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      The year is 1961, and the city of Liverpool is just beginning to rock to the sounds of the new wave of popular music finding its way to the UK from the United States. At the birth of what would become known as 'The Swinging Sixties' four young men come together with dreams of pop stardom in their eyes, and begin following that dream in Liverpool's various clubs, some with illustrious names such as The Cavern and The Iron Door, but mostly in those venues little known outside the great port city. Playing for minimum fees, here, in the environment that would spawn such names as The Beatles, Gerry and the Pacemakers and more, Brendan Kane and the Planets begin their journey towards eventual recognition.

      In what will become a sweeping tale of almost epic proportions, we skip to the eve of the millennium. It is 1999, and as the city of Liverpool undergoes a transforming programme of modernization and redevelopment, workers on a project to reclaim an old disused wharf and dockside warehouse uncover the skeletal remains of a long dead murder victim. Both kneecaps of the victim appear to bear the marks of a classic IRA 'kneecapping' and before long, Detective Inspector Andy Ross and his assistant, Detective Sergeant Clarissa (Izzie) Drake, find themselves involved in an investigation that sends them back in time, back to those heady days of the sixties when the city rocked to the sound of the new brand of British popular music, but when passions greater than anything they at first envisage had led to the ultimate crime, cold-blooded murder! A chance clue leads to the eventual identification of the remains, and to a new mystery, involving a young woman, missing for over thirty years. When a new murder occurs, connected to the investigation, Ross realises the case is not quite as 'cold' as it first appeared, and begins a race against time to prevent further killings as the past and present collide and the case takes a new sinister turn.
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      A Mersey Killing is a work of fiction, and as such, the main characters and many of the places mentioned with the work that follows are the creations of the author's mind and are not intended to be confused with any real persons, living or dead. It has been necessary, however, in order to create a work that is credible and believable to make certain references to actual people, places, and events in order to invoke the time and era of the book's setting, i.e. the city of Liverpool in the early nineteen-sixties. Where this has happened, it has been done with the greatest reverence and respect for those mentioned in passing, none of whom are actual participants in the fictional work, and that the reader will soon realise are there merely to help create the ambience of a very special time in the world of music, and in the wonderful vibrant city that gave birth to the phenomenon that came to be known as 'The Swinging Sixties.'

      SPELLING AND GRAMMAR

      Please note that this book is written in British, (UK) English, and here in the UK, many spellings differ from those in the USA. Also, many of the characters in the book speak the local Liverpudlian dialect, which means I have amended the spellings and grammatical use of certain words to indicate the phonetic pronunciation of the words affected.
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      OPENING BARS

      The Cavern Club in the spring of 1961 was, to use the idiom of the day, 'really rocking'. A raucous crowd of teenagers was dancing, screaming and in some cases, eating a typical Cavern lunch of sandwiches, soft drinks, (the club had no liquor licence), or maybe tea or coffee. Rory Storm and the Hurricanes, a popular local group of the day, completed their set and the crowded club, built in a converted, disused warehouse, filled with the sound of the clapping and cheering of happy and almost delirious youth. The drummer of the band, one Ringo Starr, would later rise to worldwide fame as a member of The Beatles, but their days of taking the music world by storm still lay a little way in the future. For now, he grinned at the applause, as did the other members of the group, who reveled in the ovation they received from the appreciative young audience. Like the Beatles, Rory Storm and the Hurricanes would later be signed by the iconic musical entrepreneur, Brian Epstein, without, sadly, achieving the fame of Liverpool's most marketable asset of the sixties, but for now, they were content to be one of the most popular groups on the ever growing local music scene. At the time, 'beat' music and rock 'n roll was only allowed in The Cavern Club during their lunchtime sessions, the club being a 'Skiffle Club' where only a smattering of jazz would be allowed to deviate from the norm. That would all change very soon thanks to the burgeoning sound of the sixties that would emanate from the streets of the great seaport.

      Holding both arms out to his sides and lowering his palms in a request for quiet from the gathered throng of teenagers, Rory Storm smiled and spoke in a voice loud enough to be heard over the general hubbub of the club.

      “Thanks, everyone. It's great to be appreciated. It's time for us to take a break, but I know you're gonna love the next group who're about to step up here for you. It's their first time here at the Cavern, so let's all give a real big Cavern welcome to Brendan Kane and the Planets!”

      The audience cheered and clapped and as the sound rose until it seemed to bounce back from the brick walls of the club, Rory turned to his left and beckoned to the waiting group, positioned off stage, waiting for the moment to make their debut.

      “Come on, Brendan, fellas,” Rory shouted and the debutantes virtually ran onto the stage to yet more cheers from the throng of eager youth, always happy to hear and appreciate the latest groups to hit the local music scene. Comprising Brendan himself, the group's lead vocalist and rhythm guitarist, he was followed onto the compact Cavern stage by lead guitarist Mickey Doyle, drummer Phil Oxley and Mickey's younger brother Ronnie on bass. Without preamble the group launched into the first of the two numbers they would perform that day, their own arrangement of Chuck Berry's classic hit, Roll Over Beethoven. Within seconds of them beginning the club was rocking to the sound of the new group on the scene and Brendan Kane's voice, powerful and resonant, had the audience enraptured.

      “Wow, that boy can sing!” “Fab” and other superlatives were soon being exchanged by the young listeners whose discerning ears were fast becoming attuned to recognition of those groups or singers who had the right musical sound and most importantly, voices that could make them stand out from the crowd in a rapidly expanding local music scene. As the last strains of the music died away at the end of their performance, the watching audience spontaneously burst into a rousing chorus of applause, whistles, and cheers, and Brendan looked hopefully towards the side of the stage, where the club's resident D.J, knowing a good thing when he saw, (and heard) it, held one finger up, signaling that the group could perform one more song, that being double what they'd expected to play that day.

      Brendan quickly mouthed “Coming home” to the group members and Mickey Doyle's fingers began to pick out the opening melody of a song he and Brendan had written together. With a resonating beat and a 'catchy' guitar melody running through the song, any risk the group had taken in performing their own composition rather than one of the standards of the day soon evaporated as the audience foot-tapped and jigged their way through the new song, which the group was performing in public for the first time.

      “That was great,” said the club's D.J as the group left the stage to yet more rapturous applause. “You lads have a really good sound. I want you to come back again, and soon.”

      “That'll be terrific,” Brendan replied, a beaming smile on his face. “How soon?”

      “How're you fixed for next week?”

      “Well, we're at The Iron Door on Tuesday.”

      “What about Thursday lunchtime?”

      Brendan quickly looked questioningly at the other members of the group. He knew they'd have to arrange time off work or simply absent themselves from their jobs if they were to fulfill the engagement, but each one unhesitatingly nodded their agreement.

      “Okay, we'll be here,” he replied.

      After staying at the club long enough to smoke a couple of cigarettes each and drink a coffee or a Coca-Cola, Brendan and the Planets made their way through the smoke-laden atmosphere and the happy crowd, towards the exit, accompanied by much back slapping and complimentary comments from a number of the youngsters who'd obviously enjoyed their performance. Perhaps, thought Brendan as the group loaded their gear into the old Bedford van they regularly borrowed from Phil Oxley's father, we might just have a decent shot of making something of the music business. Phil drove carefully, not wanting to damage his precious drum kit or the others' guitars and equipment and one by one, dropped the group members off at their homes, or, in Brendan's case, outside the bookshop where he worked. Mr. Mason, the shop owner, didn't mind giving Brendan time off to attend his gigs, as, being forward-thinking, he realized that many of the younger crowd who knew Brendan were already visiting his shop regularly and he'd cleverly begun to stock a wide range of products, magazines and American comics that ensured a steady turnover from the new branch of his clientele. Maybe, he thought, I ought to start stocking a few records, just in case.

      Mr. Mason cheerfully welcomed Brendan back to work, where the young man soon managed to lose himself in daydreams of future stardom as he went about the rest of his day's work.
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      LIVERPOOL, 1999

      Clarissa Drake stood looking down, maybe thirty feet or so, towards the bottom of the old, dried up dock. Turning to the young man beside her, she spoke quietly, as she shivered in the early morning mist that drifted across the landscape from the nearby River Mersey.

      “You know, Derek, if I didn't know better, I'd say he looks pleased to see us.”

      Before the young man could reply, a deep voice from behind them made them both jump slightly.

      “Now then, Izzie, how many times have I told you about that sense of humour of yours?

      Turning to face the man behind the voice, Detective Sergeant Clarissa, (Izzie) Drake, found herself staring into the eyes of her boss, Detective Inspector Andy Ross. Detective Constable Derek McLennan stood beside her, trying to make himself look small and insignificant in an effort to avoid the wrath of his boss. D.I. Ross in fact, despite his words, had an almost imperceptible grin on his face as he looked sternly at his sergeant.

      “I'm sorry sir, but you know how it always affects me, seeing something like this. I'm just trying to lighten the moment a bit if you know what I mean.”

      The tall, swarthy-skinned Inspector took a step forward and looked down at the sight that had brought them here in the first place, the grinning rictus of the skull certainly looking to all intents and purposes appearing, as Izzie intimated, pleased to be revealed from its long incarceration in the clinging mud that had only now decided to reveal its macabre secret. Ross knew it had to have been there a long time, as the small wharf and dockside had been abandoned for many years and only now, in the course of urban renovation and improvement, had the collective mass of mud and detritus of years of neglect been slowly cleared away until the discovery of the remains brought all work to a halt. He turned to face the sergeant and the young detective constable who remained rooted to the spot beside her.

      “Right then, let's get on with it. Izzie, try not to assign or assume gender until the doc has examined the remains, as well, OK?”

      Izzie nodded her understanding.

      “And Constable?” Ross looked into the eyes of the young detective.

      “Sir?”

      “I'm not going to chew your head off for standing next to the sergeant while she makes frivolous comments, so no need to look like you're about to be sent back to uniform, or fed to the Chief Superintendent for supper, okay?”

      “Yes, sir, okay sir, I mean thank you, sir.”

      “How long you been in the detective division, lad?”

      “Six months, sir.”

      “Lots to learn my boy, lots to learn. Now, let's get on with the job.”

      “Right sir, McLennan replied, following Izzie as she began the descent of the iron-runged ladder that led down to the muddy and rank smelling river bed below.

      Ross quickly followed the two until all three officers stood quietly looking at the recently revealed skeletal remains that lay half in and half out of the mostly hard-packed surface of the ground that would once have been the bed of a busy and thriving riverside wharf.

      The detectives took care not to approach too close to the remains, not wanting to disturb the scene before the medical examiner had had the opportunity to inspect the scene.

      “Anyone know who the duty M.E. is?” Ross asked of no-one in particular.

      Izzie Blake provided him with the answer.

      “One of the paramedics up there said it's Fat Willy, sir.”

      Ross groaned. The nickname Blake used referred to Doctor William Nugent, a brilliant but terribly overweight police surgeon, an expert in forensic pathology, whose unfortunate weight problems had provided the members of Merseyside Constabulary with the excuse to make jokes at his expense, always behind his back of course. A rather dour Scot, the doctor's accent contrasted with the predominantly local Liverpool accent possessed by most of the local constabulary, some of whom found it difficult to keep up with the doctor's words at times, though he seemed to have no difficulty with the Liverpudlian accent, having lived in the city for as many years as anyone could remember. Nugent was also something of a stickler for the rules and Ross knew he'd better be on his toes and not cause any disturbance to the scene before him, lest he incur the wrath of the good doctor. Ross held both arms out to his sides, as though indicating an invisible barrier.

      “Right, people, no-one gets any closer than this until the doctor arrives. Now, tell me what you see. You first, Sergeant.”

      Izzie Drake peered down at the skeletal remains and paused, as she gathered her thoughts. The skull and upper body were for the most part, fully exposed with the abdominal area still covered by a thick layer of mud and silt, and the lower legs and feet also exposed to the chill morning air.

      “Well, sir looks to me as though the body has laid there for some time. If you look at the wall of the dock above us, we can see that the mud and silt must have reached up at least ten feet before the workmen started on the reclamation job.”

      Ross looked up, nodding his agreement with his sergeant, also taking time to notice the faded lettering on the side of the disused brick built warehouse, which read 'Cole and Sons, Importers,' many of the letters now indistinct and barely readable. He made a mental note to check how long the warehouse had lain empty and whether Cole and Sons had been the last company to have used the facility. Izzie continued.

      “Whoever the victim is, or was, must have lain buried beneath the mud and silt for years, to have ended up so deep.”

      “Agreed,” said Ross. “Go on, what else?”

      “I'd lay odds on the fact this is a suspicious death. I just don't see anyone dying of natural causes and not being reported missing or nobody having the faintest clue where he or she was last seen, that kind of thing.”

      McLennan butted in.

      “Unless the victim had a heart attack, or slipped and fell in the water all those years ago, no witnesses, and was just never found.”

      “Well done, Constable McLennan,” said Ross. “That's good thinking. We may have to do a massive trawl of the missing person records once the doc gives us an idea of how long the remains have been down here. Anything else, Izzie?”

      “Not yet, sir. I think we need to get the doctor's opinion before we begin formulating our own theories.”

      As if on cue, first of all a wide shadow, and then a large figure appeared on the dockside above, followed by the booming voice of Doctor Nugent.

      “Well now, Inspector Ross. I see you've got something interesting for me this morning?” The Scottish accent was easily discernible to those around the pathologist.

      “Morning, Doctor. Yes. Been here a while, I'd say, but I'd appreciate your professional opinion before we jump to conclusions.”

      “Aye, well, it's good to hear you're learning a thing or two. I take it no-one's disturbed the remains?”

      “No, we've stayed well back to give you an undisturbed area around the victim.”

      “Aye well, I'd better be comin' doon then, eh? Francis, come on man, and bring your camera.”

      As if by magic the diminutive figure of Francis Lees, the pathologist's assistant appeared at his side, looking down at the death scene.

      “What the hell are you waiting for man? Get doon the ladder there and wait for me at the bottom. And make sure to catch me if I slip on those old rusty rungs.”

      The detectives looked at each other and smiled. The thought of Nugent's bulk falling from the ladder on to the hapless Lees gave them a moment of humour in the midst of their other wise grim task. The thought that Nugent's weight would probably force poor Lees's body into the mud and silt, suffocating the poor man, made him think they may end up with two bodies to remove from the dock before the day was out.

      Lees quickly made his way down the ladder and dutifully stood almost to attention, his camera slung over his shoulder, as Nugent ponderously made his way down the rusting ladder, thankfully arriving safely at the bottom less than a minute after his assistant. Ross couldn't help but admire the way the pathologist, despite his bulk, managed to make his way down the ladder almost gracefully, and without any apparent difficulty.

      “Now, let's see what we've got, eh?” said Nugent as he and Lees began their own examination of the scene. Lees's camera flashed incessantly as he photographed the partially revealed skeletal remains from every possible angle. Nugent knelt in the mud beside the skeleton and began a close examination. Ross, knowing the doctor's routine all too well, couldn't resist a quick question.

      “See anything yet that might help us, Doctor?”

      “Sshhh,” Nugent urged.

      “Does he think the corpse is going to talk to him?” McLennan whispered quietly to Izzie.

      “Ah heard that, young man,” Nugent snapped at the young detective. “Ah like tae work in peace if you don't have any objections.”

      “Of course, Doctor, sorry,” said McLennan, blushing visibly.

      “Aye, well, anyway, in response to your question, Inspector Ross, I do believe I have something for you.”

      “Already, Doctor?”

      “Aye, already, but it doesn't take a genius in this case to ascertain that, in my humble opinion, you'll be looking for a murderer I think.”

      Ross and Izzie Drake looked at each other, exchanging knowing glances. Both knew instinctively this was going to be a potentially long and difficult case to crack.

      “How can you be sure so quickly?” he asked the pathologist.

      “Aye, well, I dinna think this hole in the skull got here by accident.”

      Nugent beckoned the inspector closer and pointed to the rear of the skull, which he'd raised carefully just clear of the mud. There, the two men looked closely at the gaping hole in the back of the skull, larger than would have been left by a bullet but still conversant with some form of blunt force trauma.

      “Couldn't that have been caused by an accident, Doc?”

      “Under certain circumstances, it may have been, Inspector Ross, but not in this case, I think.”

      “Why so certain?” asked the policeman.

      Nugent pointed to a point about twelve inches to the right of the skull. Ross could see that the doctor, in the course of his close examination had uncovered the unmistakable form of a hammer.

      “I'll wager a month's salary that yon hammer is your murder weapon, Inspector,” said Nugent. “There's some staining on the hammer head that may be blood, and the shape and size of the hammer head would appear to match the shape of the wound in this poor unfortunate soul's head. I'll be able to confirm it when we get the remains back to the lab, but for now, I'm satisfied you have a murder on your hands. No chance of fingerprints after so long I'm afraid which leads me to the bad news that I believe the remains have possibly lain here for a long time, years in fact.”

      “Any idea of gender?” asked Izzie Drake.

      “Not yet, Sergeant, but looking at the size of the feet, I'd hazard a guess at male,” Nugent replied. “Inspector, I dinna want to disturb the remains too much where they lie at present. Can you arrange for a team to dig out the entire area surrounding the skeleton and transport the lot back to my lab? I can carry out a thorough examination there and give you as much information as the deceased is willing to reveal to me.”

      Ross groaned inwardly. It would be a massive task to remove the remains from their resting place, mud and all, without disturbing or destroying the skeleton, but at least once it was out of the way he and his team could carry out an intensive search of the surrounding area for clues to the identity of the victim or to the full nature of the crime. At least the possibility that this was indeed the murder site might make his task a little simpler, no need to go searching the length of the river bank for miles in both directions.

      “I'll make the arrangements, Doc. Please, once you get the remains to your lab…”

      “I know, Inspector. You'd like my findings as soon as possible.”

      “Thanks, yes, Doc. I know it's not as if I can see a quick solution to this one, but anything we can do to find out who this was, and when the murder occurred, might just help us bring a killer to justice.”

      “I wish you luck, Inspector, I really do,” Nugent said as he rose from his position and beckoned Lees to follow him, and the pair began the ascent up the ladder back up to the dockside.

      “Anything to add, Constable?” Ross directed the question at McLennan.

      “Just a question really, sir.”

      “OK, ask away.”

      “Well sir, this dock or wharf or whatever the correct term is, was once connected to the Mersey by that channel, right?” McLennan pointed along the narrow channel along which the ships would have approached the dock from the river, unloaded at the dockside and then turned round in the basin they now stood in before heading back out to the Mersey.

