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OSI Agent Oliver was half sitting half lying over his desk. He rubbed his eyes and tried to bring everything back into focus. In front of him was a pile of shredded material he had spent hours trying to piece together. Elbows on the desk, fingers intertwined supporting his chin, Agent Oliver stared at the shredded computer disk. Even with tweezers and more than one high powered magnifying glass he had been having a hard time and now his neck hurt as well as his back. His eyes struggled to remain open. In six hours, he had made very little headway. Frustrated and fatigued he was ready to admit defeat.

He placed all the clipped material into an envelope and walked into his supervisor’s office. “Logan I’m having a hell of a time with this, is there any way you’d let me bring these to Harry. This is right up his alley.” Logan reached for the envelope and peered inside. He was about to pour them onto his desk when Oliver stayed his hand. “Better not touch them. The oil in your hands will make it harder to read if we ever do get them together.” Oliver retrieved the envelope as Logan reached into a side drawer and pulled out a leave slip. “Will fourteen days be enough do you think?” Logan poised his pen as he waited for Oliver’s response.  “Sure” he attempted to take the slip but Logan held it fast. “Head on over to the Commanders office for his signature, while you’re on your way I’ll call him so he knows what it’s for.” He picked up the phone as Oliver headed out the door.

Logan called him back. “Why don’t you try again to get Harry to cross-train? I could have him under our wing in an hour. What’s a brilliant computer person doing coming in as a cook anyways?” Oliver sat on the arm of a chair. “He was slated for Tactical Communications but got taken out for a congenital defect, no depth perception. He was given a choice of Butcher or Cook and chose Cook. Then when Services found out about his skills, they made him their computer specialist. Lucky for us he kept his Secret rating. I’ll get him going on this. I bet it will only take him a couple of days.”

Harry yawned and placed his feet on the pulled out bottom desk drawer. Lazily he watched the disk and tape drives shunting data back and forth accomplishing the backup. He found humor in the fact that he was a cook yet was assigned as a computer administrator which was far outside his training and duties. The computer aspects were interesting to him but he found the mountains of paperwork a pain. The Wang VS100 he was working on looked impressive to the unenlightened, but he was well aware of how antiquated the system was even for 1986! The only part of the job that gave him any fulfillment was figuring out the various problems that came up. He was an analyst at heart and had kept careful track of all problems and solutions. Some of his notes he sent to Headquarters to assist other administrators when there was something major.

The noise in the small office space was deafening but he was used to it. He could almost shut out the noise at will, always supposing he didn’t actually go deaf first. The door slowly opened behind him. The sound was lost in the hammer blows of an impact printer printing out the lodging room occupancy reports. The chatter of the drives added to the general clamor. Harry jumped as a heavy hand was laid on his shoulder. He spun around to see the smiling face of Agent Oliver grinning like a Cheshire cat.” Damn it Oliver, I damn near crapped my pants!”

“Outside,” Oliver mouthed pointing with his thumb toward the hallway. As the thick door shut behind them the sudden quiet was a relief. “That’s better,” laughed Oliver pulling out a pack of cigarettes and passing one to Harry. “We need your help again” he remarked as he lit their cigarettes. Harry grumbled bitterly. “I thought you OSI folks had people to do this work, why pick on me?” “It’s detail work” Oliver said patting Harry’s shoulder, “It’s a lot of detail work and we know how much you love detail work.”

Harry took a long drag at the Dunhill and let the smoke out slowly. He held his nose and popped his ears to get them clear again. “What kind of details.” He asked. Oliver held out a sealed envelope in a paper bag. “We have a shredded disk. We need you to piece it back together and see if it can be read. If it is readable give me a call and we’ll take over, think you can handle it?” Harry took the proffered leave slip and glanced over it. “Two weeks and signed by the Base Commander? You guys are serious! I’ll start on it as soon as I get home.” Oliver ground out his cigarette. “The sooner the better, pal.”
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Setting the rest of the backup on auto he made his way to the manager’s office and placed the leave paper on the desk. “This is the third leave in six months!” Mr. Lawrence barked irritated. “Do you want to explain what this one’s for?” Harry shook his head, “Sorry boss, no can do.” Mr. Lawrence motioned as if he was going to tear it up. “Before you do that, you might notice it’s administrative leave and already has been approved. I suggest you take a look at the signature.”

