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Chapter 1


Tom Friender, ex-police detective, strolled along the pathway just by the edge of a river-canal, his mind churning with a dilemma of super national importance. Unrelieved by the natural calm of the watery environment close around him, he inevitably asked himself, “What action should or could I take to protect, even save, the government in office and all persons involved with it?” Clearly, his thoughts insisted, identifying the perpetrator was absolutely vital; but why, when and how were each equally important to solving the giant enigma confronting him and his long-time colleague investigators in the force, more commonly called the Met.


The National Police had indubitably failed to identify and swiftly confine in prison the fiend who’d done the actual killing. Murder was too soft a tag to wrap around such a case; which was still baby-fresh to him. That fact hardened the special task the police had set him: to name and assist the Met in apprehension of the killer of such a senior minister in Parliament!


What next! And what, if any, help could he—a now-retired special investigator—call on right now? Had he, he questioned himself, enough criminal investigation experience as a chief inspector, particularly with murder, to provide the CID with answers they were hounding him for at this very moment?


Since the murder he had been assigned to unquestionably affected National Security, he was under serious obligation to resolve the mystery of ‘Who Dunnit’. And, to make his task even more of a nightmare, he had to succeed in as short a time as humanly possible!


Parliament waited on no man, not even the PM!


Perplexed, Friender kicked a few loose pebbles from the canal footpath into the lazily moving water on his left to stir something into action. His searching thoughts however did not respond, other than to decide that he must return to the scene of crime in Westminster City, London. His body responded to that decision at once by turning to face the canal bridge over which he had strolled unhurriedly what seemed only minutes ago. He would return to his car a lot more swiftly to drive to the local railway station; Action, the sole response in his now switched-on mind to awaken all his investigatory senses.


The suburban train he had caught seemed to him to crawl into Waterloo Station, far too slow for an investigator, even be he private, seeking immediate answers. Opening the carriage door well before the slowing public transport had come to a halt between platforms, now urgent Tom left the train, heading for the underground to catch the tube to Waterloo.


On the way, his mind tried to unravel the curiosity of just how a senior MP could be murdered actually right in his work place; especially inside no less a place than the House of Commons! Where was security at the time?


‘The House of Commons’ part of the Palace of Westminster is a fascinating complex of buildings and structure, constructed over many centuries, including a fiery destruction. But this profile had no importance to him just at this moment—he had to get to the scene of murder quick as possible to further his investigation. He felt little reverence for the chambers and corridors, and statues, as he hurried along these towards his destination. A murder coated everything, including the location, in uncertainty and that to an investigator created a lack of any immediate real fascination or substance to the actual scene of crime!


“Oi!” bellowed a gruff voice behind him. “Where the hell d’you think you are? This’s government special property belonging to Parliament. Show us your pass or else I’ll ’ave to arrest yer!”


Pausing to turn, Friender was confronted by a big male in guard uniform. “I don’t have any pass. I’m retired! But I’m here on official police business, investigating the murder of that MP that happened some days ago.”


“Then you should ave a special pass you’d ave got from Scotland Yard, if yer who you say!” the loud-voiced guardian declared.


“Ah; you’ve every right to stop me, officer, BUT I really am working incognito for a special branch inspector to help with solving the murder case.” He acted a big shrug of being blameless but the guard did not stop.


“OK, OK, officer! But before you push me out, any chance you’d assist me by explaining the security strategy for this House? I’d be very grateful for a general synopsis.” He smiled an asking face.


“Usual; shifts and patrols of premises! What yer expect?” The officer maintained his dour response to the invasion of his duty patch in Parliament. “Quieter this minute ’cos the Houses are in recess.”


The nosey inquisitor dropped silent for several minutes, mouth pursed and forehead furrowed in his attempt to decide the most profitable line of further questioning. His immediate problem of being challenged by authority was complicated by a real desire for a useful response from the policeman on guard. He did, after all, have a death-tainted episode in the history of the Palace to resolve mighty quick, no matter which line of research he chose to pursue.


Resolving ‘Murder in Westminster’, in no more vital a location than the House of Commons itself, was nothing less than a feat of very deliberate questioning of one and all, targeted at resolution of the foulest act of taking life he’d ever encountered as a senior investigator. So, was a speedy resolution of the case at all possible? He had to admit to an uncertain answer at this stage.


“I don’t give tuppence who you are; either get out of ’ere or I’ll be forced to arrest you.” The pronouncement from the law was final in its gruff tone.


