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John-Paul had begun to think he could actually live in the Coburg Bar of the Connaught Hotel. His friends would be the doorman who gave him an umbrella when he went outside in the rain to smoke, the man in the gents who handed out the linen towels, and the barman who provided the glasses of twenty-five-year Chivas Regal. It would be a male-only set-up. John-Paul had had enough of women for the time being.


From his leather seat by the fireplace, the Coburg was looking so deeply golden: Christmassy, he decided – and that would intensify over the next three months, as actual Christmas approached, not that John-Paul could risk thinking that far ahead. Unfortunately, there was really no excuse to stay, since he had downed the fifth Regal, the bill had come and he had laid out the cash on the silver plate. He checked his phone: nothing from any of the important people. Not that he wanted to hear from the important people. He stood, and met his own reflection in the mysterious antique mirror above the fireplace. He saw a distant, handsome – almost pretty – twenty-eight-year-old man in a coat with a velvet collar. A weak man, he thought, so he was glad of the mirror’s cloudiness.


He looked down at the notes on the table. He added another twenty to the pile, by way of boosting the tip. John-Paul was cash-rich at the moment, having realised a number of assets, and he reasoned that by acts of generosity he might, according to some karmic system, alter his likely fate.


Outside in the rain, his friend the doorman proffered an umbrella. Without a word the doorman made clear that whatever John-Paul planned to do – smoke another cigarette, request a taxi, or just stand watching the silvery haze the rain made above the fountain in Carlos Place – would be fine by him. The fountain was modernistic, a type of infinity pool. It looked always on the brink of overflowing, but it never could overflow, as was being proved in the heavy rain of this Friday evening.


Two minutes later, John-Paul was in a moving taxi, with the driver looking quizzically at him in the rear-view. He was saying, ‘Any idea where you want to go, pal?’


They were in Grosvenor Square. You more or less had to go into Grosvenor Square from Carlos Place, and for all John-Paul knew they might have driven around it three times, the driver adopting a holding pattern while waiting for his passenger to speak.


‘So sorry,’ John-Paul said, ‘Hampstead please.’


He had been absorbed in the disasters besetting him. Broadly speaking they were either women-related or money-related, although a couple might prove to be both. He sometimes felt that his life might be under threat as a result of recent events. Certainly his freedom was threatened, and when the driver had spoken, John-Paul had been thinking about prison.


Exactly one week ago, on Friday 19 September, he had reported himself for insider dealing, which compliance officer Bennett, at Rolling River Capital, had specifically ordered him not to do. John-Paul had left a message on the Market Abuse Hotline of the Financial Conduct Authority. A man with the horribly businesslike name of Ross had called him straight back, which John-Paul had not bargained for, and which had unnerved him, but he held firm to his intention of confessing, offering Ross the top-line details of the trade in question. Ross had then suggested he come in for an interview, and the date for that was set for the coming Tuesday.


John-Paul looked out of the window. Already, they were approaching Camden. There were more English people in Camden than in Mayfair. Of late, the women in John-Paul’s life had been foreign, one of them especially so. He had considered himself a forward-thinking, cosmopolitan person, yet he had been defeated by this foreignness, couldn’t bridge the gap …


‘Anywhere specifically in Hampstead?’ asked the driver.


‘East Heath Road please,’ said John-Paul. ‘Do you know it?’


The driver, it seemed, would not deign to answer such a question. ‘Top or bottom end?’ he said.


‘Top end, please.’


The disastrous trade had originated in the Coburg, which made John-Paul think his affection for the place might be misplaced. He’d gone there with Jack Hayward, so that Hayward could boast about how he’d shown a rough cut of his low-budget horror film at some American film festival, on the strength of which he had secured not only an American distribution deal but also a substantial cash advance. Apparently, most film producers have to beg distributors for a deal, but this one was paying for the privilege. Hayward stressed that there could be no greater endorsement for a film at such an early stage.


Hayward had taken out his laptop and forwarded to John-Paul an online screener. To watch this, he would need a password. John-Paul had feebly said, ‘I can never remember passwords,’ because he knew what was coming, and he’d thought even then that he ought not to be doing business with a garrulous old friend from university like Jack.


Hayward was from a theatrical family, in every sense of the word. At Cambridge, he had been known as Jack Wayward. He would sing opera while punting, or while sitting alone on the top deck of a bus for that matter. But the password was the name of the film and John-Paul could remember that: The Masters. It concerned a chess game between two Grandmasters who were also astronomically rich, and real people corresponded to their pieces. For instance, when White took Black’s bishop, a churchgoer nominated by the millionaire playing as White was killed by a team of assassins retained jointly by the two players. As the endgame approached, you were meant to have sympathy for the two women designated as queens, which John-Paul, when he finally watched the entire film, did not. (He’d lost interest during the interminable killing of all the pawns.) But this was all irrelevant because Hayward had talked John-Paul into buying a hundred thousand shares in Wayward Films before he’d seen a minute of The Masters.


They were in Hampstead now. All the big houses seemed to be hiding behind the big trees, and all the people hiding inside the houses. The world was retreating from John-Paul.


And yet the car behind was too close. A BMW 4 Series, as far as John-Paul could tell, in the dark and the rain. He tried to ignore it in favour of a thought experiment he’d conducted many times in recent days.


John-Paul set before himself an imaginary barrister. Had he known that Wayward Films was a publicly quoted company, listed on the Alternative Investment Market? Yes. Had he known that the distribution deal was the ‘game changer’ for the company? That was self-evidently the case. Had he known the deal had not yet been publicly announced? At this, he would beg the court’s indulgence: ‘I am trying my best to recollect, but on that point I’m a little hazy.’ He did feel that deniability was available to him here, whereas compliance officer Bennett had urged him to deny something more fundamental, namely the entire meeting with Hayward at the Connaught. Having learnt that John-Paul had paid for the drinks in cash, Bennett had informed him point-blank that the meeting had not occurred. That’s what Bennett sought in place of morality: deniability. Why else were traders advised to use disposable mobiles when seeking out ‘intelligence’? But John-Paul had ignored Bennett and contacted the FCA – possibly too late. If he’d called as soon as the news of the distribution deal had come through on the RNS news feed, he would have a stronger case. But he had waited another week after that.


