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September 2024

Countess of Falmouth Restaurant, Poole, Dorset.

––––––––
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Poole Old Town was quiet on a Wednesday night, the midweek drinking and dining experience clearly not something high on the list of priorities for the locals, the weather didn’t encourage leaving the warmth of home either, rain and wind lashed the buildings on the Quay. The entrance to the Countess of Falmouth Restaurant was down an alley about fifty yards from the harbour, a location unlikely to attract anybody who didn’t know it was there, you couldn’t be passing as it wasn’t on the way to anywhere.

There was a bar and restaurant area upstairs and a meeting room downstairs access to which was blocked by a rope with a ‘Private Function’ notice attached to it.

At just before ten to eight, Brian Peters walked through the entrance and to the bar where he was greeted by the smiling face of a young woman in her late twenties, wearing a white blouse beneath a black waistcoat. 

“What can I get you?” she asked.

“I’m driving so I’d better stick to an orange juice and lemonade please. Miserable out there,” he commented as she placed a glass on the bar.

“Good job we’re in here then,” she replied smiling, pouring orange juice into the glass before reaching for the lemonade ‘gun.’ 

He was placing his bank card over the reader when he heard a familiar voice from his left.

“No need for that Brian. These are on the tab Janie,” Andy Brown said as he walked across the bar, placing a hand over the reader, “good to see you. Sorry I couldn’t organise better weather. Grab your drink and follow me, we’re downstairs.”  

Peters took in the layout of the cellar bar as they walked down the dog-leg staircase, the half barrel shape of the far wall appeared to disappear into infinity, the distant red ‘Fire Exit, sign the only clue that there was a world out there somewhere. There were a dozen or so tables set up for groups of four and a longer table that looked like it could comfortably seat a dozen people, but which had intriguingly been set up with just five chairs behind it. Half of the tables were fully occupied, men wearing shirt and ties and suits, he felt decidedly under dressed in his designer polo shirt and trousers, his new pair of shoes, bought specially for the event, pinching at his toes.

He looked around the room as he reached the last few steps, he didn’t recognise anybody, hardly surprising given that he had been out of the area for the best part of four years, he was aware that his progress down the stairs was being observed.

Brown led Peters to a table nearest the right hand wall, aware that he was being watched he chose the chair which meant his back to the cellar wall, old habits die hard, it meant he could see everybody in the room and anybody coming down the stairs.

As an unseen clock chimed eight o’clock two men entered the cellar bar, Peters didn’t recognise the lead male, but the second one he certainly recognised, Roger Beaumaris, former Honourable Member for Dorset East, a leading, or possibly the leading, donor to the bank account of the political group Sons of Edmund. Beaumaris was what certain tabloids liked to call ‘charismatic,’ a minor figure for Leave during the Brexit campaign, his regular appearances on radio and television centred around two themes: immigration and the failure to get ‘Brexit done.’ 

Peters had become aware of him after being asked to provide close protection for what was supposed to be a walkabout in a Midlands town the previous year, unfortunately the meet and greet and endless requests for selfies had turned into a farce and become less of a walk and more of a jog when containers of milkshake started flying through the air.

There was something of an air of Noel Coward descending the prison steps in The Italian Job as the former politician made his entrance, those present in the room, which probably numbered between thirty and forty, stood and applauded. Not wishing to stand out as the lone non applauder, Peters joined in.

Beaumaris walked around the room, shaking hands, nodding, and thanking people for coming, when he reached the table Peters and Brown were standing he paused for slightly longer than he had with the other guests.

“A familiar face, how are you Brian?”

“Good thank you, and you?”

“Very well and, as you can see,” he began smiling at the memory, “the suit is a lot cleaner than when we last worked together.”

The lights were dimmed and a screen dropped down from the ceiling, Peters was aware of somebody who was sat on the penultimate stair from the main bar tapping away at a keyboard, a couple of films were shown on the screen. The first showed a woman in a window crying, as the camera pulled back there were fifty or sixty half naked men jumping up and down, fists pumping into the air, beating their chests, shouting in a language Peters didn’t recognise. A caption appeared, ‘Germany is lost.’ The second film showed a larger group of men than in the first film, these men were fully clothed and were praying on the street outside a building which was clearly a Mosque. A caption appeared, ’Australia is lost.’ 

The screen rose back up to the ceiling and the lights came on, Beaumaris was standing behind the long table.

“Gentlemen. I’m as tired of the refugees and the small boats issues as you are. Every day we are being told on the news that record numbers of people are trying to cross the Channel. How long will it be before a boat attempts to cross to Poole or Weymouth? Or the method of passage moves from inflatables to yachts.

“What we must concentrate on is the welfare of our country, the welfare of our own peoples. Those who made this country great, not those who have travelled through half a dozen safe countries to enjoy five star luxury at our expense whilst our own veterans sleep on the street, or the families of our serving forces have to put up with sub-standard accommodation, roofs leaking, wallpaper peeling, children forced to sleep in rooms where the walls are black with mould.

“It is time that we fought back. Not through words. Not through online debates, but through actions. The population is increasing week on week, those films you have just seen of Germany and Australia aren’t a warning, nor are they a prediction, they are all the tomorrows of those of us with deep roots in this once great country.

“Not all immigration is bad, we accept that, but we must have measures in place to ensure that we only let the best people in. People who will put this great country of ours first.”

There was a round of applause, Peters was impressed by Beaumaris, not by his rhetoric, but why the way he held the audience in rapt silence, albeit a smaller one and an audience of like-minded individuals, the experience gained whilst an MP clearly standing him in good stead. 
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March 2025

Pugs Plantation, Hale Wood, Hampshire

––––––––
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Deke hated the countryside and he sensed that the feeling was mutual. The smells, the wildlife, the animal shit on the roads, the cows on the roads, the crows feeding on the roadkill, bees making a...well, beeline, for his helmet, tractors blocking the roads, all combined and contrived to make it a stressful experience. He barely slept the night before any visit to Joe Sullivan’s place, but when he rode his motorbike over the cattle grid into the car park of the Forest Edge Nursery, he experienced a sense of calm, there was something about it that put his head in a better place. 

A hand painted sign above a double door entrance into a large wooden building stated, ‘Retail Sales,’ a second sign, ‘Wholesale Business, No Public Admittance’ was screwed to a giant wooden hand with the index finger indicating a path that disappeared down the side of the retail outlet. Through the windows of the shop, he could see racks of bulbs, trays of plants of various species and sizes, and a small collection of tools and implements.

He rode the motorbike down a path alongside the shop, as he passed the bottom corner of the building, three industrial sized greenhouses came into view, then the path turned to the right and narrowed to just the width of one car or van. Beyond the greenhouses, a tall hedge of hornbeam screened three polytunnels from anybody curious enough to find themselves here by accident or design. In front of the polytunnels was a tarmacked area and a network of pipes, water butts, water tanks on bricks, a generator and next to those was a brick-built pen in which there were a selection of wheelbarrows, trolley sacks and sets of forklift forks. 

