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            About the book

         

         The calling card of the killer known as ‘The Jeweller’ is as elegant as it is gruesome: a pair of ring fingers, separated from their owners, encircled by a band of wire, and delivered directly to Senior Detective Joe Capello. When the Jeweller taunts Joe and his team into meeting him in the diseased grounds of Barren Park, the consequences of that evening will have permanent repercussions for everyone involved. And for Joe, it gets personal.

         
             

         

         Two years later, Joe is off the force, but no less obsessed with the Jeweller and his horrific crimes. When a new parcel arrives at his home, Joe is invited back onto the task force and given the opportunity to redeem himself. But vindication relies on Joe finally capturing The Jeweller and now he has to decide if he’s willing to do what it takes – whatever it takes – to finally bring this case to a close.
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            For Susan

            
                

            

            Go gently into that good night, Sis.

You were loved.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            ‘Every artist covets an audience …

even those who paint in blood.’

            The Jeweller
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            PROLOGUE

            The Field of Bones 1942 

         

         Its footfalls grew louder as it drew nearer. Twelve-year-old Joseph Capello recognised the sound as coming from a nightmare – a lie of the subconscious that would dissolve with dawn’s light. And yet, the terror was real enough, as the cloaked figure stalked the shadowed passageways between the camp huts.

         Joseph’s coarse blankets pressed him into the mattress, his chest too constricted for him to scream as the murky figure sought him out. It could smell souls like a child smells a freshly baked pie; taste coppery blood like a boy tastes caramel. The footsteps halted outside their hut and Joseph withered into the mattress as a talon scratched at an eddied knot in the wall just inches from his face.

         The scratching woke him.

         He cast the blankets aside and sprang upright in bed. Joseph focused on the familiar knothole, a tight wad of newspaper plugged firmly against the night and whatever lay beyond.

         He didn’t know what time it was, but it was still dark outside the window, his bedroom door open enough to let in some of the kitchen’s light. Joseph concentrated on his breathing as he sank back down, hugging his knees. He strained to hear the scratching again. Just a dream – another lie. He studied the twisted trail of the blankets he had cast across the floor, to the mirror opposite, the auburn-eyed twelve-year-old boy in the mirror staring back at him. His once plump cheeks had wasted away along with his appetite since Mama, Papa and he had been exiled to the camps, with busloads of other Italian immigrants.

         Joseph stood warily so as not to make the floorboards creak. He stepped into the rectangle of kitchen light as he heard the front door open slowly, the rabbit snares that hung from the handle chiming his father’s entry. Joseph held his breath, stood stock-still as Papa skulked in, having defied the camp curfew, and Mama’s feelings, for the German bathtub gin in the adjoining compound. Joseph couldn’t let his father see him witness this indiscretion. He waited for Papa to steal into his and Mama’s bedroom before moving so much as an eyelash, then returned to bed, the blankets he’d gathered covering his head as he waited for the shouting to begin.

         And it did.

         Joseph thrust his head deep into the pillow and pressed his hands to his ears, the memory of bus tyres on dirt roads slowly overpowering the yelling in their little cabin. Eventually, the memories of last summer’s heat haze thawed the winter cold.
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         Joseph watched his mother write the latest entry in her diary and place the strip of gold cotton in the crease between the pages. Her handwriting was elegant, flowing across the page like a trail to something wonderful. Everything about Mama, a Roman dressmaker, was elegant: style and grace wrapped in a ribbon of melancholy.

         She had let Joseph take the window seat. As the wind cooled the sweat on his temples, he was conscious that his father sat alone, across the aisle. Papa looked pitiful, defeated, head resting on his arms against the seat in front, his brown leather jacket with its olive-green cotton waistband across his legs. What they couldn’t pack, they wore, and what they couldn’t wear, they carried, the rest of their belongings stuffed into a steamer trunk on the bus roof. His father was frightened, Joseph could tell, but Papa chose to carry that fear alone. Whereas Mama tried to resist being forced to become something else, Papa simply succumbed to it.

         The bus slowed as they passed through large gates. Tall barbwire fences stretched for miles beneath the noonday sun. A guard waved them through, eyes hidden beneath his slouch hat, rifle slung over one shoulder, khaki shirt stained with sweat. A sergeant’s three stripes were on his rolled-up shirtsleeves. The man became still as they passed, his steely, pale blue eyes fixed on Mama, who remained oblivious to his attention. His face had the weathered lines of a man much out of doors, but soon creased into a kind smile before he turned his back on the dust kicked up by the passing bus.

         The world was different inside the fence – it felt limited, as if the barbwire was wrapped around Joseph’s chest. West beyond the fence, a single windmill stood idle in a field of sun-bleached cattle bones, its sails motionless in the stagnant air, its bright red windvane like a drop of blood against the blue fabric of the sky.

         Joseph and his family would be living here for however long the war lasted.

         The outside air had a dryness that reached into his lungs with each breath as he stepped off the bus. He and Mama rested beneath the dappled shade of a stringy-bark tree outside a building with the sign STORE & REGISTRATION. Joseph sat on their steamer trunk, Capello carved above the brass lock, wilting against his mother’s arm and watching his father queue for blankets and their hut allocation. A black-and-white fox terrier with a grey, whiskery face, ears upright and eyes bright, sat panting by its dish in the doorway, oblivious to the passing humanity.

         Joseph’s fingers drifted languidly across his family’s name carved into the trunk, his lips silently mouthing each letter. He watched the dog as she rose and wandered over to sniff warily at something blue – thumb sized – on the tree bark. Curious, Joseph followed. He nudged the dog away, and saw that the shape was an insect. He tapped it lightly, but it didn’t move.

