the case before you do.”
“He can’t have given them anything useful. All he succeeded in
doing was following me home a couple of times, and following me
to your place once. What fucking use is that?”
“Not something I would have done. Marven can’t possibly know
how to do it properly. Might even have been Cunningham’s idea. Get
brownie points for helping out the boss.”
“Are they still in school or what?”
“Cunningham’s not long out of Hendon.”
“Must have spent a few years in uniform though.”
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Frank gave an equivocal shake of the head. We’d had this
conversation before. He didn’t think experience in uniform was of
much help to the aspiring detective. Cunningham probably proved
the point.
“Anyway, how’s your case?”
“Solved and not solved.”
“How can that be?”
“I know what happened, but I don’t know where Steve is.”
“And Kirsten?”
“Technically that’s Bill Sutton’s case. Murder is a bit outside my
remit.”
“Don’t think I buy that.”
“Since I last saw you I’ve been all over the country interviewing
retired pop stars, I’ve been playing poker again, I’ve been
propositioned by the rich and powerful, I’ve dumped my boyfriend,
I’ve had someone try to kill me, I’ve been to Poland on a fishing
expedition, and I’ve decked a police informant.”
“And?”
“Can’t quite put it all together. But I might be a bit further
forward than Sutton.”
“He might have more resources, but I don’t think he has your
resourcefulness.”
“Clever.”
“Also true I think.”
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If you want to know something, undoubtedly the best approach is
to turn up on the doorstep of the person who has the information,
and ask.
Lawrence House was about half a mile from Witton Woods. The
drive was a few hundred yards long, and led to a large gravel area at
the front. It was impressive. Don’t ask me what period the building
was. Not my area of expertise. Who it had once belonged to I had no
idea, but new money had displaced old money, leaving it in the
grubby hands of Lord Dell.
I pulled up in the hired Corsa. It wasn’t particularly impressive,
but it was new. And if you pull up in a new car, no matter what the
size, it may not say much about your status, but it does say you
aren’t broke. My recently wrecked ten year old Metro would have
been another matter.
Dell came to the door himself. No butler. Maybe he’d given the
staff the day off. Or maybe Abigail’s assessment of his financial
position was pretty much accurate.
He glanced at me, then at the car, and then at me.
“I got this feeling you really did want to see me again.”
“How did you get this address?”
“I think your secretary forgot to make you ex-directory.”
“And what do you want?”
“I’ve got a proposition for you. But sadly for you it doesn’t
involve your humungous cock.”
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To his credit he did look slightly embarrassed.
“Going to invite me in or what?”
He was clearly perplexed, but he did stand to one side, and let me
pass.
The inside didn’t match the outside. Lack of funds was evident
everywhere. I shouldn’t think the place had been decorated in twenty
years, or even cleaned. There were framed prints on the wall, but
they looked like the kind of thing you might pick up in a junk shop.
Nothing valuable. But then he didn’t inherit anything. Playing the
Lord was something he would have had to finance from his own
pocket. And a gambling habit might make that tricky.
He showed me through to the former library. I say former,
because although there were a few books on the shelves, the place
appeared to have been ransacked by Egyptian tomb raiders. We sat
down on one of the old sofas.
“I cannot possibly imagine what you want young lady.”
“First time I’ve been called that in a while.”
“If this is some sort of shake down you will be greatly
disappointed.”
“Shake down?”
“For my behaviour in the taxi.”
“How would anyone shake you down over that?”
“You have heard of the gutter press I presume?”
“Now you’re giving me ideas.”
“Might have worked once. Might have thought there was a
reputation to salvage. Might have wanted to protect my good name
and title. Not anymore I’m afraid.”
“Gambling?”
“In a way. Everyone thinks I lost it at the tables. But that’s
probably less than half the story.”
“And the other half?”
“Another kind of gambling.”
“What’s that?”
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“The British film industry.”
“I thought you had quite a career in film.”
“I did.”
“So you must have made money out of them.”
“One in ten maybe.”
“Better odds in poker. If you play well.”
“Except the one film which makes a profit can wipe out all your
previous losses, and set you up for life.”