He had tried to look at this place on Google Earth, but when he entered the postcode and also followed the road he knew so well all that showed up was a blur. He’d asked somebody why this could be, it had come up during a random conversation and so didn’t get a ‘show me where you mean,’ type of response. Apparently, it could be blurred for technical or privacy reasons. He knew from conversations with Joe that this area had been part of a larger military presence in the weeks and months leading up to D Day in 1944. All those allied troops needed somewhere to stay and dozens of makeshift camps were built across the south. All but two of the original brick buildings had long since gone, either demolished post war or scavenged for building materials in the 1950s. The polytunnels were built on the footprint of the long disappeared largest accommodation block. 

A blue Ford Transit, rear doors open, with three empty wooden pallets on board and two further pallets resting on their ends against the doors, was parked in front of the farthest tunnel. Two men, the younger one wearing double denim and aviators shades was on his mobile phone, the second man, older, possibly in his early fifties, wearing a green beanie, faded blue dungarees which were tucked into a pair of wellingtons and a Manchester United replica football shirt was bent over an opened toolbox, picking through the selection of spanners and wrenches, looking for the correct gauge.

Green beanie man turned at the sound of the motorbike, dropped the spanner he was holding and beamed at Deke. He began walking in his direction, wiping his hands down his dungarees as he did so, he proffered his right hand as Deke removed his crash helmet and placed it over the left handlebar.

“Deke, you wee bastard, how’s tricks?” The accent was Irish, the warm smile countered by a vice like ‘don’t fuck with me’ grip of the hand.

“Good thanks Joe, how you doing?”

“Can’t complain. Well, I could, but what good would that do,” he said before laughing. 

The same opening lines every two weeks for three years, like a married couple who had slipped into a lazy routine far too easily.

“What can I do you for?”

“Mother nature is calling.”

“Let’s go through to the emporium and do business.”

Joe led Deke into the first of a series of polytunnels and they walked, in silence, along a path of straw matting. Above them a sprinkler system criss-crossed row after row of seed trays which were placed on waist high wooden benches. Deke had watched dozens of times over the years as the appearance of these trays changed from bare soil into seedlings and then fully grown plants, in this case the tunnel was used to start vegetables and herbs, which would later be transferred outside for what Joe called ‘hardening off,’ a phrase that always, without fail, caused him to laugh at his own words like a naughty schoolboy discovering his favourite rude word. At the end of the polytunnel was a double door on which a ‘Private – No Unauthorized Entry,’ sign painted in red letters preceded the penultimate stage of their walk.

Joe held the door open and they stood on more straw matting in a wasteland between buildings as Joe reached for the key ring in his pocket to open the padlock on the door in front of them. The walls of this tunnel were painted black, to stop anybody who had managed to ignore the signs thus far from looking in.

With the door pushed open Deke stood in open mouthed awe, it was the same reaction that occurred every time he visited this tunnel and today was no different.

“Good job this place is an insect free zone otherwise your mouth would be full,” Joe said. 

Straight lines of green plants disappeared into the distance where they appeared to converge at some barely perceivable point in the future. This wasn’t some small enterprise in a shed, roof space or a spare bedroom, these plants, and there were hundreds if not thousands of them, were exclusively taller than they were, the branches intertwined and held back from a path that ran between the two lines by chicken wire. Each plant was growing in its own pot, care had been taken to ensure that they were all pruned so that no branches hung over the earth path, the pots themselves on sand.

“I don’t blame you though, it still impresses the hell out of me sometimes.”

They walked to the end of this tunnel, through the exit doors and on and stood on scaffolding planks laid on the ground looking at the sliding doors of an aluminum barn. They’d now walked so far from where Deke had left his bike that he thought they were in another postcode. The barn was hidden from public gaze, the metal roof had been painted dark green, Joe said this had been at the request of the local planning office who had told him that without the camouflage it was possible that pilots flying aircraft overhead at night could mistake it for nearby lakes and reservoirs when making a visual check out of their windows. 

Another key, another padlock, and they stepped through double doors into the place Joe had once described as ‘where the magic happens.’ 

A face mask dispenser and hand sanitiser were to the right of the doors, both men applied a dollop of cleanser and then pulled on a face mask. This space was like a giant chemistry set; rows of benches covered with jars, beakers, several gas hotplates, hessian sacks and row upon row of demijohns with labels on them declaring the names of their contents: passionflower, peppermint, yerba mate, skullcap leaf, lemon balm, jasmine, nettle, mug wort, white sage, marshmallow. The first time he’d read the label marshmallow he had confused it with the pink and white sweets he’d enjoyed as a child and he wondered if the sweet had a hallucinogenic effect if you ate too many. At the end of these benches, against the rear wall of the barn, there were two industrial cages on wheels. They were the supersized versions of those used for moving stock around supermarkets, these held brown twenty-five-kilogram sacks of sodium hydroxide in granular form, known in the chemical industry as ‘pearls.’ A pallet on which plastic containers of a light brown powder, the root bark of the mimosa hostilis, waited to be included in the production of DMT, this would be mixed with leaves from one or more of the types of leaves held in the demijohns and the changa would be good to go. 

In the centre of the barn was a steel work surface, about twenty feet long and twelve feet wide, the kind Deke had seen in the kitchens on television cookery programmes, only supersized. On this were more demijohns each of which contained a brown liquid, plugs had been recessed into the surface and metal mashing bins were plugged in at intervals, at one end were two double tap sinks, and a row of five litre plastic bottles containing vinegar. On shelves beneath the tables were a selection of mixing jars, jam jars, pipettes, droppers and a box marked PPE, in which gloves, goggles and masks could be seen. Seated around the metal table were half a dozen figures, Deke assumed from the length of their hair that they were all women, all wearing masks and goggles so it wasn’t possible to confirm their sex. These were what Joe referred to as his worker bees, the people responsible for putting together the various products that would find their way onto the streets and into the bars, clubs, and homes within a large area.

There was a gentle humming sound in the background, and music, always music. It seemed so strange, the chemistry set, the humming sound, and Greatest Hits Radio.

“We’ve got a new product that’s come in from China,” Joe said, “for those who like vapes, I’ll let you have a consignment on thirty days credit, you in?”

“Why not?”

There was a loud bang from somewhere behind the barn causing Deke to jump and Joe to laugh.

“Crows,” Joe said without further explanation, “well the scarer, not the birds themselves.” 

Deke had heard rumours that Joe had serious underworld connections and knew a lot of people who knew a lot of other people and that you wouldn’t want to cross him. Looking around the barn and thinking about the polytunnel they had walked through all the paraphernalia was completely innocent in isolation but bring it all together and you had something that was not, add the ‘worker bees,’ and this was a big operation. 

“So, how much are you in for today wee fella?” Joe asked. 