      “Right,” said Ross, “so what's the question?”

      “It's just that I don't see how they could block off the whole River Mersey so they could drain the dock and the channel, sir. How the heck did they manage it?”

      “Good question, McLennan and I'm glad to see you're thinking about this. I'm no engineer but I think you'll find they drive large metal pilings into the river bed, erect some sort of temporary dam, then use massive pumps of some sort to drain the water from this side. When it's dry, they can then build the new reinforced river bank you now see at the end of the channel, thus re-directing the flow of the Mersey. They must have done this many times during all the redevelopment of the dock area, because I know there are a hell of a lot of these old inlets and channels that had to be closed off to the river before the developers could start work on their so-called urban redevelopment and improvement of the old dock area.”

      “Right, sir, I see. I was just trying to work out if the clearing of the channel might have any bearing on the timing of the death of the victim.”

      “Good thought, Constable, but of course, it could have happened any time when the dock was still operational or after closure as far as my thinking goes. But listen, you keep thinking lad, okay? That's what a good detective does, all the time, lots of thinking, mainly small points but then one day you just might hit on something important. The other thing we need to consider is whether the body was carried here by the tide and simply washed up here. The actual murder site and original dump site could be almost anywhere.”

      McLennan smiled, pleased the inspector had listened to his points and didn't think he was wasting his time, but wished he'd thought of the inspector's last point.

      Ross next took out his mobile phone, and spent the next few minutes making arrangements for a specialist recovery team to attend the scene and remove the remains and the surrounding mud and silt in one large excavation, for transportation to the forensic lab, in order for Doctor Nugent to carry out what Ross knew would be a painstaking examination. There wasn't much they could do for the present, not until the remains had been removed and they had the opportunity to carry out a detailed examination of the surrounding area. Ross knew he'd have to call in a few uniformed officers as well as the members of his own team of detectives, and his own boss, Detective Chief Inspector Harry Porteous wouldn't be best pleased at the overtime bill that would probably ensue from a case that on the surface, at least, appeared to offer little hope of a quick and easy solution.

      “Well,” said Izzie as she and Ross stood staring at the remains, McLennan having been dispatched by Ross to begin the arrangements to have the remains carefully removed and taken to the lab.

      “Well indeed, Sergeant,” Ross replied, thoughtfully. “Well, indeed.”
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      LIVERPOOL, SEPTEMBER, 1962

      Brendan Kane and his fellow musicians sat around the kitchen table in Brendan's parents home, a small two up, two down red-brick terraced house, much like thousands of others in the city. The young men sat around Brendan's Mum's kitchen table, with drummer Phil, unable to keep his hands still, constantly fiddling with a bottle of Camp Coffee in one hand and another of Heinz Tomato Ketchup in the other. To one side of the room, a small coal fire burned in the hearth, adding warmth and a feeling of cozy security to the room. Near the fire, a load of washing stood draped over a wooden clothes horse, the smell of damp washing adding to the homely feel of the room. Despite the domestic warmth and atmosphere of his parents' home, like many others of his own age, Brendan nurtured dreams of being able to move up in the world, to leave behind the rather grim and humdrum workaday existence endured by his Mum and Dad and others of their generation. His father, Dennis, had spent his entire working life as a docker, a hard life, with much physical toil required on a daily basis. The years had taken their toll on Dennis Kane, and Brendan, despite having the greatest of respect for his father, wanted more from life, a house with a garden instead of a front door that opened straight onto the street, a few of the modern conveniences perhaps, like a dishwashing machine similar to those he'd seen in the shops in the city centre, and one of the new fangled automatic washing machines. Brendan knew his Mum was luckier than most, in owning her twin tub machine with the spin-dryer that took the worst of the water out of the clothes. Still, the washing draped on the clothes-horse was a reminder that his mother still did a great deal of washing by hand and dried it the best she could in front of the fire.

      Like the rest of the group, he felt his best chance of achieving his dreams just might be through their music. He'd received his guitar, a second-hand but good condition twin pick-up Hofner, as a Christmas present one year from his parents, who were well aware of their son's love of music, and who'd scrimped and saved for months in order to buy their son the instrument and a second-hand amplifier to go with it. Second-hand or not, to young Brendan, the guitar had been, and still was, the greatest gift his parents could ever have given him, and he was determined to pay them back for their financial sacrifice, just as soon as he could.

      “Listen up lads,” said Brendan, as he pointed to a stack of papers laid out on the table in front of him. “Here's the receipts for every gig we've done so far. We're doing okay locally, but I think we need to try and branch out, you know, like, maybe get a recording contract.”

      “Christ, Brendan,” Mickey replied, flicking back a permanently annoying lock of hair that always fell across right eye, “We'd all love to do that, man, but getting a recording contract isn't as easy as that, and you know it.”

      The others all nodded their agreement with Mickey's statement.

      “Yeah, look, I know that, but that guy Brian Epstein, you know, his Dad owns a furniture shop in town? Brian's the manager of the music department and he's started out managing some of the local beat groups. He's signed The Beatles, and we've played the same stage as them, right? Someone told me they've got a recording contract already with a record coming out next month. They wrote it themselves, it's called Love me Do. I heard last week he's also got Gerry and the Pacemakers on his books and a couple of others, and they're all local and doing okay under his guidance.”

      Phil Oxley joined in the conversation.

      “Yeah, I've seen him around in some of the clubs, like The Cavern, The Iron Door, places like that.”

      “But has he ever seen us and heard us play?” asked young Ronnie.

      “Exactly,” said Brendan. “We need to make sure he's there in one of those clubs when we're on stage, make sure he hears and likes us. Then maybe we'll get picked up by him, too.”

      “Yeah, but he's not the only manager in the business, is he?” said, Ronnie. “I know for a fact that a couple of groups have had demo recordings made at Pete Kemp's studio in the city centre. Maybe we could do that and send copies of the demo off to Mr. Epstein and some of the big recording companies, you know, like Decca, E.M.I. and Polydor?”

      “Sure, Ronnie,” said Brendan. “We could do that, spend a load of dosh we haven't got on getting a demo made, and then buy enough copies to send around the industry, only for some producer's assistant to listen to a few bars if we're lucky and then throw the disc in the bin. We only get three pounds a gig man, and we have to pay Phil's dad a bit towards the petrol we use when he lends us his van, so we ain't got a whole lot of spare cash to throw away on a demo that hardly anyone will hear.”

      “But how do other groups manage then?” asked Ronnie. “Surely lots of record companies do have people who listen to new talent when they get the demos in the post?”

      Mickey chimed in.

      “Ronnie, I think what Brendan's getting at is that most of the groups whose demos get heard are probably sent in by their managers, who already know the producers and such like at Decca and places like that.”

      “Yeah, exactly,” said Brendan. “That's why we need someone like Brian Epstein to notice us. It doesn't have to be him of course, but he's local, and we've probably got more chance of being heard and spotted by him than by anyone else, and we don't exactly know many managers of pop groups personally, do we?”

      “Okay,” said Ronnie. “What do you think we should do then, Brendan? How do we get him to see and hear us? We can't exactly go begging to him, can we? You know, 'Please Mr. Epstein, we're real good. Come and listen to us and sign us up.'

      “We use our brains, Ronnie. That's what we do. Look here,” Brendan said. “These receipts show we make a small profit on every gig, not a lot, sure, but enough to maybe get a few leaflets printed. My idea is to get them printed with a few of our 'coming soon' dates, you know, when we've maybe got three or four bookings lined up and we make sure copies of the leaflet are delivered to his dad's shop, to the music department and to his office. I've found out he's got one in town, where he runs his management stuff from. Then we get that gorgeous sister of yours, Mickey, to help us out.”

      “And what do we want Marie to do, exactly?” asked Mickey.

      “Well, she's a real looker, right, and she and her mates go out to the clubs regular to listen to the music, right?” They all nodded in agreement, apart from Mickey, who appeared unsure of just what Brendan was about to suggest.

      “What we do is, we ask her to go to a few of the clubs where we know he hangs out and see if she can get to talk to him, just drop him a few hints about this really great group she's heard, that's us of course, and that he ought to go to The Iron Door, or wherever we're booked that week, and listen to us. She can tell him lots of kids are following us and that we've got a great sound. What bloke can resist a really good looking bird like your sis, Mickey?”

      “Sounds good,” Mickey replied, “but how do we know which clubs he's going to be at so Marie can try and talk to him?”

      “Yes, I know, that's the one big problem with my plan. Maybe she could spend a week or two doing her best to corner him and then we get the leaflets posted, sharpish like, and distribute them so he gets copies just after talking to Marie, and we might get lucky.”

      “Bloody hell, Brendan, there's a load of ifs, buts, and maybes in there, don't you think?” asked Ronnie.

      “I know Ronnie, but come on fellas, don't you think it's worth a try?”

      After another five minutes of discussion, with no-one having come up with a better idea to try to gain the recognition of the man they saw as a way into the recording industry, they reached an agreement, and Mickey promised he'd speak to his sister Marie, who he agreed would probably be pleased to enlist her friends in helping them to put Brendan's grand plan into operation.

      After another half hour of discussion and agreeing to meet at Brendan's house at seven p.m on Friday night before going on to a gig at the newly-opened Pelican Club, the group went their separate ways, leaving Brendan to clear away the receipts and the mugs that had held their frequent cups of tea, leaving his Mum's kitchen as clean as possible when she came home after her shift at the launderette.

      The front door opened soon afterwards, and Brendan's Dad walked into the house, having spent an hour at the pub, enjoying a pint or two with his friends. He made his way straight to the kitchen, where Brendan was sitting at the table, deep in thought.

      “Hey, son, how you doing?” Dennis asked.

      “Alright, Dad, Just thinking stuff, you know.”

      “Aye lad, you do a lot of that there thinking, don't you? I hope you're going to stick at that new job of yours and not turn into too much of a dreamer over all that music stuff you and your mates are so keen on. There's no future in that life, you should know that.”

      Brendan sighed. He and his father had had this conversation many times in recent months.

      “You're wrong, Dad, really. There's a real future out there if you're good enough, and I know me and the lads have a real chance if we can just get spotted. That's what we've been talking about before you came home.”

      “Oh aye? And just what does Mr. Mason think of all this 'beat music' lark, eh? He's got some patience, I'll say that for him, letting you have time off to go and play that so-called music of yours during the day.”

      “It's only the odd hour here and there, Dad, when we get a lunchtime gig, and then I'm only actually away from the shop for a couple of hours, and one of them's me lunch hour anyway, and Mr. Mason says he thinks I should follow me dreams, we all should.”

      Dennis Kane waved a dismissive hand in his son's direction. No way would the hardened old dock worker ever understand the modern generation.

      “Aye well, if you say so, son, if you say so. Now be a good lad and put the kettle on and make your old Dad a nice cup of tea, eh?”

      Brendan nodded at his father, rose from the table and picked up the kettle from the cooker hob next to the sink unit, quickly filling it and putting it on to boil on the gas ring, all dreams of being a future pop star, for the moment, like the slowly boiling kettle, placed on the back burner.

      One day, Dad, I'll prove you wrong, and make you proud of me, he thought, without actually saying the words. He knew he'd never convince his Dad until maybe he and the group actually made it big, and perhaps even then his Dad wouldn't think being a musician and singer was what he'd deem a 'proper job.

      The kettle whistled as it came to the boil and Brendan dutifully made the tea, and Dennis took his with a quick “Thanks, son,” and made his way into the small parlour at the front of the house, and turned on the small black and white television in the corner, the one Brendan hoped to one day turn into one with a glorious colour screen, like the ones in that big shop in the city.

      Brendan took his own cup of steaming hot tea upstairs with him to his bedroom, where he turned on his small portable transistor radio which he kept permanently tuned to Radio Luxemburg, lay down on his bed and allowed himself to drift into his daydream of music stardom as the latest sounds of the pop charts assailed his brain, the tea soon growing cold as he became lost in the early sounds of the sixties.
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      MERSEYSIDE POLICE HEADQUARTERS, 1999

      On the sixth day after the discovery of the remains, Ross sat alone at his desk in his small but functional office at police headquarters. The painstaking task of removing the remains from the abandoned dock had taken almost two days to achieve, and the inspector now awaited the results of the post-mortem on the unfortunate soul whose last resting place had gone unmarked and unrecognized for God knows how many years. After six years as a Detective Inspector, Ross had to admit to himself that this could turn out to be his most baffling case to date. As a rule, most murders tended to follow a similar pattern. Either through love, jealousy, hatred or for financial reasons, one individual would one day snap and instigate the death of another. In the majority of cases, the body would be found sooner rather than later, and certainly not years later, as in the current case. Of course, identifying the victim helped, and again was usually achieved fairly quickly even when no identification was present on the body. Only in rare cases did it take a length of time for the police with all their modern resources to identify a murder victim. This time, however, things were very different. In the case of the skeletal remains which even now, Dr. Nugent and his assistant, Lees were carrying out an autopsy of sorts on, there was no hope of fingerprint identification and the few items of trace evidence found in the vicinity after the removal of the body had provided little if any hints that would put a name to the victim, and without a name for the deceased, any hope of finding the killer would prove minimal.

      Ross picked up the report that lay on his desk, a single sheet of paper that contained the list of items recovered from the mud and silt that had accumulated around the decomposing body over the years. The remains of one boot, obviously a man's had survived in enough detail to be estimated at a size ten. Nugent, of course, had been correct in his assumption the remains were those of a man. Perhaps the other boot had degraded and been washed away with the tidal flow from the dock while it was still operational, Ross hypothesized. Next, a few coins, totalling six shillings and tenpence in pre-decimilisation currency, that had probably been in the deceased's pockets had been found, cleaned and from the date of the most recently minted coin discovered it was possible to assume with some degree of certainty that the murder had taken place no later than nineteen sixty six.

      “Bloody hell,” Ross spoke aloud, “that's over thirty years ago. How the hell am I supposed to find this poor sod's killer if I can't even find out who he was?”

      “Talking to yourself, now, are we, sir?” came the voice of Izzie Drake from the doorway. Ross had been so engrossed in his personal thoughts he hadn't heard her knock gently before entering his office.

      “Well, there wasn't anyone else here to listen, was there, Sergeant?” he replied, quickly regaining his composure after initially appearing surprised at Drake's sudden appearance.

      “I'm here now, though, sir. You managed to come up with anything new from looking at that list?”

      Ross quickly scanned the short list of items once again, for probably the tenth time since the forensic team had compiled it, and sighed before replying. The actual items found were currently in the evidence locker down in the basement of the headquarters building, and the two detectives had spent a few hours trying to glean something, anything, from staring at the assortment on the day they'd been brought in, under Izzie's supervision after she'd led the team in a painstaking search of the dock.

      “I'm no miracle worker, that's for sure, Izzie. I mean, what have we got? A bit of an old boot, a few coins, a few pieces of cloth that may or may not have been part of the victim's clothing, a metal comb, a few drinks cans, various makes of beer and soft drinks apparently identifiable, a few glass bottles, whole and in pieces and that strange piece of plastic one of your searchers picked up. Any or all of this stuff could just as easily have been thrown into the water by someone not connected to the murder. We just don't know, and I can't see how we're ever going to know, if you want the truth.”

      “I know sir. It seems like an impossible and pretty thankless task if you ask me. Doesn't the chief superintendent realize we're on a hiding to nothing with this one?”

      “He probably does, Izzie, but he puts a bit of pressure on D.C.I Porteous to get a result and he puts the pressure on me and we just have to do our best.”

      Izzie Drake walked across to the window of Ross's office, and appeared to stare into space for a few seconds. Ross recognized this as one of Izzie's regular ways of gathering her thoughts and waited patiently for her to speak. She turned back from the window, and as Ross looked at her expectantly, she voiced her thoughts.

      “Look, sir, I know this a wild thought, but what about the guys in the cold case squad? Our skeleton might just refer back to one of their cases.”

      Merseyside Police did in fact have one of the best cold case units in the North of England, as the inspector knew only too well, and Ross deliberated for a few seconds before replying to his sergeant.

      “Under normal circumstances I'd probably agree with you, but, and it's a big but, I know for a fact that the Cold Case Squad have to work under very specific terms of reference. The most important prerequisite for them to become involved in a case is that, quite simply, there has to be a case for them to become involved in. In other words, it has to be a case that already exists on the unsolved books, and sadly for us, in this case, as we have no identity for our victim, we have nothing to cross reference it against, to see if they have our victim listed in any past crime statistics.”

      “Damn it,” said Drake. “I really thought I might be on to something there.”

      Ross smiled.

      “You still might be, Izzie. If we can find out who our victim is, and he's listed in an unsolved case file somewhere then Cold Case might be interested in taking the case over, if the boss agrees.”

      “And why wouldn't he, sir?”

      “Simple, Izzie. Because if he thinks there's any mileage for positive publicity to be gained from his own murder squad solving an old case, he's unlikely to want to hand it to the wrinkly squad.”

      Drake sighed.

      “Internal politics at work again, eh, sir?”

      “'Fraid so, Izzie.”

      Before they could continue their discussion, the phone on Ross's desk rang. Drake moved to leave the office, but he held up a hand to tell her to stay where she was. The call might be important to their case, and indeed, after a minute of what Drake took to be serious listening by her boss, he spoke into the mouthpiece.

      “Okay, thanks, Doc. Sergeant Drake and I will be with you shortly.”

      Izzie looked intently at Ross as he hung up on Doctor Nugent.

      “Results of the autopsy, or should I say examination of the bones, I assume, sir?”

      Ross nodded his head and spoke as he quickly tidied the papers on his desk into a neat pile and then placed them in the top left drawer of his desk, locking it with a key which hung on the key ring that also contained his car keys.

      “Such as it was, yes. Our dour but brilliant pathologist says he's come up with one or two things, but he'd rather explain to us in person rather then over the phone. Of course, that's his usual stance, always wanting to over-dramatise any little bit of trivia he might have discovered, and present it like he's bloody Sherlock Holmes or something, so let's not get too excited until we see and hear what he has to say.”

      “Understood, sir, but, from what you just said, I'm assuming he's found something of interest?”

      “According to the good doctor, yes he has. So, let's get on over to the mortuary, and see what he has for us.”

      “Right, sir. Should we tell D.C.I. Porteous we're going over there?”

      “No point, Izzie, not unless or until we have something to report to him. If he needs me he can always reach me through my mobile, and I'd rather talk to him with something positive to report rather than just give him my travel itinerary for the morning. Just tell D.C. McLennan where we're going just in case the boss does ask where we are while we're gone. Go on, and give D.C. Ferris a heads-up too. He might need to get in touch if he comes up with anything.”