“Do they have the equivalent of Gamblers Anonymous for film
producers? Because it sounds like you need it. I’ve heard the same
rationale from bad poker players, horse racing punters, casino losers,
and slot machine junkies.”
He gave a weak smile. The energy and misplaced confidence of
the taxi ride had evaporated. But that’s what poker does for you.
There’s the hit you get from playing, quickly followed by grim
reality, particularly if you lose.
“Anyway, that’s not why I’m here.”
“Enlighten me.”
“I’ve come to cut you a deal.”
“Not interested in anyone’s schemes anymore.”
“Not a scheme.”
“Whatever it is.”
“It’s a chance to do the right thing.”
He laughed.
“I’m past that I think.”
“Trouble is you aren’t going to get past this.”
“Past what?”
“Rape and murder.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Kirsten Missler, ring any bells?”
He shook his head.
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“You see I have three people in the frame for that. And at the
moment you’re one of them. I know a little more than the police, but
it’s only a matter of time before they know what I know.”
“And what’s that?”
“You raped her in 1982. When you add that to the fact that her
body was found on your land, I think that looks suspicious at the
very least.”
He put his head in his hands.
“Who are you?”
“Katherine Madden.”
I showed him my card.
“I mainly do divorce work for solicitors or private clients. But
this time I’ve been paid to find a friend of yours.”
“Who’s that?”
“Steve Hawkins.”
He shook his head.
“You have no idea what you’re talking about.”
“Actually I have. Kirsten Missler was with a party of exchange
students in 1982. At the time she was fourteen. Steve, and you, and
another man had sex with her at a hotel in Bayswater. She was
underage. Too young to give consent. So that’s rape, whether you
think it was consensual or not. Although from what I understand
there was nothing remotely consensual about it.”
“She was drunk and so were we.”
“She was fourteen, and you got her drunk. That makes it your
responsibility, whether you were drunk or not.”
“What the fuck has this got to do with you?”
“Alfie Baines hired me to find Steve. Kirsten Missler was after
him. I think his disappearance is connected to this. I think you know
what happened. And if it wasn’t you that killed her you’re going to
need a good alibi, or another suspect, or both.”
“Jesus Christ. I didn’t kill anyone. The biggest thing I’ve ever
killed is a pheasant.”
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“So start talking.”
“No.”
“Me or the police, your choice. And you won’t like it if Detective
Inspector Bill Sutton gets his claws into you. He spent almost a
whole day questioning me, and I certainly didn’t like it. And I’m a
lot tougher than you are.”
“What do you want?”
“First choice would be a confession.”
He almost shouted.
“But I didn’t do it.”
“So who did?”
He breathed out heavily. I let him stew for a while.
“You know about the child?”
He nodded. Again I waited.
“I’ve been to Poland, I’ve seen the child, and I’ve got DNA.”
I didn’t mention that the child was almost certainly Steve’s.
“Only a matter of time before we can prove at least one of you
had sex with Kirsten, and when. And that will prove she was
underage, so that will be rape.”
He just sat there. By this time his head was in his hands, and his
elbows were resting on his knees.
“Someone’s going down for it. If it wasn’t you, make sure it’s the
person responsible. There are a lot of people in jail who didn’t do it.
They were just too close to the action. The police put the wrong
person in the dock, and the jury went with the circumstantial
evidence.”
He spoke without looking at me.
“She found us. I have no idea how. She’d been after Steve for a
while. To begin with he didn’t know why. She waited until she’d
tracked all of us down, and then the blackmail began. Asked how
much we thought a fourteen year old virgin was worth. Threatened
us with prosecution. Threatened to sue us for child maintenance. You
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have to understand she didn’t just want support for the child, she
wanted serious money.
“Eventually we got together. Steve was willing to pay. Thought
we should pay. I couldn’t pay. Bernard said he wasn’t being
blackmailed by some Polish bitch. He was going to make sure she
got what she deserved. Looked like it was turning ugly. That was the
point when Steve ran away.
“I thought Bernard was going to teach her a lesson, and frankly I
wasn’t averse to that. Unknown to me he arranged to meet her.