Friender decided it would be the most logical step for him to exit the House. It was thought-provoking in its mantle of history and current importance but a quick response to the indefensible situation seemed vital at this stage of the encounter.


“I appreciate your time in helping me,” the investigator smiled a necessary class of smile for the occasion and headed for the exit.


Crossing the Central Lobby, where all corridors of the Historic Palace converged and which was topped by the Central Tower, he exited Parliament and stood for a while in one of the mighty pretty gardens to regain his thinking on the murder he was investigating. Buses and lorries roaring past along Millbank street did not deter him from his firm determination to ‘get on with the investigation’.


Who and why would anyone murder as key a public figure as a senior MP, so to speak on his home ground, by precisely severing a major blood vessel in the man’s neck? Had the poor victim been knocked out first; or tripped up and sat on, or just held tightly for long enough to execute the lethal cut? The resulting gush of bright red blood must have been nauseating to watch at real close quarters and the executer must have been ice-cold in their determination to end the MP’s life!


From Westminster, he made his way to a temporary office that special branch had set up for him, but only while he investigated the murder of the centennial MP as he liked to envision it!


Thinking back in time, as he headed down an old painted corridor towards his room, the now departed MP had been charged with National Preservation as his special task; in addition to looking after his parliamentary constituency, which thrived not far outside the capital, London Westminster. No doubt a temporary minister had by now been appointed by the Speaker in Parliament to take over charge of the impending Preservation legislature. The ex-inspector’s sharp brain analysed that such almost immediate answerability to the highest authority in the land would not be shouldered with much immediate elation! More importantly, the new man would probably prove of no immediate help to him, the private investigator, through lack of experience!


The moment he opened the door of his new office, Friender was confronted by the mass of mail, resembling a paper mill in abeyance that had already begun to cover his antique wooden desk. Every case of murder, or even assault-with-intent, that he had dealt with over twenty odd years had always involved endless postal communications! He’d not dealt with such a stark riddle as the murder of an MP before but he had no doubt whatsoever that this would result in even bigger packages of written communication from all manner of persons who had something to say or by-pen suggestions to make to him on how he should solve the mystery killing—once they found out he was on the case!


Although the exact location where the murdered MP’s body had been found was well known, from HoC staff interviews and now the National Press, the Special Investigator himself had managed to collect only minimal data on the surroundings of the scene where the foul act had been committed. He knew full well from long experience that this data might be irrelevant as far as actual reasons for murder were concerned, but every detail was still, at this early stage, vital.


So, where to next? His intellect questioned. Would he progress quickest to identifying the unknown murderer by carefully studying all the mail or by revisiting the murder scene yet again, in case he had missed that vital clue, or—? Or what? A seasoned investigator never gave way to early confusion in seeking valid answers to a crime—so he would call on experience and go back to square one—revisit the scene of crime!


On his way walking back to the House of Commons, he busied his mind by mentally revisiting some of the facts that the Met had given him at his appointment interview with the senior inspector on the case. The MP had lived a straight-forward life dedicated to the public he encountered in his work. Most of that had been spent in or near London; the remainder out in the country along the River Thames and any linked-in canals. The victim had followed a business of legal aid, having qualified as a solicitor when he was young. His election as peoples’ representative or MP had not gone un-hitched, but over the past two or three years there had been no public breaches of his voters’ confidence in him.


So, for what possible logical reason had he been killed? The term ‘Murder’ eliminated the possibility of several killers to Friender. What as yet unidentified reasons lay behind the ending of an important public servant’s life? Then, as always, the long-experienced investigator’s querying mind kicked in. Was there any chance that the MP had somehow committed a suicide job? Then what in his recent life would have motivated such a dire and fatal action? Even with knife crime on the increase in most major cities, it took a really astonishing compulsion to murder an MP!


He reached the reported scene of death inside the HoC. He quickly took a restock of the close environment. Could it, in a strange fashion, have contributed to death? Or rather, did it shout clues as to the prime reason why the MP had been murdered exactly here? The investigator paused to assess just how far from a valid solution he had strayed, all in his haste to revisit the known facts of the case. There was not a shade of doubt that the MP had died right here; he could not possibly have walked or moved any distance with the fatal wound in his neck described by the police surgeon.


