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To my grandchildren:
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Preface


Think Again! is the sequel to A Work In Progress. Although there is no need to have read that earlier work in order to enjoy reading this book.


Many of the characters mentioned in this novel also appeared in A Work In Progress and are wholly fictional. However, a few are genuine historical figures and much of what I have written about them is verifiably true. As for the bit that isn’t? Well, who knows?
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Day One – Monday


Tucked away just off the A22, fifteen miles south of London, is one of the country’s most inappropriately named catering establishments. Furnished with nineteen sixties style formica-topped tables and bottom numbing steel tubular framed chairs, ‘Lillian’s Fine Dining’ offers a menu that would make a dietician weep. The business is owned and run by the chain-smoking and redoubtable Lillian McLeash, known to her regulars as Fag Ash Lil, and her downtrodden husband, Charlie. Whilst Lillian remains very much in charge, Charlie, a wizened little man with very little to look forward to in life, goes about the job of serving customers and clearing tables, with the sad demeanour of a cruelly whipped dog.


Adding to the atmosphere is the constant loud din emanating from the radio, always tuned to BBC Radio 4, or as Lillian prefers to call it, The Home Service. There have been numerous appeals over the years for it to be re-tuned to one of the countless music playing stations, but all such entreaties have been rejected. Possessing an intense aversion to joy, Lillian has no desire to encourage finger drumming on tables, the tapping of feet or, even worse, the humming of a tune.


The establishment’s clientele is very much a mixed bag. There are the regulars, mostly bikers, truckers and delivery van drivers. And there are the occasionals, people visiting for the first time, although there is a fairly high attrition rate amongst this group. Feeling they have been misled by the establishment’s rather inappropriate name, many will quickly leave after taking just a brief glance at the menu. Some don’t even hang around that long. A moment sampling the ambience of the place is enough to encourage their hasty retreat.


It was just coming up to seven in the morning and business was slow. The place would get busier later, but for the moment there were just a trio of regulars, and one occasional seated at a corner table well away from the others and looking rather out of place.


Lillian’s Fine Dining is not the sort of eating establishment where one would normally expect to find the Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police Service, Sir Andrew Carpenter. He just happened to be driving passed and noticed it was open at a time when he was not only feeling hungry, but also in fairly urgent need of a comfort break. With few alternatives to choose between so early in the morning, he decided he had little option but to take the risk and give it a try.


Having just finished a greasy Full English, Sir Andrew was washing it down with a steaming mug of very dark tea and only half listening to the radio. When the seven o’clock news mentioned the name Gant, however, he gave it his full attention. It appeared that the BBC had a scoop, relaying a piece of news of which even Sir Andrew was unaware. Later that day, it was reported, the Department of Justice would formally announce that the trial of Sir Ted Gant would start in exactly one week’s time.


The Commissioner was on his way back to London after a particularly enjoyable weekend’s leave. Until that moment he had been in good spirits, but on hearing this unexpected news his mood suddenly changed. And, although not normally one for uttering profanities, under his breath he managed a whispered “Damn!”


A month had passed since the treachery of MI6 Deputy Director Sir Ted Gant had been revealed, thanks to the combined efforts of Sir Andrew and former army major turned priest, Chris Brazelle. It was a series of seemingly unrelated events that led to Gant’s eventual exposure as a traitor. The process began when Brazelle paid an unscheduled visit to the Commissioner at New Scotland Yard. And it ended less than two weeks later, soon after Brazelle received a couple of unscheduled visits of his own. The first was from two armed men, falsely claiming to be Special Branch police officers, but they were very quickly disarmed and arrested. The second was from a far more dangerous individual, an international freelance assassin, known only as Orlando. He had arrived at Brazelle’s cottage with just one purpose in mind, although, as it turned out, it was one he failed to achieve. Within just minutes of his arrival he was dead, blasted by a heavy bore shotgun at close range. And although the interior of Brazelle’s cottage did not escape entirely unscathed, fortunately, he himself did.


Following Gant’s arrest, both MI5 and MI6 were understandably keen to take part in his interrogation and the investigation that followed, but their requests for involvement were denied. Not knowing how deeply those intelligence services had been penetrated, Sir Andrew had managed to persuade the Prime Minister that the matter should remain exclusively under his control, at least for the time being.