      Drake returned to the squad room where she quickly brought the two Detective Constables up to date. McLennan was busy going through missing persons files going back for a number of years, though how he hoped to cross reference a name with an as yet unidentified skeleton was anybody's guess, and the older and more experienced D.C. was studying the photographs taken by the crime scene techs, of all the various items of detritus and rubbish, or potential evidence, however you looked at it, discovered around the victim's remains.

      Ten minutes later, she was behind the wheel of the Mondeo pool car assigned to Ross, as they made the short drive to the city mortuary. Hopefully, they would find something of interest in the results of Doctor Nugent's examination of the mystery skeleton.
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      THE MORTUARY, 1999

      Drake and Ross stepped into the sunlight as they alighted from the Mondeo in the car park outside the mortuary building. As Ross stretched to his full height, relieving the stiffness in his neck and back, Izzie Drake couldn't help but admire the man who she worked closely with.

      Detective Inspector Andy Ross might be the wrong side of forty, but his full head of dark brown hair and his healthy skin tone gave him the look of a man almost ten years younger. Drake had noticed a framed photo of his parents in his office soon after she'd started working under Ross, and had commented on the handsome couple in the picture. Ross explained that his father, a military policeman at the time, had met his mother during a posting to the Far East in the fifties, and fell in love with the beautiful dark-skinned daughter of a wealthy shipping merchant. Apparently Ross's mother came from an old Anglo-Indian family, with a strong hint of Spanish blood in the mix, hence her mother's maiden name of Martinez. It was therefore easy for Izzie to see where her boss got his good looks from.

      Izzie often envied Ross's wife, Maria, a doctor in general practice not far from where they now stood, looking at the entrance to the mortuary building. She wished she could meet a man with the looks, integrity and self-assurance of Andy Ross, but her luck with men never seemed to follow a straight or true course. Maybe one day, but for now, work took priority over everything else.

      “Ready, Sergeant?” Ross asked as Izzie pressed the button on the remote and the car answered with a beep as the door locks engaged.

      “Ready as I'll ever be, sir. God, I do hate these places.”

      “Don't we all? I doubt this place is anyone's favourite place to be on a warm, sunny day, except of course, someone like our friendly neighborhood pathologist, the good Doctor Nugent.”

      “Not forgetting his faithful hound, Lees, of course,” Izzie chuckled as she spoke.

      Ross joined in Izzie's lighthearted banter for a few seconds.

      “God, yes. I must say, Lees is almost more cadaverous than some of the poor sods in this place, looks like a good meal might kill him.”

      “He's good at his job though, eh, sir? Doctor Nugent won't have anyone else assisting him, so I've heard.”

      “True. Well, here goes.”

      The two detectives stood at the entrance to the building where an intercom system was in place, beside a small keyboard which only staff had the code to, in order to effect immediate entry. A notice adjacent to a small silver button read 'Press here for entry' and Ross duly pressed where indicated. Almost immediately, a tinny disembodied voice squeaked from the small speaker above the button.

      “Hello. Please state your name and business.”

      “Detective Inspector Ross and Sergeant Drake, Merseyside Police, for Doctor Nugent. We're expected.”

      “Ah yes, I have your names here. Please push the door when the buzzer sounds, Inspector.”

      Ross and Drake entered the building as instructed and walked a short distance along the corridor immediately inside the door, quickly arriving at another door beside which a small window looked into an equally small cubicle. Within, a young man sat at a small desk with a computer screen and keyboard in front of him, obviously the disembodied voice from moments earlier, Ross surmised. The man wore a lapel badge that gave his name as Peter Foster, the title Mortuary Reception below the name. Foster spoke to the detectives through a grill in the glass partition that separated him from mortuary visitors.

      “Good morning, may I see your identification please, Inspector Ross, Sergeant Drake?”

      Both officers produced their warrant cards and passed them through the small gap at the bottom of the glass. Foster checked them carefully. Ross couldn't remember seeing him here on previous visits to the building.

      “You new here?” he inquired of Foster.

      “Been here a month, Inspector,” he replied as he passed the warrant cards back to the detectives. “Sorry if I seem over careful, but we've been instructed to be very fastidious and only allow authorized personnel into the actual examination suites.”

      “No need to apologise for doing your job the right way, Mr. Foster,” Ross replied. “It's a rare thing to find nowadays.”

      Foster smiled, grateful to the inspector for putting him at ease. Ross assumed not everyone was as understanding as he was about being held up in their attempts to enter the 'business end' of the mortuary, as he thought of it.

      “Thank you, Inspector,” Foster smiled again. “I presume you know your way to the autopsy rooms?”

      Ross noted the change in terminology; Foster acknowledging his professional status rather than using the terms presumably used with grieving relatives and so on.

      “We do indeed.”

      “Doctor Nugent is in Autopsy Room Two,” said Foster, as he handed over two 'visitor' badges which Ross and Drake proceeded to pin on their jackets.

      “Thanks for your help, Mr. Foster,” Ross smiled at the young man, who beamed an equally expansive smile back at the detectives.

      “You're welcome, Inspector. Please remember to hand the badges back to me before you leave the building.”

      Ross nodded and the two walked through the door that opened magically as Foster pressed a switch, out of sight to those outside his small but functional cubicle, which, Ross thought, he probably thought of as his office.

      As soon as they entered the next corridor the two officers became instantly aware that they were now in what could best be described as the 'mortuary, proper' as their olfactory senses were assailed by the smell familiar to such establishments the world over, that heady mix of formaldehyde and disinfectant. Their nostrils twitched involuntarily as they followed the wide corridor, its walls a pallid 'hospital green' in colour, until it suddenly opened up into a large circular room with large double doors spaced evenly around it, each bearing a small plaque carrying the room, or 'autopsy suite' number.

      “At least we don't have to watch any bodies being sliced and diced this time,” Izzie Drake said with a tinge of relief in her voice.

      “Something to be grateful for, I suppose, Izzie,” Ross replied, himself relieved that he wouldn't need to avail himself of the 'Vick's Vaporub he and most other police officers usually smeared under their nose to help combat the smell of decomposition and putrefaction. No need either, to dress themselves in the surgical scrubs usually worn when attending autopsies either, as Nugent had advised earlier on the phone. No matter how many autopsies he'd attended over the years, Andy Ross had never been able to get used to the odours associated with the process of post-mortem examinations. With nothing but a set of skeletal remains on the table today, both detectives would be spared the gruesome sights and smells of a regular autopsy.

      They paused for a second or two outside the doors to autopsy room two, then Ross slowly eased one of the double doors open enough for himself and Drake to pass through. The detectives walked in to the room, which contained all the usual paraphernalia associated with the process in hand, steel autopsy table with channels at the sides for the blood to drain along into waiting receptacles at the end of the table, a set of large cold-boxes set into the far wall, where the bodies would be stored and further tables and counter tops, all in gleaming steel, holding saws, drills, cutting tools and everything a proficient pathologist could ask for in order to determine his or her findings.

      As the door slowly closed silently and automatically behind them, both Ross and Drake found themselves staring in surprise at the sight before their eyes. In the centre of the room the skeletal remains lay, displayed in the middle of the autopsy table, with Doctor Nugent standing on the opposite side of the table to the detectives, facing them as they entered the room. With his back to them, Francis Lees was busily dictating something into a small hand-held recorder, probably on Nugent's instructions, his voice low and inaudible from where they stood.

      What took Ross and Drake by surprise however was that, for the first time in either officer's memory, there was a third person in the room with the pathologist and his assistant. Ross in particular was quite amazed as he took in the sight of an extremely beautiful blonde-haired woman, dressed not in surgical scrubs as Nugent and Lees always were, despite Nugent's instructions to the opposite to Ross, but in an extremely expensive looking light blue skirt suit, the hem of the skirt ending just above the knee, revealing just enough for Ross to appreciate a terrific pair of legs. Topped off with a short white lab coat, the newcomer looked more like a consulting psychiatrist then a pathologist and Ross knew immediately that something was definitely different about this examination of Nugent's, that much was for sure. Ross led the way as he and Drake approached the trio at the table.
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      “Ah, Inspector Ross, and the good Sergeant Drake, come in, come in,” Nugent urged, “I have someone here I'd like you to meet.”

      Avoiding the urge to reply that such news was rather obvious, Ross instead replied, “I see, Doctor, and just who is this lady that we are to have the pleasure of meeting?”

      “Well,” Nugent went on, “As you know, I'm pretty much acknowledged as one of the leading pathologists in the country, and there's not much that leaves me floundering, but this time, I did feel the need to consult another expert in order to give you a true picture of what these remains might mean to your investigation.”

      Ross ignored Nugent's blatant statement of his own self-importance and waited as the pathologist continued. “Allow me to introduce you to Doctor Hannah Lewin. Hannah's an old friend of mine, and she's a professor of forensic anthropology, at Cambridge.”

      “Forensic anthropology?” Ross queried.

      “Aye, Inspector Ross. My speciality is in working with something a little, er, fresher than our friend on the table, and knowing Hannah was in town for a lecture at the University, I took the opportunity to ask her opinion of our remains.”

      “I see,” said Ross, reaching out to shake hands with Hannah Lewin. The woman however, held her hands up, and stepped back, Ross able to see she was wearing rubber autopsy gloves. “Oops, sorry, Doctor, or should I say professor?”

      “Hannah is fine, Inspector,” she smiled at him. “I never like all these grandiose titles, do you?”

      “Well, no, I suppose not, then you must call me Andy, and this is Izzie,” Ross replied, as he nodded in the Drake's direction.

      A flicker of recognition passed across Ross's face as he went on, “I think I've heard of you, Hannah. Didn't you assist the police down south with the identification of the bones found in the old factory building in Herefordshire a couple of years ago?”

      “You're quite right, Andy,” Hannah replied. “It was in Leominster to be precise, an old shoe factory that Samuel Metcalfe used as a burial site for his victims, nine of them to be precise. I was able to determine cause of death and also individual identifications for the majority of the remains.”

      “Ha, got you,” Izzie suddenly exclaimed. “I've seen you on the telly too. You were on that show that told the history of the Viking bones at the settlement in Hillingdale last year, weren't you?”

      Hannah Lewin smiled at Izzie's remark.

      “I was indeed, Sergeant, er, sorry, Izzie. Are you interested in such things?”

      “A real history buff, that's me,” Izzie replied. “I love to learn from the past, and the history of our country is really what shapes its future, don't you think?”

      “Certainly,” said the anthropologist, impressed with Izzie's enthusiasm.

      Ross gave an exaggerated cough, eager to bring the conversation back to their reason for being in the autopsy suite. Hannah returned to her professional persona as she spoke again.

      “I'm really pleased to meet you both. Doctor Nugent has told me you're very good at your jobs. He speaks highly of you, don't you, William?”

      Nugent grunted, obviously feeling a little uncomfortable at Hannah Lewin's bluntness.

      “Aye, well, no need to go making them big-headed now, is there lass?”

      “Oh, don't be so gruff, William. Now, shall we get on with what we're here for?”

      “Aye. Let's do that,” Nugent went on, relieved to be back on familiar territory. He looked at Ross and Drake as he now spoke in his usual, professional tones. “As you know, there was really nothing but bones when we finally extracted the remains from the dockside river bed. The lack of hair or any tissue after so many years of immersion, first in the water and then in the mud and silt that had built up in the disused dock area had ruined any chances we may have had of obtaining a good DNA sample and of course, even then, we wouldn't have known what the hell to compare any such sample with. Facial recognition was definitely out of the question, and that's when I thought Hannah's expertise might be of assistance to us.”

      “You're sure it's been there since before the dock was drained, then?” Drake asked the pathologist.

      “Aye lass, I'm pretty sure of it. You see, we know the dock was drained about ten years ago, as part of the urban regeneration plan for the whole docks area. If the body had been tossed in there after draining, it would, I'm sure have been discovered sooner and would not have sunk into the river bed and been buried in the mud as it was when we found him. Hannah has conducted a pretty extensive initial examination in the time she's had available and has some findings to report to you, I'm pleased to say.”

      “Anything you can add to the investigation will help, I'm sure,” Ross replied. “We have very little to go on so far.”

      “Well, I can't actually tell you too much, but I do have one or two points of interest to give you,” Hannah Lewin replied.

      As Ross and Drake waited, she picked up a clipboard from the side of the autopsy table and began her report to the detectives.
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      LIVERPOOL, MARCH 1963

      The crowd had gone home, and Brendan and the group sat quietly around a table at The Iron Door Club, sipping Coca-Cola through straws as they waited for Marie to bring Mr. Oxley's van round to the front, Mickey's sister having taken on the role of driver for the group whenever she had a free evening. The group's drum kit and instruments were waiting at the rear entrance ready to be loaded into the van as the boys relaxed after another night in the smoky atmosphere of the club.

      “Still no sign of our big break then, Brendan,” said Mickey. “Even your great master plan didn't work did it? Marie and her mates did all they could to get that Epstein fella in the right place at the right time and we know he's been in a couple of clubs when we've been playing so he must have heard us.”

      “If he has, that means he doesn't rate us,” said Phil Oxley, a hint of sadness in his voice. “Why don't we just admit we're not as good as we think we are? The Beatles are number two in the charts with Please Please Me, it's great, and they write all their own stuff, while we turn up everywhere and play cover versions of other people's music. We're just not original enough Brendan. You've got a great voice, lad, but we don't have what it takes to write enough of our own songs, and maybe that's what's holding us back.”

      Brendan Kane nodded sadly at his friend, knowing in his heart of hearts that Phil was probably correct in his summing up. Yet, something in his heart refused to allow him to give up on his dreams, at least not yet.

      Before he could reply to Phil's depressing statement, Marie bounced into the club and called out to the group.

      “OK, you lot, who's for home then? Come on, get loaded up, we haven't got all night, you know. I've got work in the morning and need some sleep, even if you lot don't.”

      The little group began to rise from their seats but, as they did so, Phil Oxley raised a hand to signal them to stay put.

      “Listen everyone, before we go, I've got some more bad news.”

      “Oh God, Phil, what is it now?” asked Brendan, as tiredness suddenly washed over him like a tidal wave. He wanted nothing more than to get home and sleep. He too didn't want to be late for work the next day. Mr. Mason was a great boss, but wouldn't tolerate a lame excuse like sleeping in because he'd been out late at a gig.

      Phil's face took on a serious look as the others slumped back into their seats, Marie standing just behind Mickey, anxious to leave and get them all home. She'd keep the van parked outside her home overnight as usual and return it to Mr. Oxley's home the next day as always, on her way to work.

      “It's about the van, actually,” said Phil. “Dad says he's still okay with us using it at night, but, well, things are a bit tight at present. He's had to let his mate Mick go, and he used his own van to make deliveries during the day, and there just isn't enough work to keep them both 'gainfully employed' as Dad puts it.

      Phil's father had been a ship's carpenter, a highly qualified tradesman, until the shipyard where he worked suffered a downturn in new ship-building contracts. Along with others, he'd suffered the ignominy of redundancy, but had used his redundancy payout wisely and started a small, but initially profitable business, creating hand-made furniture. His friend, Mick Donnelly had joined him as a part-time employee, working with Dave Oxley on the manufacturing side of the business and then using his own small van to make deliveries to the homes of customers. With Mick gone, Dave would need his own van to be available every day, and the group would have to manage without his generous loan of the vehicle.

      “Maybe you could use the drum kits most of the clubs have in place, Phil,” said Mickey, knowing that Phil's drum kit was the largest piece of equipment they had to move from place to place. Most clubs possessed amplifiers they could use for their electric guitars, though he knew it would still be a problem for everyone carrying their instruments, including the acoustic guitars they often used through the streets of Liverpool, on foot or on buses.

      “Are you kidding me?” Phil said, a hint of anger in his voice. “I saved every penny I earned from me paper round for three years, and me Mam and Dad paid the rest of the cash for them drums. I know they're second-hand, but they give me the right sound I want, and I'm not about to start using some heap of old crap that everyone and his uncle has probably used for years, and don't forget, I paid three quid to get our name stenciled on the front.”

      Bassist, Ronnie, always the quiet member of the group now spoke up.

      “So, what do we do now, then? Do we give up, pack in the group, like?”

      “Not if I can help it,” Brendan replied, firmly. “There has to be a way we can carry on. We just need to think it through.”

      “We can tell the clubs we can only do evening gigs from now on.” Ronnie suggested.

      “Yeah, then they'll think we're being uncooperative,” said Mickey.

      Brendan thought for a few seconds, and then said, “Look, for now, nights it is, no daytime gigs, okay? Phil, tell your Dad thanks from all of us. We really appreciate him letting us use the van all this time, and tell him we understand how things stand for him, and we hope business'll get better for him, real soon.”

      Phil breathed a small sigh of relief. He'd expected a row of some sort after making such an announcement. All in all, he thought, Brendan and the others had taken things pretty well, so far, though he still had another bit of bad news to share with his mates.

      “Thanks, Brendan, I'll tell him what you said, but, well, there is one more thing.”

      Seeing hesitation in Phil's expression, Brendan pressed him further.

      “Oh Christ, Phil, for fuck's sake, spit it out, man. How much worse can things get?” Suddenly remembering that Marie was standing behind Mickey, he added, quickly, “Sorry about the language, Marie, love.” Marie just nodded at him, knowing he was more than a little worked up.

      “It's the petrol,” Phil went on. “Dad hasn't minded us using his fuel, up to now, I mean, he knows they're only short trip to most of the clubs and round our houses like, and we pay a bit towards the fuel, but with money short and everything…”

      “Is that all?” Brendan sighed. “Tell your Dad we'll put an extra gallon a week in the tank, Phil. That should cover the few miles we clock up when we use it. If we don't have any gigs some weeks, we'll give it a miss, but if we all chip in a bit from our take from each gig, we'll hardly notice a couple of shillings a month.”

      The club manager was gesticulating to Brendan from the club exit. He needed to lock up and wanted Brendan and the group to leave him in peace to get on with it and allow him to go home. Brendan acknowledged him with a wave, and within a couple of minutes the group was in the van, Marie at the wheel, heading for their various drop-offs.