There had been no reports of death threats against the MP, Sir Peter Clark, in previous days or weeks or even months. He’d had no prime enemies that anyone who’d come forward to help the murder enquiry knew of. No person who his colleagues in the Met had questioned seemed pleased about the murder. So, what conclusion could he, retired investigator, draw? The sole, immediate decision he could make was to go back yet again to his desk up the road and to try his hardest to find useful leads amongst all the accumulated mail. Experience in the Met jogged his memory that the most unexpected clues often hatched from highly unexpected leads. Police urgency dictated this time that he had to explore even unexpected mental flashes of inspiration, no matter in which tangent they seemed to point. His overall cerebral urgency almost shouted, “The killer is still at large! They might strike again!”


Several days later, Friender felt satisfied he had identified more than a few fresh avenues worthy of investigation. He should visit the island up the Thames where the MP had a boat residence. Links between the MP’s work platform and the House of Lords needed to be clarified. Any really close friends of the deceased must be talked to; in case they could give clues to the MP’s world close around him. Local police and Parliamentary guardians must be fully interviewed. And anything else that cropped up during his investigations needed to be resolved, in case one or more could assist the investigator in his major quest—to positively identify the murderer as swiftly as possible!


Seated at the front window of the nearest cafe overlooking the street down from his office, Friender chatted amicably with the police inspector of the local force.


“Thanks again for meeting me here, Stan. Sorry once more to take up your time on today’s duty schedule. You certainly don’t need intruders like me in your zone of work! But who knows your station might just have the very clue I’m searching this site for!” He smiled knowingly at his police ex-companion.


“I doubt that, my friend! My colleagues have already submitted a very comprehensive report on the whole episode.” Stan shrugged to emphasise his weariness with the whole event. “How come you got appointed to the investigation? You know the MP who was murdered, or something akin to that?”


The investigator knew from a vast experience of questioning that he simply must tread extremely carefully. To affront locally based contemporaries might prove irreparable—news and allegation rumours spread fast through police communication networks.


“Nothing very grand, Stan. I can assure you! Simply ’cos I wasn’t too bungling in my early efforts to solve murder enquiries, the commissioner has developed a sort of respect for me and has often used me to solve difficult and unresolved enigmas of death that his police workers didn’t seem able to.”


“Blimey! So you’re a clever dick! I just hope we can work together at my simple policing level!”


The ex-inspector wasted no further time satisfying the senior local man.


“That’s why I’m on this murder case, Stan. Can you answer me this? Who was first to happen on the dead body?”


“Police. That’s one of the patrolling HoC guards. And that’s why the removal, identification and disposal of the body was done so quick!”


“Quite! Did the guard himself record anything he noted that was unexpected; given that discovery of a corpse in the House was remarkable in itself?” Friender pursed his lips.


“Since you asked, clever dick, apparently the dead MP was propped up as if he had been searched by someone.”


Later, when the local policeman had long gone, the investigator finished his re-examination of the murder site and high-tailed it back to his office. His mood was not one of satisfaction but rather of the direct opposite, mixed with cerebral anger at his current inability to make any real progress. An outstanding Member of Parliament, recognised as skilful in handling and progressing vital new legislature, had been murdered by an unidentified assassin right there in the House of Commons—that’s about as far as he’d got! For a retired senior inspector of the Met Special branch, that was what he’d call cheap policing, or even a waste of time and energy!


Inside Westminster Palace, in a room off the House of Commons Room, a meeting of the sub-committee on new Legislature was breaking up, business completed. A committee member slipped out to meet a lord in his office. “Have the police got any further with looking into Sir Peter Clark’s death, my Lord?”


“In one, Andy, NO! And don’t keep calling me ‘my Lord’. We’re old friends—so, no need!”


“OK, as you order.” The parliamentary committee member shrugs. “Thought you’d now got a retired chief inspector from the Met Police to take over?”


“He’s still under the current Met Police chief’s command, not mine! If I get any progress report, I’ll tell you so we can discuss how it might affect us in Parliament.” The Lord’s manner was cold and dismissive. So the MP left—hierarchy is everything in the two Houses. Also, neither parliamentarian was too obsessed with unearthing a killer right now.


In an entirely different corner of the Palace, two women were engaged in earnest conversation; their voices low and protective. “How we gonna save ourselves, Shirl? The more the bigwigs put two and two out to the House, we’ll be good as cornered and shot! Can you keep the lid on amongst House colleagues till all goes quiet, in due time?”