Given the seriousness of the charges that Gant was facing, and the overwhelming mass of evidence pointing to his guilt, it was inevitable he would be remanded in custody whilst awaiting trial. Holding him in a prison, however, with the near certainty that his whereabouts would quickly become public knowledge, was considered far too risky. The international criminal organisation of which he had been a member had shown itself to be well informed, resourceful and ruthless. An attempt to free him was a credible possibility. Because of such concerns it was decided he should be kept hidden away in a safe-house until his trial began. An isolated farmhouse in Mid Wales was chosen personally by Commander Harris, Head of the Met’s Witness Protection Unit, and its location was divulged to only a very small group of police officers. An even smaller group, reporting directly to Sir Andrew, was given responsibility for the prisoner’s security and interrogation.


Gant was an arrogant and conceited man, but he was no fool. He knew he could not prevail in a court of law against the mountain of evidence assembled against him. He understood that his freedom could not come by way of some clever legal strategy created by a team of lawyers, however talented they might be. It could only come, he believed, through the illegal intervention of his former criminal associates. Confident they would not abandon him he waived his right to legal representation, refused to make a statement or answer any questions and waited for his liberators to arrive. Despite the best efforts of two of the Met’s most experienced interrogators Gant had provided no information of value. Consequently, the investigation into identifying his former associates and their nefarious activities was not going well.


Convinced that Gant’s resolve to stay silent would eventually fracture, Sir Andrew had hoped for more time for his interrogators to obtain some useful intelligence, but that had begun to look very unlikely. With the start date of his trial now set, Gant would soon have to be transferred to a prison, opportunities for his ongoing interrogation would then be far more limited and there would also be a big question mark over his security. His former associates had the advantage of anonymity, as well as a long reach that might well extend into any and all of HM prisons.


Barely an hour after leaving Lillian’s Fine Dining, with the happy memories of his weekend’s leave now pushed well to the back of his mind, Sir Andrew arrived in his office at New Scotland Yard. He was quickly joined by his PA, Mrs. Grace McAllister, who immediately asked if he had heard the news about Sir Ted Gant’s impending trial.


“Yes I have. And it’s not good,” he told her, rather abruptly. “Postpone anything I have in the diary after two o’clock this afternoon and tell Chief Inspector Jenkins I want to see him straightaway.”


Apart from Sir Andrew himself, Chief Inspector Ifor Jenkins was the only other police officer who had been involved in the Gant case from the very beginning. Equally well informed of the lack of progress in the ongoing investigation and already aware of the newly announced start date for Gant’s trial, he entered Sir Andrew’s office having correctly guessed why he’d been summoned. “I assume you’re planning on paying a visit to the safe-house, Sir,” he said.


“You’ve obviously heard the news. And your assumption is correct,” Sir Andrew responded. “I’m going there this afternoon and I want you to come with me. Gant has been cut off from the outside world these last few weeks and won’t have a clue as to what we might have discovered whilst he’s been locked away. If we unexpectedly pay him a visit, looking rather pleased with ourselves, it just might unnerve him ever so slightly. Play it right, we might just get lucky and he’ll let slip something of value. Quite frankly, anything at this stage, however minor, would be welcome. And it could be our last opportunity to get it. His arrogance and inflated ego are his major weaknesses, so they’re the things to target. It’s been quite a while since I played a bit of old fashioned copper’s bluff, but I haven’t lost my touch completely.”


Sir Andrew was still wearing the civilian clothes he had arrived in, including, to Jenkins’ great surprise, a brightly coloured tie.


“Do you intend travelling in what you’re currently wearing, Sir?” Jenkins asked.


“Yes,” replied the Commissioner, “although I’ll certainly be changing the tie. I plan on being as inconspicuous as possible and I’d like you to do the same. And by the way Jenkins, have you still got that old banger of yours?”


Jenkins’ feelings were hurt. “I’m not sure my five year old Volvo with only thirty thousand on the clock deserves to be called an old banger, Sir. But, yes, I still have it.”


Sir Andrew smiled. “Good. We’ll travel in that. And, if I remember correctly, it doesn’t have a police radio fitted, does it?”


“No, Sir, it doesn’t. Do you want me to requisition a portable unit?”