Threatened her with a shotgun. She didn’t back down. There was an
argument. He shot her. Tried to hide the body on my land for fuck’s
sake. What kind of a person would do that? We had an uncivilised
discussion about it.”
“If you end up having a discussion about where to bury the body,
you’re probably not on the right side of the argument.”
“You don’t have to tell me. I certainly never ever thought that
would be a discussion I would be having with anyone. Couldn’t ever
have envisioned circumstances which would lead to that.”
“And Bernard is Bernard DeVere?”
“Yes.”
“How did you come to know him?”
“Been knocking around with him since the dawn of time. One of
my closest friends.”
“And he was real aristocracy. Unlike you.”
“Yes. Thank you for that. I think there was something in it for
both of us. He liked to slum it with my pop stars, and I liked to
improve my social standing with his friends.”
“You know he tried to kill me with his Range Rover?”
“I know about the accident in which he was injured.”
“He tried to run me off the road.”
Dell shook his head.
“He said someone was poking their nose in, and he would take
care of it.”
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“How did he find out?”
“He said you spoke to his sister.”
“Only to try and find out about you.”
“Well he was trying to cover his tracks, so I believe he was
making enquiries of his own.”
“Have the police spoken to him?”
“No.”
“Any idea why?”
“They haven’t been able to find him.”
“Where is he?”
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The gamekeeper’s cottage looked warm and inviting. It was
nearly dusk, and the windows glowed in the pale winter light. Smoke
rose from the single chimney.
I had my hand on the Glock 26. No point in being unprepared. I
flicked the safety off, but left it in my bag. Dell and I walked along
the path at a brisk pace.
“What are you going to do?”
“Take him in.”
“You aren’t the sheriff of Carson City or wherever.”
“How does it feel, being part of the posse chasing down the
felon?
“Feels like betrayal.”
“Doesn’t feel like you’re finally doing the right thing?”
“No.”
“Well don’t get in my way.”
“Why don’t you call the police?”
“Before the police get their hands on him I’d like to have a word
with him about trying to kill me.”
I was angry. Angry because he’d killed Kirsten. Angry because
he’d tried to kill me. Angry because Dell had let him hide there.
I knocked on the door. There was a strange lumping sound from
within. A face appeared at the window. Dell nodded to him. A couple
more lumps on the floor and the door opened.
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Once I had a good view of him I could see the reason for the
strange sound. He was using arm crutches. We went inside.
It was one of those cottages where the front door opens straight
into the living room. He was well provided for. TV in the corner,
open fire, well stocked coal scuttle, and a half eaten roast dinner on
the table.
He seemed pleased to see us.
“Don’t mind if I finish my late lunch do you Desmond. Didn’t go
to bed very early last night. You lose track of time here.”
“Don’t mind us Bernard.”
He looked at me.
“What have you brought me this time Desmond? Another little
treat?”
He gave me a longer appraisal. His eyes wandered slowly from
top to bottom.
“Nice. Bit old for my taste really, but nice nonetheless.”
“Ah, well...”
I cut into the conversation.
“This time on a Saturday afternoon I was the only one available.”
“Hope you can do most of the work. I’m not in a good position to
help much.”
“What do you want?”
“Half and half.”
“We’ll manage.”
“Can’t beat a professional can you Desmond?”
Desmond looked uncomfortable. I gave him a hard stare, just so
he knew it was a good idea to play along.
Desmond made some coffee for all of us, while I watched
Bernard eat his lunch. When Desmond was out of the room Bernard
called me across. He spoke in a low voice.
“I’m not into a threesome darling. At least not with Desmond.”
“You think that’s what Desmond wants?”
He nodded.
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“He’s not queer. Just doesn’t like to be left out.”
“How will we get rid of him?”
“Don’t worry. Just leave it to me.”
Desmond arrived with the coffee. Bernard got up from the table
and settled on an old couch covered with a blanket. Desmond and I
sat in the easy chairs.
We sipped our coffee.
“So you prefer them younger than me Bernard?”
“I do. Does that make me a bad person?”
“Depends how young.”
“Not just me is it Desmond?”
Desmond looked embarrassed.
“We’ve got a few young girls on the books. What’s your
preference?”
Bernard took a moment to assess what he might be able to get
away with.