Harvey Deacon, now choosing to be known by the street name ‘Deke,’ had spent the last three school, and then college, years’ worth of academic holidays from the ages of sixteen to eighteen working for a company that hired portable toilets to concert venues or any large gatherings that needed additional toilet facilities. From May to September, he’d been one of the ‘clean and go crew,’ the team that went around the south and southwest of England emptying them and cleaning them before taking them on a low loader back to an industrial unit near Blandford for maintenance. When he started back in 2021, as the world began to open up (again) after a series of Covid influenced lockdowns, he was wide eyed and innocent and thought that that the light dusting of white powder that occasionally showed up in the cubicles was either cleaning powder or talc, although he found the idea of somebody applying talc to themselves in a stinky cubicle weird. When he asked his co-worker Chelle if someone was sprinkling toilet cleaner on the seats before they got to the site, she laughed at him, told him he was naïve. 

At the time he didn’t press her for further explanation, but one Monday morning after they’d collected three portables from a big house near Warminster, where the inside of two of them looked like they had been lightly dusted with icing sugar, he couldn’t help himself.

“Cocaine,” Chelle said, “the bigger the do the more seems to get left. And before you get any ideas about going in there with one of those little car vacuums, forget it. There’s a zero drugs policy on this crew, no three strikes and out, it’s one and you can fuck off.”  

It was when he was with his uncle that the answer to a question that had been bugging him for months suddenly came to him. They were playing FIFA and on the table in front of them was a selection of crisp and snack packets marketed by German supermarkets and the cheaper end of the convenience store market; the design of each packet was as close to those of well-known names it was possible to get without copyright being infringed. 

That was just before Christmas twenty-twenty. A cheese footballs label was carefully separated from its host drum and then scanned into a computer, free image manipulation and editing software was downloaded and a roll of industry style labels together with a high quality printer were purchased from eBay and drums, complete with lids, were purchased for under a tenner from a manufacturer who sold off those that had failed dent quality control checks. BH Foods was born and other ‘snack options’ soon followed. All that was needed was a moped and a moped bag. Nobody would give a second glance to another delivery moped on the road.

An electric moped was sourced for just over six hundred pounds. He then spoke to a local delivery driver about the ‘add-ons’ he should consider such as a phone charger, extra storage for hot food (which wasn’t relevant but simply asking added to his cover) and a place to store a drink for himself. The biggest decision was whether to keep the top box that came with the moped and matched the grey and black colour scheme of the rest of the moped or go for an insulating bag that sat on the rear rack where the top box was. A couple of hours spent experimenting and the top box was dispatched to the rear of the garage. He now looked legit. 

That was the idea, the gap between idea and practicality was bigger than he could have imagined. Everybody he talked to, and that in itself was a lesson in how to pick somebody’s brains without getting your lights punched out, was too far down the food chain to be of real help. He soon realised this was the point, those with the influence, the logistical support and, most importantly, skin in the game weren’t travelling around in the drugs equivalent of an ice-cream van, they were ghosts or puppet masters or worse. 

He did some research and discovered who was buying what and from where, local wholesalers were out if the question, and after further questions he found out about Joe.

A few years on and he now had his own little empire, complete with a hand-picked team of runners who could deal with smaller deliveries, leaving him to concentrate on the parties and gatherings. His market was students and earth mothers, which meant Changa, Nitrous Oxide (Nos) and T-7, the latter being similar to LSD and Ecstasy in terms of its hallucinogenic properties and now, courtesy of Joe, this new product. 
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“Highs of seventeen with a slight chance of rain moving in from the south in late afternoon. That’s your news and weather at four minutes after six, back in thirty minutes with a traffic update. This is Bay Radio on FM, on digital and online.”

A hand reached out from under the duvet and pressed the snooze button as the first few bars of ‘Tragedy,’ by The Bee Gees filled the bedroom. Pushing back the duvet she swung her legs out before sitting up, seconds were needed before attempting to stand, just in case she became awash with that strange dizzy feeling she had been experiencing lately. She took a sip from the bottle of water that was on the bedside cabinet, walked into the bathroom and turned on the hot tap on the sink. 

It was cold. Very cold. She reached out to the radiator which should be warm from the hot water system. Stone cold. Fuck! Pay peanuts and you get monkey’s. All those trade websites with five-star ratings, she wondered whether the ratings were from the relatives and friends of the plumber she had hired. 

“Harvey? Harvey!”

There was a pause, she could hear the kitchen door opening, “Mum?”

“Can you call that useless effing plumber, his number is on the pad in the kitchen, tell him the boiler has packed up again. There’s no hot water.” 

Time to kick start the morning routine: laptop, shower, dress, breakfast, get mum on the bus, get some shopping done then the obligatory team meeting. Working From Home had long since lost its magic, but the offices were closed so that the asbestos that had been used in their construction in the nineteen seventies could be removed and new walls and ceilings put in their place. At least social distancing had ended, although she couldn’t help noticing on a visit to the hospital last week that the face mask dispensers and hand sanitation units were back in place in the main entrance. It hadn’t gone away, despite what people who never visited a hospital wanted to tell you.

She opened her laptop and the early morning ritual of reviewing the news headlines began: BBC, The Guardian, The Echo, Southern Express and then Insta. This was followed by opening her emails, making a note of those she could reply on once she was on the clock and those that would have to wait until her break. Usually her ‘me’ time was from the seven o’clock news until seven thirty, today she was running early because she had to get her mother up, washed and dressed and waiting for the community transport bus. She also had to check the tracking details of two presents she had ordered for Harvey’s birthday in a couple of weeks. 

Downstairs in the Deacon family kitchen Oliver ‘Hendo’ Henderson, whose yellow VW Camper van was parked outside, was standing at the kitchen sink filling the kettle whilst scrolling through the messages on his phone, eyes barely open. 

“Late night or early morning?” Deke asked opening the kitchen cupboard and removing a box of cereal shaking it to try and gauge whether or not there was any left. He opened another cupboard and took out a bowl as he waited for a reply.

“It all sort of ran into each other. It was light when I went out and light when I got in,” Hendo replied switching the kettle on, “I don’t know how these older guys can DJ into their sixties, I’m twenty-five and knackered. Why is the hot water cold?”

“Boiler’s futzed. Waiting for the man to come and fix it.”

Hendo laughed, “The man! I’m going down to the shop to warm up my bones. You want anything?”

Deke’s mobile phone rang, caller ID showed ‘Plumber.’ 

“Mr. Plumber, it’s Mr. Deacon here. The boiler has packed up again, mum isn’t too keen on having to wash my nan in a cold bath. Can you get here as soon as possible? Cheers.” He looked at Hendo, “He’s relying on mum getting him access to his kids again. He’ll be round here quicker than you can say ‘where’s the stopcock?’” 

“Don’t fight with Mrs. D.”

“Exactly. And as for you pace yourself better man. Be choosier. You’ll be dead before you’re thirty at this rate. Where were you?”