The 4 Series was still close behind. John-Paul would have been reassured to see women and children in there, but it wasn’t that kind of car, and two men in suits sat on the front seats. They came and went behind the swishing of the wipers and tinted glass. Neither was compliance officer Bennett, and he had not seen either man at Rolling River. John-Paul noticed that the taxi driver was looking at him in the rear-view. In glancing that way, John-Paul had caught sight of his own reflection.


He looked haggard. But what would he look like after seven years in prison? That was the maximum sentence for insider trading, and the fines could run into millions. But surely it wouldn’t come to that. He had turned himself in. Ross of the FCA would protect him as long as he came clean. But there would be trouble either way for Rolling River … withdrawal of accreditations if not prosecutions.


‘Do you think that car behind is following us?’ John-Paul asked the taxi driver.


‘It’s following us,’ he said. ‘But that doesn’t mean it’s tailing us.’


The taxi driver spoke like a man who had a lot of experience of being both followed and tailed; and he was now looking at John-Paul with curiosity.


On graduating, John-Paul had gone into private equity, which is where he should have stayed. For a while in that job, he had felt like what is commonly called a ‘people person’, building bridges between the partners of Relay Management and one firm in particular they’d acquired: a confectioners’ in Manchester. He had been the desk officer in London, fielding the monitoring reports from Manchester, where the targets were not being hit. He’d asked to be sent north, and he’d clicked with everyone up there, turned the whole takeover around. He’d brought the last members of the old chocolate-making dynasty – two antiquated brothers called Drummond – on side, making them non-executive directors, and he had often strolled with them in the beautifully laid-out grounds of their factory, which had been built for the benefit of the workers. There were rather fewer of those workers by the time Relay had sold up. But the gardens, the business and the Drummond name had been saved, with most of the production kept in the UK … and a £200,000 ‘carry’ for John-Paul.


He looked behind: BMW still there.


Having made a lot of money, John-Paul naturally wanted to make even more money, which could be done in a hedge fund, hence the role as analyst at Rolling River Capital. It was the standard progression. Up or out. But – and let nobody say he was in denial about this – John-Paul wasn’t suited to the work. He was alone with a trading screen. His people skills were not brought into play, and his trades lacked flare. He heard himself piping up in the Friday brainstorms: ‘Inflation’s coming back; we should go long on gilts.’ He could see Eugene Crawford, the Texan senior partner, looking at him with contempt, hands behind the back of his head, cowboy-booted feet up on his desk. Once, when Crawford had been walking past John-Paul’s desk with an unlit cigar in his mouth, he’d drawled out, ‘Mornin’,’ and John-Paul had realised only belatedly that he was being addressed. ‘Don’t go glazed on me, boy,’ Crawford had said, without taking the cigar out of his mouth. If anyone was to blame for the fatal trade with Hayward, it was Eugene Crawford. John-Paul had been trying to impress him by going long on an obscure piece of art.


The taxi driver half-turned towards John-Paul: ‘Are you a marked man, or something?’ One of the two BMW men was now speaking into a phone. They were on Rosslyn Hill.


Were the BMW men police? Fraud squad? They would be in plain clothes, and possibly in a BMW. But it was surely too late in the day for the police, and too early in the case. He hadn’t yet told his story to Ross of the FCA.


‘Want me to lose it?’ said the driver.


John-Paul looked behind. ‘You could try,’ he said, and he was nearly thrown off the seat as the taxi swerved right. They were now going fast along Downshire Hill – as was the BMW.


‘Interesting,’ said the taxi driver.


John-Paul thought: I have become a target. Last night someone had ‘keyed’ the Audi, scratched a line right down the flank.


They stopped at the junction with East Heath Road. The BMW pulled up behind.


‘Top end … so left?’ asked the driver.


John-Paul nodded into the rear-view.


The driver turned left, and the BMW turned right.


‘Panic over,’ said the driver.


So there had been nothing in it after all, the apparent pursuit a function of his paranoia. John-Paul was beginning to agree with some recent suggestions that he might need therapy. Certainly he was depressed, and he should go to his doctor.


John-Paul asked the driver to stop on the junction of East Heath Road and Well Walk.


‘Good luck, mate,’ the driver said, immediately before departing.


John-Paul turned into Well Walk, and there was the Audi, with the scratch along the flank … but at least no new scratch on the other flank. It could easily have been a random attack. A lot of people would be jealous of any car parked on Well Walk. The houses were pretty Georgian villas set back from the road by long, dreamy gardens. John-Paul’s aim had been to upgrade from his flat into one of these.


Well Walk was deserted. It always seemed to be deserted. John-Paul lit a cigarette, and began walking back towards East Heath Road, and East Heath Mansions, which comprised three blocks. John-Paul’s was called Fitzroy. The front door faced onto East Heath Street, while the back door overlooked the garden and the Heath. John-Paul’s flat was on the ground floor at the back, so he would usually skirt around the building on the muddy track that cut through nettles and brambles. He would unlock the back gate, which was set into a brick arch of the wall bounding the garden; then he would unlock the back door of Fitzroy. He waited on the road for any sign of the returning BMW. He stood in the light spilling from the front door of the block, because he wanted to be in the light if it did come back. But the BMW had gone for good, so he turned towards the darkness of the Heath.