“Absolutely not,” replied Sir Andrew. “And you can either travel without your mobile phone……” He paused for a moment and removed a small metal case from his desk drawer, “…..or you can put it in this Faraday pouch, along with mine. I want to eliminate any possibility that we can be tracked. Some people might call it overkill, but we still don’t know exactly what we’re up against. I’d rather be safe than sorry. And, incidentally, thank you for reading through that confidential report of mine. I had a chance to quickly thumb through it again myself over the weekend and noted the one or two comments you’d pencilled in. I doubt I’ll ever need to resurrect it, but you never know. In the meantime I’ve lodged it somewhere safe.”


Jenkins gave a nod of understanding. “Is there anything else, Sir?” he asked.


“Yes, just one more thing,” the Commissioner replied. “Come armed.”


As Jenkins opened the office door to leave, Mrs. McAllister entered carrying a number of envelopes and three small packages. “Happy Birthday, Sir Andrew,” she said. “A number of cards have arrived for you. Seventeen so far, but I’m sure there will be more arriving later. And you’ve had three gifts: one from the Home Secretary; one from the London mayor; and one from me.”


Sir Andrew thanked Mrs. McAllister and forced a faint smile. It was his birthday alright, but he was far from convinced it would be a happy one.


A few hours later, just as Sir Andrew and Jenkins were about to drive out of the underground car park at New Scotland Yard, Mrs. McAllister suddenly appeared. “I’m glad I caught you Commissioner,” she said. “Another birthday gift has just arrived for you. It was delivered by special courier. The sender has obviously gone to some trouble to get it to you today, so I thought I ought to give it to you straightaway. It’s gone through the usual checks, so it’s perfectly safe to open.” Mrs. McAllister handed a small parcel through the open car window and, as quickly as she had arrived, she was gone.


The package contained a rather expensive looking gold pen engraved with Sir Andrew’s initials. He initially eyed it with a look of bewilderment, but, after reading the accompanying card, his face broke into a smile. Still smiling, he put the pen in his jacket pocket.




The safe-house and the conditions under which Gant was being held were far from commodious. Apart from thirty minutes each day during which time he was allowed outside to get some fresh air and exercise, and occasional trips to the bathroom, his universe consisted of just two upstairs rooms. There was a small bedroom, in which he spent his nights, and a slightly bigger room in which he spent his days, mostly undergoing interrogation. He was never left alone, except when he was asleep and even then he continued to be monitored via CCTV.


Throughout his time at the safe-house Gant had been without access to newspapers, radio, TV, phone, or a computer. And the windows of the two rooms in which he lived out his captivity were covered by steel shutters. To all intents and purposes he had been completely cut off from the outside world.


Even under the most generous interpretation of the law, the nature of Gant’s incarceration was, to put it bluntly, at the very limit of what was legal. But, to put it equally bluntly, nobody appeared to care. Having waived his right to legal representation he had no lawyer to cry ‘Habeas Corpus’, his friends had all deserted him and members of his own family, even his wife, had chosen to adopt a low profile and gone to ground. Immediately following his arrest he had become persona non grata, a pariah and a complete outcast. Nobody wanted anything to do with him, except, perhaps, his former criminal associates. At least that’s what he was hoping.


Just five police officers were based at the safe-house: Superintendent Michael Dorrian, the officer-in-charge and Gant’s principal interrogator; Inspector Iolanthe Forbes, Dorrian’s deputy and fellow interrogator; and, a three man security team.


Sir Andrew and Jenkins were greeted by Dorrian and, after receiving a very quick briefing, went unannounced and unaccompanied into Gant’s day room. The prisoner was seated at a table to which he was handcuffed, watched over by a single armed officer who Sir Andrew immediately dismissed, telling him to wait downstairs.


Gant was clearly surprised at the arrival of his two unexpected visitors. Whether or not he was in anyway unnerved by their sudden appearance, however, it was impossible to judge, as he made no comment of any kind and quickly adopted a look of bored disinterest.


Sir Andrew was the one to speak first. “We’ve come as bearers of good news, Ted. Well, good news from our point of view that is. Firstly, a date for the start of your trial has been set. It’s next Monday. So it shouldn’t be long now before you’re officially told you’re going to die in prison.”


The Commissioner paused for a moment, waiting to see if there was any kind of reaction, but he wasn’t too surprised when none came. Gant remained silent and simply maintained his look of utter disinterest.


