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  Chapter One




  ‘Do you know who I think of myself as occasionally, Col?’ the Assistant Chief asked.




  ‘It would be someone very worthwhile, sir,’ Harpur replied. ‘This opens up a range of possibilities.’




  ‘Frankenstein, Col. I think of myself from time to time as Frankenstein.’




  ‘That right, sir?’ Harpur replied.




  ‘You’ll ask why, Col.’




  ‘Why, sir?’




  ‘I see myself as concerned with the manufacture of Being.’




  ‘I’d regard that as a true task, a task worthy of you, sir, and you worthy of it.’




  ‘Some ignoramuses speak of Frankenstein as the monster,’ the ACC replied.




  ‘That right?’




  ‘I don’t say you, necessarily, Harpur.’




  ‘Lately, I haven’t thought about him much.’




  ‘Dr Frankenstein was the good, young, idealistic man of science who yearned to produce new life by his own methods.’




  ‘You’ve always loved a challenge. This is widely acknowledged.’




  ‘I, as Assistant Chief Constable, handling this project, have to make not one but four new lives, Col,’ Iles replied.




  ‘It’s tough but –’




  ‘Shall I read you my instructions? Well, our instructions. I don’t discount you, Col.’




  ‘Thank you, sir.’




  ‘A memo for the Chief from the Organized and International Crime Directorate in the Home Office, with all the usual secrecy, confidentiality and top-notch security ratings. And

  they’re warranted. Oh, yes, they’re warranted. Inevitable.’




  ‘Yes, we’ve had these before,’ Harpur said.




  ‘And then dumped by his Sirship, the Chief, on me. Known as chain of command. Or pass the fucking buck. I’m Assistant Chief (Operations), and this is an operation, so give it to

  Desmond Iles. That’s the gorgeous logic.’




  But Harpur saw the ACC did not really resent these orders. He would regard nobody else as big enough to cope. He might be right. The task had to be his. His. ‘The Chief has terrific

  confidence in you already, I expect, although he’s so new,’ Harpur replied. ‘Sir Matthew would probably say to his clerk, “This is one for Dr Frankenstein in person,”

  and the clerk would know at once he wittily meant you.’




  ‘Don’t piss me about, Harpur.’




  ‘One quality required in clerks – intuition.’




  ‘Who else could handle this assignment, Col? Who?’




  ‘Some question, sir. What I recall from school used to be termed a rhetorical question, I think – meaning it looks for no answer because the answer is built in.’


  

  Iles picked up from his desk a couple of sheets of paper clipped together. He did not pass them to Harpur, as if unsure of his security rating and/or ability to understand without an intermediary. Iles

  said: ‘It’s headed “Clandestine resettlement in your area of former Covert Human Intelligence Source.”’




  ‘Ah.’




  ‘“Covert Human Intelligence source”,’ Iles said.




  ‘Meaning an ex-informant.’




  ‘Myself, I don’t mind a bit of jargon, Col. It suggests policing is a profession, like chiropodists or window dressers. “Covert Human Intelligence Source” is a more

  adult, less tabloid, label than supergrass, wouldn’t you say?’




  ‘I –’


  

  Iles proceeded: ‘“Clandestine resettlement in your area of former Covert Human Intelligence Source. The undermentioned and his family/dependants are to be

  accommodated with all standard facilities of the national Resettlement Scheme:




 

  

  

  Ian Maitland Ballion, age 38


  Eleanor Carys Veronica Ballion, wife, age 36


  Rose Diana Ballion, daughter, age 10


  Larry Raymond Ballion, son, age 8


  


  


  

  ‘“The former CHIS and dependants will be housed in a purchased property of the B7 category (detached, four bedrooms, £300,000–£325,000 price.) All costs of this purchase

  will be met by the Treasury acting through the Home Office. You will provide a short list of six B7 properties from which the CHIS may select the one he and his family find most suitable. The names

  Ian Maitland Ballion, Eleanor Carys Veronica Ballion, Rose Diana Ballion, Larry Raymond Ballion will cease from the date of this memorandum. These names have become respectively, Robert Maurice

  Templedon, Jane Iris Templedon, Sian Rebecca Templedon, Harry Charles Templedon. General Register Office and other agencies have been informed. The chosen B7 property and appropriate furnishings

  will be purchased outright in the joint names of the above Robert Maurice Templedon and Jane Iris Templedon as if through their own funds.