The Heath smelt of mouldering leaves and wood smoke. The rain clattered noisily on the treetops. The entrance to the block was by key card, so John-Paul threw down his cigarette, and took out his wallet. You had to watch out for dog dirt on this track, especially if you were walking over it in brand-new Church’s loafers. Looking up, he saw a figure in the gloom by the gate – a figure like a small concierge, somehow caped. But the back gate was not supposed to be attended; there wasn’t even a porter in the block. The figure approached John-Paul too rapidly; and then something impossible happened to his eye.
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The detective who took down Hayley’s statement about what she had seen in St James’s Park on Thursday 4 December had of course given his name when he arrived at her flat. He’d also given it before, when he’d called to say that a female liaison officer could be present if Hayley liked, and when he’d suggested that she might feel more relaxed if the interview took place at her flat rather than in the police station at Charing Cross.


‘Do you like coffee?’ he’d asked.


‘Yes.’


‘Well you wouldn’t like ours.’


He was trying to put her at her ease with humour, and sort of succeeding. She liked his voice. There he was, a detective in the Metropolitan Police, the London police, and yet he was northern. When he’d turned up at Hayley’s flat in Maida Vale – which was actually her mother’s flat – she’d quite liked the look of him too. But when they’d sat down in the kitchen, and he’d passed over to her the sheet of paper that said if she lied in her statement she was liable to seven years’ imprisonment … well, then his name had gone clean out of her head.


Hayley had no intention of telling any lies. Her main anxiety was that she might tell an untruth accidentally, or break down in tears at the recollection of what she’d seen in St James’s Park. Another anxiety was her mother. Hayley had declined the liaison officer, and so her mother had wanted to ‘sit in’ – ‘just in case you get upset, dear.’ She’d bought two boxes of tissues and put them on the kitchen table, all ready for Hayley to get upset. When her mother was out of the room for a minute, brewing the expensive coffee she’d bought specially, Hayley had said to the detective, ‘Do you mind if my mother sits in?’ He hesitated, so she added, ‘It’s her flat, you see?’


That was a signal from Hayley to the detective. She was telling him she didn’t want her mother to sit in, but had no choice about asking.


‘That’s … fine,’ he said, in a way that told Hayley he understood. When Hayley’s mother came back with the coffee, the detective said, ‘Thank you, Mrs Buckingham,’ and Hayley’s mother said, ‘Please, it’s Patricia,’ which was ominous, Hayley thought.


At first, the detective didn’t write down what Hayley said, but she knew he was listening closely, as the bright Maida Vale morning gave way to the horrible scene in her memory …


‘Well, it was early evening,’ she said, ‘and just getting dark. I was with Christophe. He’s my … Well, we were sort of on a date.’


‘Your second date with him, wasn’t it, dear?’ her mother put in.


‘Yes,’ said Hayley, and she looked at the detective. ‘We both work in Mayfair, so St James’s Park seemed like a good place for a walk before dinner.’


The detective said, ‘Do you know what time you entered the park?’ and she was glad he’d asked that, because she was able to say, ‘It was exactly five-fifty.’


Christophe had taken a call on his mobile just then, and she remembered looking at her own phone to check the time when that happened … because she’d been pissed off. But of course she didn’t say that to the detective.


‘Eh, ça va?’ Christophe had said into the phone. He received, and made, a lot of calls. At the start of this one, he had put his hand over the phone to tell Hayley he wouldn’t be long, but then he’d sat down on a bench by the ornamental pond to continue talking, so she’d had to sit down next to him, feeling spare. He was saying into the phone, ‘So we double-check, yeah?’ because he would sometimes slip into English. Hayley believed the conversation was to do with his work.


‘Christophe’s French, obviously,’ Hayley’s mother said. ‘Is that relevant? He’s a designer for video games. He does the backgrounds. He specialises in weather, doesn’t he, dear?’


The detective ran his hand through his hair. He was greying. He looked at Hayley’s mother, and while moving his eyes in that direction, he glanced at Hayley, who gave him the signal again.


‘Mrs Buckingham,’ he said, ‘I must insist that you remain absolutely silent throughout this whole process, even when your daughter is not speaking.’


Hayley’s mother nodded.


‘I should tell you, Mrs Buckingham,’ the detective continued, ‘that could easily take two or three hours.’


Hayley’s mother nodded again. But a moment later, she said, ‘Perhaps it’d be best if I sit in the other room.’


When she’d left, the detective gave Hayley a look – a nice little twinkle – that said, ‘Well, that’s got rid of her.’ It was the ‘absolutely’ that had done it; and he hadn’t called her Patricia. Of course, there’d be a row about it later.


Hayley carried on, trying to edit her emotions. On another bench to the right there’d been a woman with a baby on her knee, and she was talking into her phone. She was foreign in some way. ‘I think you have enough black thing darling,’ she’d said. ‘Thing’, not ‘things’. Must have been speaking about clothes. Then a very tall man had walked past, with a terrier that was pulling on its lead, so the tall man kept yanking on the lead and shouting, ‘Heel, Baxter, heel!’ in an American accent. ‘Give the poor animal a break,’ Hayley had thought. Then, because she was angry at Christophe, she’d tried to think of someone she might call or text. In the end, she’d texted her boss, Sue, because the embargo date had been left off the press release about 67 Dover Street coming onto the market. That didn’t really matter. Journalists always ignored embargo dates, but sending the text had been something to do.


She needn’t have bothered because Christophe was still rabbiting on in French. Hayley tried her best not to mind. She always tried to see something good in everyone, and she had decided that the good thing in Christophe was that he did not look down on her for being a property PR, although of course it might simply be that he hadn’t taken on board what she did for a living, being so obsessed with himself.


It was then that she’d realised she was being watched by a really gigantic bird sitting on the parapet of the ornamental bridge. He (… had to be a ‘he’, being so grotesque) had looked like an angel gone wrong, and she believed she had known then that something terrible was going to happen.