The easy bit was now over. The Commissioner’s next move would be far trickier. He was about to play a high stakes game of bluff. If he got lucky he might just provoke a reaction that would give him a snippet, perhaps a mere scrap, of information that could be helpful to his investigation. But the egotistical Gant had not become Deputy Director of MI6 through good fortune alone. An experienced, clever and calculating manipulator himself, he would not be easily duped into believing something that wasn’t true.


As it turned out, Sir Andrew had barely got started before he was suddenly interrupted by the sound of shattering glass, immediately followed by a brief series of thuds and crashes, all coming from the room immediately below.


Six CCTV monitors stood together in the corner of the room where Gant was being held. Four were connected to cameras covering the area immediately outside and around the farmhouse, whilst the other two were connected to cameras positioned inside the building and focused on its front and back doors. Seeing nothing on any of the screens that might be considered unexpected or suspicious, Jenkins left the Commissioner alone with Gant and went to investigate. Downstairs in the hallway he was met by the three armed members of the safe-house’s security team, all looking rather tense.


There were five doors leading off the hallway. One of the officers pointed his assault rifle at the only one that was closed and gave a nod in its direction. “The noise came from in there,” he said. “It’s used as an office by the Super and Inspector Forbes. I’m quite certain they’re in there, but I got no response when I knocked.”


Jenkins pulled his Glock semi-automatic pistol from its holster and began to gently push at the door. It didn’t need to open very far before he could see the bodies of Dorrian and Forbes lying in front of the shattered window, each with a gaping wound in his skull. It was obvious both men were dead and, since it was equally clear that entering the room would not be a good idea, Jenkins reclosed the door.


On the face of it, the most obvious and urgent course of action would have been to call for immediate assistance, but this was much easier said than done. For reasons of security, none of the police officers had been allowed to have a personal phone at the farmhouse. There was a landline connected at the property, but it was quickly discovered that it had been cut, rendering the phone useless and removing any access to the internet. And the only police radio at the safe-house was in the same room as the bodies of the two dead police officers, in full view of the sniper. Even the mobile phones belonging to Sir Andrew and Jenkins were of no immediate use. They were still in the Faraday pouch and locked in Jenkins’ car which was parked in front of the farmhouse, some forty yards away. Any attempt to get to it, with at least one sniper somewhere outside, would have been a near suicidal enterprise.


The members of the security team moved to take up different defensive positions inside the building, whilst Jenkins returned upstairs to quickly brief Sir Andrew on the situation.


Gant was clearly enjoying the police officers’ obvious discomfort and for the first time chose to speak. “I have the solution to your problem, gentlemen. Whoever is out there has almost certainly come for me. But there is nothing personal in any of this. Just let me go and the danger to you all will immediately be removed.”


“Your release will happen only over my dead body,” Sir Andrew snapped back.


Gant curled his lip into an expression half smile, half sneer. “And no doubt that is what is being planned as we speak.”


Sir Andrew remained with Gant whilst Jenkins returned downstairs and went into the kitchen at the rear of the building. As he opened the back door slightly his action was immediately met with a burst of automatic gunfire and he quickly slammed the door shut. His guess that the sniper at the front of the farmhouse was not acting alone was now confirmed to be correct. But just how many gunmen were there? And how long would it be before they made an attempt to enter the building?


As soon as those inside the farmhouse had realised they were under attack they had turned off the internal lights. Only the external security lighting had been left switched on, but when the electricity supply to the building was suddenly cut off, this too was extinguished.


The farm was not on the National Grid. Its electricity was supplied by a diesel generator sited in a small outbuilding at the side of the farmhouse, about thirty paces from the kitchen. If someone had just switched off the generator, then Jenkins knew exactly where they would have to be to do it. He carefully raised himself up to take a look out of the kitchen’s side window. Although the combination of a dim twilight and a thin mist prevented him from getting a clear view of any potential target, he still managed to make out the vague silhouette of a figure exiting from the outbuilding. Taking aim he fired off several rounds from his Glock and the figure collapsed onto the ground.


Shooting at a target that was not clearly identified went against all of the firearms training that Jenkins had ever been given. But this was no training exercise. And he quickly put such thoughts out of his mind.


When there was no response to the shots he’d just fired, it gave Jenkins hope that the person he hit was the only gunman on that side of the building and a plan began to form in his mind. It was going to be risky, but, given the situation, he considered it to be his least-worst option.