  ‘“You will arrange a conference in a secure site away from police premises [Repeat – away from police premises] at which the family and representatives of all agencies

  concerned in the CHIS Resettlement Scheme should meet and inter-brief information relevant to the case. These agencies are listed below and have been told that you will notify them of the date,

  time and place of this conference.” I won’t read you those, Harpur. It’s the usual collection. They are the nuts and bolts of the operation, the artisans, and not to be despised.

  But it is I who has to breathe new breath into this family. It is I who must bring to an end the Ballions’ era and out of it form and sustain the Templedon era. This is transformation,

  Col. This is rebuilding. This is responsibility, Harpur.’




  ‘Always the terrible fear of revenge attacks, on him and/or his family. But you’ve succeeded with this kind of concealment and transformation before, sir.’




  ‘True.’




  ‘Beyond genetic engineering, sir.’




  ‘Creation, Col.’










  Chapter Two




  ‘So, I get used to calling you Robert?’ she asked.




  She said it big – a lot of breath. It was a kind of accusation. He would put up with this. Weren’t there worse accusations around? ‘That’s right,’ he said.

  ‘That’s right . . . Jane.’




  ‘And I get used to a new house, a new town in the sticks, new people around?’




  They’d discussed this so often, so often. But he stayed reasonable and polite and tried to explain once more. It was a big change for her, he could see that. It was a big change for all of

  them – her, him, the children. He must go gently. ‘I take it as a beginning, a second beginning,’ he said. ‘We’re lucky. Not everybody gets that kind of chance. We

  can’t stay in London. We can’t stay anywhere we’re known.’




  ‘And the kids?’ she replied. ‘How do you tell them they’ve got to become someone else?’




  ‘Yes, dodgy, but it can be done. The police are running this kind of disguise programme all the time. They have experts. Psychologists. This guy masterminding things – Iles –

  he’s got the know-how for these identity capers. He’s not a psychologist himself, no, just the police, but he’s handled a lot of identity switches. No slip-ups, I’m told.

  That’s why they like using him and his Force.’




  ‘What – there’s a whole district of ex-grasses on his ground, is there, like a ghetto?’




  ‘They know how to help people disappear and reinvent themselves,’ he said. ‘It’s necessary. You can see it’s necessary, can’t you?’




  In a while, she gave a tiny, reluctant nod, but enough for him to see. ‘And aren’t you sad to find a for-ever stop put on the name Ballion?’




  ‘Yes, I’m sad. Sad some. Only some. I’d rather a for-ever stop is put on the name, not on me.’ He knew that once she had accepted the changes she would adapt to them

  faster and more fully than himself. She liked to go through all the arguments, that’s all. She had a university training.










  Chapter Three




  They assembled as instructed in what had to be called a ‘safe house’, though Harpur feared the term. It always seemed to him full of vaunting, barmy confidence, or

  official optimism, a sort of dare to Fate to show it was not safe. Harpur thought Fate should be steered clear of. Fate had a lot of form.




  They used unmarked cars and parked in other streets, on neutral spots alongside waste ground or garden walls, to avoid resident rage and the attention it brought. No uniforms, of course. Very

  few of those attending had uniformed jobs, anyway. Most were civilian. Iles had a uniform in soft, superior, light blue cloth, but that came out for ceremonial functions mainly. Tonight did not

  rate as one of those. Harpur had a uniform, too. He never wore it.




  People were individually briefed and given exact, different times for arrival at the house. Most had ordinary, sedate, civilian office jobs and wouldn’t be into security. They needed

  precise instructions. All were told to walk from their vehicles singly, in twos or, at the most, threes, the intervals unequal and spread across a full hour. It was evening and dark, all curtains

  in the house closed. Over the years a pattern for this type of meeting had been learned, a pattern aiming to hide it was a pattern. Iles supervised everything personally and hosted the

  session. When Iles supervised personally it was very personally.




  He and Harpur had visited the place earlier in the day to make sure things were right. The house was called Meadowland. ‘Thoroughness is one of my centralities, you know, Col,’ Iles

  said as they checked. ‘I don’t mean simple, boring drudgery. Not plod, for God’s sake. No, a kind of inspired thoroughness, becoming in itself a type of . . . well,

  a type of creative impulse . . . yes, in itself. I don’t think that’s claiming too much, is it? At Staff College I was sometimes known as “Whole-hog

  Desmond”.’




  ‘This is one of your qualities that most would recognize very swiftly, sir. Your Frankenstein aspect isn’t so famed, of course, owing to the work’s secrecy.’




  ‘My mother used to say, the moment I was committed to some interest or project I would go at it “all out”. The very moment. This was her phrase, Harpur, “all

  out”.’