She gave the detective a heavily edited version of all that, but she did mention the bird, a pelican – and immediately felt a fool for doing so.


‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘The bird’s irrelevant.’


‘No,’ said the detective. ‘I’m glad you mentioned it.’


‘Why?’


‘You’ll see,’ he said, smiling.


She had turned towards the bench to the right again to see a new person – a man – in place of the foreign woman. ‘Now he’s definitely English,’ she had thought, and he didn’t have a mobile phone either. He wore half-moon reading glasses and he was unfolding the Financial Times. She watched him as he started to read with much smoothing-out of the paper. Probably a bit OCD. There was a beautiful lamp near the bench. It had been illuminated – together with the other antique gas lanterns in the park – shortly beforehand. It was possible the man had selected the bench because of the gas lantern.


The detective was writing quickly now, which pleased her.


After a few seconds, the man on the bench lowered the paper and took out a packet of cigarettes: a very unusual packet, brownish. He took out a cigarette and tapped the end of it on the packet. You saw people do that in old films. He was a handsome older man with swept-back grey hair, pinstriped suit … old school. Even though he might have been sixty, he wore black boots with elasticated sides. She liked his boots, and obviously so did he because he kept glancing down at them when he was supposed to be reading. So either the boots were new, or he was a vain article, or both. Then he’d apparently noticed a spot of dirt on one of them, and he’d taken out a handkerchief, a good one, shaken it, and rubbed at the spot of dirt on the toe of his boot. He then lit his cigarette and carried on reading, and she carried on watching him. Under the jacket he wore a sort of quilted waistcoat. Huskies she thought those things were called. Under that, she could see a light-blue shirt and a dark-blue tie. She had been thinking that her father ought to dress like that, instead of trying to look half his age with that leather jacket.


At this point, Hayley had pulled out the comb that held her hair. This had been for the benefit of Christophe. It was a test. The previous time she’d done this in his presence – the day before, on South Audley Street, Mayfair – he had stopped her with a hand on her shoulder and briefly kissed her. She had quite liked that: as if he were arresting her. But this time, he simply carried on his conversation. He had said into the phone, ‘Comme ci, comme ça,’ and she recalled thinking that in a minute he’d probably be saying ‘Ooh la la.’


It was exactly then that she had heard the sound of something … not loud but like something being unleashed; something almost unstoppable. But it had been stopped – by the man on the bench, who was now lying on the pathway. Everyone in the park was running away and screaming – and, again, it was not from the loudness so much as the force of the sound. Never mind a spot of dirt on the man’s boots; now his suit would be completely ruined, she’d thought, ridiculously. In the half-light of the park, she had the idea that the man’s shadow was creeping from his body and making a getaway, but that was simply the blood pouring out of his head, and he had twice moved his arm towards his head, like a sleeper in the middle of a bad dream. Christophe was swearing loudly over and over again, and all the birds were flying up from the lake. But the pelican remained on the bridge, still staring at her.


‘The pelican,’ said the detective, as if he had read her mind (because she hadn’t mentioned the bird this time around). ‘It was on the parapet of the bridge, and so facing the man on the bench?’


‘Yes,’ said Hayley, wondering where on earth this could be going.


‘So the bird would have seen what was behind the man on the bench immediately before he was shot?’


‘I suppose so, yes.’


‘Then … what would it have seen?’


She tried to remember what was behind the bench. She mentioned a flower bed … actually more like a little island of quite high bushes.


‘Anybody in that vicinity at all?’ asked the detective.


She shook her head. ‘I couldn’t tell,’ and she was close to tears now.


A little while later, when the detective was packing up, Hayley asked him, stupidly, ‘Where are you going now?’


‘I’m off to interview that pelican,’ he said. He looked at her, and only when she laughed did he laugh himself. She liked that, and his name came back to her: Reynolds. Detective Inspector Blake Reynolds, and the man who’d been shot was a colleague, but apparently not exactly a friend, of his. His name was Quinn: Detective Superintendent George Quinn.
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Reynolds’ next appointment was actually with a man named Chamberlain, a solicitor who lived in the privileged eighteenth-century residential complex called Argrove. He met Reynolds by the front door. It was three o’clock on the afternoon of Monday 8 December and the sky was already darkening over Mayfair.


Chamberlain had led Reynolds down a long corridor with very solid-looking doors along one side. They appeared to be aiming towards a Christmas tree decorated with small blue lights.


‘You must never say The Argrove,’ Chamberlain had warned Reynolds, and Reynolds had promised not to. ‘Four Prime Ministers have lived here,’ said Chamberlain and he had proceeded to name them. ‘Also many famous writers …’


… and Detective Superintendent George Quinn, in whose elegant, small bedroom they now stood.


The room was almost higher than it was wide, like a booth, an effect increased by the vertical stripes of the wallpaper, which was red and gold, like Christmas wrapping. The bed was a three-quarter bed, expensive-looking, with a head that curved away from the pillows – scrolled might be the word, Reynolds thought. The fireplace was a working fireplace, with wood and coal waiting to burn. A very easy room to go to sleep in, thought Reynolds, especially if you’d been at the whisky that stood on a silver tray on the pedestal table next to the slumped but stylish green couch. On this tray there were also two unopened packets of old-fashioned fags: Capstan (‘Full Strength’, they were marked, just to reassure the purchaser) and a silver tankard engraved ‘Old Myrmidons Society’.


Reynolds held his detective’s notebook. With pen poised, he asked, ‘Do you know what the Old Myrmidons are, Mr Chamberlain?’


‘It was his college dining society. He was at Merton, I was at Christ Church. They’re colleges at Oxford University,’ Chamberlain added for good measure.