His superior raised an eyebrow at the sight of the Base Commander’s scrawl and handed the third copy to Harry. “See you in two weeks but try and be available if we need you, nobody else understands these damn machines.” Harry spoke as he headed out the door. “Sorry but if you remember I did ask for an assistant, what is it now three months ago, what would you do if I dropped down dead?”

Dropping the envelope securely into the glove box of his car he drove to his house, courtesy of the OSI. He was the best computer expert at Mildenhall Air Base, not brag, just fact. That’s why the Office of Special Investigations or OSI used him for cases now and then

His house was easily secured and a good place to work but as a living quarter it left something to be desired. A quick dinner of a Pork Pie and a bottle of Shandy he set to work.

Locking the door to his office, he opened the envelope and poured the contents onto a non-slip pad. A great many shreds poured out. Harry leaned back and blew out his cheeks, a good many hours’ work was going to have to go into this one. This was going to be fun with a small “f”.

What lay before him was like a jigsaw puzzle without a picture. The pieces were so similar they might have been identical. He reached for his magnifying head piece. It was similar to the one used by jewelers. He used it so he could view close with his hands free. He rubbed his hands in satisfaction. He enjoyed a challenge, and this promised to be a big one. He had a photographic memory, a keen eye for details and plenty of patience. He was going to need all he possessed of the last one.

He chose the first piece and laid it on the pad, that was the easiest this was going to be. Now came the tedious part he had to sort through all the pieces to find the one that came either before or after the piece he had. Three hours later and he had three pieces he worked with covered tweezers and laid them on the disk so carefully they looked like one. As he assembled the pieces each one made the next one marginally easier.

“Yes!” he thought, “It was getting easier!” By 1430 he had completed the disk. “A place for everything and everything in its place” Harry thought happily. He picked up a high-powered magnifier as an adjunct to the one he was wearing. He had to check the entire disk to ensure everything was correct. This was a lot easier than putting it together so he could enjoy it. A few minor adjustments and the disk was ready to be sealed into a case for reading.

He suddenly realized how ravenous he was. What he needed was a full English fry up. In the kitchen he laid out all he needed for a feast. He picked up his fork and turned the sausages in the pan as they began to spit. These weren’t the wieners he might get on base but Lincolnshire sausages – not smoked and they had texture and taste. A couple of rashers of bacon, sliced tomatoes and mushrooms. He poured four beaten eggs into the pan; a giant omelet was in order. He licked his lips in anticipation and lit the gas under the baked beans. By the time he’d flipped his fry-up the beans would be ready.

Oliver knocked, entered, and stared. “Do you realize it’s after 1600?” Harry swallowed and grinned. He tapped his plate with his knife. “I’ve just finished working so this is breakfast. Help yourself,” he said nodding towards the teapot.

Oliver sipped his tea and leaned against the sink as Harry finished his repast. As Harry wiped his plate with a piece of bread he looked up and realized Oliver was showing signs of impatience. “I’m done so let's go into the lab. He let loose a maniacal laugh that set Oliver’s hair on end. “Harry, I really wish you wouldn’t do that. It gives me the creeps.”

To the uninitiated Harry’s computer was cumbersome and not recognizable as any model built. In truth he had made it himself from computers he’d bought and pieces he had had to order. It might not have been the most powerful, but it was capable of doing anything he needed from it.

Diagnostics and bootup took a while but once completed Harry placed the disk in the drive. The disk readout showed that it was holding more data than it should have been capable of. “I’ll feed it through a decompressor, and we’ll be able to see what’s on it.” Once the disk was ready, he was about to enter the commands to read the files. Oliver interrupted him. “Sorry Harry, I’ll have to do this without you watching.” Harry smiled in resignation, “I thought you’d say that. I’ll brew another cuppa.” Oliver eventually came out holding seven disks including the original. “I deleted all the files and shut it down. I know your dying to see what’s on these but believe me you don’t want to know.”