      That night, sitting at the kitchen table, his parents fast asleep upstairs, a sleepless Brendan Kane held his head in his hands, as a wave of depression swept over him. Despite his outward display of positivity in front of the other members of the group, he had a sinking feeling in his gut that was telling him the days of Brendan Kane and the Planets might be numbered. If they were, he needed to formulate a new plan if he was ever going to achieve his dream of pop stardom. Later, in bed, with just the sound of his old Westclox Big Ben alarm clock ticking away on his bedside cabinet, and the occasional creaking sound as the house seemed to settle itself down for the night, the germ of an idea began to grow in the recesses of his mind. The others might not be too keen, he thought, but there was a way forward, and Brendan became determined to explore the avenue that had just revealed itself to him in his most private of thoughts. He suddenly heard the sound of his Dad experiencing a coughing fit in the next bedroom. The thin walls of their house meant that little was private between rooms, particularly in the dead of night, and Brendan was quite used to the occasional sounds of his parents indulging in passionate love-making, though how they still managed it at their age he really couldn't comprehend. For Christ's sake, he always thought as the sound of his father's heavy breathing and his mother's gasping, combined with the banging of the headboard against the adjoining wall had kept Brendan awake many a night, they're in their bloody forties! Brendan just couldn't imagine being that old, and now he listened as the coughing gradually died away and all fell silent once again.

      Brendan's Dad smoked around twenty cigarettes a day, and despite the advent of filter tipped cigarettes which were supposed to reduce the recently announced health risks associated with smoking, Dennis Kane happily continued to smoke the same Capstan Full Strength unfiltered cigarettes he'd always enjoyed. In his mind, filter tips were meant for women and 'pansies', not for 'real' men. He didn't know of one single man down at the docks who smoked filter tipped cigarettes. Brendan's Mum smoked the new brand, Cadets, and even if he'd occasionally smoke one of his wife's cigarettes if he'd run out of Capstan, Dennis would invariably break off the tip and smoke it 'neat' as he put it.

      Brendan would occasionally smoke one of his Dad's cigarettes, surreptitiously 'nicked' from his father's packet, as Dennis would never dream of keeping count of his smokes, though he'd happily give one to Brendan if he asked. Trouble was, they made Brendan cough a lot and the last thing he wanted was to break into a coughing fit in the middle of a performance, so he was determined not to become a regular smoker and limited his indulgence to the odd one when he felt in need of a quick 'lift' such as was provided by the nicotine in the little white sticks, and never of course, on the day of a gig. Brendan had noticed his father had been coughing a lot more recently, just a 'smoker's cough' his Dad called it, but Brendan worried his Dad might be suffering from some kind of chest disease as a result of a lifetime's inhaling of the smoke. For now though, such thoughts died away in tune to the gathering silence from the next room and, still thinking of his new master plan for his own future, Brendan Kane drifted into a dreamless, peaceful sleep.
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      HANNAH LEWIN'S REPORT, 1999

      “Before I tell you what I've ascertained so far, I need to ask you something,”

      “Go ahead, ask me anything,” Ross replied, wondering just what was in the mind of Hannah Lewin.

      “When you searched the area around the site where the remains were found, I presume you found various items?”

      “We did, but we have to consider the fact this was a wharf, a dock for loading and unloading of ships, and all sorts of rubbish will have been thrown into the water over the years, and a fair amount since it closed down.”

      “I know that, Inspector,”

      “Andy, please,” he interrupted.

      “Yes, sorry, Andy. Anyway you found this hammer, right?”

      Hannah held up the hammer that had found in close proximity to the skeleton.

      “Well, actually, it was Doctor Nugent who found it, as he carried out his initial examination of the remains at the scene. It was quite close by and had obviously also been disturbed by the digger when they were clearing the dock.”

      “No other tools? Any specific metallic fragments, drinks cans excluded?”

      “No, just the hammer. Doctor Nugent thought it may have been the murder weapon.”

      William Nugent gave a sort of nervous cough, untypical of the man, as he waited for Hannah to continue. Before she did, she beckoned with her hand to draw the two detectives closer to the remains on the table.

      “Well, for once, my friend William is in error.”

      Nugent coughed again, and began to speak.

      “Yes, but…”

      “Oh, do shut up, please, William. Nobody says you were negligent. You weren't in a position to make a full examination in situ so you couldn't have been expected to see the rest.”

      Nugent appeared mollified by Hannah's words and stood back a little to allow her to go on.

      “Look here,” she said, as the detectives moved closer to the table. She held the hammer closer to the skull until it was lined up with the hole that was previously thought to be the cause of death.

      “What are we looking at?” asked Izzie Drake.

      “Here,” said Lewin. “The small perforation in the skull was almost certainly made by the hammer but from the small indentation present, I can almost certainly say this blow, though it would have certainly incapacitated the victim and possibly caused a loss of consciousness, really did not pierce the skull sufficiently far to cause any damage within the brain cavity. And, once the skeleton had been fully cleared of the thick sludge and mud that covered the midsection, we saw these.”

      Hannah pointed towards the skeletal legs, and Ross and Drake's eyes followed her finger until it came to a stop, and both detectives immediately knew exactly what she was indicating to them.

      “Bloody hell,” said Ross.

      “Oh shit,” added Drake.

      “Exactly,” said Hannah Lewin.

      “Not quite what you expected us to find, eh, Inspector?” came the voice of William Nugent, over Ross's shoulder.

      “That's why you wanted to know if we found any metallic fragments?”

      “Yes, it would have helped of course, but it doesn't change the fact that your victim was shot in both kneecaps before he ended up in the river. I hoped you might have found the remains of the bullets or shell casings from the shooting. They would have helped me to identify the type of ammunition used and therefore give you a possible identification of the type of murder weapon. As it is, I can still hazard a guess, but you need facts, not guesses really.”

      Both Ross and Drake continued to appear a little shell-shocked at this new revelation. Ross's thought immediately went back in time to his teens, when the TV news and the newspapers were full of stories about 'The Troubles' in Northern Ireland, and the IRA's use of kneecapping as a means of spreading fear among the community, and often used as a deterrent when applied to those they believed had betrayed their cause, perhaps by talking to the police or the troops deployed in that benighted province during that sad time. He decided not to mention those thoughts right now; that being something he would save for discussion between himself and Drake back at the station. The inspector let up a silent prayer that if and when they identified the victim, he wouldn't find himself embroiled in a case involving the terrible and bloody events that had taken place back in sixties Belfast. With the Northern Irish capital lying just across the Irish Sea from Liverpool he knew the chances were high that any number of IRA members and members of their opposition in the loyalist community factions had at any given time used the port of Liverpool as an entry and exit point for their forays to mainland Britain, and the ramifications of having to investigate an IRA killing on his home turf were enough to make Ross shiver involuntarily. For now, though, he eventually asked,

      “So, you don't think the blow to the head was fatal, and we now know the victim was kneecapped as well, before being killed, as there'd be little point doing such a thing post-mortem, so I have to ask you, what do you think killed the poor bugger?”

      Hannah Lewin stood looking down at the pitiful-looking assembly of bones that lay before them on the cold steel of the autopsy table for a full twenty seconds before finally replying to Ross's question.

      “Well, I'd agree with your assumption regarding the bullet wounds to the knees, absolutely no point in taking such measures against a corpse. They certainly would have been excruciatingly painful, but, like the blow to the head, not fatal in themselves, and therefore the only assumption I can make, and it is only an assumption, based on the lack of confirming evidence, is that your victim was probably shot first, and then, while on the ground he was struck on the head and then thrown alive into the water.”

      Izzie Drake, her face a mask of a mixture of anger and horror now asked,

      “Are you saying they, whoever they were, just tossed him in the river like a piece of rubbish and left him to drown?”

      “That's my best guess, Sergeant,” Hannah Lewin replied. “There doesn't appear to be any other answer to the question of how your victim found his way into the water, does there?”

      “That's just horrible,” said Drake, who then went on, “What makes you sure the body was thrown into the water, and not into the dried up dock after it had been closed off from the river?”

      “That's where we come to the rest of the results of my examination,” said Hannah Lewin.

      “Please go on, Hannah,” Ross encouraged her.

      “Well, from the state of the bones I can tell you there is enough evidence to suggest they were immersed in water for a long period of time. Also, there was sufficient detritus found in the immediate vicinity of the remains after cleaning to be able to date some of it, the drink cans for example, and under the remains we found these coins, none of which bears a date later than 1963, not conclusive I know, but they were probably in the victim's pockets and fell through the bones as the clothes gradually deteriorated in the water, hence them being found in the mud immediately below the remains. There were four old cans in the mud we cleared away, two Coca- Cola cans, one Sprite and one Tizer, and each still bore the date stamps on the base that helped me identify when those cans went on sale.”

      “You can determine such things after all this time?” asked the sergeant, becoming engrossed with Lewin's findings.

      “Oh yes, that's not difficult at all. I've done work around the world on burial sites and communal graves and you'd be amazed at the huge databases that are being built up to assist in the identification of all sorts of artifacts found on and around corpses and skeletal remains.”

      “Amazing,” said Drake, as Ross then also intervened with a question of his own.

      “Okay,” he said, “but, can you give me anything else at this point that will help us to identify just who the victim was?”

      “I think I can,” Lewin smiled at the inspector. “I can tell you that the victim was male, which Doctor Nugent of course had already ascertained, I know, and, from the shape of the skull I can tell you the victim was almost ninety nine percent of Caucasoid extraction.”

      “A white male then?” Ross asked, then added, “but, you said only ninety-nine percent, Hannah. Explain the one percent, please.”

      “This is Liverpool, after all, Inspector,” she replied. “You must remember that over the years there has been a great deal of inter-marriage between people of various races, typical in most large ports around the world. Your victim may have been of mixed race origin, one British parent, the other of any other race exhibiting similar Caucasoid characteristics, but if I had to testify on the spot, I'd say yes, this poor soul was a white male of between fifteen and thirty years of age.”

      “Okay, I accept that,” Ross said, thinking for a moment of his own, mixed-race background, and then, “The bullet-holes, Hannah? Small calibre I presume?”

      “Definitely,” she replied. “A shotgun would have done far more damage, particularly from close-range.”

      “Close-range?” asked Izzie.

      “Of course. You're not going to shoot someone in the knees from long distance, Sergeant. Whoever did this had to be standing in close proximity to the victim and obviously had to be within close firing range so as to be on target with both shots, so to speak.”

      “You're right of course. I should have known that,” Izzie said, feeling slightly foolish in front of the forensic specialist.

      “Don't worry about it,” Ross interjected, refusing to criticize his assistant. He knew all this new information was a lot to take in and he'd seen Izzie's face when she'd realised just how the victim had probably been eliminated. It wasn't a particularly good way to go, if there ever was such a thing. “I do have a question, though.”

      “Of course, please ask anything you want,” Lewin replied.

      “Leaving the shooting aside for a moment, why didn't the body rise to the surface? I thought dead bodies always floated after a period of time.”

      You're correct, of course, and under normal circumstances, a body sinks as the lungs fill with water, and stays there until bacteria in the gut and chest cavity produce enough lighter than air gasses, methane, hydrogen sulphide and good old carbon dioxide, at which point the cadaver will float to the surface like a balloon. In the case of this poor young man, something obviously prevented that, which probably means he was weighted down before being allowed to sink into the water. There would probably have been enough heavy items on a dockside for your killer, or killers to utilize as a weight. Or they may have used a number of smaller items and placed them in his pockets, or he may simply have got trapped in some underwater detritus, which held the body down and kept it from floating to the surface. I can take a look at the scene if you like. There may be something that gives me a clue as to what kept the body under water, instead of returning to the surface.”

      “Thank you, yes that might be a good idea. I'll arrange it and get back to you, give you an escort to accompany you. Perhaps Doctor Nugent would like to go along too?”

      Nugent replied enthusiastically to Ross's suggestion.

      “Aye, well, that might be a good idea, Hannah. Two sets of eyes and two minds would be better than one, don't you think? Lees can assist us on site, take photographs and record anything we find.”

      “A very good idea, William,” Hannah Lewin responded. “If you make the arrangements, we can make our detailed study of the site whenever it's convenient for you, Andy,” she said to Ross.

      “Sure, Izzie, can you arrange for D.C. McLennan to pick the doctors up tomorrow morning and take them to the wharf and give them whatever assistance they need?”

      “Yes, sir, I'll make sure I see to it when we return to the station,” Drake replied.

      That one point dealt with, Ross now moved the conversation back to the subject of just who their victim could have been. He directed another question at Hannah Lewin.

      “You said you had more information that might help with identification, Hannah?”

      “Yes, as a matter of fact, I do. If you look here,” and she pointed to what appeared to be a small, but noticeable line across one of the lower bones of the leg. Both detectives leaned in closer to get a better look at what she was indicating. “This is the tibia, and this,” she pointed again at the paler looking groove-like line in the bone, “well, this is a sign of a break at some time, long healed by the time of death, possibly occurring some time in the victim's youth, maybe a sporting injury, or an accident of some kind. Oh yes, as I've previously speculated, your victim was definitely young, certainly under thirty five, and most likely around twenty years old at the time of death, give or take a year.”

      “I see, and you can be reasonably sure of that?” Ross asked, already knowing the answer likely to be forthcoming. Hannah Lewin struck him as not being the sort of person to make such statements without being sure of her facts.

      “Of course, Andy. First of all, we have enough teeth to give us a pretty good estimate of age and then there are other contributing factors, most of which are highly scientific and probably wouldn't interest you, though they will be in my final written analysis of the remains.”

      “Oh, please, go ahead and humour me. Tell me just a little bit about how you determined the age of our victim.”

      Hannah sighed, thinking the detective was perhaps testing her skills prior to fully accepting her findings. Then again, he had a job to do.

      “You really want the text book version? She asked, and as Ross smiled and nodded she simply smiled back and with the words, “Very well,” she began. “There are multiple ways that we can estimate how old the person was at the time of death, it's kind of like a puzzle and as forensic scientists, we have to join the dots in order to achieve a result. So, first of all, we can estimate the age of skeletal remains by dentition. You probably know from your experience of similar cases that there are certain teeth that erupt at certain times, etc.”

      Both Ross and Drake nodded, both understanding Lewin so far, and the scientist carried on, sounding to Ross almost as if she was quoting directly from a text book, so sound was her knowledge, it seemed to him.

      “Now, apart from the teeth, we can also determine age from the cranial suture fusion sites, long bone length, though not an exact science, and changes to the pubic symphysis surface. A young adult displays a rugged surface transversed by horizontal ridges and intervening grooves, and the surface eventually loses relief with age and is bounded around the age of 35. Additionally, we can estimate the age of a murder victim by obtaining a radiograph of specific bones in the victim's body, mainly the hand and wrist. By comparing these to an atlas of bone growth, the victim's age can usually be detected.”

      Hannah Lewin fell silent and looked directly into the eyes of Andy Ross. When he said nothing for a few seconds, she spoke once again.

      “I did try to make it as clear and helpful as possible. I hope it made some sense to you both.”

      Ross smiled and looked first at Drake and then at the pathologist, before finally responding.

      “Hannah, you are an undoubted expert in your field and you know damn well we were hardly able to follow any of that accurately but thank you. I believe we got the gist of what you're saying and wholeheartedly accept your findings of our victim's age, don't you agree, Sergeant?” He looked to Izzie for her response.

      “If you say we agree, sir, then yes, without a doubt, we agree, most assuredly, we agree.”

      Izzie couldn't help but grin as she replied to the inspector, and before they knew it, the two detectives, Hanna Lewin and even the usually stiff and gruff William Nugent were laughing together. The laughter served to act as a release of the tension that had built up as Hannah Lewin had delivered her in-depth technical 'lecture' on determining the age of a human being's bones, and as they each returned to their normal, professional demeanors, the pathologist added:

      “Oh yes, there was one other thing too. I think you'll find it very interesting,”

      “Do go on, please,” said Ross.

      Lewin walked to the back of the room where a long, counter-top style table ran the length of the wall across the width of the room. Ross immediately recognized the three boxes of possible evidence his team had recovered in the vicinity of the skeleton, in a radius of ten yards from the last resting place of the remains.

      “We received these earlier this morning, sent across from your own crime scene people.”

      William Nugent joined in the conversation again. In fact, Andy Ross was quite surprised to have witnessed the long silence from the big Scotsman, quite out of character from his own experiences with the man. Ross wondered if perhaps Nugent was a little overawed by the skill and expertise of the younger, and certainly much better looking expert who now held the attention of everyone in the room.

      “Aye,” he said, “And I must say your people turned up a considerably varied collection of items, most of which are probably nothing more than the detritus of many years, having been thrown into the water as nothing more than rubbish.”

      “Hey,” Ross replied, leaping immediately to the defence of his crime scene analysts. “You need to remember, Doctor, that my people had no idea what they were looking for or what might or might not be significant to the case. That body may have lain in place for years or may have floated into its final resting place some time after death so yes; they collected anything and everything that may have a bearing on the case. They had a job to do, and they did it, whilst thanklessly crawling around in the filth and the mud beside that old wharf.”

      “Och, dinna get yer knickers in a twist, Inspector. I'm no criticizing your people at all. Just mentioning that there was quite a bit of stuff in there for us to wade through in order to locate anything of significance. Perhaps in future, ye'll kindly allow me to finish ma sentence afore ye begin berating me. A'hm just doing ma job you know, same as you and the good sergeant here.”

      When irate or disturbed, Ross had noticed that Nugent had a habit of slipping into the broadest of Scottish dialects, clearly betraying his Glaswegian roots.

      Okay, okay, truce,” Ross said, smiling broadly at Nugent. “We're all tired and have been working long hours, so I apologise if I was a little quick off the mark there.”

      Nugent 'harumphed' and added, “Aye, well, I accept your apology, Inspector, and I apologise too if ye thought I was having a go at your people. Hannah, please go on and tell our friends here what we found.”

      With his rant over, Nugent's accent had moderated to his usual slight Scottish lilt, a fact Ross noticed and found instantly amusing, though he fought hard to keep himself from grinning at the humour he felt at the realisation. Izzie Drake, however, found herself thinking the same as her boss and covered her mouth with one hand, effecting a louder than necessary cough as she did her best to cover the smile that had appeared on her face.

      “Are you alright?” Lewin asked, as Izzie finally brought her smile muscles under control and retuned her hand to its place at her side.

      “Yes. Thank you. I'm fine, just a tickle in my throat. I'm sorry to have interrupted you, Doctor…er…sorry, I mean Hannah. Please show us what you've found. Sorry boss,” she said as she turned to Ross, who knew quite well what she'd been doing.

      “No problem, Sergeant Drake. Happens to us all. Please, Hannah, carry on.”