“I’m guessing if they’re working for an agency they’re not that
young. So basically, young as you’ve got. As long as they look the
part.”
“Look the part?”
“Don’t want fat girls, ugly girls, short girls...”
“So young, tall, thin, and good looking.”
“Nice tits and arse too.”
“Of course.”
“And if they’ve got all that they can’t be too young. At least not
in my book.”
I sat there and wondered if this was what all men wanted, or
whether it was just Bernard who was a complete arsehole.
“You wouldn’t compromise on that?”
“I compromise on that every time I have sex. But if you’re paying
for it you may as well express a preference. It’s like, if you’re at
home you have whatever your wife cooks, but if you go to a
restaurant you have whatever you want.”

290

There was so much wrong with that analogy I didn’t know where
to begin. But I consoled myself by remembering that Bernard
wouldn’t be having sex at all for quite a while. Or at least nothing he
was partial to.
“The thing is Bernard, I’m not really here to discuss your sex
life.”
“No, quite right. We should get on with it.”
“Yes, we should.”
“So, Desmond old pal. Time to leave me and this lovely young
lady alone I think.”
“Actually I think Desmond should stay just a little longer.”
“But I thought...”
“Try not to think too hard for a minute, and all will become
clear.”
Desmond looked uncomfortable. Bernard was just puzzled.
“By the way, what happened to you? Why the crutches?”
“Had a little accident. Left leg and ribs.”
“Sorry to hear that. Anyone else involved?”
“No. Just took a bend too quickly.”
“Argument with a tree?”
“Yes it was actually. Country road at night.”
“Chasing a blue Metro?”
“Well...”
I could almost see his brain working. He was rapidly reassessing
the situation.
“That was me you tried to kill.”
His hand moved to the right. He rummaged under the blanket, and
began lifting something long from the back of the seat. A fraction of
a second later I caught sight of the barrels as the blanket fell away. In
an instant I had the Glock out of my handbag, and pointing in his
general direction.
“Drop it now.”
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I didn’t get to the end of that short sentence. The barrels
continued to swing round towards me. I lined up, and squeezed the
trigger. There was one loud bang, followed by two more explosions
in quick succession.
Desmond hit the floor in panic. I stayed where I was, wondering
when my hearing would return. A gun fired indoors is louder than
you can possibly imagine. It shocks your whole body, whether
you’re in the firing line or not.
My single shot hit Bernard in the upper left thigh. When I bought
the gun Barry had warned me that a short barrel was less accurate. I
should have listened to him. Because Bernard’s upper left thigh
wasn’t where I was aiming. The shot seemed to be off. A few inches
too low, and a bit to one side.
At the moment he was hit Bernard had given the picture rail both
barrels. Plaster and wood splinters flew everywhere. Dust rained
down on us.
Unfortunately there was no chance of Bernard re-loading, so there
was no legitimate reason for me to shoot him again. Even so it was
tempting. But since Desmond had witnessed the whole thing I
decided to keep on the right side of the law.
I quickly went across to the sofa, and moved the shotgun out of
Bernard’s reach. He was clutching his leg, and blood was trickling
out from between his fingers. I called out loudly, because I was still
partially deaf.
“Desmond. Desmond.”
He turned to look at me from the carpet.
“Go to the house. Ring for an ambulance and the police.”
Desmond slowly got to his feet, and went out of the door, without
a word to his friend. Bernard didn’t even look at him.
“Let me see.”
Bernard didn’t move.
“Do you want to bleed to death? Take your hands away and let
me look.”
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He moved his hands. There was a hole in his trousers. I felt round
the other side of his thigh. Couldn’t find a hole there.
“Help me get your trousers off.”
We struggled, but eventually I got his trousers down to his knees.
Again I felt behind his thigh, and again there was no hole. The bullet
was still in there. Blood wasn’t exactly pouring out of the wound, so
I guessed I hadn’t hit an artery. But it still seemed like a good idea to
do something.
“Got any ties?”
“No.”
“A scarf?”
“On the back of the door with my jacket.”
I got it, and made a tourniquet right at the top of his leg. When I
pulled it tight he grimaced. I guessed that meant it was doing its job,
so I tied it off.