​Harry splashed his face and looked in the mirror, the sight wasn’t impressive. A hot shower and shave and he felt much better. One thing he hadn’t ever told Oliver about was the buffer drive, he booted it up and waited patiently.

​It was like watching paint dry. Line by line a picture began to appear. Walls meeting at an angle – the corner of a room? A combo desk and shelves on the right. To the left a window and shades. Another couple of lines appeared revealing the desktop and the top of a building through the window – the room must be second story or third. Next the windowsill and what appeared to be a piece of cloth. The picture finished buffering and the rest burst upon the screen. Harry vomited. A bedroom. Below the window was a centered close up of a female face darkened from an infusion of blood. The eyes wild. The tongue swollen and stiff protruded from an open mouth. A thick cord cut into the neck making channels in the flesh. “Oh Christ, Oh Christ” he muttered, passing his arm over the cold sweat on his forehead. He put his head between his knees his breathing shallow.

Working to regain his composure he placed a piece of paper taped over the face and focused on the rest. With the horror gone he was able to concentrate on the window and desk. The desk type he associated with dorm rooms. The bed had the round knobs at the corners that was similar to dorm beds as well. He brought out a magnifying glass and his headpiece and looked at what was visible of the top of the building. A long band of white rectangle with a pole approximately two feet from the right side. A small black dent on the third panel and another dent in the second panel from the right was barely visible at the lower part of the window above the sill. He saved the picture and turned off the computer and headed into base.

​Locking his car, he situated himself in front of the dorms and looked across the street at a long stretch of buildings. He walked from corner to corner, focusing on the details he had noted. It was near the end of the street when he saw the dark dent and the lighter one. He walked backwards across the street looking upwards to see if he could see a pipe extending from the roof. He tripped over the railing at the front of the dorm. He swiftly recovered and looked around hoping he hadn’t been seen. Crossing the street back and standing under the dents, he took a pen out of his pocket and taking it apart screwed it back together as a scope. From his position he saw in reverse what had been seen in the photograph and identified the original location, second floor, corner room.

​Mikey’s Tea bar was just down the street. He called Oliver from a payphone outside. Oliver arrived in less than five minutes. He found Harry with a half-eaten burger and an almost empty Coke. “You must have a stomach like a garbage can!” Harry belched pleasurably as he finished off his meal. “Just felt a bit peckish so thought I’d top up while waiting” He passed over his notes. “I don’t know how far you folks have gotten but I have located the room where the picture was taken.” Oliver raised his eyebrows. “How the hell did you get the picture? I wiped everything!” Harry ignored the question and motioned for Oliver to follow “Come on, I’ll show you.” He pointed to a panel at roof height on a neighboring building. “Up there are the marks you can see from the window.” He situated them centered from beneath the marks. “From here you can see that only one window is in position for seeing these marks as they are positioned in the pic.

​Oliver nodded. “Gotcha” he said. “The other windows view is being blocked from that pole. Alright Sherlock, you might as well come with me.” Oliver handed him a cloth mask and rubber gloves. They went to the dorm managers office and asked about the room in question. TSgt Lebolt got a key off a board and escorted them up the stairs. “This wing has been closed off for over a week due to a burst pipe. We moved everyone to another dorm or set them at the Bird in Hand Hotel just outside the gate.” 

As they approached the room, the odor of decomposing human tissue was getting stronger with every step. Oliver waved the TSgt back, took the key and opened the door. The smell hit them all full in the face. The TSgt’s face blanched and he excused himself outside as his face turned a pale green.

Oliver went inside holding his hand for Harry to remain where he was. He then did a cursory examination making notes.  From a pack he had brought with him, he pulled out a camera and snapped a bunch of pictures from every angle and level. Over his shoulder he called in Harry. “Harry, you were right, look out the window from this angle and it’s a match. Here is where he took the picture from.” Harry entered the room to find Oliver kneeling at the corner of a bed. The remains on the bed was covered by a blanket. Harry walked outside and then back into the room flipping the blanket up to expose the shoes. “She was carried up and conscious when she was brought into the room. Her wrists were probably bound, or he had them clasped”

​Oliver swung on him. “Go ahead, explain.” Harry pointed towards the hall, “at the edge of the door she hooked her foot on the frame. There are scuff marks on the top of her shoe and there are corresponding marks on the edge of the door frame. Her hands were bound because she wasn’t able to grab the other side.”