  ‘Insights – mothers are famed for them. I certainly don’t have anything against mothers.’ Harpur knew the ACC also distrusted ‘safe houses’, but, as the

  orders said, this kind of conference could not be set up in headquarters. There must be no police connection – no traceable police connection with the Templedons, once Ballions. That

  requirement Iles would term a ‘centrality’, meaning that if the Templedons, once Ballions, were traced, Robert, once Ian, would certainly be targeted, and possibly his family.




  On their morning call, he and Harpur had found everything ready. Or not quite everything. For the sake of naturalness, the curtains stayed open now, to be pulled over later. They tried to keep

  clear of the windows. Also, there would be armed support in the garden and on the drive once darkness came and brought concealment. Harpur selected positions for them, pencilled a basic ground plan

  and marked their spots. ‘But one day we’ll get a tragedy,’ he said.




  ‘Do you know, Col, occasionally, I wonder what they’d call you at Staff College, if you were ever going to get there, which you’re fucking not,’ Iles said, while

  Harpur finished the sketch. ‘These nicknames are almost always good-natured and positive, so wouldn’t be to do with your clothes. Tell me the attribute you feel might be highlighted in

  this fashion, suppose you reached Staff College, as if you ever fucking would.’




  ‘In which direction at Staff College did they think your whole-hoggery revealed itself most strongly, sir?’ Harpur replied. ‘Though if it’s whole hoggery I suppose

  this suggests an all-round quality, or it would be only hoggery.’




  ‘Nicknames – interesting, Col. It’s as if people feel short-changed by one’s, as it were, given identity and wish to impose another selected by them. They insist on

  defining who, what, one is.’




  ‘Identities. So inconstant, so shifty. Well, our game here, now, isn’t it? We’re going to transform a family. Try.’




  ‘Tragedy, you say?’ Iles replied. ‘Oh, yes, possible. Appallingly possible.’ Iles’s voice turned grave and troubled after the insults, one of those rapid switches

  of tone and topic he could fall into. They confused many people, and used to confuse Harpur. As to identities, which exactly was the Assistant Chief’s? Iles’s mother might be able to

  explain him, or a psychiatrist, given seven or eight years, if the ACC would let one near. ‘Schizo’ – why hadn’t anyone at Staff College given him that as nickname? Not

  ‘amiable’ enough? Harpur’s method with Iles, worked out over years, was frantic mobility of response – a faltering attempt to match his variations. It could be managed, as

  long as you never shackled yourself with common sense or politeness. Iles did not prize politeness, neither giving nor receiving. He saw politeness as evasion. He had said on that preparatory,

  early visit to Meadowland: ‘This lad we’re hiding, Col – I think of the kids, their safety.’




  ‘Difficult. They’re damn vulnerable.’




  ‘We look after them, Col.’




  ‘Certainly, but –’




  ‘We look after them, Harpur. We look after the parents as well, obviously. Wasn’t daddy Mr Metropolitan Police Supergrass of 2004, and, as such, the country owes him?’




  ‘As such, as ever. We’re good at these makeovers.’




  ‘So far.’




  ‘Never lost a former grass or anyone close yet,’ Harpur said.




  ‘Have you seen his wife? Dossier pics. Worth a gaze. Eleanor, was. Now, Jane. I don’t think I’ve ever got close to a woman called Eleanor. Definitely not close to a woman

  called Eleanor who turned into Jane. But in all this, Col, one especially takes care of the children. I mean we, of course. What one is here for. I mean we, of course.’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘We both have families, you and I, Harpur.’




  ‘Certainly, sir.’




  ‘We know – know – the anxieties.’




  ‘Certainly.’




  ‘Know from experience, not from some damn Dr Spock handbook, Col.’




  ‘A very different kettle of fish, sir.’




  ‘What?’




  ‘Experience.’




  ‘Col, don’t tell me that a man who’s never had children knows – I mean knows – actually knows, Harpur, knows in his arteries, ligaments, flesh, the

  concerns about him/her/them felt by a father.’




  ‘Fatherhood’s quite a job. That’s been proved over many a century. Think of Saul and Jonathan.’ During his career, Harpur had heard Iles do the caring,

  shepherd-of-my-flock stance more than once. Oh, unquestionably more than once. And it was fairly real. Iles believed in duty. He never skimped on his responsibilities. Resettlement operations would

  often bring on the ACC’s caring aspect. Harpur sometimes wished more people could witness Iles in these roles. At such periods, almost anybody unprejudiced and with normal eyesight could spot

  true humanity and kindness in him. There had been times, and there were still times, when Harpur felt it a duty to mention this warm side of the ACC to doubters. And doubters did exist. Many

  decided from their experience of him that he was all brilliant, destructive, selfish savagery.