         ‘Be careful,’ Mama called.

         ‘It’s dead,’ he declared. ‘Just a shell.’ Joseph delicately unhooked the insect’s casing from the tree and held it up to the light, amazed at the iridescent blues, fierce and beautiful. ‘What is it, Mama?’

         She lit a cigarette, drew the smoke delicately between her red lips, a ring of colour left on the white tip, as she examined his find.

         ‘I don’t know,’ she confessed. ‘But it’s quite lovely.’

         Joseph found the smell of her Chesterfields comforting. He sat beside his mother and they examined the strange translucent shell, wondering what it was called. After all, everything had a name.

         ‘Mama?’ Joseph asked in Italian. ‘Does Capello mean the same here as it does back home?’

         She looked down at him with sad eyes. ‘English,’ she reminded him in a blunt tone. ‘Australia is your home now. You can dream in Italian, but you must speak in English.’ She paused to consider his question. ‘Of course your name means the same in both countries.’

         ‘But you’ve never told me the meaning.’

         His mother was silent for a moment. ‘You need to know your Latin,’ she said finally. ‘Your name has two meanings. One is the name for a trickster, from the Latin: capullum.’ She tapped his nose playfully. ‘Just like you, my little lamb.’

         Joseph did like that idea. ‘And the other meaning?’ he asked.

         ‘Again from the Latin,’ she said. ‘Capa, as in cloak, or cape.’ She lifted Joseph’s chin, brushed the dust from his lips with her thumb. ‘Have you heard of the Cloakman?’

         ‘No.’

         ‘I see.’ She drew on her cigarette, stared across the road as her husband finally stepped inside the store. ‘The Cloakman is a combination of the two. He is the trickster who hides behind his black cloak, with his pockets full of mischief. The Cloakman will bring nothing but trouble and is to be avoided.’ Her fingers trembled as she dropped her cigarette on the ground and crushed it beneath her shoe.

         ‘The Cloakman,’ he whispered as a stifling gust of wind blew a dust devil across the road.
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         A blast of winter wind buffeted the window in Joseph’s bedroom. He rode the gust back to his hiding place beneath the blankets, realising that his breath and the wind were the only sounds remaining – that the shouting had ceased. He pulled down the covers and saw the first light of dawn emerging through his window. Joseph sat up, and heard something roll from his bed to the floor.

         The chill from the frigid air cut deeper when he saw the familiar newspaper plug pushed out from its place in the wall. Joseph stared at the open knothole and listened to the wind’s mournful tune beneath the eaves. He crept closer, bedsprings creaking beneath his knees, hesitating a moment before pressing his eye to the opening – at last brave enough to glimpse the Cloakman, with his pockets full of mischief.

      

   


   
      
         
            PART ONE

            Legacy of Ruin

            1962
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         Joe Capello had left his police coat and hat in the car downstairs, preferring to cover his badge and sergeant’s stripes with a black sweater when off duty. The leather bench outside Dr Alice Simone’s office was hard as stone, but was the only seat close to the waiting-room window Joe preferred to sit near. He glanced at his watch and sighed. Dr Simone was twenty minutes late already. Why do they make appointments if they can’t keep them? He glared at the gold-leaf sign on the office door.

         Dr A. Simone, MD, Ph.D. 

         Psychiatrist 

         Once a week, for three long months now, he had sat here staring at that sign, dreading the hour ahead. He wouldn’t go if he was paying for the sessions. In Joe’s opinion, it was just good departmental money being pissed against the wall. And he certainly wouldn’t go if it wasn’t a condition of his employment since the accident. And if having to see some head doc wasn’t enough, she was a woman. All his life, doctors had been old men in tweed coats, who always looked sicker than Joe ever felt. Dr Simone was the exception, not the rule, and she had a fierce confidence, something Joe felt himself reluctantly admiring.

         Behind the reception desk was a mirrored wall, perhaps intended to make the room look bigger. The receptionist was a redhaired girl in her mid-twenties, who today wore a lemon-coloured cotton top, buttoned up to the neck, her posture as straight as a telegraph pole. She gave Joe a glancing smile, and he smiled awkwardly back, catching his reflection in the mirror, hair swept into shape with Brylcreem. He pressed at the crow’s feet in the corners of his eyes. His only remaining youthful feature was the fine scar that cut neatly through his right eyebrow. A scar from Rushworth – so long ago now, he couldn’t remember how he’d earned it. Maybe Dr Simone could unearth that little gem too. Joe touched the hair at his temples, where a light peppering of grey had begun to emerge.

         He turned from the flatness of his reflection to stare out over Sydney Harbour. From Dr Simone’s eighth-floor office, he had a clear view of the staggered foundations of the new Opera House. He had seen an artist’s impression of it in the newspaper, its towering sails and cathedral windows mirroring the harbour like something from a science-fiction movie. But then he was staring at his reflection again, ghostly in the glass, and was back to thinking about Rushworth and the bus ride all those years ago. That was the thing about Dr Simone’s sessions. They were always dragging up memories he would rather leave buried. Hell, he could almost taste the camp’s dust again.

         A familiar rage started to build. Joe could feel his hands begin to tremble, and clasped them tightly together until it passed. He didn’t need a shrink to name it. Rage was an emotion as natural as any other, its genesis in some moment that would eventually pass. Better to let it do its job and run its course, he decided, than keep it alive in Dr Simone’s scab-picking sessions. 

         He cast about for a distraction, and found it in Lucille Ball’s smile on the cover of a TIME magazine on the table beside him. ‘Who loves ya, Lucy?’ he whispered to her.