      Lewin lifted the lid off one of the stiff cardboard evidence boxes and lifted out a small, see-through cellophane packet and walked back to the small group gathered around the autopsy table. As she placed the packet on the table she also took another, similar packet from the right hand pocket of her white doctor's coat, which she preceded to place next to the first packet.

      “When the skeletal remains had been completely cleaned this little item was found under the pelvic area, obviously having at one time been in the victim's trouser or jacket pocket. As you can see, not only is it the same material as the piece your people discovered, but when placed together, they make a rather nice fit, making them, in my opinion, two parts of the same whole.”

      “The piece of plastic!” Izzie exclaimed.

      “Well no, not plastic actually,” Lewin corrected the sergeant.

      “Really?” Drake asked.

      “Go on, please Hannah,” Ross urged. “If it's not plastic, then just what exactly is it?”

      Before replying, Hannah Lewin opened the two packets, and removed the two small pieces of material, then brought them together to show the detectives how they fitted together to form an almost perfect heart-shaped item.

      “Does it remind you of anything, now?” she asked.

      “Well, now you mention it, no, not really,” Ross replied.

      “It does resemble something I've seen before,” Drake answered, “though I'm not sure what, or where.”

      “First of all, it's not just a piece of plastic,” Lewin went on. “It's what's known as tortoiseshell and this,” she held up the two pieces of material so they could all see clearly, “if I'm not very much mistaken, is a guitar pick, or plectrum, an item commonly made from the material. If I'm right, and I think you'll find I am, then it's quite probable your victim was a musician, Inspector.”

      “Well, blow me down,” said Ross, “and it's Andy, remember. A guitar plectrum, of all things.”

      “Yes,” Drake now added. “I knew I'd seen something like it before, way back at school, when some of the kids took guitar lessons, though I'm sure they were more of the shape of a small shield.”

      “They come in quite a few shapes and thicknesses,” Lewin said. “I believe it depends on whether the musician was a lead or rhythm guitarist, playing a steel stringed instrument or an acoustic model or something like that, though, not being a musical person, I'm not certain on that.”

      Ross hesitated for a second, almost tempted to inject the lighthearted comment that he was surprised to find there was something Hannah Lewin didn't know, but diplomacy won out and instead he replied, “Hannah, thank you. If you hadn't identified it, we'd have probably ended up discounting it as just a piece of useless plastic, with no relevance to the case. Now we know we're probably looking for a possible young guitarist, dating back to the sixties, young, having suffered a broken leg at some time in his youth.”

      Hannah smiled. “I know it's not a lot to go on and certainly far from a positive identification, but…”

      “Hey, it's a damn sight more than we had to go on before we walked in here this morning, right, Izzie?”

      “Right, sir,” Drake replied, as she wondered to herself just how the hell they were going to find anyone from thirty something years ago matching such a brief and sketchy description, but, as Ross had just said, it was a step forward, albeit a small one.
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      LIVERPOOL, THE SUMMER OF '63

      “You've got to be kiddin' us, man,” Mickey Doyle shouted at Brendan's latest pronouncement.

      The four group members, Brendan, Mickey, Ronnie, and Phil, together with Marie were sitting on the grass in what they all knew simply as 'The Park.' The Park was in fact a small grassed area just a couple of streets away from Brendan's home, identified, as it's grand name suggested by the council's generous provision, in one corner of the fenced-in area, by a number of items of play equipment designed to amuse the younger children of the area. As well as four traditional swings the play area possessed a slide, a small roundabout, powered of course by the eager little hands that would propel it in a whirl, and a 'Bobby's Helmet', the odd, conical structure that served as a kind of rocking roundabout-cum climbing frame, and the source of many resulting accidents involving cut and bleeding knees, elbows and fingers and the occasional broken arm from the numerous accidents that seemed to proliferate during the warm sunny, summer days such as today. Brendan's favourite, in his younger days, had always been the little hand-push roundabout, which he and his pals from the local junior school would spin round and round until they couldn't go any faster, then grab a hold of one of the metal hand rails, jump on, and then bend over the small domed centre of the apparatus, peering through the small gap between the dome and the wooden slats of the seating area, and then suddenly jumping up and feeling the eerie sensation of accompanying dizziness that inevitably followed. It took quite some doing to remain in control of one's faculties in such a dizzy state and more than once, Brendan and his mates had lost their hand-hold and fallen from the roundabout, propelled by centrifugal force onto the hard concrete surface into which the structure was mounted, and of course, more cuts and bruises would be sustained, but, what the heck, it was fun, and that was what being a kid was all about, after all.

      The summer holidays being in full-swing, the play area was currently busily occupied by a number of young children all enjoying the same activities Brendan and the other members of the group had indulged in some years earlier. It was from one particularly nasty fall from the Bobby's Helmet that the twelve-year old Brendan Kane had broken his left leg and subsequently spent many weeks in a plaster cast, steadily gathering the signatures of friends and relatives on the plaster-of-Paris cast, until the day it was removed, and Brendan almost reluctantly said goodbye to the crutches that had made him feel just a little important and had drawn much sympathy on his behalf from his school mates. It was a strange coincidence that lead guitarist, Mickey Doyle, had suffered a similar fracture at the age of thirteen, not from the same source, but during a school football match, an accident which in Mickey's case had left him with a barely noticeable limp, and ended his own boyhood dream of becoming a professional footballer. Mickey found himself watching as a group of young boys enjoyed an impromptu game of football, using jumpers for goal posts, just as he and his mates had done.

      Now, however, the raucous laughter of the boys and the happy squeals and screams of the girls in the play area seemed to disappear into the ether as all eyes and ears among the group sitting on the grass, some hundred feet or so from the swings, turned their attention to Brendan and Mickey as a potentially explosive argument gathered strength. Marie's transistor radio was blasting out Elvis Presley's Devil in Disguise, the current number one in the UK Top Twenty, but Marie turned the volume down as the argument gathered momentum.

      “I mean it, Brendan. How the fuck can you even think of doing this to us?” Mickey asked, his voice growing louder with almost each word that spilled angrily from his lips.

      “Look, Mickey, everyone,” Brendan said, defensively, “I just said the word might, not definitely, at least not yet.”

      “Fuck you, Brendan,” Mickey went on. “You're talking about splitting the group up so you can go off and try to make it on your own. Just where the fuck would that leave the rest of us, eh? Three piggin' years we've stuck together through thick and thin, trying to make it, man. Now, just because things are a bit tough, you want to fuck us off and go and do your own thing. It stinks, man, that's what I think.”

      “Yeah,” Phil Oxley now joined in, “You just wanna dump us, ain't that right, Brendan? Christ, man, I know we've not done so many gigs since we lost the use of the van in the daytime and the night jobs have dropped off a bit, but that's no reason to split up. We're still popular and getting bookings, even if they're a bit fewer.”

      “Look,” said Brendan, realising his new plans weren't exactly being received well, “I said we ought to try one last time to make a breakthrough, and if things don't work out then it might be time to think about splitting up. We wouldn't be the first group to give up you know. Not every group in the city or in the country, come to that, makes the big break, I just think that if that happens, I might stand a chance of a solo career as a singer, that's all.”

      “Oh yeah, and just how do you propose we go about tryin' to make this last attempt at making the breakthrough? I'm thinkin' maybe you've got some plan up your sleeve, right? Ronnie asked in a less threatening voice than the others, trying to be the voice of reason as the argument became more heated.

      “Well, yeah, I have as a matter of fact, if any of you are prepared to hear me out without wanting to knock me block off.”

      “Go on then, mister bloody big-shot Brendan Kane,” said Mickey, his voice laced with a heavy dose of sarcasm. “Let's hear your latest master plan.”

      Silence fell for a few seconds as Brendan gathered himself for a moment, and almost prophetically the sound of Do You Want to Know a Secret? from the local group, Billy J Kramer and the Dakotas, came from Marie's radio.

      “Okay, then. Here's what I'm proposing,” Brendan began, “I've been doing some adding up and such like and the group's bank account is pretty healthy, considering the fewer gigs we've been doing.”

      “It shouldn't take a fucking Einstein to work that out,” Mickey interrupted. “We haven't exactly spent much of it apart from money for travel to gigs and replacement strings and things.”

      “Are you going to listen to me, or not?” Brendan bit back at his friend.

      Mickey held both arms out to the side in a gesture of supplication.

      “Sorry, do go on, mastermind.” Mickey's voice was heavy on cynicism as they waited for Brendan to continue.

      “Right, what we do is use the majority of what we have in the bank to produce a demo disc. We record a couple of covers that demonstrate our talents to their best effects, that's vocals, guitars, and drums. We show how well we harmonise together, and use two tracks that will show how diverse we can be in style and performance. Then, we send them to every major record company, and every independent producer we can think of. It won't cost the earth for the stamps, and then, we wait a reasonable time to see if we get any replies. If we do, great, but, if we go past an agreed cut-off date and we haven't heard anything positive, then we seriously consider the fact that we're just not going to make it, guys, and the time will have come to try something new.”

      “With the 'something new' being you going off on your own to seek your fame and fortune,” Phil Oxley said, scornfully. Brendan knew he was on the verge of losing not only the support but the friendship of these three young men with whom he'd put in so many hours over the years in their attempt to break into the music business. He tried to remain calm as he went on,

      “Look, fellas, it might be the best thing for all of us. You guys can keep the name of The Planets if you want to, or change it if you want. Maybe with a new lead singer, you might still have a chance of getting somewhere.”

      “And just maybe we'll sink like a stone being thrown into the Mersey,” said Ronnie. “We'd have no chance without you fronting us, Brendan, and you know it.”

      Suddenly, as the sound of The Searchers' Sweets for my Sweet faded away on the radio, Marie Doyle unexpectedly entered the boys' argument.

      “Here, you lot, listen to me a minute would you? You might not like it, but I think Brendan's right. You've all tried really hard to make it, but just how many years are youse goin' to keep floggin' away at this? I think if you were going to make it big, someone would have spotted you by now and offered you a contract. I'm not saying youse guys are crap, 'cos you're not, you're good, dead good, but so are a lot of groups out there, okay? Brendan isn't saying he wants the group to split up just like that, is he? He wants to give it one more go and if it works, you'll all be happy. If it doesn't, you can't say you never tried, and if Brendan wants to try and make a go of things on his own, then youse lot should just accept it and wish him luck. That's what I think, anyway.”

      A shocked silence fell over the group. Marie's defence of Brendan's idea had truly taken the others by surprise.

      “Are you serious, sis?” Mickey Doyle spoke, incredulous at his sister's apparent betrayal of the group.

      “Course I'm serious,” she replied. “Look, listen to me. I've driven you lot all over Liverpool, Birkenhead, even as far as St.Helens, Wigan, and even bloody Southport to gigs over the years. I might not get up on stage with you and play the guitar or drums, but I feel just as much a part of this group as the rest of you, so I think I've got some say in this, don't you?”

      A general murmur of agreement gave Marie the impetus to continue.

      “You know as well as I do that loads of groups have started out and then folded in a lot less time than we've been together. Want me to name a few? There was The Trojans, you know, Dave Morris and his mates, The First Sound, The Lee Gibson Band, and lots more. They all gave it their best shot but had the sense to know when to quit. You lot have got to be realistic too. No one wants you to succeed more than me after all the time I've given to the group, but sometimes we can't always have what we want. All of you have been dead lucky to be able to get time off work from your bosses when we had daytime gigs, and God knows how many sickies you've all pulled from time to time, when we've got back from a late night gig and you've been too knackered to get up and go to work the next day, but that's not really professional is it?”

      A kind of pall appeared to gather over the little group as Marie fell silent. The children carried on playing on the swings and roundabout, the sound of Peter, Paul and Mary's Blowing in the Wind issued forth from Marie's transistor radio, but all these peripheral sounds simply dimmed in the minds of the members of the Planets as Marie's words sank home and for a few seconds, no one seemed prepared to break the silence.

      Eventually after what felt like an age to everyone but in fact was only the space of about ten seconds, her brother Mickey sighed heavily, and in a softer voice than the one he'd previously displayed during the voicing of his anger at Brendan, said,

      “Wow, sis, you've really given this some thought haven't you?”

      “Yes, Mickey, I have.”

      “I know you're usually the sensible one in the family, but I'm still not sure about this.”

      “Me neither,” said Phil, while young Ronnie Doyle stayed silent, not sure how to react to his elder sister's words.

      “And you think I am?” Marie said to her brother. “Come to that, do you think Brendan's sure? None of us is sure, Mickey, but nothing is certain in life is it? Brendan is being realistic, that's all, and I think we should listen to him and give things one more try, a big push to try and get you noticed and if it fails, then, well, let's do what he suggests, and at least give one of us a chance to make something of their talent. Brendan might just have a chance as a solo performer, and you never know, if he makes it, he might just need a backing group one day in the future, right Brendan?”

      “Well, there's always a possibility,” Brendan replied, caught on the hop by Marie's comment. The truth of the matter was that he hadn't thought things through that far ahead.

      Within minutes, thanks to Marie's intervention, tacit agreement was reached to go along with Brendan's idea. It had become clear to the others that Brendan had basically made his mind up and if they were going to split up, better to do so after having a last attempt at achieving recognition in the business. At least, they all agreed, if nothing else, they'd each have a copy or two of their demo disc to play to their children or grandchildren in the future, some proof that they had at one time nearly made it as recording artists.

      As they left the park on that warm, sunny, summer's afternoon, they would also have been surprised to learn that Marie had not only stood up for Brendan's idea from any altruistic sense, but that for nearly three months, she and the lead singer had been indulging in a much closer relationship than any of them could have possibly dreamed about, one that would have also caused consternation in other ways if their relationship became public knowledge. There were other factors involved in the couple keeping their liaison secret, though for now, love's young dream made them both oblivious to the possible consequences of their current course of action.

      A slight breeze rustled the bushes that lined the park boundary and a small gust caught the hem of Marie's new, floral summer dress, revealing a little more of her legs than she'd like, and she quickly smoothed her dress down, but not before attracting a wolf-whistle from a young man walking past on the other side of the street from the park. Mickey quickly shouted, “Fuck off, pervert,” and the group couldn't help but laugh, as Marie blushed with embarrassment. As a bank of thick cloud rolled in to blank out the sun, Marie walked behind the others, lost in thought, and then turned off the radio. Somehow, the gesture seemed appropriate.
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      MERSEYSIDE POLICE HEADQUARTERS, 1999

      Izzie Drake stood before the mirror on the rear wall of the ladies washroom a few minutes after she and Ross returned from the mortuary. Unlike the smaller mirrors over the wash basins on the other side of the room, this one was a full-length version, thoughtfully provided by someone who'd had the foresight to realise that ladies, in particular, might want to check their overall appearance before venturing onto the streets to continue the fight against crime. In practice, it allowed uniformed officers to ensure nothing looked out of place and that their appearance was of the standard required of their position as representatives of Merseyside Police. Whatever the reason, Izzie was grateful for the chance to quickly take stock of herself after the day's earlier activity.

      For some reason, despite the mortuary being one of the most antiseptically clean places she'd even known, Drake always felt as if she needed a bath or at the very least a shower, after visiting the place. It just had that effect on her, as if being surrounded by the presence of death and decomposition somehow tainted her hair, her clothes, her entire being, and as much as she tried to talk herself into ignoring such irrational feelings, the damn place still affected her like this, every time.

      Peering at herself in the mirror, she saw a moderately (she thought), pretty woman, still with a youthful look about her at the age of twenty nine, her shoulder-length hair a dark brunette with a lustrous sheen that needed no special shampoos or treatments to maintain its good looks. A quick wash in the morning and she was good to go, ready to face the day and whatever it may bring, even a visit to the morgue. Izzie considered herself lucky in that respect, and her trim figure was accentuated by the well-cut navy skirt suit she'd chosen for the day's work. With the warmer weather she felt more comfortable in a skirt, though she'd be the first to admit there were times when trousers definitely proved a rather more practical option.

      Satisfied with her appearance, and relieved to be back on the familiar grounds of the headquarters building, she made her way back to the C.I.D. section and in particular, the office of Andy Ross.

      As she knocked and entered the D.I's office, Izzie found Ross sitting behind his desk, a cup of coffee in one hand and a copy of Hannah Lewin's preliminary report in the other. Lewin had worked fast in getting it typed up and faxed through to Ross in double-quick time.

      The look on Ross's face was one she'd seen before and knew only too well.

      “You've got your worried look on your face, sir.”

      “Very observant of you, Izzie. You're right of course. Tell me, what did you make of Doctor Lewin and her conclusions?”

      “Oh, she of the very beautiful face and shapely body, and…”

      “Okay, Izzie, that's enough,” Ross grinned. “Any chance you can be serious here, bearing in mind my worried look, you know, the one you seem so concerned about?”

      Izzie grinned back at her boss; pleased she'd been able to levitate the moment into something a little less morose.

      “Well yes, right you are, sir. I know she appears to be on the ball and a complete expert in her field, so I've no reason to doubt a word she said. But, that's not what's really on your mind is it, sir? It's the bullet wounds to the kneecaps; the possible IRA connection isn't it?”

      Ross smiled an ironic smile. He knew his sergeant was familiar enough with his moods and expressions to be able to read him very well indeed, one of the traits that helped them work so well together.

      “I can't hide anything from you, can I, Izzie? And yes, you're quite correct in your assumption. I remember the sixties only too well, growing up with the non-stop news of gradually escalating troubles over the water in Northern Ireland. I just hope we're not walking into a potential minefield here, with political implications if we find evidence of an IRA or Provo killing having taken place here in the city. With the peace process well underway nowadays, the last thing the politicians will want is something like this. Then again we may find the murder has nothing at all to do with the Irish, and that would at least be a weight off my mind.”

      “So, a nice domestic would do the trick, eh, sir?”

      “No murder at all would be preferable, Sergeant, but, if we have to solve one, then yes, I'd rather it didn't have connections with either political or terrorist activity.”

      “So, what's our next move?”

      “We need to speak to the contractors who were working on the reclamation for a start. I know Hannah and Fat Willy Nugent are going to check the site out tomorrow, but there's a chance the workmen who made the original discovery have knowledge or information they don't even realise they're in possession of.”

      “Such as, sir?”

      “If I knew that, we wouldn't be wanting to speak to them, now would we, Izzie?”

      “Very true. Anything else?

      “You know as well as I do that identifying the victim has to be our first priority. We don't have a lot to be going on with but at least Hannah Lewin has given us a couple of scraps that might help.”

      “You mean like the broken leg, for example?”