There was a carriage clock on the mantelpiece that looked the genuine article – made in the actual days of carriages – with some invitations propped behind it. People called things like Mr and Mrs Henry Sykes would be ‘at home’ on a certain day. There was a letter informing Quinn that he was about to be invited to drinks on Thursday 11 December at the London Library in St James’s Square. Keep the date free, sort of thing. It was from ‘The Directors of the Society of Plyushkin’s Garden’. Not Pushkin but Plyushkin. There was no sign of the actual invitation.


Chamberlain was telling Reynolds about how he’d met Quinn at some sherry party in Oxford back in 1973. They’d both been reading law, and everyone assumed Quinn had a great future as a barrister. Chamberlain himself had become a solicitor, but Quinn had amazed everyone by going into the police – everyone, that is, who had not heard of a certain inspirational uncle of Quinn’s who’d been a great hero of the colonial police in India. Later, Chamberlain had inherited leaseholds on two flats in Argrove, and he’d sublet this one to Quinn.


‘Any idea about the Society of Plyushkin’s Garden?’ Reynolds asked Chamberlain, who frowned.


‘Sounds like some secret society out of John Buchan,’ he said, ‘an old-fashioned adventure story, you know.’


Reynolds considered telling Chamberlain that he had not only seen the film of The Thirty-Nine Steps, he had also read the book. He looked again at the letter. Surely, Plyushkin’s Gardeners couldn’t be very secret if they were proposing a drinks party? There was also a small silver sports car on the mantelpiece, and a fancy glass ashtray.


Chamberlain said, ‘You’re a northerner, aren’t you? Like Quinn?’ by which he meant ‘not at all like Quinn’. Quinn had grown up on a country estate near York; Reynolds had grown up on a housing estate in York.


‘I can’t say our paths ever crossed up there.’


‘Well,’ said Chamberlain, ‘he’s a good deal older than you. His mother was the daughter of a baronet, you know.’


Reynolds did know that, although he wasn’t sure what being a baronet involved, let alone being the daughter of one.


‘But the title goes down the male line,’ Chamberlain added sadly. He contemplated Reynolds. ‘Of course, he was a colleague of yours.’


‘Yes, but we never worked together directly. I knew him more by … reputation.’


Everyone in the Met knew Quinn by reputation.


They entered the bathroom, which was all white tiles, old-fashioned and very clean, like a small mortuary. Reynolds opened the bathroom cabinet … and this was why the bathroom looked empty. Everything was inside the cabinet. It was no doubt the sight of medicines and pills – together with a lot of upmarket soaps and hair products – that prompted Chamberlain to say, ‘One dares hardly ask, but what are his chances?’


When Reynolds had first called Chamberlain, introducing himself as being from the West End Murder Team, Chamberlain had said, ‘But Quinn’s not actually dead, is he?’ as if this was something Reynolds had overlooked. Chamberlain had then asked, ‘How is he?’ and Reynolds had said, ‘He’s in a coma.’ Chamberlain, to do him credit, had sounded appalled at that, and Reynolds had regretted not having couched it in gentler terms, but then a coma was a coma: it was difficult to put a positive gloss on it. However, Reynolds now did try to be a bit gentler:


‘Difficult to say. According to the consultant …’


‘But is it an induced coma?’ Chamberlain cut in.


The coma had been induced by the bullet that had lodged in Quinn’s brain. He was now under armed guard at St Michael’s Hospital in Fulham. His life had been saved by the swift arrival of the air ambulance. Helicopters had changed the face of murder investigation in the past ten years. Helicopters and CCTV … But there’d been no CCTV in St James’s Park. The bullet had been fired from a pistol of fairly small calibre: 6.35. No cartridges had been found, but the angle of entry into Quinn’s head indicated the piece had been fired from a clump of bushes behind the bench on which Quinn had been reading his paper. The guy from ballistics, who had presumably evaded all gender-equality awareness training, said, ‘A woman could have handled that gun.’ He’d also said that some weapons training was probably required to hit such a small target as the human head from that distance; that or very good luck.


The shootist must then have mingled in with the panicked people – mainly tourists – who’d been charging about in the half-light as Quinn lay bleeding near the ornamental pond. The clump of bushes had been behind and a little to one side, so the bullet had entered the back of Quinn’s head obliquely, hence coma rather than death. The bullet remained inside Quinn’s head. It was unsafe, as yet, to remove it. The prospects of a full recovery were slight.


Seeing that he would get no joy from a medical bulletin, Chamberlain asked, ‘Any leads so far?’


‘Lots,’ said Reynolds, which was another way of saying ‘None’.


Quinn was a highly successful murder detective. There were any number of bad men who wanted him dead. That was assuming the shooting was not related to the new Operational Command Unit Quinn had created.


‘I suppose you can’t go into detail,’ said Chamberlain.


‘I’m afraid not,’ said Reynolds. He was looking at something in a tube that was not toothpaste. ‘Geo. F. Trumper,’ Reynolds read, ‘Luxury Shaving Cream … Sandalwood’; and there was a heavy, old-fashioned safety razor, i.e. not that safe, and razorblades jumbled in a little dish. Reynolds reached into the cabinet, picked up the shaving cream and unscrewed the top. So that was what sandalwood smelt like: lemon. The whole flat, Reynolds now realised, was permeated with that smell combined with stale cigarette smoke. The combination was not unpleasant.


They walked through to the living room. A fireplace with coal and wood recently burnt, and – resting on top of the firewood basket – back numbers of the Financial Times plus magazines: Reynolds saw Bonham’s Magazine, Mayfair Resident, Classic Car, Tatler, among others – the kind of magazines you’d get in the foyer of an upmarket corporation. He picked up the bundle and riffled through a magazine called Allure. The cover featured a Fabergé egg on a white background. It promoted watches, handbags, cars, food. Everything seemed to be taking place against the deep blue of the Mediterranean or the lighter blue of the Caribbean.