         The receptionist’s intercom buzzed. ‘I’ll send him through,’ she said, lifting her finger from the talk button and walking to the door. ‘You can go in now, Mr Capello.’

         As Joe entered, Dr Simone – tall and slender, looking half her age – stepped out from behind the desk. The wall behind her was arrayed with gilded-framed credentials, and photographs of the doctor with various mayors, the state premier and the current police commissioner. They were her trophies; a display of her successful career’s pathway, and a reminder to her patients that she had friends in high places. She sat down on one of two deep-blue velour sofas facing each other in the centre of the room. A smoked glass coffee table stood between them, a copy of today’s Herald beside a clean ashtray. She wore a black suit, the jacket open over a bone-coloured top, the solitaire diamond pendant that hung from her neck catching the light. Her tawny hair was in its usual bun, and her hazel eyes shone confidently.

         ‘Good to see you again, Joe,’ she said with a smile. She gestured to the sofa opposite. ‘Won’t you sit?’

         ‘Thanks,’ Joe said, taking his seat. He eyed the folder beside her with his name on the cover, which grew thicker with each visit. Maybe she’s gonna write a book about me. ‘That can’t all be about me?’ He tried to sound jovial.

         ‘Every word.’ Dr Simone looked at the folder for a moment, then handed it to him. ‘Twelve sessions,’ she said. ‘You’re welcome to read it if you’d like.’

         ‘I’ll wait for the movie.’ Another attempt at humour.

         She smiled again and put the folder down. ‘There’s nothing in there that we haven’t already discussed, Joe.’ She gently patted it. ‘Your journey here so far.’

         Joe relaxed back into the sofa, which was far more comfortable than the waiting-room bench. ‘And yet, I’m still not sure how I got here, Doc.’

         Dr Simone shifted slightly in her seat. ‘I can recommend the number fourteen bus,’ she said.

         Joe raised his eyebrows. It was her first attempt at a quip in three months. ‘You’re cracking jokes now, Doctor?’

         ‘You started it,’ she bantered. ‘And, besides, I thought it might break that tension you’ve been working on in my waiting room.’

         ‘That obvious, huh?’

         ‘You wear your heart on your sleeve, Joe.’ She paused, looking at him. ‘If your journey is still uncertain after all this therapy, why don’t we take some time to recap?’ She gently tapped the little finger of her left hand on the sofa armrest. ‘Perhaps start by telling me where you think it all began?’

         Joe opened his mouth, ready to reply that it was the first day of the Jeweller case, but then paused, no longer sure. He wished he possessed her certitude, just long enough to get him through this session, then recalled he’d once had self-confidence in spades. Before his demotion. Before the fatal accident.

         His gaze fell upon the Herald on the coffee table between them. ‘I think it all began with an article in the paper last year,’ Joe said.
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            SIX MONTHS EARLIER

         

         Joe climbed the steps to Mama’s veranda, where a porch swing swayed in the gentle breeze. He rested a cumbersome box on his hip while he negotiated the tricky front door handle. Nudging the door open with his knee, he stepped inside, the early morning light casting his shadow along the hall rug.

         ‘Mama, it’s me,’ he called, placing the box on the hallstand. ‘Mama?’ He closed the door, and could just make out Frank Sinatra crooning from the record player in the parlour.

         The hum of a sewing machine suddenly smothered Frank’s dulcet tones. ‘Mama. It’s me, Joe,’ he called again, passing his old bedroom. ‘I brought you a present.’

         ‘Joseph?’ she called back from the sewing room. Her once-soft voice had a coarser edge these days. ‘That you?’

         Joe shook his head and smiled. Her hearing was getting worse. It wasn’t the only thing going south. He could smell a hint of cigarette smoke in the air; she’d promised him she’d give them up.

         He followed the sewing machine’s whirr, glancing at the collection of photographs along the walls. Lives captured through Papa’s camera lens – an alchemy of light, paper and chemicals that preserved these black-and-white memories. Mama, so young, standing on a rocky hill with Rome spread out behind her. Joe as a wide-eyed baby in her arms, wrapped in a blanket. The two of them in later years, on the deck of the HMT Dunera, fleeing Mussolini’s war. But no photographs of Papa, who was always on the other side of the camera; a witness to their lives, rather than a participant. With every passing year, it became harder for Joe to remember his facial features.

         There were no photos of Rushworth, which was better left forgotten. For all Joe knew, though, they were stuffed firmly in that old steamer trunk Mama kept locked away somewhere. He got to the Kodachrome years: colour pictures capturing Joe at the police academy; his promotion to senior constable; and, finally, his recent promotion to detective.

         ‘You’re late,’ said Mama, as he stood in the sewing room doorway. She was pinning the hem of a dress on one of the mannequins, refusing to look at him. The clothes she made these days were for the young – the colours getting brighter and the hems getting shorter every year.

         ‘I made us coffee, and now it’s cold,’ she said.

         Joe looked at his scratched-up Timex, annoyed. That can’t be the right time. If it wasn’t his academy graduation present from Mama, he would have junked it long ago. He held it up to his ear, the cadence of its irregular ticking like the heart of an old man on his deathbed. ‘Shit!’ he whispered. He’d have to push on or he’d be late for work.

         ‘You kiss your mama with that mouth, young man?’ Her English was as good as it was ever going to get at her age, but the Italian accent lingered. She tried to remain stern, like the titan she believed herself to be, but Joe could see a smile pressing at her lips.

         He captured that moment in his heart, the vision more precious than any photo on a wall.

         ‘I’ll put a fresh pot on,’ Joe said. Then, over his shoulder, ‘You’ve been smoking again, Mama. I can smell it.’

         ‘I had one.’ Her reply was sheepish.