Her bosom-buddy and long-term confidant grabbed her hand and squeezed it tight. “I can only do my damnedest, Pearl. But this ’ere is a very unified sort of society and legal secrets just don’t remain hidden. Loyalty to voters and the Public in general is paramount in UK politics. You also can do your best to quash any rumours coming your way, in or out of the House.” She almost wagged her finger warningly. “New Bills about to be circulated in the House don’t suddenly go what yer could call ‘silent’! Bear in mind that our dead MP was only sort of ‘dispatched’ just the night before exposure!”


Chin-wagging but educated women rarely fall silent but the two parliamentarians exchanging confidences did do so; for several seemingly long minutes. Faced by a torrid future in this case of brutal murder, should identified possible offenders be found really guilty by any newly unveiled evidence, both heterosexual work-partners needed time to think over their next move.


“You beginning to miss Pete, Shirl? He Was a well-known womaniser, even to you; So you might not!”


“Yer could say so, Pearl. But there’s been so much goin’ on that I haven’t had the time!” The woman with an almost perfect body figure shook her head in amazement at developments since the murder. “He was such a charmin’ man; yer couldn’t help lovin’ him a lot, even when he showed his affections for others as well!” She, another MP-associate of the murder victim, was single, known to be a close ally of the now dead Sir Peter Clark.


“Then who’d kill him, d’yer think? More to the point, is there someone out there with US on their agenda for bein’ got rid of?”


“Yeah, jealousy can be a frightening rage, Pearl! I often thought I could kill him myself for messin’ me about with my job in the House here, but!” Shirl shook her head yet again.


Friender looked out of what he hoped would prove to be his temporary office. There were flags flying down the street to mark some occasion or other. Then he turned and his gaze fell yet again on all the paperwork. He scratched one ear lobe and chose one of the files wrapped in a large and thick rubber band. He’d now collected basic information on three persons who he’d developed suspicions about in regard to the MP’s death. Scanning quickly through the paperwork, he selected a still fairly basic profile on a female currently under police suspicion. She lived in a pretty posh apartment in South Kensington, well known as an affluent suburb in Westminster. Her links with the investigation on the murder victim included quite frequent trips in boats along the river Thames, Westminster Palace parties and very expensive presents. Friender dwelt on an impulse to contact the chief inspector to congratulate him and his team on so much work put in and facts reported, but resisted the waste of his now, to him, highly precious time.


His hand fell next on more recent mail, the latest written account from his own partner in crime investigations, Jeremy Betchner who he had on occasions enlisted for over six years now. Jem came from an agency but Friender used him as an aid because he was remarkably efficient for an ‘amateur’ private detective. He noted that Jem’s file-style report detailed a female MP’s movements and activities over the previous week. What significance did she have in respect of her parliamentary colleague’s murder? Was she an intimate part of the secrecy currently surrounding the identity of the real killer?


Suddenly Friender’s eyes caught sight of the words, ‘She often said she’d kill the MP for deserting her up-stream so often.’ Jem’s words continued, ‘Doubt she could’ve, but you never know in our police-style job!’


That had put the tiger amongst the house cats, so-to-speak! Living doubt was not an entity he liked living with; especially when she, parliamentarian, was still the only suspect he had identified so far. He realised that he had read Jem’s report not many hours previously, but had obviously missed such vital words as “boat trips, up-stream, and desertion”. His aide had opened up a whole new panorama of investigation that needed to be addressed immediately! But exactly where must he go first to achieve a start that might furnish an answer or two? He selected a personal visit to the site where She lived; uninvited but using an excuse of mutual loss through the murder. But, he mentally chastised himself, there was still the urgent task of discovering exactly what piece of Wildlife Preservation legislature had been on the murdered MP’s schedule; that vital clue could well shed some needed light on the exact motive for the parliamentarian being brutally removed from society?


Feeling mentally refreshed, he redirected his attention to swiftly going-through the rest of his mail and messages. One of the pieces of paper might just hold a vital clue that he so desperately needed right now.


The murdered MP had been intimately involved with a new Act to immediately detain and where necessary punish any individual who knowingly harassed or injured a wild animal located inside any one of the UK’s parks. This was likely to be hotly debated on more than once occasion in both Houses because of the uncertain definition of “Wild”. Many other MPs had seen previews of the proposed wording in the draft and had voiced immensely strong opinions over the need for exact clarification of just exactly which occupants of any officially registered within any park were included. It transpired that Not All creatures in any park would be included in the proposed new Act, and this upset many public, including more than a few of the dead MP’s close friends and associates.