  And, on the whole, people would listen while Harpur tried to convince them. Naturally, they did. They longed for reassurance about Iles. It shook them that he held high police rank. Perhaps

  they’d even read and learned from that famous thinker somewhere in history who said law and order should be ‘in good hands’. Iles himself would often quote this to Harpur –

  from someone called George Savile? – quote it while showing his own hands symbolically, as if there could not be any better for the task. Well, perhaps.




  Now, at their big, evening meeting the ACC gazed around the wide front room where they’d gathered, perhaps thinking this safe house would turn out . . . safe . . . or as safe as any safe

  house could be. Things might go all right, again. Meadowland had a comfortable feel to it, as if it was lived in and enjoyed until the day before yesterday, not simply set up as a venue.

  Rented? In which case, from whom? Secure?




  To Harpur, the pictures around the walls looked reasonable, and originals, not prints. There was a cello propped against the wall in one corner of the room, and full, do-it-yourself bookshelves

  across an alcove. These held paperbacks as well as proper volumes, suggesting the works might be for reading rather than show. Although Harpur did not read much himself he was not against it, and

  until his wife’s death there’d been a lot of books at home – all sorts, including one called Edwin Drood. He got rid of most of them a while ago.




  For this evening’s meeting, Iles wore one of his great suits, a double-breasted grey, no waistcoat, inevitably custom-made, the trousers cut close to proclaim leg slimness. Iles was fond

  of his legs. Iles liked most of his physique but not his Adam’s apple, which Harpur knew he loathed his father for. That had always seemed unjust to Harpur, because women didn’t have

  Adam’s apples and, obviously, couldn’t pass them on.




  And then what about those good hands he’d show people as a sign? They were long, slender, well looked after. Yes, you could call them ‘good’ hands. Just the same, some who came

  into contact with Iles did not think he possessed the kind of reliability and scrupulousness they hoped for in an Assistant Chief. To them, Iles represented either actual or approaching chaos, and

  they were terrified. They yearned to believe nobody so roaringly and imaginatively berserk could reach and hold his high post in a British police force, even given the new millennium.




  Yes, the unconvinced listened to Harpur’s praise for Iles, but then most likely thought back to what they, personally, had noted and quailed from in him. Harpur knew many of them stuck

  with their own impressions of the Assistant Chief regardless. Such impressions would be deep, difficult to forget.










  Chapter Four




  Perhaps a reason people married or got long-term shacked-up was to have somebody who would ask the important questions, get underneath the show. When she said:

  ‘And aren’t you sad to find a for-ever stop put on the name Ballion?’ he’d been ready with the true, sharp, unbeatable answer, of course. But, just the same, did that say

  everything? ‘I’d rather a for-ever stop is put on the name, not on me.’




  Yes, right, true, sharp, unbeatable. It was why he had a seat alongside her now in this big, crowded room with its cello and chaise longue and books and pictures and cops and quiet men and women

  from the Ministries. He didn’t mind the cello and chaise longue and books and pictures. He was used to middle class culture gear. He’d had the same or similar at home in London, when he

  was Ballion. His daughter learned the cello and Eleanor – no, no, Jane, now – Jane played the viola. Hadn’t he dropped out of college and gone into that rough-house,

  take-it-and-run career to finance such a fine, nicely equipped life?




  They all waited obediently for the fashion-slick performer, Iles, to start his sermon. But Jane’s question had troubled Robert Templedon, and still troubled him because it suggested he

  might be ashamed of Ian Ballion and now wanted to escape at a gallop into someone else, someone with no past and no guilt. That was a brilliant, happy, impossible aim. He had helped put three lads,

  mates, in jail for terms of between fourteen and ten years. She’d hinted several times that Ian Ballion could not tolerate the thought of this betrayal and so welcomed conversion to Robert

  Templedon. The charge lingered, half poleaxed him now in this sedate room.




  God, oh, God, none of it should have happened – the ambush, the arrests, the sentences. He had never meant that. They had promised him, and promised him, and lied. And so, now here he was,

  sitting mildly among the law and order boys and girls ready for the top law and order boy to preach hope, respectability and eternal craftiness.