         ‘Dr Barker said you have to give them up.’ Joe got the box from the hallstand and entered the kitchen. ‘He said you’re just one pack away from emphysema. Is that how you want to die?’

         ‘You have a killer to catch, but you prefer to catch your mama smoking,’ she called from the sewing room. ‘What sort of detective are you?’

         ‘A good one, Mama.’ Joe’s voice wasn’t raised, his answer being more for himself.

         ‘What is this present you brought me?’

         He placed the box on the bench, took out the heavy answering machine – unclaimed from the stolen property department – and lay it near the phone. ‘I’m not so sure you deserve it now after lying to me, Mama!’ he called back.

         Joe emptied the tepid plunger coffee down the sink. When he opened the window, the late spring air bore the warm promise of summer. The added light made the kitchen walls look tired, and Joe made a note to get some colour swatches so Mama could choose new paint. He filled the kettle and placed it on the hotplate, then sat at the table to wait for it to boil. Two Chesterfield butts were crushed out in the ashtray. Joe pushed it away in disgust.

         ‘Just one, my arse, Mama.’ He placed one of her magazines over it. Beside it was the daily newspaper, still rolled up and damp from the morning dew. Joe unfurled it, well aware that Mama didn’t like other people reading the paper before her. Then he saw the front page – two faces staring back at him, accusing. You have a killer to catch. 
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         Lynette Saunders and Graham King. Joe knew them more intimately than he cared to, and for all the wrong reasons. The pictures were recent, but weren’t the ones in their case files. Both in their late twenties, they smiled from the head and shoulder portraits with the confidence of two people with their whole lives ahead of them. This Joe very much doubted, particularly now that the Herald had decided to announce their abduction. He quickly scanned the bottom of the column for the reporter’s name. Donald Hurley. 

         ‘What the fuck, Don?’

         ‘You say something, Joseph?’ Mama called from the sewing room.

         ‘No, Mama.’

         Hurley had crossed the line with this story. The deal was to sit on this info until confirmed, you dick! 

         His jaw tensed at the lurid banner: FRIDAY FEATURE – THE JEWELLER’S NEXT VICTIMS.

         You self-righteous prick! Cheap tabloid journalism at its fucking best. Don used to be better than this, but he had lost his way when the Jeweller reached out and made him a part of the story, his journalistic career riding on the killer’s coat-tails ever since.

         
            Two more people have been abducted from the Sydney suburb of Rhodes. It’s significant as the site of three previous abductions – revealed by this newspaper as murders by the killer dubbed ‘the Jeweller’. 

            The previous victims were abducted approximately three weeks before they were found with their bodies in intricate poses. Each couple was a pair involved in an extramarital affair. 

            The first couple was discovered by pensioner Mr Ronald Jones two years ago. 

            ‘I came across them at sun-up while walking my dog. They were dressed to the nines in clean, pressed clothes, side by side in a bus shelter. I even said hello. Felt like a ruddy fool when I realised they were dead.’ 

            It is believed that the later murders were committed by the same killer. The Jeweller had informed the Herald of the bodies’ locations, in handwritten letters that were forwarded to Task Force Night Owl headed by Detective Inspector Delaney. Each letter was accompanied by the victims’ amputated ring fingers, which wore crude wedding bands fashioned out of fence wire. 

            Night Owl operates from the Rhodes police station with the specific role of bringing the Jeweller to justice. DI Delaney stated recently that evidence is mounting, and an arrest is imminent. However, he encouraged the public to come forward with any information that could assist with the case. 

         

         Joe cast the newspaper aside, balled his fists together and pressed them firmly to his lips as he pondered Hurley’s story. Aside from announcing there were two more suspected victims, he had only recapped the case to date, all of which John and Jane Public already knew. Lynette Saunders and Graham King were not the only missing people who partially fit the Jeweller’s MO, but the fact that they were involved in an extramarital affair, like the others, put them on the short list. This was a fact known by Hurley, but kept out of the papers by agreement with the police. Play by our rules, or lose our cooperation, was Night Owl’s arrangement with him.

         In this case, Saunders and King were both from outside Rhodes, but possibly abducted from there, the final link Joe was currently investigating. At least Hurley hadn’t publicised the tidbit of where they were from. Any known intel we can keep from the Jeweller, the better. He relaxed his grip and leaned back in the chair. As things stand, the Jeweller seems to know more about us than we know about him. 

         The kettle had boiled and Joe stood to take it off the flame. He looked over at Mama’s calendar above the fridge and counted back the days, then glanced down at the two faces on the Herald’s front page. They had been missing for a week now, and there was still a chance that they were alive, slim though it might be.

         So, why reach out to the papers so early? Joe wondered. Once again, the task force was having to react to the Jeweller’s action.

         ‘Is our coffee ready?’ Mama said as she entered the kitchen, then paused in front of the empty plunger, hands on hips. ‘What have you been doing?’

         ‘Work, Mama.’

         ‘And what is that thing?’ She was pointing at the answering machine.

         ‘So you don’t miss any more dress orders,’ he said, still distracted by the newspaper. ‘I’ll set it up later.’ Joe kissed her on the cheek. ‘Sorry about the coffee, but I have to go into work.’

         ‘Eat first,’ she commanded. ‘What is so important that you can’t eat?’

         He dashed out, through the hallway of memories. ‘I’ll call you tonight.’

      

   


   
      
         
            3

         

         Joe swung the VW into a space outside the Jade Dragon bar and restaurant opposite the police station. His Beetle was a late fifties model; the yellow paint had lost its showroom shine, and the dent on the rear fender, and sagging roof racks, made it look much older than its age. Joe saw Mr Lee prepping a window table beneath the OPEN FOR BREAKFAST sign and gave him a wave. Lee let the cops eat for half price at the Jade, and gave them exclusive use of the Blue Room bar on Friday and Saturday nights. He wasn’t so much police friendly as Triad adverse, figuring that the Jade being known as a cop bar would keep the city’s Asian crime gangs away.