Before the conversation could continue Deke’s phone made a noise indicating an incoming message.

––––––––
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HK: Looking for a good deal for the weekend. Your bid? 

Me: Early bird 10% discount. You in?

HK: In. <smiley emoji> Usual place. Friday 7

Me: <thumbs up emoji>  

––––––––
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“You’re a busy man too,” Hendo said.

“Been like this since I woke up. I’m thinking I need a secretary. Anyway, enough about me. Why are you so tired?”

“Well, the address had a DT postcode, so I thought that’s Dorchester, but I ended up closer to Shaftesbury than anywhere. I saw so much wildlife it was like I was in a programme with Michaela and your man Chris Packham. Badgers, foxes, even a deer all appeared in the dubs headlights, at one point I was in a race with a pair of rabbits.”

Shona: Party time. Anything to offer me???

Me: Todays specials are on the board  

Shona: T7s at £15. Good quali? 

Me: Offended <sad face emoji>. Double 7s for £20

Shona: <laughing emoji> Sold. I’ll take 10 at the low price.

Me: Pleasure as always. 

––––––––
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“I loved wildlife when it’s just meerkats talking bollocks about insurance deals, reality freaks me out. Anyway, I got to make tracks,” 

Hendo continued as he zipped up his jacket for the five-minute walk to the convenience store he had just put his hand on the kitchen door to leave when Deke’s mum walked into the kitchen, wearing a business suit and carrying a reusable coffee cup in one hand and its lid in the other.

“Morning Oliver, you look like shit, but you smell like you’re responsible for the local shortage of Lynx Africa. Is your water off like ours?”

“Good morning to yourself Mrs. Deacon. I must say you brighten up my day every time I see you. Cleanliness is next to godliness. There’s no telling when a clean body might come in useful on this journey we find ourselves partaking of. I like to wash myself three times in the morning, once for me, once for God and once for whoever I may encounter on life’s rocky road. You’re looking well smart, not working from home today?”

“Much as I enjoy the ritual of Zoom meetings, endless meaningless phone calls and being the head of a department that doesn’t actually have a physical department location since three councils became one and office buildings were either sold or mothballed yes, I am going out for the morning.” She looked at the young man. “Rant over. So, what are you up to today, other than eating me out of house and home?”

“Shopping followed by golf.”

“Golf! I thought that was middle aged men in questionable clothing.”

“For me it’s a contact sport.”

“You two get weirder by the minute.”

“Not contact like football or rugby, although that would be interesting, but no, I play eighteen holes and add to my business contacts. I need somebody to get interested in my clothing line. Anyway, I’m off to search for the culinary delights of the freezer aisle. Stay frosty.”

They waited until Hendo had left before starting a conversation.

“Interview?” Deke asked his mum.

“Yes. We’ve managed to get a room at the Civic Centre for four hours. I got up super early to get your nan dressed, the minibus will be here in five minutes to take her down to the Community Hall for the jazzercise. What are you up to today?”

“I’ve got to wait to see what deliveries I have plus there’s an online tutorial. That’s it.”

She looked out of the kitchen window craning her neck to see the sky, “I was hoping to get out whilst nan’s not around. I think I’ll nip down the shops once she’s on board the bus. Anything you fancy for your tea, other than pizza or burgers?”

“Lasagne,” he replied, “and those garlic bread fingers.”

“I think Iceland have some two for one specials on; I’ll get some pizzas in anyway, no point getting these discount codes if you don’t use them.” 

As soon as Deke’s nan left on the Community Trust minibus his mum left for the ten-minute return drive to the local shops. Deke watched the ten-year-old Vauxhall disappear from view with a cloud of diesel following it and then walked from the kitchen to the living room where his mum had left her laptop. He took the memory stick from his hip pocket and inserted it in the USB slot, waited for it to be recognised, and then clicked on the folder icon, from where it only took a couple of seconds to find what he was looking for. He clicked on the ‘show more options’ command, then chose to copy. Copying took less than a minute; he clicked on the ‘safely remove’ command and put the memory stick back in his jeans pocket. 

He opened his laptop and clicked on the yellow folder icon called ‘Potentials.’ There were six sub-folders named: Kate, Luke, Mackenzie, Marcus, Shakira, and Zak. Each sub-folder contained two documents, one was a Local Authority Social Work Evidence Template (SWET), the other was a simple word document with observational notes by the case team leader.

He clicked on the Marcus folder and opened the observational notes.

Marcus is an 18-year-old male of English Dutch heritage. He is the youngest child and has two siblings, a sister, and a brother. Despite problems before and during the assigning of his case to the Dolphin Team Wessex (DTW) he has remained close to his siblings. 

The DTW representatives describe his outlook and attitude to life as ‘calm and positive.’ Marcus is from a family who define themselves as being one of Christian faith and following its values and he has often talked in the past about his gratitude for the love of God and about ‘being blessed’ with relationships he enjoys with his family and friends. 

Records of the supported living provider refer to visits to Marcus by his sister Roberta and brother Samuel, and reciprocal visits to his sister Roberta at her home. His sister has confirmed that daily communication takes place. His sister attended clinical meetings on invitation from his care team. 

Marcus has confirmed that he is a habitual marijuana user, his partaking of the drug is linked to a back injury he suffered at the age of fourteen when he fell from scaffolding on a building site whilst playing with a group of friends, he spent nearly a year in and out of hospital undergoing operations and rehabilitation programmes. Among his hobbies and interests are music, swimming, boxing, and football. Whilst attending St Edward’s he regularly played football for a local professional club’s Academy team, unfortunately the serious back injury noted above has left a legacy of back problems. It was noted that he had a long conversation with his key worker about football in November 2022 and he is keen to return to playing football, however he also recognises that this is not currently possible due to the level of pain reducing medication he is on and his propensity for marijuana.

Marcus was placed in William Barnes House when he turned eighteen, he is known to be a well-liked resident and interacts well with staff and other service users where he lives. He enjoys different social opportunities, including the breakfast club and visits to places of interest.

He is described by members of DTW as a ‘popular young man;’ other residents looked up to him.’ He is recognisable and well known in the local area, he is willing to engage in conversation on almost any subject and is well liked because he demonstrates a high level of emotional intelligence. He also has a good sense of humour and is also thought of extremely loyal, a trait that whilst commendable had led to discipline issues in the past, he has been told that he must curtail the urge to confront physically those he believe have wronged him or his friends.

DTW members have stated that his football related back injury has affected his ability to engage in employment which require him to stand for long periods..

The DTW team and associate groups have given him opportunities to attend workplace interviews. He has to date attended a dozen and on each occasion potential employers, without exception, have been impressed with his ability to grasp the wider requirements of the job and also what would be expected of him. At the time of reporting, it is likely that he will be given an apprenticeship with a local engineering firm where he will be able to sit down for a large part of the working day using a CAD system on a laptop computer.