Oliver looked at the frame and shoes, “alright so far, go on.” Harry raised the blanket up to the neck. “She was picked up probably at the club or recreation center and they walked to either this room or someone's dorm room. She was either kicked out or left in a hurry. She was angry and must have been accosted most likely up the block.”

Oliver sat down on the chair, “Ok, I’m still listening but I think I see your reasoning, the Club from the way she’s dressed, The Rec center has a dance periodically so she might have been there with a group and separated to go with someone. So far I’m with you, but how do you know she was kicked out or left in a hurry?” “Her nylons are on inside out and are pretty twisted so she dressed in a hurry.”

Harry closed his eyes to access his memory, “I walked the block before calling you. If you go up the sidewalk and follow from half the block suddenly, she is walking from the sidewalk onto the grass but parallel to the walk. You will see her heels in the dirt at an angle so you can see where she moved off the sidewalk. They go progressively further towards the curb which means someone was on the sidewalk and she was trying to avoid them.”

A knock interrupted them. Oliver opened the door as the Mortuary team came in to take the remains to the Hospital. Oliver and Harry stood respectfully as the body was carried out. Once the remains were removed they locked the door sealing it with yellow tape, then returned the key and went outside.

​Sitting in Mickey’s Tea Bar at an isolated table by the back, they spoke softly. Oliver reached over for the sugar putting quite a bit in his tea. “Harry, with your eyes and the speed you can reason you really ought to cross train into investigations.” Harry rubbed his temples, “We've been over this before, I can’t take seeing certain things well, working mortuary and search and recovery is hard enough.” Oliver nodded in understanding. “I know, but you handled upstairs alright.” Harry took a drink of his tea. “I focused on the analysis and not on the corpus under the blanket, speaking of which we are looking for a pretty tall culprit with about a size 13 boot.

Oliver made a face when he drank his tea. He had distractedly added too much sugar. He ordered another cup and came back to the table. “Ok I get the height from where the door frame shoe marks were but how do you figure on the shoe size of the culprit.” Harry grinned, “Come on you have that figured out just as easy as I did and it wasn’t a shoe it was a boot. The lace around the neck was long enough to wrap around four times and still have enough to pull with so we know the boot was pretty large. We know it's a boot lace from the length, thickness and the cording in the material.” Oliver headed to the door but asked Harry to stick around. To ensure Harry did he bought him a Fish and Chips lunch.

It didn’t take long for Oliver to return and order lunch for himself. “Well, you have been cleared to work on the case with me, what do you say?” Harry grinned in spite of himself. “Ok partner you lead, and I’ll follow.” Oliver shook his head, “Nope, you have been one step ahead already so for the moment let's say you're in charge.”

Harry shrugged and added more vinegar to his fries. Oliver continued, “If we take it that she was starting from the Club or Rec center then the odds are she is either military or came with friends who were. There hasn’t been a hue and cry about a missing person so I’m not sure where this leads us.” Harry shook his head and started on more chips. “She may have been on leave just to hang out and see the sights or she just arrived and hasn’t checked in with her squadron yet. If it’s leave we’ll know when her leave is up and she’s a no show.”

Oliver waited to see if Harry had finished, then he smugly leaned over the table and spoke softly. “Gottcha! When I was walking back, I noticed on the sidewalk 6 cigs and the ashes were still fairly complete. The ashes were in large enough sections that it shows someone was taking long drags, from this I figure that person was waiting on her or someone to show. They were leaning against the wall most of the time but then walked to the corner a couple of times as if to check on something.” Harry smote his forehead a blow and sat up. “Damn, your right I saw the butts but hadn’t given them enough thought.” Oliver's face was radiant, “I love it when I catch you out, it’s so rare.”
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Seated on a bench in the open air, they went over their progress so far. Oliver stretched and made himself more comfortable. He went over his notes out loud. “She was at the club or rec center. She was picked up by someone, who invited her up to their room. It was probably an officers quarters judging from the fact that it would have to be someone who had a room to themselves, airmen have to double up.” Harry nodded in approval. 