         Joe dodged the peak-hour traffic as he crossed the road to the police station, a two-storey red-brick building with a wide, sweeping stairway to the entrance, and narrow basement windows. A probationary constable was scrubbing at a still-discernible line of graffiti: CITY POLICE – THE BEST COPS MONEY CAN BUY, signed by someone calling themselves Rat Empire. A steady stream of commuters was buying papers from the news stand by the stairs. Most blared headlines about the unfolding missile crisis in Cuba, but not the Herald. It flaunted its scoop: Saunders and King staring out at John and Jane Public to remind them of a threat much closer to home. Joe grabbed a copy, then sprang up the stairs to the Night Owl offices.

         The task force was based on the top floor – a world of beige walls; cigarette-burned carpets; and a mishmash of coffee-stained desks covered with newspapers and case files. The air was filled with the sound of ringing telephones and clattering typewriters, the smoke haze accentuated by the glow of neon lights. Men in white shirts and loosened ties, their coats slung over the backs of chairs, glanced up at Joe as he walked by. He strode past the interview room towards Detective Inspector Delaney’s office at the end of the hall. The sign above his door read Don’t come to me with a problem if you can’t offer a solution. 

         Joe committed the sin of not knocking before entering. He marched in, newspaper raised like the burning torch of an angry mob. ‘Have you seen this?’ he exclaimed, then dropped it on Delaney’s desk.

         The broad-shouldered Irishman eased back in the chair, his rising blood pressure evident by the rising colour in his cheeks. He slid his thumbs behind his suspenders, as if holding himself back.

         ‘Make yourself at feckin’ home, why don’t you?’ he barked. Since Delaney had begun heading up the case, his hair had got obviously greyer and thinner. ‘Of course I’ve seen it! Did you not notice the line of gimps at the news stand? Most of the feckin’ city’s seen it.’

         Joe sat heavily in the chair opposite and gestured at the front page. ‘I would expect Hurley to at least consult with us before confirming Saunders’ and King’s identities to the world.’

         Delaney took a breath, the flush in his cheeks waning. ‘Well, he didn’t,’ the detective inspector said, ‘but he had his reasons.’

         ‘Oh, a newspaper man always does,’ Joe said sarcastically. ‘If it bleeds, it leads, right?’

         ‘Loosen your jockey shorts there, Capello, the man’s not an eejit.’ Delaney reached into the top drawer of his desk and pulled out a bottle of whiskey – Irish, of course – with two short glasses. ‘Close the feckin’ door, will ya?’

         ‘I shouldn’t on an empty stomach, boss,’ Joe said, shutting the door.

         ‘And your point is?’ Delaney said as he poured two generous glasses of Jameson.

         ‘Nothing, I guess.’ Joe took a sip, then a mouthful. His eyes watered, as he tasted the lingering smooth burn.

         ‘Hurley rang me at three this morning. Told me he filed the story for the morning edition.’ Delaney poured the liquor down his throat without so much as a grimace.

         ‘Shutting the gate after the horse has bolted is hardly consulting,’ Joe said.

         ‘It was a time thing,’ said Delaney. ‘The Jeweller called him last night, an hour before the deadline.’

         ‘He called him?’ Joe leaned forward in his chair. ‘Jesus, boss, that’s a new development. It’s always been by letter.’

         ‘Uh-huh. Confirmed he had Saunders and King, and strongly suggested that if the Herald didn’t report it in the morning edition, he’d cut Hurley out of the loop and go to some other paper.’

         ‘Ouch,’ said Joe. ‘That would hit him where he lives.’ He understood the Jeweller’s pact with Hurley and the Herald, but didn’t like that it made him feel as though he was the second son, jealous of the attention big brother always received. ‘But what if it was some crackpot calling, boss?’ he offered. ‘It wouldn’t be the first time some nutcase wrote a bogus letter or called in a false lead.’

         ‘Aye, but the caller described what they were wearing when they were snatched, right down to their underwear. Unless it was their feckin’ mammy calling; no one else would know those details.’

         Joe downed the last of his whiskey. ‘What did he sound like?’

         ‘I asked that same question.’ Delaney returned the bottle and glasses to his top drawer. ‘Hurley answered with one word … “unremarkable”.’

         ‘Unremarkable, huh?’ How else could a man hide in plain sight? Joe stood and walked to the door. ‘I’ll call Hurley later and see if he can recall anything significant. The caller’s age. A regional accent. Background sounds.’ At the doorway, he turned and sighed. ‘I’m still tracing Saunders’ and King’s last moves. Seems they met at Le Café de France in the city, and were last seen leaving in King’s blue ’55 Hillman Minx around eight. We’re still talking to witnesses, but I need to find that car, boss.’

         ‘Well, you won’t find it in here, Capello.’ Delaney gave him a gracious nod of the head, the closest thing to an expression of gratitude Joe could ever expect from him.

         
            [image: ]

         

         The scent of coffee drew Joe to the kitchenette. Bland Pablo instant, but good enough to quell the fire in his belly fuelled by Delaney’s whiskey. He would grab a bite to eat at the Jade later, but for now he needed to follow up on witness statements – if any – at the café and trace that Hillman Minx.