I let him relax for a moment or two, before I asked the question.
“How did you get behind my car?”
“What?”
“When you tried to run me off the road, how did you know you
were behind the right car?”
He smiled.
“Good intelligence.”
“From where?”
“Can’t say.”
It is amazing how stupid some people can be. I pressed lightly on
the wound.
“Ah, fuck. You bitch.”
His hands went towards mine.
“Don’t. Or it will hurt a lot more. I’m hardly pressing at all at the
moment.”
“Jesus. Just stop it will you?”
“Who told you I was driving a blue Metro, and who gave you my
registration number?”
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He shook his head and gritted his teeth.
Slowly I began to slide my forefinger into the hole. With all the
lubrication it slipped in easily enough. When it was in up to the
second joint I felt something hard. Metal. I barely touched it. He
began to breathe hard, and make a kind of gurgling noise. It was the
kind of noise I’d only heard men make during sex.
“Who was it?”
I eased off. Still he didn’t say anything.
“I think I can feel the bullet in there. What do you think, should I
push it further in? Or maybe if I can get my thumb in as well I could
pull it out.”
I pressed on it again. This time a bit harder. Suddenly he lent
forward and groaned. It was a disturbing animalistic noise. I gave
him a moment to recover, and then I looked at my watch.
“If the ambulance has to come from North Walsham I shouldn’t
think it will be here for a while. And I can keep this up until it gets
here.”
No response.
“You see when I think about you raping that fourteen year old
girl, and then killing her...”
“OK, OK.”
“So who was it? Who told you when I was leaving Bethel Street,
and what road I would be on, and what car I drove, and what my
registration number was?”
I think he believed he was buying time. So I pressed the bullet
again. He moaned the response.
“Cunningham. Cunningham. Les Cunningham.”
“Detective Constable Les Cunningham? From Bill Sutton’s major
incident team?”
He nodded. The sweat was pouring off him.
Just then I heard sirens in the distance. I slipped my finger out of
the hole, held it up, and examined the blood and slime for a moment.
Then I wiped it clean on his shirt.
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Alfie was pleased to see me. It had been three weeks, and a lot
had happened. It wasn’t as if we hadn’t spoken on the phone, but
there’s nothing like being in the actual presence of the person you
currently desire above all others. And after Jack left, it was much
easier. I felt content. For the first time in three months I wasn’t
cheating.
We sat in Da Mario’s at the corner table, in the elephant chairs.
Two great blocks of wood, carved as elephants at the back, but
actually chairs, with cushions. It was the best table for two. You
could see everything that went on, but you were far enough from the
other patrons to have a private conversation.
Alfie had a couple of napkins on the table. As I spoke he was
writing names on them, and connecting the names with lines. This
was in an effort to understand what had happened. But it was easier
to live it than it was to explain it.
“The bottom line Alfie, is that it’s over.”
“It isn’t over.”
“Why?”
“Where’s Steve?”
“That apart.”
“What do you mean, that apart? This is the thing I paid you to do.
Two grand a week.”
“Nowhere else to go.”
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“You’re a detective for fuck’s sake. There’s always somewhere
else to go.”
“Well unless you want me to follow the trail to Western Australia,
it’s over.”
He thought about it.
“He ran away Alfie. He didn’t kill Kirsten, he isn’t on a bender,
he doesn’t have bad guys chasing him, his gambling debts are
minimal, Hettinger’s not after him. What more do you need to
know?”
Alfie took a sip of his Montepulciano.
“What happens if he comes back?”
“Not much I shouldn’t think. The police have DeVere for
Kirsten’s murder. Can’t see them pursuing Steve for having sex with
an underage girl in 1982. They can’t produce her as a witness, and
she can’t make a complaint.”
“And Dell?”
“Aiding and abetting. Six months probably.”
“DNA?”
“The family could use it to make Steve pay maintenance. But
according to Dell, Steve wanted to pay anyway.”
“So if I keep you on the payroll, and you find him, it works out
better for the family.”
“Would cost more to keep me on the case than the actual
maintenance I should think.”
“Got an address for the family?”
“Of course.”
“Let me have it sometime.”
“Why?”