He has a provisional driving licence and is the current owner of a moped. His long term aim is to pass his driving test with the intention of visiting his Dutch grandparents in the Netherlands.

As previously noted he displays a willingness to engage in conversations, however he is very much a ‘private’ person who feels unwilling to talk about certain areas of his life, e.g., his use of marijuana and the death of his mother at the hands of his father.

Jackie Deacon

Dolphin Team Wessex Leader

December 2024  

––––––––
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Deke added the name Marcus and its associated number to the contact list on his phone; he then pressed the green call icon. He listened as the phone rang, and rang, and rang. He was just about to abort the call when there was a reply.

“Hello?”

“Marcus?”

“Who’s that?”

“My name’s Harvey. I understand you are looking for work. I was wondering if you’d like to interview for a delivery job.”  
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Terri Moyes said, “Thank you,” to the bus driver and stepped off into the chilly, windy, concourse where the temperature was never ‘just right,’ it was either too cold or too hot.

Bible Jim was standing by Stand A as he did every day. She didn’t know what his real name was, but the first morning she had seen him she’d recognised the bible passage he was reading aloud, “With joy you will draw water from the wells of salvation,” she knew it from the Sunday School mornings of her childhood, from the book of Isiah, chapter twelve, verse three. 

On that morning, she had an interview for a job and apprenticeship at Glades, the travel agent, 

she’d been offered the job and the apprenticeship and so she considered the King James bible to be her lucky charm and so Bible Jim was born. That was a year ago, he was still here every morning, whatever the weather. She found it comforting that he was there, one of the few constants in her life.

The automatic doors to the shopping centre opened and the smell of herbs used at Subway filled her nostrils. She always looked into the shop first thing, saw her friend Becky, and waved. She never stopped to chat or to buy anything, she brought her own lunch to work and chipped in five pounds a week towards kitchen supplies which covered coffee, tea bags, loo rolls and anything else the company didn’t provide to help them get through the day.

The shutters on the card shop, jewelers and HMV began to rise in unison, the familiar music of rolling metal shutters getting the morning underway. There was something soothing about the shopping centre in those last moments before everything opened, the brief pause at the top of the rollercoaster, the seconds of silence before you plunged into mayhem or at least the rush of people chasing last-minute breaks to somewhere warmer for a week or two. 

Her trainers squeaked on the newly polished floor as she walked along, she’d got into a habit of leaving her heels beneath her desk from Monday to Thursday and changed once she got into work in the morning, Friday night the heels came home with her. Although there was a modesty board along the front of the desk so that nobody could see up her skirt, they could still see her feet and her supervisor, Venice, had said that it was better not to show trainers. 

She was waiting with her back to the door of Glades Travel when she saw a familiar figure ambling towards her, that red Puffa jacket, skinny black jeans, and dazzling white trainers. He was fit and he looked as cool as fuck. 

“Hi Marcus,” she called out. 

He smiled, gave her a thumbs up and said, ‘Hi Sweetness.’

She could feel herself blushing, “You’re in town early,” she remarked.

“Breakfast meeting.”

“Job?”

He nodded, “Hopefully.”

“Best of luck.” 

She watched him walk down the ramp and into the next section of the centre before she turned around and knocked a couple of times on the door, hoping to be heard above the inevitable early morning kettle. 


*    *    *
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Deke watched from his seat as the youth walked down the street and then entered the café. He was huge, it was hard to believe he was eighteen. In another time or place he could have been part of a rugby union second row or a defensive tackle on an NFL team. 

They made eye contact, the young man walked towards him, all rolling shoulders, six feet two’s worth of restrained attitude, he looked Deke squarely in the eye as he pulled at the spare chair behind the table, lifting it rather than dragging it squealing across the café floor. 

“Deke?” he asked before sitting.

“Marcus?”  

They nodded to each other and Marcus sat.

Marcus picked up the laminated menu and perused both sides, Deke watched his eyes scan the items row by row, there was no jumping sections or flipping the card over in case there was something more interesting on the reverse. He was a small details man.

“You come on the bus?” Deke asked.

Marcus shook his head, “No. Can’t afford the bus and breakfast, even if the fare is only three pounds each way. Exercise is good. Just me, my thoughts, and the early morning smell of capitalism.”

“This is on me,” Deke replied, “I called you, invited you down.” 

“I’ll pay you back.”

“No need. Call this a sign of goodwill. My initial investment in your immediate future.”

Marcus smiled and turned his attention back to the menu. 

A waitress appeared at Deke’s left shoulder, she was carrying two sets of cutlery, each snugly wrapped in its own white tissue paper blanket. When cutlery and tissues had been placed on the table, she pulled out a pen and small pad of paper from the pockets on the front of her apron with a theatrical flourish. 

Deke loved this place, everything about it was old school, from the moment when the bell rang when you pushed open the door, to the white crockery, the two plastic sauce containers, one shaped like a tomato and the other in the shape of whatever fruit brown sauce was extracted from, the glass salt and sugar shakers in the shape of two pirates and the sign above the till which read ‘any request for credit will be met with an invitation to go outside.’

“Bacon and sausage roll. Black coffee. Please,” Marcus ordered.

Deke instantly liked him, none of that ‘can I get a,’ American Silicon Valley crap, and the pause before please. “I’ll have the same please,” he said before pushing his menu into the groove on the wooden holder. “You found this place, okay?”

“No, I’m still wandering aimlessly up and down the Quay,” he replied, before laughing, a wonderful life affirming sound, a noise that seemed to start deep in his boots and left his mouth like rolling thunder.

It was going to work; Deke could tell that already.

Marcus smiled, “Sorry man, defence mechanism. If I don’t look after myself who will. You ever been bullied Deke?”

Deke nodded, “Yes. Bullied because I was different. Teachers, peers, supposed friends.”

“You can’t always cope; you just find ways to ease the pain. I’ve been called a freak since I was little and believe me, I was little once. I try to carry my size as Jesus intended, with dignity, pride, and a mission to help others. People like conformity, yet they say you need to be original, be yourself, don’t be a sheep and follow the crowd. So, you try and be different and then you’re called awkward. A troublemaker. I’ve never been awkward as I see it, I just do my thing. I’m slow and methodical, not stupid. And I’m loyal.”

“You’re looking for work?”

“That was why you called me. How do you know.” 

“Friend of a friend.”

Marcus smiled, “We all need good friends, don’t we? I’m willing to work hard. I can appear clumsy, I know that, but I get things done if given the chance. What are you offering?”

“Well, there’s no pension scheme and no health insurance, yet. I’m a start-up, visible and yet invisible at the same time. Delivery service. Mopeds. Scooters.”

“You deliver scooters and mopeds?”

Deke smiled, “No. Deliveries on mopeds and scooters.”

“Cool, Passed my driving test a fortnight ago. I’ve got a full licence and I’m good to go, I just need wheels. You got wheels?”

“Moped but a Kawasaki 750 is my main ride.”