         Detective Glenn Tierney, who seemed to have no more fucks to give since announcing his looming retirement, came panting from the stairwell, his coat draped over one shoulder, temples beaded with sweat. He was Joe’s assigned lackey. Just keep the feckin’ eejit occupied was Delaney’s order. Maybe this case would inspire Glenn to give a fuck or two before he retired to that life of golf and fishing he kept talking about.

         ‘Hey, Glenn,’ Joe called from the doorway. ‘How did you go with those witnesses statements this morning?’

         Glenn paused, more to catch his breath than anything. He raised his notepad, shook his head, then gave a thumbs down. ‘Nothing we don’t already know,’ he said. ‘The café owner remembers Saunders and King because they had been regulars for the last three months. I guess that’s about when their affair began. Had a favourite corner table, away from the window.’

         ‘They liked their discretion, huh?’ Joe sipped his coffee. ‘Did the owner recall anyone else who stood out whenever Saunders and King were there? The Jeweller could have been stalking them for weeks prior to the abduction.’

         Glenn flicked through his notepad. ‘He couldn’t recall anyone specific on those same nights, but I did get a list of any general regulars he could remember. I have a few names, but mostly descriptions.’ He began to read from his list. ‘Old lady with purple hair. Dandy boy who always wore the same suit. Smelly plumber who liked his hamburger blood-dripping rare—’

         ‘I get the picture, Glenn,’ Joe cut in. ‘How about anyone …’ he continued, thinking about Hurley’s description of the Jeweller’s voice, ‘… unremarkable?’

         Glenn glanced at his list again with a furrowed brow. ‘No one matching that description. Then again, the man’s a bloody ghost.’

         ‘Ain’t that the truth,’ agreed Joe. ‘Good work, Glenn. Every bit of intel helps. Write it up and leave a copy with me, okay?’

         Glenn nodded. ‘Good as done,’ he said, then made for his desk, which was surprisingly orderly.

         Joe’s workstation, on the other hand, hosted a clusterfuck of documents. Boxes were stacked beneath the desk, his in-tray full; folders and paperwork were stacked haphazardly, with barely enough room for his coffee cup. He sat and considered the mess – an accurate picture of his mind and this case. Everything Night Owl needed to catch the Jeweller was in there somewhere, they just had to find it. The man’s a bloody ghost.

         His phone began to ring. Joe picked up. ‘Detective Sergeant Capello.’

         ‘I’ve got Don Hurley on line two.’ It was Charlie, the desk sergeant.

         Joe ground his teeth, then tried to relax with a deep breath. ‘Put him through, Charlie.’

         ‘Hello, Joe?’ Hurley’s voice had a throaty resonance, like he’d just woken up. ‘You’ve no doubt seen today’s Herald.’

         ‘What’s the matter, Don? Nukes pointing down the leader of the free world’s throat not a big enough story for you today?’

         ‘I called your boss as soon as I could.’

         ‘Looks like grandstanding to me. We had a deal, for Christ’s sake. No headlines without Night Owl’s say-so!’

         ‘It’s okay for you, Joe. You only serve one master – Delaney. I have to serve him and the Jeweller at times like this. Hell, three masters, if you include my editor.’

         ‘You know, we could reduce that dramatically if we shut you out of this case.’

         ‘Save your threats. You and I both know that the Jeweller will decide which of us gets cut from his network. For whatever reason, I’m his messenger. We don’t have to like it, but we do have to work with it.’

         Hurley was right. Joe let the silence linger a little, long enough to ease the tension between them. ‘At least we can confirm Saunders and King as his next victims. It’s saved us time, but it may be time we never had anyway.’

         ‘You think they’re dead already?’

         ‘I don’t know, Don. Why would the Jeweller want us to announce it before he revealed the bodies? Why change his pattern?’

         ‘I don’t know, Joe. I’m a reporter. I tell the story. You’re a cop … You determine shit like that.’

         ‘You’re an arsehole sometimes, but you’re a smart one. What made you so certain it was really him who called it in? I don’t mean that he gave you the details about their clothes. I mean what was it about his voice? It has to be something more than just unremarkable.’

         Joe gave him time to consider the question. ‘I think it was his cool assurance. Like I said to DI Delaney, there was nothing particularly unique about his voice, but his tone was relaxed and familiar. You know? Like we knew each other.’

         ‘No accent? Speech impairments?’

         ‘Nope. Best I can offer is “middle-aged Anglo-Saxon”. Like any man and every man around here.’

         ‘Well, that’s something.’ Joe jotted down Mid-aged Anglo on the back of the closest envelope. ‘Any background sounds that might hint at his location?’

         ‘Maybe a little street noise … Could have been calling from a phone booth, I guess.’

         Joe rested his elbows on the desk, looked at the coffee going cold in his cup. ‘Okay, Don,’ he finally said. ‘We’ll leave it there for now.’ He was about to hang up when Hurley piped up.

         ‘Hey, Joe? Are we okay?’

         ‘As okay as any reporter and cop can be, Don. Take it easy.’

         He hung up, sipped the cold coffee and watched as Glenn walked past with half a chocolate éclair shoved in his mouth. Joe shook his head. ‘You’ll never see it through to retirement eating that shit.’

         Glenn flipped Joe the bird, then proceeded to lick the cream from his finger. Yep … no fucks to give. 
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         Joe stepped out from the Jade and onto the kerb, toothpick wrestling with a stubbornly lodged string of pork. He spat it out and waited for a gap in the traffic, the police station opposite shadowless in the noonday sun. A red-faced Glenn Tierney was standing, breathless, on the landing. He urgently waved Joe up.

         ‘What the fuck, Glenn? You’re gonna give yourself a heart attack.’

         ‘Delaney sent me for you … that car you’re looking for … the blue Hillman … Water Police found it down at Brays Bay.’