      “Exactly. Assuming our victim is local, it might help if we can start by getting local hospitals to check their records for all youngsters between, let's say ten and fifteen to begin with, let's say twenty five to thirty five years ago. Heck of a list probably I know, but we have to begin somewhere. Local kids would obviously be treated locally so let's check all Liverpool and Birkenhead medical facilities first. It's possible our lad came to school from Birkenhead through the tunnel. I know quite a few secondary pupils made that journey, even in my day.”

      “You want me to take charge of that sir, or hand it to one of the team?”

      “You do it, Izzie. I don't want one of the junior officers taking it on and then not being as thorough as I know you will be. It is a pretty thankless task I know, but…”

      “Say no more, sir. I know what you mean. I'll get on it soon as we've finished here.”

      “Good, thanks Izzie. While you're doing that, I'm going to disappear for a while. I'm going to have a word with the boss, see if he has any contacts with anyone involved in the anti-terrorist people from back then. I want to know if there was any significant IRA or Loyalist activity going on in the early sixties that might have had any connection with the city. If anyone knows, the anti-terrorist squad will, I'm sure.

      “We still don't know if the body was dumped in the water before or after the warehouse facility and the wharf ceased operating, do we, sir? Who do you think should check that out?”

      “Let's give that to D.C. Ferris. He's got great local knowledge. God knows why that man has never managed to pass his sergeant's exams, he's a first class officer but seems a bit devoid of ambition.”

      “Maybe it's got something to do with his son, sir? You know, not wanting to commit to the extra hours he'd have to put in if he got his stripes.”

      Ross silently berated himself for forgetting an important part of one of his junior officer's backgrounds.

      “I'd forgotten he has a disabled child. You're probably right, Izzie. Thanks for reminding me.”

      “That's okay, sir, and don't go beating yourself up just because you can't recall every aspect of every officer on the team's home lives. How he manages sometimes, I don't know. It must be awful trying to juggle his shifts with the need to make sure he or his wife can take the lad for his regular dialysis sessions and check-ups and everything.”

      “Very true, Izzie. So, yes, Okay, put Ferris on checking up on the old warehouse. I want to know everything possible about the place. Exactly who owned it, when it closed, who worked there, the whole kit and caboodle.”

      “I'll put him on it before I start checking the hospitals, sir. Anything else for now?”

      “No, I think that's enough to get things moving in the right direction. So you go and do what you have to do while I go and have a word with D.C.I. Porteous.”

      As Izzie Drake left the office and closed the door behind her, Ross rose from behind his desk, picked up the as yet quite thin case file, and quickly followed his sergeant out of the door, and made his way to the office of the Detective Chief Inspector. Things were starting to move, albeit slowly, but any progress was better than none at all, he mused as he walked, deep in thought, to instigate his next line of inquiry.
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      COLE & SONS

      Detective Constable Paul Ferris was in a hurry. Dashing from the kitchen of his neat, two-bedroom semi-detached home, still chewing on a piece of toast, he grabbed his jacket from the coat hook at the bottom of the stairs, throwing it on whilst running upstairs as fast as he could. His wife, Kareen, turned and smiled at her husband as he scurried into the bedroom of their son, Aaron.

      “Running late again, darling?” she grinned, as she helped five-year old Aaron on with his shirt.

      “Hi, Dad,” the youngster said, cheerfully.

      “I have to go, Kareen,” Ferris gasped, out of breath. “It's a murder inquiry and the boss has given me an important slice of the investigation to work on. I need to get to the station and go through some files before I head off to the docks.”

      “The docks? Who got killed? You hardly said two words last night when you came in.”

      “We had other things on our minds last night, remember?” said Ferris, happily remembering a very intimate evening with his wife the night before. They had always made a point of trying to avoid work talk in the evenings, and Paul hadn't mentioned his current assignment yet. He'd normally have told her about the new case over breakfast, but today was different as Kareen had to take Aaron for dialysis for his failing kidneys very early, and had been forced to forego their usual breakfast chat. Paul Ferris replied to his wife, looking at his watch as he did so.

      “Well, that's it, babe, we don't know who got killed.”

      “What? Someone's dead and you don't know who it is? When did this happen?”

      “Er, about thirty years ago.”

      “Thirty years. Are you kidding me?”

      “It's a skeleton, not a body.”

      “Paul, make sense will you?”

      “Kareen, babe, I've really got to go. Tell you later, okay?”

      Quickly kissing his wife on the lips, Ferris dashed from the room, almost tripping over one of Aaron's toy cars which had been left strategically right behind where he stood.

      “Be careful, Paul,” Kareen shouted, but Ferris was already halfway down the stairs, and in seconds he was out the door and pressing the unlock button on his car's remote. Another twenty seconds and the Ford Escort disappeared round the corner at the end of the street and Paul Ferris began his first full day on the investigation.
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      Once at his desk, Ferris lost no time in booting up his computer. One of the reasons Ross loved having Ferris on his team was the D.C's aptitude and skill in all computer-related tasks. Put simply, Paul Ferris and computer technology appeared made for each other. While Ross struggled to master the art of creating and sending an email, Ferris had the talent to use a computer to produce results Ross could only dream about. The current task assigned to Ferris was, by his own standards pretty mundane and not too challenging, but that did nothing to reduce the level of importance attached to the information he'd been asked to find. Having been fully briefed the previous day by Izzie Drake, Ferris had already sent inquiries to various organizations that would hopefully provide him with what he sought.

      Most important of all had been a request for information on the company of Cole and Sons, sent the previous afternoon to Companies House in London, where details of the company registration should be available. Having checked his email and seeing nothing from his contact in the capital, Ferris picked up the phone on his desk and in a couple of minutes was engaged in conversation with Jane Hill at Companies House, a useful contact he'd cultivated during a previous investigation.

      “Paul Ferris, here Jane, Merseyside Police. You helped me out last year with the Briggs investigation. Hope you remember me.”

      “Of course, Paul. Good to hear from you. How are you? And that little boy of yours?”

      “I'm fine, Jane, thanks. And Aaron's doing okay, still needs regular dialysis though. He's on the waiting list for a transplant, but, well, you know…”

      “Sorry, Paul, yes, I know it's hard and very much a waiting game, but I'm sure things will work out for him. But, you didn't call me to talk about Aaron, did you? It's about the request you sent yesterday, Cole and Sons, right?”

      “That's right,” Ferris replied. “I know it's early, but wondered if you might have anything for me yet. This time, it's not just a fraud case we're investigating. We're looking into a murder that took place some years ago, on the wharf where Cole's warehouse is, or was, seeing as it's been closed for a long time, as far as we know.”

      “Hold on a minute, please Paul.” He heard the sound of Jane's fingers tapping on her keyboard, followed by the sound of rustling paper, and then her voice came back on the line.

      “Sorry about that. I'd done some of the checking before I went home yesterday and just wanted to confirm something before ringing you myself.”

      “You have something for me then, Jane?”

      “Yes, I'll send you this in an email in a few minutes but for now, I'm sure you'd like to hear the gist of things, yes?”

      “Yes, please Jane. Give me what you've got so far.”

      “Right, seems Cole and Sons of Liverpool was an old family firm, and the 'Cole' of Cole and Sons was Josiah Cole, who incorporated the business back in 1898.”

      “That long ago?” Ferris asked, a little surprised the warehouse had been around over a century.

      “That's what it says here,” Jane Hill went on, “and Josiah eventually handed over the company title to his sons, Walter and Frederick Cole, who held joint ownership of the business until the company ceased to exist, as far as our records show, in 1955.”

      “Right,” Ferris said, thoughtfully. If what Jane said was true, and it would be of course, the warehouse either changed hands or stood empty for a long time prior to the redevelopment of the docks area. He knew he still had work to do.

      “Jane, what exactly was Cole and Sons business? You know, what kind of a warehouse was it?”

      “It was a bonded warehouse, Paul.”

      “Hmm, interesting,” Ferris replied. A bonded warehouse would have held dutiable goods, wines, spirits, tobacco and so on prior to it being exported, or until duty had been paid to allow it into the UK. Definitely enough to provide a motive for nefarious goings on, he surmised, but then realised the place had probably been closed for years before the murder. Think again, Ferris, he thought to himself. “Don't suppose your records show what happened after the Cole's closed the place down?”

      “Sorry, Paul. There's only so much we can do for you. Our records can only tell you if a business was registered at that address and as far as those records are concerned, no company has ever registered as operating from that address. Maybe the Cole brothers are still alive, and may be able to help you, or perhaps your local Chamber of Commerce will have more local knowledge of what use the place was put to, if any, after it closed down.”

      “Understood, Jane, and thank you. The Chamber of Commerce is the next stop on my list. Would be odd if a place like that just stood empty for so many years without being utilized in some way. Anyway, it's been good talking to you again, and thanks for all your help.”

      “My pleasure, Paul. Sorry, it wasn't much. Hope you find your killer before too long though. You take care of yourself, and that family of yours.”

      “I will, and you look after yourself too. Thanks again.”

      After hanging up on Jane Hill, Ferris turned his attention to the local Chamber of Commerce. The secretary of the Chamber informed the detective that the old Cole & Sons warehouse had in fact been used on a number of occasions over the years, having been rented out to various small companies or individuals on short-term leases. A mail order business, a small local company specializing in the manufacture of bespoke toilet seats, and a parcel delivery company were among those who'd rented the warehouse for varying lengths of time, anything from three months to a year, but as far as the secretary was concerned, the place had then fallen into disrepair, with a leaking roof among its drawbacks, some time around nineteen sixty five, ten years after the Coles had closed their business down. When asked by Ferris if he knew whether either of the Cole brothers was still alive, the question drew a blank reply. He was advised to have a word with the chairman of the chamber, who, he was reliably informed, had been around for as long as anyone could remember and if anyone knew anything about the Cole brothers he'd be the man. So, armed with the telephone number of George Irons, Ferris took a quick coffee break and ten minutes later picked up his phone once again.
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      “Well, well, Walter and Frederick Cole, now there's a blast from the past,” said George Irons, after Ferris had explained the reason for his call.

      “You knew them, then, Mr. Irons?”

      “Oh, yes, Detective Constable, I knew them both well. They were very active in the affairs of the Chamber at one time. I was a much younger man back then and ran my own private coach business of course. Did great business with workers outings to the seaside and so on. Thirty something years ago, seems like a lifetime ago, but anyway, that's not what you want to know is it? As for the brothers, they took over the bonded warehouse when their father died, and carried on a successful business until poor Walter succumbed to a heart attack quite early in life. He'd never married so the business passed completely to his brother. Freddie carried on for a year or two but quite frankly, I don't think his heart was in the business any longer and he eventually decided to pull out. I remember he put the business up for sale as a going concern, but there were no takers. Anyway, one day he announced he'd closed the place down, just like that. The workers were all laid off, all the fixtures and fittings were sold, fork lift trucks, the lot.”

      “How many people worked for, er, Freddie, Mr. Irons?”

      “Ten, maybe twelve, if I'm not mistaken.”

      Ferris refrained from asking if the chairman knew any of the workers. That would be too much to ask for after so many years, and of course, he wouldn't have had anything to do with the day to day business of the warehouse.

      “Well, thanks for the information, Mr. Irons. Just one more question, and I'll leave you in peace.”

      “It's a pleasure, Constable. Please, ask away.”

      “Well, the place had lain idle for years before the docklands redevelopment began. Do you know if it's been used for any other purpose over the years, and who actually owns the place?”

      “Can't help with the first part of that question, I'm afraid, but as for who owns it, well, as far as I'm aware, Freddie Cole still owns the property. I'm sure he'll be able to tell you if he's rented it out at any time over the years. If he has, it would probably have been through a letting agent, and they'd be the ones to tell you what it's been used for and who rented it.”

      Ferris thanked George Irons, there being nothing else he felt he could learn of any relevance from the man. Next on his list had now become Frederick, 'Freddie' Cole. A quick check of the electoral register gave Ferris the address he needed and he decided that it was time to get some fresh air. A personal visit would give him the chance to get out from behind his desk and he was becoming deeply interested in the case. What, if anything did the Cole's warehouse have to do with the skeleton found deep underneath the waters, or in this case, the mud of their former dockside wharf?

      Ferris left a message on the desk of Sergeant Drake, who he knew was out doing the rounds of local hospitals, before heading out of the building and was soon on the road, to the district of Wavertree, where Frederick Cole was registered as residing.
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      Izzie Drake, meanwhile, was enduring something of a frustrating morning. She'd been amazed at how many hospitals in the area simply didn't retain records as far back as she needed to go. Of those that did, she'd faced the usual 'patient confidentiality' argument, until she'd explained this was a murder inquiry and she wasn't looking to obtain personal medical histories of any particular patient, just that in order to identify a victim, the police needed to ascertain certain information which thankfully the various hospitals finally provided.

      In the period she was looking at there had been a total of two hundred and sixty six cases of youngsters in the target age range with broken right legs in the period. She felt relieved she wasn't looking for a left leg victim, of whom there'd been over a hundred more in that time. Thankfully, she'd been able to cut that list down by deleting any who hadn't suffered the break to the femur. Next, looking at the area of the break from the photos provided by Hannah Lewin she was able to eliminate a further thirty five as the fractures had occurred too low down on the bone. She'd finally whittled the list down to forty two possibilities. As Izzie sat at her desk, feeling a headache coming on, she wondered how she could reduce the list further before presenting it to Andy Ross. She rose from her desk, walked across to the coffee machine at the far side of the C.I.D office, and poured herself a mug of very strong, black coffee, returning to her desk with her mind ticking over, still working on her next step. As Izzie opened the top drawer of her desk and took two Advil tablets from a bottle she kept there, ready to swallow when the coffee cooled a little, Paul Ferris walked into the room, fresh from his sojourn to Wavertree.

      He raised a hand in greeting as he caught sight of his sergeant, and after a long and fairly hit and miss morning for both officers, it was time to compare notes.
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      NEW BRIGHTON, MERSEYSIDE, 1964

      The seaside resort of New Brighton, part of the town of Wallasey, sits at the northeastern tip of the Wirral peninsula, across the Mersey from its much larger neighbour, Liverpool. The resort received its name from its founder, Liverpool merchant James Atherton who, in 1830, purchased most of the land at Rock Point, and began to develop it as a genteel and fashionable resort for the gentry of the day much like other fashionable resorts of the day, and in a similar way to the better known South Coast resort of Brighton, hence 'New Brighton.' The New Brighton Tower, modelled on the famous Eiffel Tower, and the tallest in the country was opened in 1900 but closed in 1919 and was dismantled by 1921. Below the tower stood the Tower Ballroom, which remained after the tower closed and retained its use as a venue for entertainment, and hosted numerous concerts in the 1950s and 60s, including performances by The Beatles, and other international stars. Brendan Kane and the Planets made two appearances at the ballroom which would eventually be destroyed by fire in 1969.

      For now, however, the resort played host to a young couple seeking something of a getaway from their usual habitat and surroundings. Brendan Kane and Marie Doyle had found themselves growing ever closer together over the preceding months, and it was now evident to both of them that their feelings were deep and of a highly romantic nature. In short, Brendan and Marie were in love.

      Marie was dressed in a new cream and silver striped blouse and her new knee-length half-lined navy skirt that fitted her perfectly and accentuated the femininity of her figure. Her stockings were new, too, and she'd borrowed a pair of black shoes with two inch heels from her best friend, Clemmy. She'd bought the skirt especially for this day with Brendan, who wore a crisp blue shirt and a pair of new jeans he'd ordered from his Mother's mail-order catalogue, together with his black 'winkle-picker' shoes, highly polished as always. Marie thought he looked incredibly handsome.

      Having crossed the Mersey on the early morning New Brighton Ferry and then spending an idyllic two hours listening to music on Marie's transistor radio, whilst kissing and canoodling on New Brighton Beach, Brendan and Marie now sat holding hands in a small caravan, rented by Brendan for one week on one of the popular caravan sites that had sprung up to cater for holidaymakers in the area. Though he knew he and Marie would probably only have one or two opportunities to slip away to the caravan during the week, he felt it was worth the financial outlay in order to give them these precious hours together. Living in such a close environment as they did with the group, privacy was something that didn't come easily, and the couple had no wish to make their feelings for each other public knowledge, at least not yet. Marie had stood by him when he'd made the suggestion about trying the demo disc and possibly breaking up the group if things didn't go their way, and the others might feel aggrieved if they thought she'd only supported Brendan because of her feelings for him.

      Having spent months making their plans for the disc, Brendan Kane and The Planets had finally recorded their demo disc the previous week and now awaited the delivery of the consignment of their 'last chance' recording to arrive, after which they'd circulate copies of the disc as previously arranged. After that, their fate would be in the lap of the Gods, and the various record producers and recording companies.

      “You're sure nobody knows we're here, Brendan?” Marie asked, nervously.

      “I told you, we're totally safe here,” he replied. I booked this place weeks ago, paid cash and used the name Davis, so please stop worrying.”

      “You do know I have to be back home by tea-time or me Mam and Dad'll wonder where I am?”

      “They think you're out with the girls, right?” Brendan asked.

      “Yeah, they do. They don't mind me doing stuff with the group, Brendan, but this, well, it's different isn't it?”

      Brendan slowly slipped an arm round Marie's shoulder, pulling her closer to him.

      “Everything's okay, Marie, honestly. You trust me, don't you?”

      “Course I do, you silly bugger. I wouldn't be here with you now if I didn't trust you, would I, you dozy mare?”

      Brendan laughed, a laugh Marie had always found infectious, and in seconds the couple were both giggling and then, suddenly, Brendan leaned in close and kissed her, passionately, on the lips. The kiss seemed to last for ages, and Marie finally pulled away gasping.

      “Wow,” she exclaimed.

      “You're so beautiful, you know that don't you?” said Brendan, not really expecting a reply.

      “If you say so, Brendan,” Marie managed, before he kissed her again, a long, slow kiss that made her knees go weak and made her feel a dampness between her legs. Brendan didn't say anything else, but his hand slowly began to make its way under the hem of Marie's skirt, gradually feeling its way upwards along the length of her leg, stopping for a moment as his fingers reached the top of her stocking. Marie felt her breath coming in small gasps as the thrill of the moment began to overtake her.

      “Don't stop, Brendan, please,” she gasped, her voice husky as Brendan's hand moved higher and Marie opened her legs a little to allow him access to her private places, where no man, before today had been granted access. His fingers gently slipped into her panties and found their way in between her legs, where Brendan found her wet and ready for him to take things even further.