  Chapter Five


  

  Iles said: ‘Welcome, ladies and gentlemen. We are all present, I think, except for the children. They remain at an hotel with a nurse. My view

  is that they need not be confronted with a battery of police and officials. Intimidating. As resettlement progresses over the next weeks and months, the children will be continuously helped in

  their adjustment programme by a police colleague, Mr Andrew Rockmain, who specializes in these things, and that should be enough contact with the constabulary for them. I think this wise. They,

  like their parents, have to learn how to be someone else – a process difficult enough for adults, but very challenging for children, and for Mr Rockmain, as he guides them to their new

  them.’ Iles gave a bit of formal smiling. Harpur regarded this as not too long, in fact too short, but all right. ‘I am Assistant Chief Constable Desmond Iles and will be in charge of

  our project.’




  Harpur understood people’s uneasiness about the ACC. Iles did have a degree of brilliant, destructive, selfish savagery which went much beyond the standard brilliant,

  destructive, selfish savagery his rank obviously demanded. And this mode might last for very long spells and come to seem permanent, his essence. All the same, Harpur did now and then try to argue

  it was not the ACC entire. Periods of composure and, yes, tenderness would somehow occasionally take him over and last a surprising while. Schizo. Harpur stuck by the word.


  

  Iles said: ‘Happily, I shall have help in organizing things. It will come from two of my most able officers, Detective Chief Superintendent Colin Harpur, head of CID, standing near the cello, and Detective Chief Inspector Francis Garland, seated on the

  chaise longue.’




  The Assistant Chief nodded at each of them in turn. He seemed to Harpur altogether splendidly dressed – not just the suit, but terrific black lace-ups, probably Charles Laity, and a

  fashionably wide mauve and silver tie on a radiantly azure shirt. He might have been a private health clinic doctor or TV quizmaster. Iles would regard this conference as important and entitled to

  recognition in his garb, especially if he wanted to line up one of the women. The ACC said: ‘There will be an opportunity to speak with either Mr Harpur or Mr Garland later, or, indeed, both.

  Don’t feel because of their positions near the cello or on the chaise longue that they are impossibly refined. No. Scarcely. They are of our world. Oh, dear, yes!’




  Although Iles’s clothes sometimes carried a meaning for the day, it would be naive to see in them a prime indicator of his temper. Not long ago, as a kind of self-defence tactic, Harpur

  started minor research on Iles’s garments, attempting to discover whether a particular outfit revealed a state of mind in the Assistant Chief, as, for instance, the lie of a cat’s fur

  might prove its state of mind, bristling up when enraged, otherwise smooth. But Harpur soon abandoned this study. He came to recognize that no relationship existed between Iles’s

  clothes and his disposition. He could be deeply manic in one of his large-badged blazers and yet passably civil and rational in the same large-badged blazer only a few days later – the badge

  signifying some rugby club or Former Pupils posse he belonged to, or claimed to. Harpur didn’t know Latin, of course, but he did know ad hoc, and ad hoc by the mugful he brought

  to his dealings with Iles. That is, take it as it comes, and give it full whack back to him if rough. Iles expected this. He despised deference as much as politeness.




  ‘Mr Harpur and Mr Garland will handle all day-to-day problems, should there be any,’ Iles said. ‘Let’s hope the reverse, but they are your contacts, your routes to

  myself. And if – or when – you reach myself what is there to find?’ He became intense. ‘Above all, you will encounter someone who believes that policing could not

  function without the use of informants, and that, therefore, such informants, and ex-informants, deserve our total respect. Naturally, they will not get it from criminals. They find only hatred

  there. And even among non-criminals – even I must admit among some police officers – yes, even there, the informant is regarded as something base and slimy. A tonne of base and slimy

  names exist to describe him/her – grass, tout, nark, stooly, fink. This is a disgusting and ungrateful error. Police are not the only ones to use secret whispers. Think of all that

  tragedy-touched wrangling after the Iraq war about who provided key material to BBC reporters on Secret Service doubts about weapons of mass destruction. Such material is never going to come out in

  formal press conferences. No, there were would-be anonymous, confidential tip-offs, and the public is entitled to such tip-offs or governments could get away with what they liked. Similarly, the

  public is entitled to the voices who on the quiet help police defeat illegality. Without those whispers, we are nowhere.’ His gaze found Templedon. ‘Thank you, Robert.’

  Iles’s voice blazed strong and sincere. At times like this, the ACC could be seen as not merely rational but stalwart. Harpur dearly wanted more folk to recognize this. He thought that, if

  more people did recognize this, the ACC might direct his personality in general a little more towards the sane and affable. Possibly, he would not feel the compulsion then to display the Ilesness

  of Iles with quite such contempt for the usual way of things.




  Of course, some would say the ‘usual way of things’ could never be the Iles way and that he would be much less if they were. Harpur himself did feel this in part, but only in part.