         Holy shit! The news was welcome, but if the car had been submerged for a week, the chances of any usable prints or material evidence were slim.

         ‘Registration matches?’

         ‘Yep.’

         ‘In or out of the water?’

         ‘In,’ said Glenn. ‘Showed itself at low tide. Water Rats arrived shortly after to secure the scene.’

         ‘Fuck! Let’s hope they haven’t touched anything significant.’ He patted his pants pocket and pulled out his car keys. ‘Arrange for the fingerprint team to meet me down there. I’ll sweep the scene and round up any witnesses.’ He turned and descended the steps two at a time.

         ‘Yep,’ Glenn said.

         ‘Tell Delaney I’m on my way!’ Joe shouted from the kerb, then ran for his car.

         
            [image: ]

         

         Brays Bay was on the east side of the Rhodes peninsula, the neck of land divided by the main rail corridor. The west side was industry: a dense, centralised business area of factories and chemical plants, serviced by road, docks and the rail line. In stark contrast, the east side was residential. Wide, leafy streets that serviced the quarter-acre blocks and their harbour views, the most expensive ones backing onto the sheltered waters of Brays Bay. Joe had bought a modest bungalow there in 1959. It was well away from the bay drive and in dire need of repair, which were the only reasons he could afford it. But it was close to the city, his job and Mama.

         Joe parked his VW beside a phone box off Concord Road at the reserve, and grabbed a handful of evidence bags and his gloves from the passenger seat. He saw onlookers were few, kept away from police activities by a young constable he didn’t recognise. Joe flashed his detective’s badge and walked down to the scene, slipping bags and gloves into his coat pocket.

         The police motor launch was beached on the foreshore. A grey Falcon wagon with its roof light flashing was parked where the grass verge met the sand, WATER POLICE on the doors. A civilian tow truck – O’Rourke’s Towing Services – was backed up to the beach, its winch cable trailing out to where the Hillman’s roof barely breached the surface five yards offshore. The water was murky, due to run-off from a storm two nights ago, and there wasn’t a wisp of breeze, as if everything was holding its breath. A circle of ripples expanded from the Hillman, the only blemish on the glassy surface, as a police diver fixed the cable hook to the car’s chassis. He raised his arm and gave the winch operator a sweeping wave to start the recovery.

         ‘Who’s in charge here?’ Joe asked.

         ‘That would be me, Detective, but happy to pass the ball if you want to run with it.’ Stepping forward from the grey Falcon was a broad-chested uniformed sergeant – no cap, no jacket, and a face tanned from too many hours on the water.

         ‘You just might have to, Sergeant.’ Joe showed him his badge. ‘Detective Sergeant Capello. I’m with the Night Owl Task Force.’

         ‘We’ve been expecting you,’ the Water Rat said, staring out over the scene as the winch took up the slack and the Hillman began its slow haul to the shore.

         ‘How did you find it?’

         ‘Fisherman called it in about two hours ago, from the phone box up there. He was here at dawn, but didn’t see the vehicle until the tide dropped.’

         ‘I’d like to talk to him.’

         ‘He didn’t stick around.’ The sergeant took a notepad from his breast pocket and opened it. ‘Got a brief statement and his contact details, though.’ He tore out the page and handed it to Joe. ‘His name’s Billy Mann. I advised him that someone will be in touch.’

         ‘The vehicle hasn’t been interfered with?’

         ‘Nope. We were instructed to leave it for your lot … recovery only.’

         An uneasiness fell over Joe as the Hillman was retrieved from the bay, opaque water trickling through the window seals as it inched onto solid land. Something wasn’t right; the situation a little too convenient on the heels of the Jeweller’s call to the Herald. He glanced down at the sergeant’s notes. What if this was the Jeweller’s reveal all along? Saunders and King displayed inside, a happy couple on a Sunday drive? 

         ‘Where do you want it?’ asked the sergeant.

         ‘Drag it off the beach,’ replied Joe. ‘I don’t want any evidence washing back into the bay when we open those doors.’

         The sergeant relayed Joe’s instructions to the winch operator. When the Hillman was completely on the beach, the operator climbed up into the truck and drove it onto the grass verge. ‘That’ll do you,’ called the sergeant.

         As the driver unhitched the hook, Joe peered through the glass at the russet water inside. Maybe Hurley’s contact last night was nothing more than one of the Jeweller’s sick-arsed groupies, who just got lucky. If Saunders’ and King’s bodies are inside, maybe it was a sad traffic accident or bizarre suicide pact. Joe’s stomach tightened at the thought. If that was the case, they were following a false lead, while the Jeweller got to work in relative peace.

         ‘You want us to open it?’ asked the sergeant.

         Joe checked the time, then remembered he couldn’t trust his watch anyway. He glanced up at the roadside and wondered how far away the fingerprint team might be. Fuck it. Every minute they delayed was a minute’s advantage for the Jeweller.

         ‘Cordon off the area all the way to the road, Sergeant, and open the back door … slowly, if you can.’

         The sergeant had the young constable roll out a barricade of police tape, then called the diver to assist him with the door. They opened the back driver’s side and held fast against the water pressure, the level inching down the windows to finally expose what it had been concealing.

         Joe peered inside. Nothing.

         The sergeant stepped back and waved him forward. ‘She’s all yours, Detective.’

         Joe slipped on his gloves and opened the driver’s door. ‘How long do you think this vehicle has been in the water, Sergeant?’

         The sergeant stared over Joe’s shoulder at the waterlogged Hillman. ‘Not too long,’ he replied. ‘Looks pretty clean.’