The kitchen’s side window was probably the smallest window in the farmhouse and Jenkins was a big man. But desperate situations call for desperate measures. Having forced himself through the undersized opening, he dropped to the ground outside. Although relieved to get out unscathed he didn’t dwell for too long on thoughts of his good fortune, knowing it might run out at any moment, but moved quickly to where his victim had fallen. It turned out to be a tall, well-set male of about forty and although he was wearing several pieces of body armour, including a bullet-proof vest, none of this had saved him. Two of Jenkins’s bullets had hit him in the head, whilst a third had struck and rendered useless a radio attached to his vest. The man was armed with a handgun, an assault rifle and a dagger, and it suddenly dawned on Jenkins that, apart from the dagger, every bit of his victim’s kit, including the body armour and radio, was standard Met issue.


Despite concern that one or more of the dead man’s accomplices might suddenly appear, Jenkins took a moment to search his victim’s body. But he found nothing. There was no phone, no wallet, no identifying feature of any kind and he quickly moved to the next phase of his plan. In a wide arc, he circled round to the front of the building, intending to outflank the sniper who had killed Dorrian and Forbes.


Jenkins had been a police officer for long enough to have been involved in numerous events that had induced an adrenaline rush, although none as extreme as the one he was currently experiencing. And on more than one occasion, when an operation required him to carry a firearm, he had wondered how he might feel and behave if the need to use it ever arose. Tonight that need had arisen. For the first time in his life he had killed another human being and he was astonished at how unastonished he felt about it.


Now, yet again, and possibly not for the last time tonight, he found himself in a position where he felt it necessary to take another man’s life. This time though, it would not happen through simply firing off a few rounds at some indistinct shadow in the mist. It would involve him making physical contact with his victim, before watching him die.


With a firm grip on the handle of the dagger he’d taken from his first victim, Jenkins silently crawled over the last few feet separating him from the killer of Dorrian and Forbes. Then, without a moment’s hesitation, he pulled back the man’s head and slit his throat. Some might say it was a cold blooded act, but Jenkins would almost certainly disagree.


Apart from the sniper rifle and the absence of a dagger, Jenkins discovered that his second victim was kitted out identically to his first. And a search of the man’s body yielded nothing new.


Ever since Jenkins shot his first victim there had been only brief sporadic bursts of gunfire. As he completed his search of the sniper’s body, however, automatic gunfire became almost continuous, with most of it appearing to come from inside the farmhouse. Although understandably concerned about the well-being of his fellow officers, Jenkins knew he must think and act strategically. For the moment that implied he should stay where he was and exploit his potential advantage. As far as any of the attackers knew, the only sniper in front of the building was one of their own, so they might not be too concerned at coming into his line of fire. And with the sniper rifle’s military grade night-sight, the thin mist and fast failing light presented no great impediment to him fixing on any likely prey. He reckoned that even taking out just one of the remaining attackers would benefit the officers in the farmhouse, so he waited, hoping for a potential target to appear. As the seconds went by, the bursts of gunfire from within the farmhouse became less frequent, until they eventually stopped altogether.


Jenkins’ impatience was growing, but he held his position for a short while longer and his restraint was eventually rewarded. From his current position he had a clear view into the room where the bodies of Dorrian and Forbes lay. He watched as the door from the hallway opened and two figures entered, both kitted out identically to his first two victims. They moved to stand in front of the shattered window and one of them waved in Jenkins’ direction. Jenkins’ response was to immediately take aim at the man’s head and pull the trigger. The man fell, creating a moments confusion in the mind of his associate, lasting just long enough for Jenkins to take his second shot.


The sniper rifle had a very efficient silencer and Jenkins had shot through a window that was already shattered, so there was no sound of breaking glass. In fact the only noise that might have been heard inside the building would have been a pair of dull thuds as two bodies hit the floor in quick succession. Jenkins wondered if his luck was still holding. Perhaps there were only a very small number of attackers and the few who remained alive were out of earshot and unaware of what had just happened. He himself had now killed four of them. Just how many were left?