The paintings on the wall of Quinn’s place showed country scenes of about the same vintage as Argrove. Two men in long coats and tricorn hats appeared to be negotiating over a horse in a field. It seemed likely they were good paintings, but whereas Reynolds rather prided himself on being well read, he knew he was out of his depth when it came to pictorial art.


When Quinn had got tired of solving murders, he’d moved into the Arts and Antiques Squad for a while. With his track record he’d had carte blanche to do what he liked. He’d managed to spend a lot of time in Florence, and it was there that he’d bought a panama hat on expenses. That was a famous incident because the hat had cost about three hundred pounds.


Bookshelves were set into alcoves either side of the fireplace. A lot of novels, nothing too out of the way: the works of Greene, Burgess, both Amises, Hollinghurst. Mainly British writers, but also Flaubert, Fitzgerald, Nabokov and Gogol. Among the non-fiction, Reynolds noted The Gentleman’s Suit by Hardy Amies, The Oligarchs by David Hoffman, The Death of Gentlemanly Capitalism by Philip Augar, The Oxford Dictionary of Finance and Banking.


There was one room left … and it was all clothes: suits mainly, on basic metal racks, which somehow suggested that the suits were more important than the decor of the flat.


‘He was – is – very particular about clothes,’ said Chamberlain, ‘and he’s not shy about criticising the dress of others. He had a field day with me, as you can imagine.’ This was Chamberlain fishing for compliments, since he appeared perfectly well dressed to Reynolds. ‘He once told me off for wearing a jumper over my shoulders. I said, “Well, it might turn cold, you never know,” and he said, “Make a decision now about whether it’s going to turn cold or not.” He thought it inelegant to make a contingency arrangement, you see. By the same token he always told me not to keep my glasses on a cord round my neck.’


Sure enough, Chamberlain did not keep his glasses on a cord around his neck. They were on his nose. Reynolds thought of the suit he himself was currently wearing. He’d bought it in a sale at Marks & Spencer. It was ‘wool-rich’ according to the label, but he doubted that would cut much ice with Quinn. He had spoken to Quinn twice, and the first time had been clothes-related. Quinn had come up to him in an incident room, and told him his coat, which was over the back of his chair, was touching the floor, and the floor was dusty. Reynolds had thanked him, and Quinn had walked off. His red socks had been particularly noticeable. Reynolds had been on the North London Murder Team at that point, and one of his colleagues had said, ‘That guy cracks me up,’ but nobody had actually laughed because Quinn was the doyen of the murder teams. That was why he had the pick of the special ops command units when he decided on a change of scene.


The second time Reynolds had spoken to him was a couple of months later. Quinn had come up to Reynolds and congratulated him on nicking ‘the last-orders killer’, Donnie Gray. Reynolds had been pleased with the thought processes that had led him to Donnie Gray, and what had been so thrilling about the exchange was that Quinn himself was known for his feats of pure deduction. He would post top-of-the-head comments on the HOLMES files of murder cases he had nothing to do with – and that would be the breakthrough, as team members would have to admit.


Quinn had to be good. Not only was he not a Freemason, he had always – even when starting out in the dark days of the late seventies – been more or less openly gay, or bisexual. And he was always a loner, whereas the Met motto at any hint of a joint investigation was ‘Let’s form a squad’: that way alliances would be built and backs covered. Quinn was his own squad. Yet he’d always been a ‘flier’, on the fast track. Reynolds believed that Quinn had been ‘acting down’ as a Detective Super in order to keep free of admin. On paper he was a Detective Chief Super.


Reynolds knew that forensics had been in and taken the laptop, and that Reynolds’ own immediate boss, Detective Chief Inspector Richard Lilley, head of West End Murder, had been with them. Reynolds mentioned this to Chamberlain, who said, ‘Oh yes, and Victoria Clifford came this morning. His secretary.’


‘Right,’ said Reynolds, eyeing Chamberlain.


Quinn was not quite a one-man squad. He had a secretary. Her name was Victoria Clifford. Nobody quite knew how he’d managed it. Even assuming that Quinn was formally a Detective Super … that ought not to have entitled him to a personal assistant. Personal assistants came in at Assistant Commissioner level, but Quinn had had Clifford from his DI days in murder. He must have been on some special committee or review of the murder teams; or been asked to write some long report; he must have done something that required secretarial support.


Victoria Clifford was a clever misfit like her boss. Reynolds had the feeling she’d been a secretary in Special Branch before coming to Quinn. She watched Quinn’s back, kept him clear of misconduct hearings, because he was known to cut corners evidentially, and he would take risks that would get him stood down from an investigation if anyone other than Clifford knew. Quinn seldom used the Met information bureau, or the administrative staff of whatever command unit he was attached to. Also, he had no line manager. He answered directly to his OCU commander, who in recent years was Deputy Assistant Commissioner Croft, who was number two in special ops.


Reynolds had been trying to get hold of Victoria Clifford all day. He asked Chamberlain, ‘What did she want, do you know?’


‘She wanted a notebook of Quinn’s, said it might be important for the investigation.’


‘Hold on,’ said Reynolds, ‘do you mean another computer?’


‘No, no, when I say a notebook, I mean it in the traditional sense of a book for taking notes in. A rather handsome one too. Shouldn’t I have given it her? She’s with the police, isn’t she?’


‘She works for the police.’


‘Quite so.’


‘But she’s a civilian.’


Therefore not covered by the warrant that had enabled DCI Lilley and forensics, and Reynolds himself, to be crawling all over the flat of a half-dead man.


‘What colour was this notebook, Mr Cavendish?’


‘A rather attractive red.’


Regarding Chamberlain, the big question in Reynolds’ mind was this: How disingenuous is he? If the book was red then it was not Quinn’s official detective’s notebook, because these were black, and – Reynolds realised for the first time, looking down at his own – not at all attractive. Anyhow, DCI Lilley would have taken Quinn’s official book. So Victoria Clifford had got hold of something else.