         ‘Exactly.’ Joe ran his fingers across the seat leather, and then through the floor carpet. Not a scrap of silt from such a murky bay. ‘The owner’s been missing for a week, and yet this looks like it was dumped here this morning.’

         ‘Huh …’ The sergeant scratched his head. ‘You think the fisherman had something to do with it?’

         Joe was blunt. ‘I think it was a mistake to let him go before I could talk to him.’

         ‘Recovery only,’ confirmed the sergeant defensively. ‘The guy called it in, Detective. We had nothing to detain him on.’

         ‘God forbid you Water Rats should use your fucking brains on a case this big.’

         ‘Fuck you!’ barked the sergeant as he stormed away to his vehicle.

         ‘Consider me fucked,’ murmured Joe.

         He flipped the car’s sun visor and scanned the floors for any significant clues, then opened the glove box to meet a brief gush of water. A sodden pack of Kent cigarettes and some papers squelched onto the floor. Among them were the Hillman’s registration papers, badly waterlogged, but Graham King’s details were still readable. Joe left it all where it lay, then rummaged under the seat. Nothing. He moved around to the opposite side of the car and opened the door. Keys were in the ignition, a Masons membership fob hanging from the ring. Perhaps that was King’s link to Rhodes, thought Joe. The Masonic Hall opposite the police building. He reached under the passenger’s seat, his hand nudging something substantial. Bingo! He pulled out a black ladies purse, ‘LS’ embossed in the leather below the clasp.

         The car … the purse … all solid evidence. He felt some satisfaction.

         Until now, Saunders and King were a collection of statistics, photographs and other people’s testimonies. Touching something that belonged to them drew Joe a step closer – just one degree of separation away, nearer than he had been to date. He stepped around to the Hillman’s bonnet and carefully opened Saunders’ purse, laying out each item on the hood. A pewter lighter with Lynette Saunders engraved on the back. Lipstick. A sodden pack of headache powder. And …

         His stomach turned at the last item. A rolled-up piece of plastic, no more than four inches long. It was sealed watertight at the edges with tape, and inside it he could see a sheet of paper, with just four words visible at first: see in the dark.

         Joe lifted the piece of plastic from the purse, its weight telling him that there was more inside than a slip of paper. He unfurled it, the note revealed slowly; along with an amputated ring finger wearing a crude wedding band of rusty wire.

         ‘Ah, Jesus,’ he whispered, in a bitter release of the tension he felt building in his gut.

         It was a woman’s finger. The incision had been cleanly cut – a slight nub of white bone showing, the fingernail expertly painted a vivid pink. It was impossible to say whether it was removed pre- or postmortem. Pre, he hoped, as at least Saunders would still be alive. Joe took a moment, closing his eyes. He opened them and read the note.

         What good is a Night Owl that can’t see in the dark? 

         ‘Detective Capello?’

         Joe turned to see a slim man wearing white overalls two sizes too big for him, and black-rimmed spectacles. Middle-aged, he also sported a thin moustache, and a combover of sparse, stringy hair. A camera hung from his neck and he carried a large fingerprint-dusting kit.

         ‘Where’s the rest of your team?’ Joe asked, glancing at the road.

         ‘You’re looking at it,’ he replied.

         ‘Seriously?’

         ‘Afraid so.’ He gestured to the purse contents on the hood as he placed his bag down beside him. ‘Is that a finger, Detective?’

         ‘It is,’ Joe answered.

         ‘Just like the others, huh?’

         ‘Yep.’ He knew not to take out his frustration at the minimal resources on this man. ‘Bag and label everything here,’ he instructed. ‘As unlikely as it may be you’ll find them, look for blood stains and hair samples. I’ll take the finger back to the station and arrange vehicle impounding when you’re done. I want prints off the door handles, glove box, steering wheel and keys. Anything the Jeweller may have handled.’

         The slim man adjusted his spectacles, a mild twitch starting below his left eye. He opened the dusting kit at his feet. ‘Despite any preconceived opinions you may have of me, Detective Capello,’ he said with restraint, ‘I’m very good at my job.’ He considered the door handle from several angles, then took a series of photographs. ‘If I leave here today without a print, it’s because there are none to be had.’ He selected a brush from the print kit and got to work.
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         Joe walked back up the embankment towards the phone booth, evidence bagged and in his pocket. The last person to use the booth would have been the fisherman, Billy Mann. When he reached it, the phone handset was hanging from the receiver. He caught the eye of the constable standing by the roadside barrier and waved him over.

         ‘Detective?’ The constable exuded youthful enthusiasm.

         ‘Extend your barrier past this phone box. I don’t want any of the public to use it while it’s a crime scene, okay?’

         ‘Yes, Detective.’

         ‘I’m gonna head back to the station, but I want you to instruct our fingerprint specialist to dust the phone for prints as well.’

         ‘No problem.’ He broke the tape and retied it beyond the box, then headed down to where the slim man was working on the Hillman.

         Joe took the slip of paper with Mann’s details from his coat pocket and fished a shilling from his pants. Still wearing his gloves, he stepped inside the phone box, and lifted the handset between thumb and forefinger. He dropped the coin into the slot and dialled the number on the paper.

         ‘Riverside Motors,’ came the cheery response.

         ‘Oh,’ said Joe. ‘You on Llewellyn Street, by any chance? I was looking for Billy Mann.’

         ‘I think you’ve got the wrong number,’ the person on the other end said, this time a little dismissively.

         Joe read out the phone number in front of him.

         ‘That’s our number, but there’s no Billy Mann working here.’

         Without any prospect of a sale, Mr Riverside Motors hung up on Joe before he could thank him. He let the handset hang from the cradle, as he had found it, then rested against the glass, breathing the same air the Jeweller had, several hours before.
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