      “Wait,” she whispered in Brendan's ear, and she gently removed his hand from its place under her skirt. Marie stood up and slowly raised the hem of her skirt, allowing Brendan a view of her shapely legs and then slowly she reached behind her, unzipped the skirt and allowed it to fall to the floor. Her panties followed, and as she stepped out of the tiny white lace-trimmed knickers, Brendan gazed almost in awe at the sight before him. Marie knelt in front of him and reached up to unfasten the buttons of his shirt, which soon fell open to reveal his chest, covered in dark brown hairs, and she ran her hand through the hairs for a few seconds, bringing a tingle to his skin and Brendan felt himself growing harder in anticipation of the next few minutes. Marie moved to try to remove his jeans, but, making her wait to prolong the moment, Brendan kissed her once again before leading her by the hand into the dormer area of the caravan, where he quickly closed the curtains and pushed Marie, very gently, on to her back on the bed, which he'd made up the previous day, hoping for just such an eventuality. Marie lay on the bed, looking up at him as he slowly reached down, took her face in his hands and kissed her again. His hands reached behind her and after a little fumbling, he managed to unfasten Marie's bra, and as he pulled it from her, he was able to marvel at the sight of her perfectly formed breasts, the nipples dark and engorged and standing erect, perhaps as erect as he was at that moment. He reached out and gently took each one in turn between his fingers, manipulating them gently as Marie closed her eyes and reveled in the new and exciting feelings his attentions were setting off in her body. When he stopped using his fingers and moved closer, taking her left nipple in his mouth, Marie shuddered with the pure thrill of what was happening to her, and a small groan escaped from her lips.

      “Oh, God, Brendan. What are you doing to me? I've never felt like this before. I think you should know, though, that I've never, well, you know, I've never actually done this or anything like it before.”

      Brendan shushed her gently, placing a finger on her lips and whispering back to her, “Neither have I.”

      “But, you must have,” Marie exclaimed in surprise. All those gigs, the girls flocking round you, surely you…”

      “Never, Marie. I've fancied you since the day we met, and I've waited all this time in case I saw some sign from you that you felt the same.”

      “I never knew.”

      “Well, you know now,”

      “Mmm, “she gasped as Brendan fell silent once more and moved his mouth to take her other nipple between his lips. This time, he allowed his teeth to gently nip at her breast, and Marie could barely contain the wave of arousal that swept through her body. Brendan took hold of Marie's hand and guided it to the growing bulge in his jeans. She didn't need telling what to do as she lowered the zip and moved to unfasten his belt. As she pushed his underpants down, his erect penis sprang from within, and Marie gasped again at the sheer size and weight of the throbbing thing that she held in her hand.

      Neither of them could wait any longer, and as Brendan's fingers probed inside her wet opening, she spoke in that husky, expectant voice once more, “Please Brendan, make love to me, now.”

      Brendan Kane didn't need any further encouragement and he pushed Marie onto her back on the bed and pushed her legs apart. Marie helped by spreading her legs wide, and as Brendan moved on top of her, she took hold of him and guided him into herself, giving out a small cry as he penetrated her for the first time.

      “Are you alright?” Brendan asked as she cried out.

      “Don't stop, please, don't stop,” she replied.

      Brendan soon settled into a slow, rhythmic movement in and out of her virgin vagina, and Marie urged him to move faster until he could no longer hold back and he felt a massive release as he ejaculated into the girl of his dreams. Marie suddenly felt a welling up of emotions coming from deep within and she cried out again as her body was overtaken by a series of spasms that seemed to go on and on, until they finally subsided, leaving her breathless and amazed at their intensity.

      “Oh, my God, Brendan,” she exclaimed. “That was amazing. I wonder if it's like that for everyone the first time.”

      His breathing returning to normal, Brendan looked down at Marie and smiled. “I don't know and don't care. All I know is it was great for us, and that's all I care about. I love you, Marie.”

      “I love you too, Brendan,” she replied, as he slowly pulled out of her, and rolled off to lie beside her. Marie just lay there with her legs wide apart for a minute, and then, pulling herself together, she rose from the bed and reached for a box of tissues that she saw on the small shelf in the room. She self-consciously wiped herself and leaned over to pick her underwear up from the floor, and was soon dressed once again, standing beside the bed, smoothing her skirt down as Brendan finally rose, pulled up his jeans and fastened his belt and zip. They sat gazing into each other's eyes for what seemed an age, as Marie's radio played quietly in the background. Marie had discovered the pleasure of listening to the new pirate radio station, Radio Caroline, broadcasting from somewhere in the North Sea, and like many teenagers, derived an almost guilty pleasure from tuning in to the illegal broadcaster. When Kathy Kirby's Secret Love came bursting forth from the tiny radio's speaker, the couple stared harder at each other and almost simultaneously spoke the same words, “That's our song!”

      It was impossible to say whether either one of them had thought about using any form of contraception, as neither of them mentioned it to the other. The time of general knowledge on the use of contraception and family planning was years away in the early sixties, so it was quite possible that neither one of the couple possessed much awareness or understanding on the subject. For now, both Brendan Kane and Marie Doyle were filled with the first flush of love and sated from the resulting consummation of their newly-declared feelings for one another.

      A short time later, after locking up the caravan and making their way back to the beach, where they enjoyed a half hour lying on the sand together, holding hands, saying little, but occasionally staring longingly into one another's eyes, the time came for them to make their way back to the ferry terminal, where, all too soon, they were crossing the Mersey, back to Liverpool and the reality of their everyday lives. They would get the chance to return to New Brighton later in the week, but for now, home beckoned for them both. Marie would soon be sitting down to tea with her family, while Brendan would have a bite to eat and then wander down the road to the pub to enjoy a pint or two with his Dad, who, Brendan thought, hadn't been himself recently, appearing to have lost weight and coughing a lot.

      As they kissed each other goodbye after the ferry docked, Brendan felt a deep longing for Marie as he watched her walk away towards her bus stop, her hips seeming to sway with additional sensuality as her flared skirt added to the sway of her hips, and later that night, both of them would dream of their time together earlier that day, and look forward with intense anticipation to their next planned visit to the caravan, their own secret place.
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      LIVERPOOL 1999

      “Well, Paul, any progress?” Izzie Drake asked D.C. Ferris as he took a seat in the chair at the end of her desk.

      “Of a sort, Sarge,” he replied, “though I'm not sure it'll get us very far with the case.”

      “Okay, just tell me what you discovered in deepest, darkest Wavertree.”

      “”Strange place, Sarge. Lots of nice houses and yet there's loads of students from the university living out there, too. Did you know lots of well-known people lived there at one time, and some still do?”

      “Go on then, I know you're dying to tell me who.”

      “For a start, John Lennon and George Harrison lived there at one time, and Kim Cattrall, you know, the actress?”

      “Yes, I do happen to know who Kim Cattrall is, Paul, thank you.”

      “Leonard Rossiter, and lots more.”

      “Thanks for the celebrity guidebook tour,” Drake grinned. “I take it you looked all that up on your trusty computer before you even left the building this morning?”

      Ferris smiled back at her and replied, sheepishly, “Well, yesterday afternoon actually. Just wanted to check out the territory before hitting the streets, like, you know?”

      “Bloody hell, Paul. You sound like something out of 'Hill Street Blues'. Come on now, what did you discover from the surviving brother?”

      Ferris pulled his notebook from his pocket, opened it up to check his notes as he spoke, and began:

      “Frederick, he made me call him Freddie by the way, Cole, is the last surviving member of his family. Seems he and his brother Walter, who he referred to as Wally, were always close and worked well together after the death of their father, Josiah. Freddie became sole proprietor of the business after Wally's death from a heart attack, and he carried on running the business successfully, according to him, until his wife, Mary died in a road traffic accident five years after Wally's death.”

      “Any suspicious circumstances surrounding the wife's death, d'you think?”

      “I seriously doubt it, Sarge. He was in the car with her at the time. Poor bloke was left blind in one eye and with one leg shorter than the other as a result of the crash. Still has a limp and walks with a stick. Didn't stop him running the warehouse though, until Mary died and he told me his heart just went out of it, and he tried selling up but there were no takers.”

      “So, what did he do with the place?”

      “He handed redundancy notices to his ten staff, paid them off more than generously, sold off the fixtures and fittings and placed the warehouse in the hands of a commercial letting agent. Over the years a few small companies and individuals rented it on short term leases but the cost of continually maintaining the fabric of the building itself made the whole thing a financial liability. When the redevelopment of the docklands area began and the council approached him with a view to him selling the warehouse and land for future redevelopment, he jumped at the chance to offload the place. He sold up, over a year ago, and as far as he's concerned, the council will probably be selling it on to some property developer who'll build luxury apartments on the site.”

      “And that's all you found out?”

      “Well, yes, and a couple of names of the companies who leased the place, but they all seem to have come along well outside the time frame we're looking at for the murder.”

      Izzie Drake leaned back in her chair for a few seconds, lost in thought. Finally, she spoke again.

      “It may not seem much, but you've managed to eliminate certain people and organisations from the investigation.”

      “I have?”

      “Yes, it's now that obvious none of those who used the warehouse after Frederick Cole closed the place could have been involved if they came into the picture years after the death of the victim. If what Cole told you is true and we don't seem to have any reason to doubt his word at this point, the warehouse was closed, standing empty and mothballed at the time of the murder so the chances of the murder having anything to do with the goods that would have been stored in a bonded warehouse are also zero. Whatever happened on the wharf outside Cole and Sons' warehouse took place long after the closure and had no connection to the business previously carried out there. That may not seem much, but it is progress of a kind, Paul.”

      “Glad you see it that way, Sarge. How did your hospital visiting go?”

      “Pretty much inconclusive, I'm afraid. I've managed to narrow the list of potential victims down to about forty five, but don't see how we can possibly trace every former kid who broke his leg back in the sixties. Some will have left town, others may have died, and some will just have dropped off the radar. I don't want to sound negative, but I'm just not sure if this case is going anywhere. If we can't identify the victim, what chance do we have? It happened over thirty years ago according to forensics, and I don't see the Chief Superintendent letting us spend too many hours on it, what with all the current crimes on the books that need resolving.”

      Drake knew their chances of success in the case were virtually non-existent without that vital piece of evidence that might give their victim a name. Until they had that, the remains in the old dock were just that, a set of bones, remains of a nameless victim of violence who would probably never be identified, a crime forever unsolved.
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        * * *

      

      Detective Chief Inspector Harry Porteous looked across his desk at Andy Ross. He'd been unable to give his D.I. much to go on with regards to the subject of terrorist activity in the city in the nineteen-sixties. He knew Ross was fighting what appeared to be a losing battle with the skeleton case, as he thought of it, and wasn't sure just how long he should let his murder squad spend time on the problem of the bones in the dock.

      “Like I said, Andy, when you first called me I spoke with my contacts at the Anti-Terrorist Squad, and as far as they're concerned, there was nothing going on in the city around that time. Of course, it's possible the IRA and the Loyalist groups used us a point of entry or exit to the mainland, but no evidence exists to suggest any terror cells were actually active here at the time.”

      “Right, sir, so my question is, just how far do you want us to take this inquiry?”

      “I can't afford to let you spend much longer on the case, Andy. We need our people working on active cases, rather than a murder that took place thirty-odd years ago. I know every victim is entitled to justice, but if we can't I.D. the victim, we can't possible catch the killer. You say Dr. Lewin is going over the site of the discovery once again, so let's see if her search uncovers anything else. If not, and if your people haven't found anything during the inquiries you've got them conducting at present, I think we need to gradually wind this inquiry down.”

      Ross fully understood his boss's point, and for the most part, agreed with him, though it rankled with him that a murderer would appear to have got away with a violent killing and had managed to escape the retribution of the law for over thirty years.

      “Just give me a couple of weeks, sir, please. I don't want to give up without giving this a really good try. Someone killed that young man, and I want to find the bastard who kneecapped and bludgeoned a young man and probably threw him alive into the Mersey to drown in agony.”

      Porteous swivelled his high-backed executive chair round until he was facing the large plate glass window that gave his office a great view over the city he and his men and women did their best to protect. He stared off into space for a few seconds, as Ross patiently sat waiting for a decision. His mind made up, the D.C.I turned his chair back to face Ross.

      “One week, Andy, that's the best I can do. If you can't make any progress in that time, we close the case, and mark it unsolved, Okay?”

      Ross nodded, pleased to have been given some time, at least, to pursue the case. The nameless victim still had a chance to find justice. Leaving Porteous's office, he made his way back to his office, suddenly feeling an urgent need for a strong cup of coffee, and a crisis meeting with his team of detectives.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 13


          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      PROGRESS, 1999

      The phone call Andy Ross received the following morning came as a pleasant surprise. The feelings of negativity and impending failure began hanging like the Sword of Damocles over the Inspector and his team since the previous afternoon. As much as none of them felt good about the possibility of allowing a murderer to go free, even after such a length of time, the prospect of being pulled off the case loomed large and such a result was abhorrent to every member of Ross's small team. Even young Detective Constable McLennan appeared to have lost some of his normally infectious enthusiasm.

      “We're not going to just give up though, sir, are we?” the young D.C had asked. “I mean, it's still a body, isn't it, that is, I mean, I know it's a skeleton, but it's a victim, murdered, right? Our duty must be…”

      “Please do not try to tell me what our duty is McLennan. As much as I sympathise with your youthful exuberance and sense of justice, we have a duty to follow the orders of our superior officers, and if D.C.I Porteous says we close the case in a week, we close it. If we want to keep the investigation alive, we have to identify the victim, got it?”

      “Got it sir. Sorry, sir,” McLennan had replied, looking rather sheepish and shamefaced at having voiced his opinions so strongly. In truth, Ross had every sympathy with young Derek McLennan. He too hated the thought that they'd quite literally unearthed a murder victim from many years earlier and due to lack of clues and identity, they could be forced to close the case almost before it had got off the ground, thus allowing the murderer to continue living in the belief that he or she had got away with their crime, scot-free.

      “Ross here,” he spoke as he lifted the receiver and held it to his ear.

      “Andy, it's Hannah Lewin.”

      “Oh, hello, Doctor Lewin.”

      “It's Hannah, remember? And listen, you know you said William and I could go and have another ferret around the skeleton recovery site?”

      “Uh huh,” said Ross, suddenly feeling a sense of anticipation at the way the forensic scientist was speaking.

      “Well we did, go for another dig that is, and we've just returned to the lab. I really think you should come down here and see what we found.”

      Now Ross was as alert as he could possibly be.

      “You've got something?” he asked

      “We've got something,” she replied. “How long will it take you to get here?”

      “I'll go find Sergeant Drake and we'll be there within the hour, and Hannah?”

      “Yes?”

      “Well done, and thanks.”

      “You don't know what we've found yet. Isn't it a bit premature to be thanking me?”

      “Just let me be the judge of that, okay?”

      “Okay,” she replied as she replaced the phone on its cradle.

      “Izzie,” Ross shouted at the top of his voice. “Get in here, now, and bring McLennan with you.”

      Soon afterwards, Ross, Drake and young Derek McLennan were in the car heading for the mortuary. Ross had made the decision to include the young detective constable in the visit in order to give the man added experience, and in view of McLennan's earlier statement about the case, he wanted to show him that they were, in fact, doing all they possibly could. Perhaps a visit to the morgue would give McLennan something of a reality check. It might just make him aware of the difficulties the case presented, and anyway, it was time he saw how the youngest detective on his team handled such a visit.

      Peter Foster was once again on duty in reception and this time smiled warmly in recognition as Ross and Drake walked up to this cubicle cum office, closely followed by D.C. McLennan,

      “Back again so soon, Detective Inspector?” asked Foster. “You must like it here.”

      “Needs must I'm afraid, Mr. Foster. You seem a lot happier today than when we called last time.”

      “Ah, a good win at the weekend, Inspector, always cheers me up for the week.”

      “I see,” said Ross, “an Everton supporter eh?”

      “Correct,” Foster replied,

      “Me too,” said Ross, and Foster beamed at him as he identified himself as a fellow fan of Everton Football Club. A wry smile on the face of McLennan gave him away as a fan of the red half of the city, in the form of Liverpool F.C. The young constable maintained a diplomatic silence in the presence of his boss.

      Foster buzzed the three officers through and they were soon back in the presence of Doctors William Nugent and Hannah Lewin, Lees the assistant lurking in the background, and on this occasion, another man stood beside Hannah Lewin.

      “Ah, come in, please, Inspector,” William Nugent urged. “Sergeant Drake, good to see you again, and who might we having the pleasure of entertaining here?” he said indicating young Derek McLennan.

      “Good morning Doctor,” Ross replied. “This is Detective Constable McLennan, the newest member of my team. Thought he'd maybe learn a thing or two from joining us this morning.”

      “Aye, a good idea, I'm sure. Pleased tae meet ye, laddie,” Nugent reached out a hand to McLennan, who shook hands firmly with the pathologist. “A fine handshake ye have, laddie. You'll go far, I'm sure.”

      McLennan blushed and Ross came to the rescue of his embarrassed young officer.

      “And who have we here, may I ask, Doctor?” his eyes turning to indicate the newcomer. The answer came from the man himself, dressed in a plain navy blue suit, white shirt and red bow-tie which, to Andy Ross immediately screamed 'academic' who quickly walked round from the other side of the autopsy table, his hand outstretched in greeting. The man's black shoes were polished to an almost mirror finish. As Ross politely shook hands with the newcomer, the man swiftly identified himself.

      “Alan Slade, Inspector. Please to meet you.”

      “That's Professor Alan Slade,” Hannah Lewin interjected. “Alan's a forensic orthodontist.”

      “Ah, I see, I think,” said Ross.

      “Hannah asked me to give her a second opinion on the teeth in your mystery skull, Inspector. Hope you don't mind,” Slade said.

      “Not at all,” Ross replied.

      Hannah Lewin quickly added,

      “Alan is a freelance expert in his field, Andy. I know how frustrating this case is proving to be for you and thought Alan might see something I haven't that might help identify our victim.”

      Ross nodded, “And have you found anything new, Professor?”

      Slade glanced at Hannah before continuing.

      “I can't exactly say what I've found is new compared to Hannah's previous analysis, but I can confirm that the amalgam used in the fillings in the victims mouth are a silver amalgam typically in use during the late fifties, early sixties. What we call composite amalgams came into regular use during the sixties but this amalgam pre-dates them so we can certainly say that victim received the fillings in his younger days. I've taken a full set of dental x-rays which we can normally use to generate positive identity, but we would need the patient's dental records against which we can compare the x-rays.”

      As a look of disappointment appeared on Ross's face, Izzie Drake spoke the very thoughts in his mind.