Half an hour later, they were back at the front door of Argrove – in the lodge, as it was called. A Harrods van stood in the courtyard beyond. As he shook Chamberlain’s hand, Reynolds asked, ‘I don’t suppose you have any idea what he was investigating?’


‘But surely you know?’ Chamberlain replied. ‘He must have been briefing his superiors.’


‘He didn’t have that many superiors. And he wasn’t briefing anyone, believe me.’


‘He was creating this new department, wasn’t he?’


‘I wouldn’t say it was a department. I mean, he was the only one in it – him and Victoria Clifford.’ It was the smallest OCU that Reynolds had ever heard of: two people, and one of them wasn’t even a copper.


‘But more officers were going to be brought in?’


‘I suppose so.’


‘What was it if it wasn’t a department?’


‘A unit. An operational command unit.’


‘And it was to keep tabs on the so-called “super-rich”, I believe?’


‘That’s it.’


‘I wasn’t going to mention this because … well, you know how Quinn could get? He could become … rather grandiose, speaking for rhetorical effect … after a few drinks.’


‘What did he tell you, Mr Chamberlain?’


‘Well, I’ll tell you what he told me.’


‘Please do,’ said Reynolds, waiting to make a note.


‘ … for what it’s worth,’ said Chamberlain.


Reynolds eyed Chamberlain. He wondered whether he’d ever heard of section 5 (2) of the Criminal Law Act 1967: wasting police time, punishable by six months in prison to the best of his recollection.


Chamberlain said, ‘He told me he was onto just about the biggest money crime you could imagine. That’s got you thinking, I can see. Oh, and murders as well, he said. That’s murders, plural.’


‘But no details?’ said Reynolds, because what Chamberlain had said seemed at once too much and too little to note down.


‘None at all, I’m afraid.’
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‘He seems to have been fixated on Mayfair,’ said Reynolds.


Five hours after leaving Quinn’s flat, he had finally got hold of Victoria Clifford. They’d met up at the Yard, and she now faced him across a little table with arms determinedly folded. They were in Mayfair themselves – in the relatively scruffy part of it called Shepherd’s Market. If Mayfair had a ‘wrong end’, this was it.


In choosing this basement Indian restaurant, Victoria Clifford had been making a point – something to do with expenses. In tacit acknowledgement that Reynolds was a small-timer in this area, she’d selected the cheapest of the many restaurants she frequented with Quinn. He knew for a fact that in the past month alone, the two had dined at some of the best restaurants in Mayfair (certainly Nobu and La Gavroche, which even Reynolds had heard of).


But even though this would be a cheap dinner, it was still dinner and he was paying for it, with money he wouldn’t get back for a month, and that only after a tussle with his finance manager, if past experience was anything to go by. It wasn’t just dinner, either. When they’d stepped out of the Yard, Clifford had looked with a sort of longing at a taxi going past, so they’d come to Mayfair in that instead of by Tube. Well, it had been raining heavily, as Reynolds would be telling his finance manager. As far as he knew it was raining still. He couldn’t tell from this basement which was greenish and full of plants, like an aquarium. Reynolds’ black notebook was on the table. He had made a few notes on arriving at the restaurant and Clifford had asked, ‘Is it good or bad when you make a note of what I’ve said?’ Realising that she retreated further into herself with every new note, Reynolds had closed the book.


‘How do you mean, fixated?’ Victoria Clifford now asked.


‘He socialised here, set up his new unit here. In Down Street.’


‘He wanted to investigate the High Net Worths. Where do you think he should he have gone? Tooting?’


A very, very few people, Reynolds believed, called Victoria Clifford ‘Vicky’. She was the sort of person who made him acutely conscious of his northern accent. ‘He seems to have done all his socialising here. His flat is here – in The Argrove. I mean Argrove. It’s in Mayfair, anyhow …’


‘I think you’ll find it’s on Piccadilly,’ said Clifford. ‘And it’s not called a flat. It’s a set.’


‘Whatever it’s called, I went there this afternoon,’ said Reynolds.


‘Haven’t forensics cleaned it out?’


You should know, thought Reynolds, since you went there this morning.


‘His laptop and so on,’ said Reynolds.


‘They won’t find anything on that,’ said Clifford.


‘Well, it’s gone to data recovery.’


‘He could barely turn it on,’ said Clifford, ‘let alone hide any data on it. He hated using it. All those things popping up all the time.’


‘Do you think he could delete his search history?’


‘Probably,’ she grudgingly agreed.


‘Did he have online banking?’


‘What’s that got to do with anything? And no he certainly did not.’


‘I’ve asked to see his emails and anything material.’


Reynolds had asked DCI Richard Lilley. Whether, or how soon, Lilley would comply was up in the air. Lilley was tougher than his name suggested, and he was wary of Reynolds.


‘I suppose you went through all his cupboards,’ Clifford said.


Reynolds was waiting to see if she would mention taking the red notebook. It appeared she would not. He said, ‘There were a lot of suits.’


‘At least thirty.’


‘All made to measure, I suppose?’


‘Bespoke,’ she said, icily.


Reynolds picked up the menus, handed one to Clifford. He asked a question that he knew would annoy her: ‘How could he afford to live in that flat?’


‘He was on one of the old leases.’


Reynolds put the menu down and eyed Victoria Clifford. ‘You mean sort of two florins a week?’


She was deciding her response when the waiter came up. The waiter was a nice man, and he was very sorry to hear that his good friend Detective Superintendent Quinn had been shot. ‘I hope he is as well as can be expected?’


‘He’s in a coma,’Victoria Clifford said, looking at the menu.


‘I do not like the sound of that,’ said the waiter. Much to Reynolds’ surprise, Victoria Clifford then introduced him to the waiter and almost touched his hand in the process: ‘Ravi, this is Detective Sergeant Reynolds. He is on the team investigating the shooting.’