  He knew his teenage daughters, Hazel and Jill, would hate it if Iles ever changed. They admired him as he was. This brought tensions, especially to do with the older girl, Hazel, still only

  fifteen. Harpur wondered if it might be useful to have Iles focused on someone else, even someone as dicey as an ex-Covert Human Intelligence Source’s woman.




  The ACC continued now to explain to his Meadowland audience the police need for information, and so for informants. Probably not many in the room needed convincing. After all, their reason for

  being here was to arrange the unbloody future for an informant and his family. The hoped-for unbloody future. No, Iles was speaking mainly to the Templedons/Ballions. The ACC wanted to console and

  comfort Robert Templedon. Grasses could feel appalling guilt. They knew the terrible scorn directed at them that Iles had referred to. He would try to counter this. It was an instance of his

  sensitivity and kindness.




  This spell of total decency did not last long, though. The ACC smiled again, moving his head slowly from the left this time to take in all the listeners, a kind of ‘Guess what’s

  next’ teaser. Harpur disliked these preparations. They looked merciless. Iles seemed ready for a change of tone. Schizo rides again. Oh, fuck. The ACC said: ‘Now, I have to consider

  – can’t avoid considering – I have to consider that those of you new to the area may soon hear rumours – may already have heard rumours – rumours very familiar to the

  local people present – rumours involving both Col Harpur and Francis Garland with my wife, Sarah, though not, it goes without saying, at the same time.’ His voice approached the

  screamy. His Adam’s apple teetered, like a snooker pink about to drop into the pocket. ‘Perhaps you find it unusual that I should wish to speak so openly of this – re my wife, Col

  and Francis,’ he said. ‘Yet, it would be foolish, counter-productive, would it not, to pretend such gossip does not exist and to ignore it? No, to mention it is a duty, to you and to

  myself. It is essential to our cooperation together. What we must ponder, mustn’t we, is whether it has any relevance to the delicate and admittedly dangerous scheme for the Templedons

  we’re inaugurating now. What I mean is this – perhaps you will ask – reasonably ask, in view of such reports – perhaps you will ask whether the three of us – myself,

  Col Harpur, Garland – can work efficiently together in a demanding and potentially hazardous design of this sort, hazardous above all to our principal guest, guests, tonight.’




  Now, Iles nodded at the two, waved a hand towards the bit of the city where the children were, and chuckled briefly. It was that ghastly, clanking, death-rattle mirth imitation he could

  sometimes bring out when aiming to register the very largest disdain, which with Iles could be very, very large. ‘Oh, yes, I do understand, I do understand. But let me assure you that

  currently, when my wife and I discuss such episodes from the past, her principal reaction is amazement that she could ever have regarded either of these persons as suitable . . . well, company.

  Yes, company, I’d use that term. My wife is a companionable person, no question.’ His head drooped for a spell, and he stayed quiet. Harpur could recall the title of a book or film or

  play or song, The Company She Keeps. Did Iles know it? He knew more or less everything. Might he be thinking of it now? People in the room stared at the ACC and were also silent –

  perhaps transfixed. They sat extremely still. ‘Do you know,’ Iles said, with a weak shot at a chuckle, ‘a tale circulated – a tale you must, must, discount, please – a

  preposterous rumour suggesting I tried to arrange for both Harpur’s and Garland’s elimination. With detail, including named fees to hitmen. These were, clearly, fatuous slanders. Oh,

  certainly. Many’s the laugh Sarah and I share over the thought of that pair, Harpur and Garland, now. To her – and, even more, to myself – it has become comical to think that

  either of them might have reached a certain brief . . . well, familiarity with Sarah. These laughs enjoyed by Sarah and myself are considerable, extensive laughs. But they are possibly

  matched by my unexpected shorter laugh or snigger – let’s admit it – my snigger just now during these few words to you about my agony and consequent supposed plot to have

  Col and Francis Garland snuffed.’




  ‘I’d put it at more of a chortle or chuckle than a snigger, Mr Iles,’ Harpur said.




  ‘Perhaps, perhaps,’ Iles replied. ‘But the laughter enjoyed jointly by my wife and me over those past relationships is such that we quite noticeably shake, oh, yes, shake I

  say.’




  Rage tears the colour of skimmed milk formed along the ACC’s lower eyelids, some spit balls flew, and the way he said the ‘s’ letters in ‘is such’ and ‘shake,

  oh, yes, shake I say’ made them dart across the room like a rodeo whip display, the sounds so nearly tangible Harpur thought they might lash against the cello strings and give them a strum.