“Bad ass ride,” Marcus said before dissolving into laughter. He cocked his head back, appraising Deke and then nodded imperceptibly. “Can I be honest with you Deke?”

“Best way for us to get started.”

“I’m no mug. I’ve been taken for a long ride in the past, but I got my pride and I’m Street despite the appearance. I’m easily remembered so I’m not interested in attracting more attention to myself. You hear me?”

Deke nodded. Marcus would be perfect for the country run, his size meant that he’d be easy to remember in town, out of town as well, but he’d be in a van. He’d need to clear things with Joe, but that could be done. Joe would keep him away from the factory end of operations as well. 

The waitress reappeared with the two coffees, “Rolls will be a couple of minutes, bacon’s not quite there yet.”

“Better freshly cooked than dry as sawdust,” Marcus said. “So,” he said beginning to sip his coffee. “Wow! That’s good coffee. Now you have my full attention, how do we work together?”

Deke liked him even more, he wasn’t working for him, he was working with him.

“I give you a mobile phone. It’s yours as long as you work for me. I’ll send you a text with details of collection and delivery points. There’s no cash involved, all done by bank transfer in advance.”

“Sounds good.”

“You don’t deliver unless I say payment has taken place, that way you don’t get mugged off with any ‘Deke knows me, I pay on invoice,’ bollocks. I pay you based on the number of packages delivered or in the case of collection a percentage of value.”

“Sounds good So, what are the hours?”

“At the moment I need somebody reliable for between ten and four, Monday to Friday. You say you’re easily remembered, let’s put you in a van. How does that sound?”

“Good on both counts, my weekends are pretty busy to be honest. I do karate on Saturday mornings and help with boxing classes on Saturday afternoons. I spend Sunday in bed recovering from the karate and the boxing.” He laughed and Deke could feel the table shaking and an involuntary smile spreading across his face.

“You’re on call during those hours. I have weekend deliveries, but you are on a sort of probation for the first month, see if you get on with the work and we get on.” Deke put his hand into his pocket and pulled out a mobile phone which he placed on the table between them.

“Nokia 8210,” Marcus said looking skeptically at the phone and then at Deke.

“Look, I know what you might be thinking. Come with me,” Deke stood, picked the phone off the table and began to walk towards the doors. He didn’t look behind; he assumed natural curiosity would be enough. He walked round the corner of the building to where his bright green motorbike was parked. He opened the tank bag and stood back waiting.

There was a loud, deep rumbling laugh from behind him.

“That is mint,” then Deke felt the hard slap on his back. “H2 Mach IV, 750cc, air-cooled, three cylinders transverse, hydraulic front forks and in lime green. Is this the upgrade package with the new jets, oil injection pump and new timing?”

“You know your stuff.”

“That is off the charts cool man. If Jesus and his crew ever come back, they’ll go vintage Japanese bikes. I know it, you know it, we all know that. If I didn’t talk so much, I’d be speechless. The helmet matches the green paint job of the bike. Badass.”

Deke took two containers out of the tank bag and offered them to Marcus, “The product,” he said.

Marcus took the containers and held them in his giant bucket hands, “Nah, sorry man, I can’t do this,” he said handing them back, there was pause before he added “I’m wheat intolerant.”

A couple of seconds of silence passed before Deke was hit by a blast wave of Marcus laughing.

“Where do I sign up?”  
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She couldn’t sleep. 

She had been watching The Mind Meadow channel online for the best part of four hours. Slow television it was called, although technically this was slow online as it was an Internet channel. She was working her way along the Loire and its tributaries in France from la source to the sea. Journeys without music or commentary, just the sound of nature punctuated by captions that would appear when a town, village or place of interest was near. 

The Mind Meadow was less stressful than doomscrolling through social media or looking at clothes on Vinted or carefully rehearsed Gonzo videos that had all the spontaneity of last night’s tea. She’d tried TikTok but that seemed to be influencers or kids and she was neither; she couldn’t even influence herself to go to sleep. 

‘The King arrived, as was his custom for masked balls, dressed as a woman.’ Camilla would love that if Charles turned up as a woman she thought as a Balzac quote on a ball given for Henri II by Catherine de Medici at Chenonceau on the Cher appeared on the screen. She’d never been to France, but she’d go one day, even if it was only on a day trip on the ferry from Poole.

She reached over to the bedside cabinet and found her drinking bottle. The one she’d bought on a day trip to Marwell Zoo. She smiled at the memory of the penguins, the big cats, the tapir, the cheeky meerkats, as she sipped at the lukewarm orange squash.

It was nerves that was keeping her awake. She’d finished her apprenticeship as a Travel Consultant and tomorrow she was being interviewed for the position of Assistant Manager. She had studied and studied for the apprenticeship and then studied and studied again until she knew the products offered by the travel company forwards, backwards, alphabetically, by cost, by duration, by provider, if you took an x-ray of the inside of her head it would look like a cross between a library of holiday brochures and an excel spreadsheet.

There had been stages in her life where she wished there was a ‘restore previous version’ option, not time travel, just the chance to reset a few hours, but not now. She wanted to get the next five hours over with as smoothly as possible. Her old self would have wished for a cheat code to get through this or even something a little more pharmaceutical, but those days were behind her. Upwards and onwards, she told herself.

She put the drinks bottle on the floor next to the bed. On the computer screen the drone had passed Chenonceau, ahead lay the city of Tours and a reunion with the mother river. It was as she was replacing the drinks bottle when she saw headlights from a vehicle in the alleyway next to the block of flats she was in.

She looked at the clock in the corner of the screen, 02:15. It had been 22.40 when the drone had set out on this particular part of the journey. 

She sat up but realised that the bed was too low for her to be able to see who was responsible for the headlights. She closed the laptop so the bedroom was in darkness and took the two steps to the window.

A minibus had stopped by the back gate of one of the houses that was in the next road, the interior light was on and she could see half a dozen women, the vehicle was being driven by a man who opened the driver’s door and got out. He walked around the front and opened the sliding door on the far side. The driver then walked to the back doors, opened them and a pile of suitcases and smaller travel bags was visible.

The back gate to the property was opened from inside and the women from the minibus filed in quietly. The driver then closed the rear and side doors and then drove away.

Terri reached down to her mobile phone that was on the floor, scrolled through the contacts and found the name and number she needed to call. It was the least she could do.
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Angelika pulled a couple of tissues out of the box and handed them, together with a bottle of water, to Daciana. 

“Here, stop your coughing if they think you can’t work there will be trouble. Keep quiet. I will try and get some cough medicine.”

Daciana took the tissues, whispered thank you and took a sip of water. She was the youngest of the group, but the one who had the best academic qualifications and she had handed over all of her life savings together with some money she had inherited from her grandparents to finance this trip. She had watched the presentation with the other women and the chance to move to the west and earn enough to live a comfortable life was too good to pass over. 