In the hope that his second victim was the only gunman positioned at the front of the farmhouse, Jenkins abandoned the sniper rifle and rushed forward towards the building, armed with his Glock and the assault rifle he had taken from his first victim. He intended that the shattered window through which he’d just fired would be his point of re-entry into the building, although he knew this might put him in double jeopardy. Not only would he be at risk from any remaining attackers, but he might also be in danger of being shot by one of his own men, assuming anyone was still left alive. As he hastily climbed in, he caught his hand on a piece of broken window glass creating a deep gash across his right palm. Blood quickly began to pour from the wound, but given his current situation he felt he had little option other than to ignore it and let it flow.


The door into the hallway was partially open. Looking out through the narrow gap that remained, Jenkins could just make out the lifeless bodies of the three police officers he had left behind with Sir Andrew. He gave out a sigh, but quickly returned to focus on his own situation as he became aware of moving shadows at the far end of the hallway, shadows that eventually transformed into human figures. Two more gunmen had exited from the kitchen and were moving slowly and silently in his direction.


Jenkins took a step back into the darkness and pointed his assault rifle at the small gap between the door and its frame. As the first of the two gunmen came into his line of fire he squeezed the trigger. His shooting was both accurate and deadly, but his target’s automatic weapon had a hair trigger and a short burst of gunfire was returned. Reacting to a volley of several bullets striking his upper body, Jenkins stumbled backwards, lost his balance and fell, hitting his head, hard, on the wall behind. After this brief exchange the farmhouse fell into silence once more, until it was eventually ended by the creaking sound of a door slowly opening. The sixth gunman stepped over the body of his dead associate and looked into the room where five more bodies lay.


Alongside the corpses of Dorrian and Forbes, and Jenkins’s third and fourth victims lay Jenkins himself, sprawled on the floor, a bloodied, lifeless mess. The left side of his face was covered in blood from a head wound caused by his collision with the wall; blood from the gash across his right palm and a bullet wound in his left arm was splattered over his body; and, there were several bullet holes in his sweater. Despite all of his injuries, however, Jenkins was in fact a lucky man. The gunman took him for dead just like all the other bodies lying around the room, turned on his heel and continued up the stairs to the room where Sir Andrew and his prisoner were holed-up.


The door to the room was shut and locked, obstructions easily overcome by a burst of automatic gunfire quickly followed by a vigorous back heel kick from a heavy boot. As the door flew open the gunman tossed a stun grenade into the room, before rushing in and instantly shooting a disorientated Sir Andrew in the head.


Gant was still handcuffed to a table at the far end of the room and the gunman waited in silence whilst he recovered from the effects of the stun grenade.


“I was wondering how much longer I would have to wait before you arrived,” Gant eventually said. “But better late than never.”


The gunman raised his pistol and pointed it directly at Gant’s head. “Dink weer,” was all he managed to say before a bullet from Jenkins’s Glock smashed into the back of his skull and he fell to the floor. Dead.


For several seconds Jenkins stared in silence at Sir Andrew’s lifeless body, before turning his attention to the corpse of his sixth victim. But it revealed nothing new. The gunman’s kit, just like that of all the others, was identical to standard Met issue and there were no clues to his identity.


Jenkins left an inspection of his own injuries until last. After wrapping a cloth around each of his wounds, he pulled up his sweater to confirm that his bullet proof vest had saved his life. It had stopped four bullets, one of which had hit him dangerously close to his heart. Some bruising was inevitable, but thankfully nothing worse.


Ever since Jenkins entered the room, neither he nor Gant had spoken a word. Gant was the one who broke the silence. “That man was going to kill me,” he said. No hint of smugness remained. It had been replaced by clear signs of shock and fear.


Jenkins pointed his Glock at Gant’s head. “If you say one more word, just one more fucking word, I swear I’ll put a bullet in your head myself. Because of you, six good men have died tonight. So keep your mouth shut.”


Gant was left in no doubt that Jenkins was serious.


Despite not knowing whether or not any gunmen remained alive, Jenkins felt he had little choice but to take one more risk. In several mercifully uneventful stages he made his way to his car, bundled his still handcuffed prisoner into the boot and, as fast as possible, made his escape. The Faraday pouch that contained both his and Sir Andrew’s phone was in the car, but concerned about the risk of being tracked he chose to leave them where they were. After driving for around thirty minutes he used a public payphone to raise the alarm at the Met, but gave only limited details and did not say where he intended taking his prisoner. Keen to avoid being caught on any CCTV cameras and as far as possible eliminate the risk of being followed, he travelled only on minor roads and made occasional detours. Despite the apparent randomness of his route he did in fact have a particular destination in mind. It was the only place where he thought it would be safe for him to go.