Oliver continued, “She gets up to the room with them and does whatever she does if anything. We’ll have to wait for the coroner’s report to find out how far things went though. She may have got pissed, dressed quickly and left hurriedly as you suggest. She storms out to walk to somewhere when she is accosted by the other person. She tried to avoid them. They must have been talking to her since she didn’t try to cross the street right away. Then they say something to upset her further, she turns to cross the street which would take her further away. That’s when she’s grabbed and carried into the room and is strangled to death.”

Harry shuddered at the remembrance of the face he had seen. Being in Services should have given him time to get over his squeamishness with corpses completely. He was also on a Mortuary team and Search and Recovery and that should have helped as well. He already had dealt with a few mortuary cases and it was getting easier to handle being in their company, but it still was upsetting for him. It gave him nightmares after a case but if he shut down all emotions and focused on the job, he could get through it. Maybe that was what he’d always have to do.

They went into the club, Harry sat at a small table while Oliver interrogated the club barkeeper. It didn’t take Oliver long to get the information he could. He informed Harry of what the conversation came to from his small notebook. “She came in alone, ordered a small sherry, Had one ring with a diamond and two diamond earrings. It was talked about as they didn’t go with what she was wearing in their opinion, and the diamond was an expensive one if real. She was approached by a tall man wearing just a shirt and black pants and combat boots. They didn’t get a real good look at him as he was looking out over the crowd as he ordered, but he had short black hair. It was a slow night, only about twelve people there and most were regulars. Neither the girl nor guy were regulars, so they don’t know much about them. Left together towards the end of the night. Oh, the guy kept trying to buy the girl drinks, but she refused after the first one. Sounds to me like he wanted to get her drunk.”

Harry’s jaw clenched, he hated guys like that. He’d known a few in Services but had had a two-fisted conversation with them about it which seemed to change their minds or, if they continued, had kept their mouth shut about it. Oliver suggested that the girl might have played tipsy out of curiosity regarding what he had in mind then when she found out, had read him the riot act and stormed out. Anyhow, they didn’t have much of a description to go on. They finished off their drinks and headed outside to Harry’s car.

Leaning against it they lit a couple of cigarettes and did some thinking. Harry took a deep drag, “When’s the autopsy report due?” Oliver glanced at his watch, “Should be ready in an hour. Let’s head into Mildenhall proper and grab a bite, we may not feel like it after we get the report.” Harry slid behind the wheel and tried to start the car. Nothing but a short grind of the gears. With the resignation of long practice, he stepped outside and pushed, popping the clutch and dove in. The car roared into life and they sped off to the town of Mildenhall. Oliver piped up from the rear. “Just a thought, a starter isn’t hard to put in, I’ll even help if you want.” Harry laughed, “I spend half my day on my ass. This gives me a little exercise although I usually park downhill just in case.”

Oliver lay back and enjoyed the ride. He closed his eyes and went over the case so far. Not much he had to admit but then, today was still the first day. Once they had the autopsy there might be some sort of a lead.

They pulled across from the Tea Shop and they went in to get something to eat. As Oliver ordered for both of them Harry played the two pence slot machine in the back. He gained ten pence and quit. Sitting down and waiting, he watched various people come in and go. Most picked up lunch to go but a few sat and ate in the little seven table place. Over bangers chips and peas, they ate without speaking.

Half an hour later Oliver looked at his watch. “We better get going.” Harry ate the rest of his peas and got the car started. Driving onto Lakenheath Air base they pulled into the hospital parking lot and headed for the coroner’s office. Oliver got Harry passed through and they walked down the long hallway in the basement. The coroner was a small man barely five feet, maybe just a little over. He had a bald pate and thick glasses. He was very methodical and deliberate in his actions. It took a while before he was ready.
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