  Sometimes, of course, Harpur felt the ACC’s behaviour with Hazel to be a type of retaliation after Sarah, an Iles type retaliation. He said to the room: ‘My point in discussing these

  fairly private matters is to dispel your doubts about the effectiveness of any joint work by myself, Col and Garland. All that past stuff is past and has not the least bearing on our present

  business. We are a combination, and a great one – Col, Francis and myself – and we will look after the lives of the Templedons who were Ballions, guarding them from the many crook

  avengers who might come into our domain and seek their harm. I could do nothing that would put our scheme, or similar previous resettlement schemes, into jeopardy by having Harpur and/or Garland in

  any way impaired. This is what I meant when speaking of the foul lunacy of that chatter about hitmen. Full participation of all talents. Oh, certainly.’


  

  Iles glanced fondly, sadly, towards Harpur and then Garland, as a greyhound owner might look at two of his dogs who continually fucked up in races and might be better put down regardless. The ACC said: ‘Now, ladies and

  gentlemen, when I mention these two to Sarah in passing – I mean about matters quite unconnected with when they were helping themselves to her – she will remark reproachfully and yet

  amusedly to me, “Desmond, love, I –”’


  

  Harpur considered there might have been enough of this and, speaking as loudly as necessary to the large, packed room, said: ‘These opening weeks,

  possibly months, are the most difficult and perilous in any programme for relocating an informant from another part of the country in conditions of secrecy. This is our responsibility in the case

  of Ian and Eleanor Ballion and family, now Templedon. The secrecy amounts only to a stage, in fact, because our ultimate purpose is to create for the informant a new and full identity – a

  social identity, neighbourhood identity and work identity, the Templedon identity – which will establish itself and last for the rest of a normal life.’




  ‘And death,’ Iles said. ‘It will be Templedon on any gravestone. Ballion’s already RIP.’




  ‘Once the process is under way, things become increasingly easier,’ Harpur said, ‘though alertness will always be required and will always be available from our

  Force.’




  Iles’s voice grew more or less normal again: ‘Mr Harpur and Mr Garland, with the aid of gifted outside advisers, such as Andrew Rockmain, have during several years perfected a

  remarkably effective system for this kind of work. To Covert Human Intelligence Sources, when they have finished their work, we and police officers and police forces carry an overriding obligation.

  This is to help them and their dependants disappear into a new life, happy and, as far as possible, in continuing safety. Many admire the skills of Colin Harpur and Francis Garland in bringing

  about such makeovers. This esteem they have magnificently earned. These are remarkable, devoted men. I am proud to be associated with them.’




  ‘Thank you, sir,’ Harpur replied, ‘and I know I speak for Francis, also.’




  ‘Proud,’ Iles replied.




  ‘This is important to us, sir,’ Harpur said.




  ‘And yet,’ Iles said, scream-time suddenly on the way back, ‘and yet, and yet I admit I’m bound to view them also as –’




  ‘What we have to determine first is where the main dangers to our efforts come from,’ Harpur said. ‘They are substantial but containable.’


  Iles said: ‘Friends, I’d certainly categorize myself as of a forgiving nature, and not one to linger over filthy insults offered to one’s self via one’s wife. My mother would sometimes call me

  “Turn-the-other-cheek Desmond”. However, when I visualize Harpur and/or Garland with my wife, in, say, fleapit hotels, backs of cars, shop doorways –’




  ‘Yes, substantial dangers from many possible directions, but containable,’ Harpur said.




  ‘Oh, certainly these dangers are containable,’ Iles replied. ‘Harpur gets to the centralities instantly. It is a remarkable aptitude for someone at his level.’




  ‘Everyone has been briefed about the need for absolute confidentiality on what happens here tonight, and what follows. I would like to repeat that request,’ Harpur said. On the

  earlier visit this morning he had set up a flip-chart easel near the cello. Now, he drew back the cover to show page one. ‘Please make no notes of this material. It is meant only as a general

  explanation of the possible threats to Robert Templedon and his family, who now will live in our area. If you can memorize salient facts I think that will be enough. For several of you present, the

  possible hazards in this project are and will remain a very distant, virtually non-existent factor. I refer to the representatives from the Department for Education and Employment, the Department

  of Health, the Home Office, the Board of Inland Revenue, the Treasury and the General Register Office. Mr Iles always invites members of every organization concerned with the resettlement and

  disguising of a former CHIS so that you may be conscious of the general circumstances, and may have your undoubted awareness of the need for concealment reinforced through detailed knowledge of the

  background.’