The retired special inspector grunted as he pushed all the paperwork before him forward to the edge of his desk. Sizing-up all the plethora of information before him on the desk, just Where was he going to make any headway in solving the identity of a killer?


‘Get out; speak to people, check locations,’ was the reaction of his experienced Investigator’s brain—that’s where he had been used to working in the past and where his success lay. Why else had the senior inspector ‘called him in’ to assist in this murder enquiry?


One hour later, he had traced the MP who seemed closest to the murdered man. He expected little useful information from his ongoing chat with the ageing MP but anything to provide new clues was well worth following up.


“Last time, you kindly volunteered to talk to the police in Parliament, your place of work, you referred to Mr Clark’s interests in navigation, steam ships and rivers? Can you give me any more information on these fads, so to speak?”


“What you expect? He liked going up and down the Thames by boat, simple. He had a particular affection for the islands, or Aits, and visited several of them quite often when not involved with sessions in the Commons or working on Committees. He was also keen on visiting the canals and waterways much further up the Thames; whenever he had the time.


“But did he have any major outside contacts or businesses out there; anywhere along the Thames?” The investigator persisted.


“Ask his secretary. That’s the person who used to work for him.”


“I’ll have to find her, or him, wherever they’ve moved to now. I’ll have to ask a few questions, when you or I locate them. At this stage no one can be excluded from having done, pardon my crude English, the fatal act!” Friender looked hard into the ageing senior parliamentarian’s eyes.


“All in good time!” The MP looked away.


“In the meantime, can you, Sir, think of anything else about the victim that could help or lead us to recommending a police arrest of a further suspect?”


“Peter and I were not as embraced with each other as you seem to make out, Investigator! As I said, find his secretary for answers.” The MP walked away through the ornate Lobby, deeper inside the Palace.


‘OK!’ Friender muttered to himself. “Next stop, the river. One of the owners of one of the river boats might have more detail on Clark’s trips up-river. Come to think’ he paused his thoughts, ‘Who’s to say the victim didn’t travel down river? After all, Parliament kind of lies halfway. The founders of the original Abbey sure had business acumen, as well as strictly pursuing their religion!’


Deeper inside the HoC, unbeknown to the private detective who’d removed himself, the MP devoted himself to locating Clark’s old secretary to warn him of the investigator’s persistent ferreting for inside answers to the murder. The whole House wanted an answer as to who but he wanted to distance himself from any more questionings! He had enough on his business list without being dragged unwillingly into murder investigations!


The quay outside very famous Hampton Court Palace was festooned with river boats, waiting for passengers of scheduled trips or new trippers looking for a sight-seeing excursion along the legendary waterway. Friender searched amongst the captains or simple semi-business owners for likely skippers who’d have been familiar with the now dead MP.


“You remember the MP who was murdered a little while ago? Did you carry him up the river at all?” He questioned the captain of a larger river boat moored on the opposite bank.


“D’you know exactly where he used to trip to?” He expected no clear answer, but—


“Up to Hampton, further upstream; next to the Palace that’s there, so I heard.”


“Ta very much—that’s all I needed to know. Good luck with tourists today.”


Friender stopped back outside Hampton Court Palace, just next to the small row of shops beside the bridge over the Thames. Looking up the river he could just see Ravens Ait Island, a popular venue for celebratory events. Was this the locale where the dead MP had spent so much of his time? Hampton Court was after all where Cardinal Wolsey, Henry VIII’s fiscal colleague was reported to have been murdered, though centuries ago! Too much of an old coincidence, he mused. There were hotels close by and plenty of housing accommodation, if the MP had made friends with locals. He would need to use all his investigative prowess locally to find the answers. Of vital importance, had one of the local residents, especially anyone resident on Ravens Ait, travelled to Westminster to kill the MP? If so, for what perishing reason?


He walked down to the river boats peer to talk to a few of the boat owners lurking there. He simply had to unearth an essential lead to the killer—for Queen and country and Parliament!


“D’you recall the Member of Parliament who was murdered recently. Did he come here much?”


“Remember carrying him in this boat from here to the Island a few times—think he often went to parties there; so rumours insist!” The seasoned face of a boat skipper stared questioningly back at the investigator.