For the time being she was sharing a room with Angelika, they were in one of the three bedrooms upstairs. Theirs was the smallest of the three, but they had the most privacy. The other two bedrooms both had two sets of bunk beds, here there was just the one set, there was a view from the window over the back garden to an alleyway that ran parallel to the back of the garden and the block of flats beyond. This was also a ‘neutral,’ room, the downstairs room had a television and camera as did the bigger room next door, this small room offered some peace and quiet and some sanctuary, even if it was only for a few hours a day.

‘Angel,’ as Angelika had told everybody she wanted to be called, was a tall, blonde, who had the willowy figure of a ballet dancer and the complexion of a porcelain vase. ‘Angel,’ had hardly eaten anything during the long trip from Romania and several times the others thought she had passed out. 

Daciana tried to piece together fragments of memory that she hoped would reveal the full picture of the journey from home to here.

A mini bus had picked them up at various places on the road from her hometown of Buzau in Romania to the border with Greece, so that by the time they passed through customs there were eight of them with the driver. They had been told to handover their passports once they entered the Schengen area. They drove all day and into the night through Greece until they reached the port and boarded an overnight ferry to Italy.

Things had gone wrong almost from the moment they set foot on the ferry, the ‘head of security,’ had taken it in turns with each of the women on this trip. To begin with he ordered them to visit him in a cabin he had paid for, he didn’t ask for sex or even try to force himself on them, but he was cruel, nonetheless. Outside of the cabin he got drunk. and when he wasn’t drinking he was trying to pick a fight with anybody who came into contact with them. 

From Italy they spent a long, hot, day driving, occasionally stopping for toilet breaks, each time one of them got out the driver, who was a different man to the one who had driven from home to the ferry, locked the doors on the minibus, and escorted the woman to the toilet where he stood on guard. If one of them needed to go after the stop but before the next scheduled stop they were told to use the bucket that was under the rear seat.

When they finally arrived at Le Havre they were met by Erika, the woman who had visited the college and had shown them a film about career opportunities in England. It was just after eight in the evening and the ferry would be leaving at nine for the overnight crossing to Portsmouth. None of the women had been told this, they found out by listening to the announcements in the passenger terminal and by reading the information boards. 

In the minibus, before they boarded the ferry to England, Erika had handed them their employment packs. They each had a work visa together with documents showing that they were self-employed, each of them had a National Insurance number (NINO) and a business registered with HMRC, they all had personal and business bank accounts, it was explained to them that they might be required to show these, along with passports, during the on-board immigration checks. Once the checks had been completed they were to give all the folders (packs), back to Erika for safe keeping. 

Daciana did not understand how it was possible to arrange some or all of these without her being present but that was not that important. The most important thing was that she was able to live and work in England which had been her dream. To teach music, which was her first love, to pass on her love for the cello to the next generation. 

They ate, slept, and went to the toilet, again with an escort, whilst on board the ferry. They were all very tired, a couple of the younger women looked scared, although nobody could talk about what was causing this feeling as they were being watched so closely by Erika and Ioan. 

Daciana closed her eyes and the gentle movement of the ship helped her sleep, when she opened them she could see that Erika was in deep conversation with another man. She wondered who this was, she could pick out some Romanian words, but the reclining seats they had been allocated were close to three fruit machines and the spinning of the wheels made it impossible to piece together a full sentence. 

It was light when they docked in Portsmouth and she had looked out of the window on the journey from the ferry terminal, but the names of towns and cities on the signs meant nothing, she had no knowledge of geography beyond her home town let alone thousands of miles away in another country. All her knowledge of England came via the television, she knew about the Queen dying and the new King Charles III, she had seen a programme called Silent Witness which she liked, even if she found some of it difficult to follow and there was football. If an English team was playing in the Champions League her father would insist the whole family went into town and watched it on the big screen at the Sports Pub where the kids would run around and crawl in and out of the table legs whilst the adults drank beer and ate chicken and chips.

She smiled to herself when she remembered those nights. She had no interest in football but loved the atmosphere and the smiles on the faces of her father, her uncles, and their friends as they watched and drank and reminisced about the old days when Romanian teams could compete at what her father referred to as the ‘top table.’

M27, A31 – Southampton, Ringwood, Bournemouth.

Bournemouth! She knew that name.

The Bournemouth Community Life Centre was where she would teach cello, it sounded so inspiring, the video presentation showed classes of young people singing and playing various instruments, but it was the cellist who caught her attention. Her passion for music had been fired when she had attended a concert with her mother at the former People’s Centre For Cultural Engagement. They had seen, but more importantly heard, the two Shostakovich Cello Concerti and she was smitten. 

Back in the bedroom her daydreaming was cut short by the click-clack of heels on the wooden staircase, the door opened and Erika stood in the doorway with a polythene clothes bag, the type of bag dry cleaners often provide, in either hand.

“Jacket, skirt, two blouses. Clean blouse every day. Dry cleaning jacket and skirt on day off. You give to Ioan. Cost from wages. Get showered then dressed. Not too much perfume. If you are on webcam. you only need underwear and shoes. I will be back in half an hour to check.” 

That was in January, the cold, dark days had made her yearn for her home in Romania. Not that the weather now was any warmer or brighter, but she felt safe there, here anything could happen. Angelika had moved on; gone without a word of goodbye. Nobody knew what had happened and when the remaining girls were alone, which wasn’t very often, they couldn’t decide on the truth so rumours spread, she had been kidnapped by a rival gang, she had been killed for betraying the group or that she had simply gone back to Romania to work there.

On warm days groups of boys would play football in the alleyway, the ball occasionally flying into one of the gardens, if it came into their garden there would be a knock on the front door and the van driver, would open the door, go and retrieve the ball before throwing it back over the fence.

She now shared her bedroom with a woman who said she came from the other side of Buzau to Daciana. She had told her that her parents owned a restaurant near the park in the centre of town. Daciana knew the restaurant well, she had a friend who worked there as a waitress during the school holidays, it was popular with tourists and she had earned a lot of tips. The new roommate didn’t talk much other than to ask a lot of questions, always questions. 
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Police were aware of rumours on social media prior to the protest about an alleged incident earlier in the week "when a man made inappropriate advances towards a teenage girl", but a top officer says an investigation is continuing and warns over the danger of misinformation.

Fifteen people have been arrested after "violent scenes" outside a hotel where asylum seekers were staying in Bournemouth. A demonstration descended into chaos outside the Chines Hotel in Channel View Lane, Alum Chine, Bournemouth, on Friday evening as a police van was set on fire and missiles, including lit fireworks, were thrown at officers.

The police van was also struck with hammers, police say.

Deputy Chief Constable Alana King said there was "no excuse" for Friday's violence and added that a dispersal order was in force for the area, aimed at preventing further trouble.

Police said they had been facilitating a peaceful protest and counter demonstration, when others turned up who "were only interested in causing trouble through violence and intimidation, without any thought, or care, for other members of the public, or our officers".

A total of twenty-three men and two women, between the ages of 13 and 54, were arrested on suspicion of violent disorder, said police.