      “So we're really nowhere nearer to a positive I.D. are we?”

      “That really depends how you look at it,” Slade replied. “It's probably true that a lot of dental surgeons who were actively practicing in the fifties and sixties are now either retired or deceased, but we still have a chance of making a positive identification, if your victim was treated at a practice that is still in existence. What you need to do is send copies of the x-rays to each practice in the city and ask if they match any young male patients, probably of junior school age, from your timeframe. The other thing I can confirm is that your victim was certainly no older than twenty one or maybe twenty two at the time of his death. I presume you'd like the exact details of how we determined the age, Inspector?”

      “I'll take your word on that for now, Professor, but would like a written copy of your findings as soon as possible, please,” Ross replied, a hint of optimism creeping into his voice. It wasn't much, but it was a tiny glimmer of hope provided by the joint efforts of the pathologists. “McLennan, as soon as we get back to the station, I'd like you to compile a list of dentists in the city, and as soon as the dental x-rays arrive you can circulate a request to all dental practices in the area in the hope that one of them might have the records of the deceased. It's a long shot after all this time, but well worth the effort.”

      “Will do, sir,” said D.C. McLennan, as he wrote his orders up in his notebook.

      “There's something else,” Slade said.

      “Go ahead, Professor,” Ross spoke with expectation in his voice. He was beginning to warm to this dapper little man.

      “Well, back in the nineteen fifties and early sixties, I do believe there was a system in operation where what were known as 'school dentists' would visit schools in the area, mostly infant and junior level I think, and carry out routine dental checks. It's possible the education department might be of some help in that area of investigation?”

      “Hmm, a little more complicated to check out with all the changes in the education system over the years, but yes, thank you, Professor, it's an avenue worth pursuing if we come up empty-handed with the dentists. Anything else?”

      “Just that your victim was well-fed, the teeth showing no signs of poor diet or undue decay for their age.”

      “Right, well, thank you for that, and thank you to you too, Hannah for having the Professor here take a look at the teeth.”

      “I'm glad it may have helped,” said Hannah Lewin. I know I told you that teeth can play a big part in identifying the dead, but even we forensic pathologists need a point of reference in order to come up with a definite identification. But all this leads me on to the real reason William and I asked you here today.”

      “There's more?” Ross asked.

      “Oh yes, isn't there, William?”

      “Aye, that there is, lass,” Nugent replied. “Go ahead, Hannah, you tell them. After all, you were the one who had the brainwave in the first place.”

      Lewin now asked the small group to follow her to the counter top that stood against the far wall of the room. Standing there was a battered and faded boot, still easily recognisable as being of the western, or cowboy style of footwear. In addition, propped up against the wall itself where the counter top ended was the rusted, misshaped carcass of an old bedstead, little more than a few springs and a partial frame, with one remnant of a leg barely attached at one corner.

      Hannah first of all indicated the rusted old bedstead.

      “One thing we discovered when I was working abroad, with mass graves or any old burial sites where water was involved, was that heavier items can often find their way down through muddy river bottoms and so on into the next layer of strata, mud, or whatever. William and I, together with Mr. Lees, spent a morning getting down 'n dirty in the old dock until we came up with this old thing, and the boot, possibly the pair to the remnants your people found. I think you might just find that this is the reason the body never floated back to the surface when it should have done.”

      “Of course,” said Drake. “The body could have sunk and got caught in the old springs of the bedstead. The boots would have got trapped by the springs and prevented it from floating.”

      “That's precisely what I believe happened, Sergeant,” said Lewin. “I think you might even be able to date the boot as well. It's degraded a bit but should still be identifiable. It certainly appears to have been an expensive item, not some cheap imitation leather or synthetic. Whoever owned it and its partner would have treasured such a pair of boots, I'm sure.”

      Feeling they'd learned all they could from the current visit, Ross thanked the three scientists and he, Drake and McLennan headed back to Merseyside Police H.Q. where McLennan eagerly separated from the two senior officers, eager to 'get his teeth' into his new role in the investigation. He knew it wouldn't be easy but was determined to do all he could to effect an identification through the dental records check. Until the x-rays arrived from Professor Slade later that day, he'd prepare the ground by compiling a list of all those dental practitioners he'd need to contact. Andy Ross and Izzie Drake had just returned to Drake's office and were reviewing the information they had to date when the phone on Ross's desk began to ring. “Does someone have eyes in my walls, Izzie? Two minutes back in the office and the damn thing rings.”

      Izzie Drake smiled as she watched Ross reach out and pick up the phone.

      “D.I. Ross,” he snapped into the offending instrument.

      After a few seconds, he spoke again.

      “You have got to be joking.” A pause as he listened again and then, “Well for Heaven's sake, get someone to show them to my office, right away, Miller.”

      Replacing the phone on its cradle, he looked at Izzie Drake and said, sounding much calmer than he felt, “That was Sergeant Miller on the reception desk downstairs. He says there are two men standing in front of him who claim to have information relating to the identity of the skeletal remains found, at the wharf near Cole and Sons warehouse. Apparently, they'll only speak to the detective in charge of the investigation. They'll be here in a minute, soon as Miller can get someone to escort them up here.”

      “That's amazing, sir. Let's hope they have genuine intel. Do you want me to leave you to speak to them in private?”

      “No, Izzie. Stay here. Whatever these guys have to say, I want you to hear it too. Make sure you take notes of everything they have to say.”

      Ross quickly re-arranged the papers on his desk in an effort to make it look a little more business-like in front of his visitors, but within a minute a knock on the door signalled their arrival. Maybe it's time our luck changed, thought Ross as he motioned to Drake who moved to the door, to usher their potential informants into the office.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 14


          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      MEMORIES

      Izzie Drake thanked the female uniformed constable who'd escorted the two men up to Ross's office and led them in and repeated the names given to her by Constable Greening at the door.

      “Michael and Ronald Doyle are here to see you, sir.”

      Ross looked at the two men, both probably in their fifties, who'd walked into the room, and, even without being told their names, he'd have had no problem in discerning them to be brothers. Although the elder of the two was rotund and showed evidence of a beer drinking habit, evidenced by his overhanging belly, and the leaner of the two appeared fit and more meticulous in his dress and demeanour, their facial characteristics were such that the familial resemblance was inescapable.

      “Come in, gentlemen, please. Have a seat.” Ross gestured to the two chairs Izzie had recently placed in front of his desk in preparation for the interview. The two men sat, and the elder brother spoke.

      “We'd prefer Mickey and Ronnie if you don't mind.”

      “Sure,” Ross replied. “I'm Detective Inspector Ross, and this is Detective Sergeant Drake,” he went on, as he indicated Izzie, who'd taken up a standing position near the door. “The desk sergeant tells me you may have some important information for us relating to recent events?”

      “Yes, we do,” said Mickey. “First of all, we saw this,” and he took a folded up newspaper from the inside pocket of his brown leather jacket and passed it across the desk to Ross. It was a copy of the Liverpool Echo, opened at the page where the Force's Press Liaison Officer's release to the press had been printed. It had been a short piece, merely stating that skeletal remains had been discovered in the vicinity of a former warehouse in the city's docklands area and that the police were pursuing inquiries in an attempt to identify the victim, the remains appearing to be between thirty and forty years old.

      “I see, please go on.”

      “Well, I saw it first, and then when he came round to my house, I showed it to Ronnie and we both thought the same thing.”

      “And just what was this, 'same thing' you both thought of?” Ross asked.

      Mickey looked as if he was on the verge of tears, and looked at his brother, who now spoke for the first time.

      “We didn't just jump to conclusions, Inspector. You have to understand that this has hung over us for a long time, and we might be wrong in our assumption, but, well, we think you might have found our sister, Marie.”

      Ross's heart sank. Of course, the press release hadn't given any indicator of the gender of the victim, and he wondered how to let the brothers down gently. First, however, he thought it prudent to probe a little deeper.

      “I'm sorry to tell you that the remains that were unearthed were those of a male, not a female, and therefore can't be the remains of your sister.”

      Ronnie and Mickey looked at each other, and it was plain to Ross that a certain amount of confusion existed in their minds. Perhaps a little relief that it wasn't their sister, but at the same time a continuation of some long-held stress that held both men in its thrall.

      “Oh,” said Mickey, and “We seem to have wasted your time, Inspector,” Ronnie added.

      Ross looked up at his sergeant, standing by the door, and she nodded back at him, instinctively knowing where he was about to direct the interview.

      “Mickey, Ronnie, please, it might be important and helpful if you can tell us why you thought the remains could have been those of your sister. When did she go missing, and what exactly led up to her disappearance, because I'm presuming you're telling us she'd been gone for a long time?”

      Mickey still appeared quite upset, and he gestured with his hands for Ronnie to tell their story. After taking a few seconds to gather his thoughts, the younger of the Doyle brothers began his tale by first passing a photograph across the desk, which Ross picked up and smiled as he saw the subject of the old black and white image.

      “This was you?” he asked.

      “Yes,” said Ronnie. “We were both in a pop group back in the early sixties, Brendan Kane and The Planets. I know you won't have heard of us, but we did okay for a while, even played at The Cavern and The Iron Door, and all the major clubs in the area. We really thought we had a chance to follow in the footsteps of The Beatles, Gerry and The Pacemakers and their ilk. Sadly we never quite made it. Mickey was our lead guitarist, and I was the bass player. A chap called Phil Oxley was our drummer and Brendan Kane himself was lead singer and rhythm guitar.”

      “And Marie?” This question came from Izzie Drake, who'd moved from her place by the door to take a seat in the corner, off to the side of Ross's desk.

      “Marie was our sister, of course, but not a part of the group, as such. But, back in the early days she often drove the van for us, ferrying us to and from gigs. At first, we used our Dad's van, but when his business began to fail he laid off his mate who had a van too, and we were restricted to only using it at night. Anyway, Marie was kind of like an honorary member of the group, always with us, and we'd not have got as far as we did without her.”

      Ross felt there was something more here, and wanted to hear the rest of the Doyle's story.

      “So, what happened, Ronnie? You said you didn't make it, so what happened to the group?”

      “Well, we gradually got fewer gigs when we had to stop playing at lunchtimes, and one day Brendan dropped a bombshell, saying he thought we should cut a demo disc and if it didn't get us a recording contract, he wanted us to split up, end the group, you know?”

      “And you weren't too happy with that?”

      “No, none of us were. We'd been together for about five years as a group by then. We probably knew he was right, deep down but we felt as if he'd betrayed us all, wanting to just give up and then he said if we did, he'd be going on to try and launch a solo career. You can imagine, that went down like a flippin' lead balloon. We were in the little park near where Brendan lived and I can remember it was a really warm summer's day. We'd been arguing about the future for a while and the thing was, when he'd first announced his plan, Marie had actually agreed with him, which kind of took the rest of us by surprise. Anyway, to cut it short, we made the demo disc at a studio in town, long closed now, by the way and Marie went and helped Brendan to mail copies to just about every recording studio and management agency in the country. As you've probably guessed it never got us anywhere and a few months later the group spilt up as we'd reluctantly agreed and Brendan went off to start what he believed would be a new, solo career.”

      “But that didn't work out for him either, did it, little brother?” Mickey joined the conversation, his words tinged with a bitterness he found hard to disguise.

      “No, it didn't.” Ronnie continued. “He tried and failed to make the breakthrough on his own. After a couple of years, his solo career had died and the last we heard, Brendan was planning on going to America. He thought he'd have a better opportunity over there, more potential exposure, as he thought the States might prove a better market for a solo singer.”

      At this point, Mickey Doyle felt the need to interject.

      “Yeah, but there was worse to come, Inspector Ross. None of us knew that Brendan and Marie had been secretly 'carrying on' together for years, sneaking off to make love whenever they could. Marie knew our parents wouldn't approve of her having sex outside marriage. They were dead straight, you know, real old-fashioned about those things. It wasn't all as free and easy as everyone thinks back in the sixties you know.”

      Ronnie took over once again.

      “Anyway, one day, everything came to a head. There was a massive row between us all, and well, we never saw Brendan after that day, and soon after that, Marie disappeared too, but because she was an adult, and because we had no proof whatsoever that foul play was suspected, the police at the time either couldn't or wouldn't do much when we reported her disappearance to them. To be honest, we, and Mickey here, especially, have been doing all we can to trace her over the years. When we saw that report about the skeleton in the Echo we thought…well…you know what I'm saying, right?”

      Ross thought carefully as he hesitated before answering Ronnie Doyle. A theory was forming in his mind, and he needed to ask just one question to confirm whether the wild idea that had formed as he'd listened to Ronnie's story might be possible. Eventually, he decided to test his theory.

      “This is all very interesting, Ronnie, but of course, my priority is identifying the remains we found at the old wharf. I sympathise with your loss in regards to your sister's disappearance, and from what you've told me I have the very strange feeling that Marie may be connected to our current case. You coming here today may just have been the 'wild card' we've been waiting for, the chance to begin putting this case together at last.”

      “In what way, Inspector? You said the skeleton was male, so it can't be Marie,” said Ronnie, looking a little confused.

      “Let me just ask you one question, please, well, maybe two.”

      “Okay, go ahead.”

      “You'd both known Brendan since you'd been boys growing up together, yes?”

      Both men nodded yes.

      “Can either of you tell me whether, at some time during his school life, Brendan Kane suffered a broken right leg, and whether, round about the time of him supposedly leaving you all behind to go off to America, he owned a very expensive pair of brown cowboy style boots?”

      The Doyle brothers gaped open-mouthed at Ross's words. The detective might have been a mind reader as far as they were concerned.

      “How the fu…er, sorry. How the heck do you know that, Inspector?” said Mickey.

      “The answer's yes to both questions,” added Ronnie. “He broke his leg in a playground accident and those boots were Brendan's pride and joy. He'd ordered them especially from America. How do you…?”

      Ronnie fell silent in mid-sentence as he caught on to Ross's train of thought. He spoke again.

      “You think those bones belong to Brendan, don't you, Inspector? You think he never went to the States; that he died all those years ago and no-one knew about it.”

      Andy Ross chose his next words very carefully. If the bones were indeed the mortal remains of Brendan Kane, the Doyle brothers just might be considered potential suspects, although them coming forward like this made him seriously doubt the possibility. They'd hardly come in here after all these years if they'd been responsible for putting the body in the water in the first place.

      “I think there's a strong possibility, yes. I need to know a lot more before we can confirm it. For now,” he turned to Izzie, “Sergeant Drake here will go and get us some coffee, and, if you're not in any great hurry, I'd like you to tell me more, and especially about the last time you saw Brendan Kane and your sister, in as much detail as possible.”

      Izzie Drake nodded and left the office to return soon afterwards with coffee for all four of them. Ross had allowed the men a five minute break to gather their thoughts while she'd been absent and now he turned to Ronnie once more.

      “Ronnie, please, think hard, and take me back to the nineteen sixties. Tell me exactly what happened.”

      Ronnie Doyle closed his eyes, and as he allowed his thoughts to wander back in time, the memories came flooding back…
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      1966 AND ALL THAT

      Nineteen sixty-six had been a good year so far for the people of Liverpool. The blue half of Merseyside had celebrated an F.A. Cup triumph for Everton, while the reds of Liverpool had claimed the league title. All this was followed by England's memorable World Cup victory in a thrilling final at Wembley against West Germany. Musically, The Beatles continued to dominate the pop charts, with Paperback Writer hitting the number one position in June. Liverpool's own darling of the pop charts, Cilla Black released the beautiful Don't Answer Me in the summer after earlier recording the title track to the Michael Caine film, Alfie, with Burt Bacharach.

      For the music industry in general, there had been a few trials and tribulations, with Radio Caroline South's pirate radio ship MV Mi Amigo running aground in January on the beach at Frinton, and in other news the country had been horrified by the terrible case of the Moors Murders which finally saw Ian Brady and Myra Hindley go on trial for the brutal torture and slayings of three children.

      A wind of change swept the fashion industry. Almost overnight, Mary Quant's mini-skirt was suddenly 'in' and for the first time, the amount of leg shown by the young women of Britain showed teenage boys and men alike that women really did have legs that extended up and beyond their knees.

      For the younger generation then, all seemed well, but for the former members of Brendan Kane and the Planets, life had taken an unfortunate downturn.

      Following the inevitable break up of the group after the failure of their demo disc two years earlier, Brendan, still full of belief and ambition had launched himself on a grueling tour of the clubs in Liverpool and its surrounding area. He'd saved hard after the initial split with The Planets and had first taken driving lessons, and after passing his driving test had bought himself a second-hand Hillman Minx, picked up for thirty pounds at a local motor auction. He'd carried on working at the bookshop by day and would drive himself to gigs at night, usually ending up tired beyond belief by the end of each week, and having to start all over again as Monday dawned once more. At least he had his own place, having rented a small flat above a shop in the city centre. Sadly, he'd as yet failed to attract that elusive recording contract, though his dreams of stardom kept him going through the tiredness.

      He and Marie continued to see each other, usually at the flat, and the couple had somehow managed to keep their relationship a secret until a few months earlier, when a friend of Mickey's had seen them kissing and romantically entangled, quite by chance in a pub in Wigan. Mickey, who, with the others had long suspected a romance between the couple, and who was now working as a bricklayer had tried to be sensible and had sat down with his sister and tried to talk her out of the relationship with Brendan, telling her it could lead to nothing. Marie however, informed her elder brother about the long-standing nature of their love affair and even though Mickey attempted to change her mind by bringing accounts clerk Ronnie in on the secret, Marie would hear none of it. Mickey and Ronnie then confronted Brendan, who refused to listen to their entreaties to end the affair.

      A kind of lull ensued, as the former group members saw less and less of each other, though Brendan maintained a closer relationship with Phil Oxley than he did with the brothers, who, for the sake of their sister, maintained a civilized silence about the affair with Brendan. Phil had at least managed to remain in the music business, now playing drums regularly for a local dance band, not quite pop stardom, but it was regular work and paid well.
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        * * *

      

      Brendan held Marie close as they lay together in bed in the small city centre flat. Marie's head rested on his shoulder as they relaxed in the aftermath of a particularly passionate love-making session.

      “It's just not happening for me here, Marie. In England, I mean. Look how long I've been trying, first with The Planets, and now on my own. I know I can do better, I just know it.”

      “But Brendan, darling, just what else can you do that you haven't already tried?”

      Lying naked beside him, the warmth and intense satisfaction of their recent lovemaking still coursing through her body, the truth was, Marie wasn't really too concerned about Brendan's career at that particular moment. All that changed with his next words, however.
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