“Just as I’ve heard too! D’you know if he was pally with any particular natives round here, especially female? I’m looking for a good reason for him to come here so often; all the way from London.”


“Nope, can’t help ya there. You must be an insurance rep or from the press. I get fed up with you nosey parkers disturbing our peace!”


“Thanks anyway.” Friender walked quickly back up to the road leading to the Hampton Court Bridge, crossing over the wide river to get back into his car. His investigative thoughts were questioning if the MP’s visits here had any relevance to his demise? He’d be better off back in Westminster to question more persons who’d been friendly or, more important, intimate with the victim. He had minimal time to waste up here outside the ancient Palace even if Kings and Queens of England had ruled here centuries past!


Pearl, long-time lover of the dead MP, sat in the House of Commons looking around the historic (once St Stephen’s Chapel) and large, well-seated choir-stalls chamber; deserted for the present; no government admin business right now. This was her major work place but it had taken on a melancholy atmosphere since the murder, out there in a hallway! Pete, she knew, had had plenty of other women but could any of them really have murdered him out of revenge? She must go through the list she had built up, she told herself, otherwise more allegations could fall on Her! That she did not want—she’d moved-on now. But without another mistress to blame, doubt still clung to her life, almost like a silent murder conviction!


She’d start with Maisy Walsh, then look deeper into Leona Black’s life and connections with the House. Someone out there knew a lot more than they’d admit! But where to start for a not-so-simple girl like her? Maybe asking some of her acquaintances could give an answer? She’d start with the men she knew well here in the House. Carl had always been close to the dead MP- she’d start with him tonight. Who on earth could have murdered Pete, honest over-worked government servant, as far as she knew?


Friender was, to put it mildly, mighty unpleased to find yet more mail and reports in his temporary office. He’d only been away one day up-river! He abandoned the fresh input into his library of ‘sort-it-later’, except for one document; a report from his senior inspector temporary boss.


It read: YOU’RE WASTING MY TIME, EX-INSPECTOR. GET SOME PROGRESS ON THE GO, OR QUIT! PARLIAMENT CAN NOT BE KEPT WAITING ANY LONGER; ESPECIALLY FOR YOU!


He had experienced rhetoric of very similar vein during his long service in the Force; but he’d left it behind on retirement and hated the prospect of a revival. This case was, as expected when it involved the murder of an MP, mighty difficult to move forward with. ‘OK’ he addressed his conscience, ‘We’d better have Jem Betchner in and find out what he’s managed to unearth about the dead MP’s last actions in law-making in the HoC.’ He bent down to his left to pick up his mobile—there’d been no space to put it on his desk!


“That you, Jem? How’s your end of the investigation?” He held his mobile close to one ear.


“Positive, Inspector. I’ve managed to identify the work on new Legislature for Wild Animals that the MP was working on to present to Parliament. Pretty good goin’ I reckon, what?”


“Self-praise isn’t a quality I need in you, Jem!”


“OK, OK! But I got what you wanted, didn’t I? There is, apparently, almost war in the HoC over differing interpretations of exactly what the dead MP’s aim was regarding Wildlife.”


“Come in, to my office, and I’ll soon tell you the cold facts on tracking down our killer.”


Fifty minutes later Friender had found his working colleague a chair and listened to Betchner’s latest facts on the investigation.


“The MP was almost ready to present his report on new Legislation for Wild Life when he was murdered.”


“But why would his adversaries choose that moment to eliminate him? And how many were there in the HoC, d’you know?”


“How can one know, clever inspector? The HoC is a pretty secret place, especially when it comes to revolutionary new bills being drafted!” Betchner shrugged his shoulders.


“I think you’d better return there, Jem. We need to establish those for and those against this new bill. Then We can straight away eliminate those ‘For’ from our investigation—makes life a lot simpler don’t you agree!”


“How’d yer know which of the select few actually did the killin’?”


“Leave it to me, Jem, ’cos that’s when I go back to the Met and call in the cops!”


The retired investigator debated, once on his own, whether or not to immediately report verbally back to his MI5 chief inspector or to stay as the freelance Loan Tech a bit longer? Since he’d not been assigned an exact profile by the Met as yet, he opted for remaining as the hired hand for now. Off to have yet another chat with his old colleagues, searching for new ideas about how best to continue his unofficial assignment. Nobody else had found the actual murderer, so carry on Sherlock of the Day. It’d be Fantastic to solve the mystery all on his own! Fat Chance!
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