Elaine Jagger, founder of refugee charity Hands Across The Water, said she was among up to 120 people from pro-migrant groups who went to the scene in reaction to the protest to show support for the asylum seekers. Speaking to Sky News, the 64-year-old said: "I was very shocked at how violent it got... to see these kinds of scenes in Bournemouth, it broke my heart."

DCC King condemned those who used the planned protest "to carry out violent and despicable behaviour,” adding, "they turned up armed with hammers and fireworks to cause as much trouble as they could and their actions could have resulted in members of the public and police officers being seriously injured, or worse.”

"Indeed, one of my officers was injured in the line of duty, as were a number of members of the public, and it is only through luck that no one was more seriously injured or worse."

She added: "We understand that prior to this happening last night there were rumours, and misinformation, being circulated on social media following an incident earlier in the week.

"Detectives are investigating reports of an incident which occurred in Bournemouth on Saturday night, when a man made inappropriate advances toward a teenage girl on the beach near the pier."

Confirming a man had been arrested but subsequently released with no further action on CPS advice, DCC King said: "I want to make it absolutely clear that this is very much an ongoing investigation, and we would urge anyone who witnessed this incident, or who has any information, which could help us bring the offender to justice, to come forward. Social media speculation, misinformation and rumour can actually damage the outcome of investigations and cause unnecessary fear and consequent behaviour, so I would continue to ask people to be mindful of the damage that such actions can cause.”

Outside the fence of the Chines hotel, an area of blackened road marks the spot protestors set a police van on fire. From the windows of the hotel migrants peer out. One of them, Ahmed, a teacher who came to the UK from Egypt a month ago, tells us in broken English of his shock at what happened last night.

"We hear UK, safety, welcome," he says. Asked how he felt as protestors threw missiles outside the hotel, he says: "Afraid, sure, afraid."

The road outside the hotel is a dead end and with the car park now cordoned off by security, it is mostly just police and journalists in the street.

Occasionally locals turn up to have a look. Two women shout at us reporters to "tell the full story". They say they were at the demonstration and insist it was peaceful until a group of men arrived later and caused all the trouble. They believe those men were not locals.

The women say they went to the protest because they had heard migrants were approaching children in the area. When I asked if they had any evidence for their claims, they said it was on social media. 

Elaine Jagger, who works for the refugee charity Hands Across the Water and was part of a counter demonstration at the hotel - organised after right-wing groups handed out leaflets in the area about the hotel last weekend said, "If people don't want asylum seekers in hotels then they need to tell the government to process their claims and let them work. If people, even these ladies who I believe are very misinformed, if they think a crime has been committed then you report it to the police. We do not have mob rule on our streets."

A far-right organisation recently delivered leaflets in the area and posted a video claiming locals are outraged that migrants are living in the hotel.

The police have said extra officers will remain in the area as it's clear the tension that caused the violence has not gone away.

Southern Express Newspapers
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Bournemouth Central Police Station

––––––––
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Terri Moyes couldn’t sit still, she was pacing around the interview room much to the amusement of Dee who was watching on the CCTV, Moyes was sitting down on each of the four chairs in the room in turn, biting her bottom lip, looking at her fingernails as if deciding which one to bite before moving onto the next, looking at the small ticket in her hand that she had pulled from the machine in reception.  

“You’re a cruel woman sarge,” Lorna said as she watched the monitor with the DS.

“I’ve arrested Terri at least half a dozen times over the years and not once has she come without kicking and screaming. She’s doing her Goldilocks impression moving from chair to chair. Anyway, let’s see what she wants.”

Dee swiped her lanyard across the entry scanner and pulled down on the handle, Terri stopped moving, as if she was playing a game of statues.

“Oh sorry, wrong room,” Dee said and began to turn to leave.

“No, it’s really me,” Moyes called after her, “just changed my hair colour, got a business suit to go with the new job.”

“Morning Terri,” Dee said turning on her heels before pulling one of the chairs from under the table, “what brings you across town this time of the morning?”

“Doughnuts,” she replied pointing at the brown bag on the table, at the same time she swayed back and forth like a teenage girl trying to persuade her parents she could be trusted go to the end of term prom unaccompanied, then she sat down. “I remembered you like them.”

“Thank you, so apart from baked goods, what else brings you across town?”

“I live on Oak Avenue do you know it?”

“You’ve moved from Charminster then.”

“Long story.”

“Well let’s leave that one for today. Oak Avenue is Alder Hills isn’t it?”  

“That’s it. Well, we back onto Hazeleigh Avenue, you know those old council houses where they put all the problem families.”

Dee knew the area well, it had earned a reputation in the last quarter of the twentieth century for being a dumping ground for families whose anti-social behaviour had proved too much for their neighbours, and that reputation hungover for decades afterwards despite most of the famous ‘names,’ having either died or moved on to pastures new. And yet buses were routinely damaged with stones or catapults, the level of absenteeism from the local Academy was well above what was statistically acceptable and the number of families on benefit similarly higher than average.

“What about it?”

“Number eighteen.”

“I think I’ll need a bit more than that Terri. Unless your referring to that ticket in your hand.” 

“Girls coming and going by the mini bus load. Literally, mini buses pulling up at two, three in the morning.”

“Party house?”

“Are you going to take this seriously or shall I go?”

“I promise I will take you and your information seriously. I’ll take some notes. Right, when did this start?”

“About four weeks ago,” she looked at Dee, sensing the next question, but she continued, “I waited a while because I wanted to make sure of the facts. I’m not exactly your BFF am I? Anyway, I thought at first they were getting picked up for shift work, you know cleaners for hotels or picking potatoes, killing chickens or whatever, but I realised after a week or so that the girls coming weren’t those going. If that makes sense.”

“What can you tell me about the girls or how they were getting dropped off and picked up.”

“White. Mainly blondes, a couple with dark hair. Same guy driving the bus every time. All the girls are aged between seventeen and twenty. All carrying a small suitcase, or holdall you know like an airport carry-on bag.”

“How often was there a change?”

“Every week at least I guess. Like I say, I noticed there were different girls after about ten days. I took some photos on my phone, they aren’t great, but I had to make sure they couldn’t see me seeing them, so I kept the net curtains in the way.”

“Same driver?”

“Yes.”

“Presumably somebody was in the house to meet them?”

She shook her head, “No, she turned up later. Blonde woman, wearing a leather jacket and jeans, trying to look street but not really if you know what I mean. She had a really expensive handbag. Designer, one of those mini moon ones the slebs have. Pink it was. She would arrive mid-morning.”

“Any idea how long she stayed?”

“No. Thing is, all this coming and going is through the back door. There’s an alleyway between us and them. She could go out through the front door into a taxi.”

Dee thought about it. She opened Google Maps on her phone, found the address, and turned the phone round so Terri could see it. She enlarged the area and asked Terri to point at her house and the house in question. 
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