Day Two – Tuesday
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The Reverend Chris Brazelle was in his kitchen at Holford’s Cottage having an early breakfast, when a car drove into the yard and he went out to investigate. On seeing a dishevelled, bloodied and roughly bandaged Jenkins he did not need to say a word, the expression on his face spoke for him.


“It’s a long story,” was all that an unsmiling Jenkins could think of saying in response.


Brazelle gestured for his unexpected visitor to follow him into the cottage and through to the kitchen where he offered him some breakfast. Jenkins gratefully accepted.


After several minutes had passed, during which neither man said a word, Jenkins eventually spoke. “I suppose I should start by telling you that Sir Andrew and five other police officers were killed last night.”


With Jenkins’ unscheduled early morning arrival, especially given the state he was in, Brazelle anticipated hearing some unpleasant news. He hoped there was no more to come. “I’m very sorry to hear that,” he said. His sympathy was sincere and he was keen to learn more, but thought it best to leave Jenkins to explain things in his own good time. Enquiries about his visitor’s injuries though, were an entirely different matter. “Would you like me to get someone to come and take a look at your wounds?” he asked.


Jenkins nodded. “Yes. Thanks. I would. But as you’ll certainly have guessed, I’m not here on a social visit or a simple courtesy call. You’re just about the only person I’m sure I can trust right now. It’s important you feel the same about anyone else who gets to know I’m here. Given your history, I’m sure you’ll understand exactly what I mean.”


Brazelle did indeed understand and he knew exactly who to call. A few minutes later he returned from the study having phoned his good friend Gerald Caulfield, the village doctor.


Over breakfast, Jenkins told Brazelle about the safe-house, described the events of the previous evening and explained the precautions he’d taken to prevent anyone from knowing his current whereabouts.


Brazelle expressed his surprise that there were so few people guarding Gant, given he was such a high value prisoner.


“The Commissioner was concerned that even the Met might have been penetrated by Gant’s organisation,” Jenkins explained. “He wanted to keep things very tight with only a very limited number of people involved. He was relying on what he called, ‘secrecy and seclusion’. It seems his confidence was misplaced. And it was only by chance we were both at the safe-house when it all happened. We weren’t due to go over there until later this week, but the Chief made a sudden change of plan.”


Brazelle was still a little baffled. “Well, you seem to have covered everything, except for one small detail. Where’s Gant?”


The two men went out into the yard where Jenkins opened the boot of his car. Brazelle looked in at the handcuffed Gant who appeared very different from the last time he had seen him, right down to the look of sheer terror on his face.


“Is any of this legal?” Brazelle asked.


“Doubtful,” replied Jenkins, as he pulled his prisoner out of the boot.


Whilst Jenkins parked his car out of site in one of the outbuildings, Brazelle took Gant into his cottage and asked if he’d like to use the bathroom.


Still having in mind the threats that Jenkins had made earlier, Gant chose not to speak. He simply nodded in the affirmative and raised his handcuffed hands to emphasize that he was rather limited with regard to the functions he might be able to perform.


Jenkins was somewhat reluctant to remove his prisoner’s handcuffs, even for a few minutes. But Brazelle insisted that he should and, with his hands temporarily freed, Gant disappeared into the bathroom and closed the door.


“Have you seen the size of my bathroom window?” Brazelle asked, rhetorically. “Even a circus contortionist couldn’t get through it, let alone a sixteen stoner like Gant. I don’t think you need to worry about your prisoner escaping. In any case, where would he go? He now knows that his former associates aren’t coming to save him, but planning on permanently silencing him. It’s pretty obvious they put a lot of effort into tracking him down and trying to kill him last night. They must believe he has information that’s worth keeping secret and see him as a potential weak link, someone who might be persuaded or coerced into revealing it. He’s of no further use to them now that his cover is blown, and we already know how utterly ruthless they are. From their point of view the easiest and least risky option is to eliminate him. Sooner or later he must realise that cooperating with you is his best course of action, if he wants a chance of living on into old age. And amoral narcissists like him usually do. In the meantime, though, you’ll have your work cut out just keeping him and yourself alive. Maybe I can help you with that.”
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