  

  Iles said: ‘Ladies and gentlemen, this resemblance has probably already struck you, but, in case not, may I mention that I think of myself from time to time as

  Frankenstein, in the sense that –’




  ‘These three names on the chart with head and shoulders pictures are the long-time criminals who were convicted, thanks in part at least to information supplied by Ian Ballion to the

  police in London, as he then was,’ Harpur said. ‘They are major law-breaking figures and the sentences in keeping. On subsequent chart pages I will show you the family and syndicate

  connections of each of the three. It is, of course, from these connections that the main dangers to Templedon and his family arise. There is a kind of underworld “duty” – a

  perverted duty – to punish, possibly destroy, informants who have been instrumental in sending to jail relatives or associates of villain networks. First, I’ll tell you a bit about each

  of the three.’




  ‘Frankenstein in the sense that it is my consuming wish to bring about new life,’ Iles said. ‘Some mistakenly speak of Frankenstein –’




  ‘We begin with Lester Basil Melvane,’ Harpur said, ‘fourteen years for attempted armed robbery and other offences taken into account.’




  ‘New life,’ Iles said. ‘This is an exciting, positive task – a difficult though achievable task. When I say “I” wish to bring about this new life I mean, of

  course, “I” with help. Such help will come from many of you in this room and I am grateful. Such help will come from Colin Harpur and Francis Garland. They have a supreme flair, and,

  odiously disloyal and scheming though they may have been, bringing moral pollution to those whom –’




  ‘Lester Basil Melvane was a member of the so-called powerful “Onset” criminal syndicate headed by his father, Walter George Melvane. This has operated in south-east London from

  the 1970s. Lester was arrested and convicted with the aid of Ian Ballion, now Robert Templedon,’ Harpur said. ‘There are known violent offenders among Melvane’s relatives,

  including the father, and, of course, among Lester’s associates and friends, who might look for vengeance on an informant responsible for his capture and imprisonment.’










  Chapter Six




  We’ll find you, Templedon – Templedon, once Ballion.




  Robert Templedon heard these words, this routine threat, but only in his head. The flip-chart picture of Lester at the safe house session came enlarged from a police dossier, front-on, his

  features expressionless, just identity, identity. There was, of course, no speech bubble with that vivid promise in it, We’ll find you, Templedon – Templedon, once

  Ballion. But Templedon, once Ballion, knew – knew – the Lester lips would have made a grand, cold job of this warning. That was supposing the Templedon name ever leaked and reached

  the Melvane family and crew. Identity, identity. Oh, God, let’s not suppose it. Any leak would turn this get-together and its careful arrangements for him, Jane, formerly Eleanor, and

  the children into farce.




  Did it already look like farce? How could anyone explain this snarling, weeping, smiling Assistant Chief Constable otherwise? Back there, far away in London, Metropolitan Police detectives had

  assured Ballion, now Templedon, that ACC Desmond Iles, down in this suitable, provincial wasteland, was brilliant, reliable, sympathetic. You bet they’d assured him. It suited them. A new

  existence on Iles’s far-from-London, far-from-danger patch for Templedon and family made the heart of the deal Ian Ballion ultimately agreed with them. God, that stinking deal. Had those Met

  detectives ever actually seen Iles perform? Did they know how he grief-raved about his wife, hate-raved at his two main aides, then went smoochy about them, and then switched back to hate? Schizo?

  The bugger felt forced to deny he wanted them both dead – an Assistant Chief Constable, for God’s sake, an Assistant Chief Constable out in Nowheresville decides he must deny

  ever considering the murder of two colleagues because they’d apparently had his wife, ‘though not, it goes without saying, at the same time’ – so that was nearly OK, then.

  Did those Met people know Iles’s sick, suffering chuckle? They could not know the way he had let his eyes wander around Jane. What kind of police force was this?




  The sweet, false Met descriptions of Iles reminded him of other cheer-ups and fruity ‘Take-our-word-for-it-Ian’ pledges he’d been given by the same London detectives. Back

  before the job, when the job was still only a notion, they promised him there’d be no question of ambush if he grassed the details for them – no arrests, simply prevention through a

  huge, deterrent show of force at the spot. Just tell them the spot, the time, so this huge, deterrent show of force could be in place and . . . and deter. No encounter, no shooting, no arrests,

  just deterrence. This would satisfy them, they said – mere prevention. Like that, it would hardly be grassing at all, would it? He’d get no blame from mates or mates’ families and

  pals, no loathing. Police always said what suited – what suited them. Naturally. They were police. How had he expected anything else? He’d been a fool? . . .
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