‘Good to hear it,’ said Ravi, and he turned to Reynolds: ‘He was the top man for you people, wasn’t he? A real Sherlock of the force.’


‘He was a very special copper,’ Reynolds said, while Victoria Clifford stared at him, apparently with disgust.


‘I think it is one of these Mayfair millionaires who have shot him,’ said Ravi, who was evidently up to speed with the new unit.


‘Yes,’ said Reynolds. ‘So do I,’ and he looked towards Victoria Clifford, who was now examining the menu. Ravi took their order. Both Reynolds and Victoria Clifford declined his offer of free poppadums, Reynolds because he didn’t want to eat what was basically a giant crisp in front of Victoria Clifford. He had asked if she wanted wine, and she gave a short nod. ‘I dare say I can run to a bottle of house white,’ he said.


‘Very gentlemanly of you.’


There were two reasons why she might be blocking him. One: she thought he thought Quinn was on the take, corrupt, and was trying to protect him. She hadn’t liked the question about his banking arrangements. Two: she thought the unit would be closed down, having barely begun its operations, and she – a woman of a certain age – would be out of a job. When the wine came, Reynolds decided to probe in the first area. ‘Can you tell me about the panama hat?’


‘What panama hat?’


‘The one he claimed three hundred pounds expenses for.’


Victoria Clifford sipped wine briefly. ‘He got a lot of stick about that. But you should have seen the way he beat down the seller.’


‘All the way down to three hundred quid.’


‘Three hundred and fifty. It was un véritable panama: a Montecristi.’


‘I thought they were cigars.’


‘You’re thinking of Montecristos. It was made according to the true Ecuadorian principles.’


Reynolds eyed her.


‘About two thousand weaves per square inch,’ Clifford continued. ‘It can hold water, and if you scrunch it up into a ball, it still comes back to its original shape.’


‘No wonder the finance manager put it through.’


‘He did put it through, once the whole background was explained to that not very intelligent man. It was essential for Quinn to look like somebody who would lay out fifty thousand pounds for ten forged Picasso prints.’


That was some sort of excuse, Reynolds supposed. The starters arrived. Clifford said, ‘You were in the Clubs Squad, weren’t you? Before Murder?’


Reynolds nodded warily. This was her revenge for his questions about the hat. He wondered how much she knew of his time in the Clubs Squad.


Clifford said, ‘Quinn was in the Clubs Squad, when he was a DS.’


Reynolds knew that. In the early eighties, Quinn had been awarded the Queen’s Medal for Gallantry for disarming a man in a club off Piccadilly.


Clifford asked, ‘What was the music like in your day?’


‘It was called trance.’


‘Did you like it?’


‘Nobody liked it. You weren’t meant to like it.’


‘Did you see the records in Quinn’s flat?’


Reynolds shook his head.


‘He loved Schubert,’ she said. ‘And KC and the Sunshine Band. He went to see KC and the Sunshine Band once.’


‘In his three-piece suit?’


‘Yes. He had a disco suit.’


‘You mean a sort of white suit?’


‘Of course not. Just a good, lightweight suit. He was a real raver in his thirties, you know. More wine?’ she said, filling her own glass.


‘You knew him then?’


‘Yes, mainly socially. I was with Special Branch at the time.’


‘Doing what?’


‘Secret,’ she snorted suddenly with laughter. She was probably about fifty-five. She had sort of honey-coloured hair, possibly dyed, and a neat, squareish face with quite a pointed nose. She was pretty, and she reminded him of a vole. She had nice, rather approachable breasts, but she seemed to want to define herself by the prim cardigan she wore.


Reynolds said, ‘Do you have any idea at all what he was working on? Any persons of interest?’


‘He was setting up the unit,’ she said, avoiding the question.


After leaving Art and Antiques, Quinn had put to his mentor, Assistant Commissioner Croft, the idea of a unit based in Mayfair to keep tabs on the super-rich, and Croft had given the green light. It was partly a PR move. Eighty per cent of new properties in central London bought by foreigners, or whatever it was; and the billionaires didn’t seem to play by the rules. There were political vendettas, brothel-keeping, unlicensed gambling. Jewel and art theft had become a very live issue in Mayfair. There was money laundering through diamonds, art and antiques. There had been the murder in late September of the young hedge-fund analyst, John-Paul Holden, although the killing – he’d been stabbed in the eye – had occurred in Hampstead. Therefore it was being investigated by North London Murder. But Holden had worked in Mayfair. Increasingly often, the money trails followed by the financial investigators started or finished at a brass nameplate in Mayfair rather than the City. So the plan had been for Quinn to bring in a couple of DS’s from the Economic and Specialist Crime Command, and a couple more from Central e-Crime. There’d been talk of Detective Superintendent Hugh Jenkins, Quinn’s old boss at Arts and Antiques, coming out of retirement to work with him.


Quinn’s new unit had been announced Met-wide on 31 October. The following week, a press release had been put out. But for a good two months beforehand, Quinn and Clifford had been acclimatising themselves with lunches and dinners and general party-going. Quinn’s taxi bills were said to be particularly amazing, given that he lived within five minutes’ walk of his office.


It remained to be seen what was on Quinn’s laptop, but he hadn’t posted on Crimintel since setting up the unit. He hardly ever responded to the daily briefings from borough command or the Yard – most likely didn’t even read them. As for the missing notebook … Reynolds would give Victoria Clifford a little more time to come clean about that.


He asked her, ‘Did he use a mobile phone?’


She nodded. ‘Disposable ones. What’s it called? Pay-as-You-Go.  He’d say, “Vicky darling, would you mind nipping out for a mobile phone and a packet of fags?”’


‘So he didn’t want his calls traced.’
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