“I’ll pay. When he gets back he can write me a cheque.”
“You think he’s coming back?”
“Can’t think of anything more certain.”
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After tomato bread, rigatoni carbonara, Italian ice cream, half a
bottle of Montepulciano, and Amaretto liqueurs to go with my latté, I
was ready to sleep. Alfie had this way of keeping me awake though.
We lay in bed, comfortable in each other’s presence. My mind
wandered back to the problem of our long term future. Or rather my
long term future.
“Think we’ll still be doing this in ten years time?”
“Is that as far ahead as you can think?”
“Funny.”
“So what made you ask that question?”
“Don’t know.”
“Because a few weeks ago you were giving your boyfriend a hard
time for wanting to know exactly that.”
“I know.”
“And if you remember I gave you some advice.”
“Surely not.”
“I said you should worry about what happens now. Stay in the
present. Ask yourself, are you currently doing what you want to do?”
“I think we just did.”
“So. All is well.”
It didn’t satisfy my need to know what was going to happen. I
always wanted to know that, ever since I was a child. What would I
get for Christmas? Where would we go on holiday? Who would I
kiss first? I could never wait to find out.
“Give me a hint Alfie. Now the case is over, are we going to see
one another?”
“You think this was about the case?”
“No, of course not.”
“So?”
“Give me something.”
“Well, can’t see me making it up to Norfolk very often. But I’d
like it if you wanted to visit an old man now and again. Particularly
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if I have to go into residential care. Can’t see me getting much action
there unless it comes in from outside.”
“You might have a few years yet.”
“Aye. And so might we.”
Good as I was going to get.
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Christmas Eve crept up on me. No Jack to celebrate with, and
Alfie back in Scotland. The following day I would be visiting my
parents. But Christmas Eve was in the dead zone. Everyone else was
busy, getting last minute presents, or late additions to the larder.
I had nothing to do. My presents were bought and wrapped, the
wine for the following day was standing on the kitchen worktop, and
there was nothing on TV I fancied watching.
Then the phone rang.
“It’s Stella.”
“Hi Stella, what can I do for you?”
“He’s back.”
“From where?”
“Don’t know, but the plane landed at Stanstead about an hour ago.
Currently he’s in a taxi. He’ll be here in about ninety minutes.”
“He’s coming back from Stanstead in a taxi?”
“So he said.”
“OK. What do you want me to do?”
“Be here when he arrives.”
“Why?”
“I don’t want to have to explain it all. I particularly don’t want to
have to do it alone. And you’ll do it better than I will.”
“Are you frightened of him?”
“God no. But things haven’t been good between us, and I think
they’re going to get a lot worse.”
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“Because?”
“The fact he has a son he doesn’t know about. Kirsten being dead.
Dell and DeVere being on remand. Not to mention the fact that I
facilitated this by letting Aggie go through all his private papers.”
I could see how the conversation might not go well. On the other
hand I didn’t particularly want to participate in what might be an
acrimonious argument.
I was silent for a moment.
“Please say you’ll do it.”
I caved in.
“OK. I’ll get in the car and come over.”
“Thank you. And you can stay for dinner if you want.”
“Let’s see how it goes. I think perhaps we shouldn’t get ahead of
ourselves.”
“And I’ll make him pay you.”
“Not an issue. Alfie paid me. He owes Alfie not me.”
It wasn’t a long drive. I was there in under half and hour. Which
left an hour or so for me and Stella to drink wine, and eat mince pies.
We may have overdone the wine. Sitting in the lounge, in the
warm, looking out over the frost covered lawn, the Christmas spirit
began to overtake us. The outlook didn’t seem so bleak. The
problems looked easier to resolve.
But nevertheless I had goose pimples on my arms when I heard
tyres on the gravel. There was a long pause. Then the tyres departed.
After a few scrunching footsteps we heard the key in the lock. The
door opened, and then closed. We heard wheels rattling along the
wooden floor in the hall.
A few moments later Steve appeared at the lounge door, dragging
one of those wheeled suitcases behind him. He looked tanned and
well. First he looked at Stella, then he looked at me.
“So,” he said. “Anything interesting happen while I was away?”
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