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THE LOCATION

Durban, nicknamed Durbs, is the third-most populous city in South
Africa after Johannesburg and Cape Town and the largest city in the
South African province of KwaZulu-Natal. Durban includes
neighbouring towns and has a population of about 3.44 million,
making the combined municipality one of the largest cities on the
Indian Ocean coast of the African continent.



CHAPTER 1


Gordon walked in to the kitchen and sat
down and looked up at Jamie. He could tell she wasn’t feeling well by the way she moved.
Normally full of gusto, she seemed to be slower than normal. She
put his glass of juice on the table with his cup of coffee and sat
down and looked at her plate of food. He didn’t want to say
anything but she had given him the hard egg and she had the soft
one. She immediately noticed and stood up and took the spatula and
switched their eggs. “Sorry about that.”

“Aren’t you
feeling well?”

“Once I get
going I will feel better.”

He didn’t answer but tucked in to his meal
and sipped at his coffee. They didn’t chat the way they did before
and being together seemed to be a strain. Being in the last month
of her pregnancy she wasn’t always full of beans. He was under a
huge amount of stress and didn’t want to mention work. It would
make matters worse. When they spoke it normally ended up in a
heated argument. She didn’t feel well and he was highly
strung.

Gordon finished his breakfast and stood up
and put his plate on the counter. He kept quiet as he walked out
and made his way to work.

*

When Gordon walked in to the office the sheriff hadn’t arrived.
He went to his desk and took the file he was investigating. They
were short-staffed and had to double up as traffic officers,
detectives, and deal with day-to-day matters. “Anyone know where
Sheriff Baxter is this morning?”

“Monday. Sheriff Baxter never gets here before nine on a
Monday.”

Gordon looked up at Deputy Bartlett. “Or
any other day,” Gordon muttered to himself.

“Did you say
something Deputy Lewis?”

Gordon turned and looked at Deputy Simons.
“No Simons, if I wanted to say something, you would have
heard.”

“Simons? You can refer to me as Deputy
Simons. Show some respect. When I am promoted to the position of
sheriff you will be the first one to be given his marching
orders.”

It was suddenly quiet in the room where
the deputies shared the space. “Sheriff Baxter still has a year to
go before he retires. Aren’t you jumping the gun? It isn’t who has
been around the longest that gets promoted. They consider skills,
experience and performance.”

“Then it definitely won’t be you.”
Deputy Simons bellowed with
laughter. As he sat and laughed his enormous stomach shook. Gordon
looked down at the file and closed his eyes and shook his head in
disgust. Just the sight of Deputy Simons sent shivers down his
spine. His enormous protruding stomach that hung down and his
buttons that were too tight causing parts of his stomach to stick
out made it even worse. “He tolerates you because you are his
son-in-law. If you weren’t you wouldn’t even have a
job.”

“That’s enough
Simons.”

“Oh, the puppy dog steps in and is on guard. I wasn’t talking
to you, Bartlett. You definitely don’t have a hope in
hell.”

Gordon stood up and looked at Deputy
Bartlett. “Ready?”

“Yes.” He took his folder and they stood up
to leave.

“You can’t leave now. Sheriff Baxter will
not be impressed if he arrives and you aren’t here for the
meeting.”

“What meeting Simons? The one that is
scheduled for seven fifteen? I can’t start work at ten in the
morning. Half the day is wasted.” The rest of the deputies stood up
to leave.

“You cannot
leave before he arrives!”

They glanced at Deputy Simons and made their way out of the office
with the deputies rushing out at the same time. Gordon and Deputy
Bartlett climbed in to the van. “Who the hell does he think he is
Gordon?”

“Ian this seems to be becoming a bit of a habit. Baxter arrives
at nine-thirty every day. We start at seven and sometimes work till
late. He leaves the office at four. I won’t be able to survive for
an entire year if he carries on like that. We are meant to have a
meeting the moment we arrive. The deputies are veering off in
different directions. When files overlap we don’t even realize it.
That creates havoc.”

“Can’t you do something about it,
Gordon?”

“If I suggest anything Baxter always
discusses it with that idiot Simons, and the idea is tossed. I
don’t make suggestions anymore. I get to work and the stress levels
soar. Jamie and I argue continually. The only person that can do
anything is the mayor. Who in his right mind would even go and
speak with him?”

“What about an
anonymous call?”

Gordon grinned and shook his head. “Sure,
Ian. I am sure that guy knows every voice by now.”

“If Simons is promoted there will be a load
of resignations. I won’t
be able to work for him. He sits in the office the entire day. What
on earth does he do?”

“Waits for
Baxter to arrive and they sit and reminisce.”

“You said you and Jamie are arguing? Why?
You need to understand she is in her last month so every day is
going to be draining. She hasn’t been well for a while. What did
the doctor say last time she went for a scan?”

“I feel awful Ian. When she went for the
first scan we found out that we are having a little boy. He gave us
the due date and I haven’t been with her for any of the other
appointments. She is taking strain but makes sure breakfast is on
the table in time so that I am not late. Jamie packs my lunchbox
and when I arrive home supper is always ready.”

“Hell, you are lucky. She should be taking
it easy.”

“That is what makes it even worse for me. I
sit down and eat. Jamie has already bought everything for the baby
so the pram is standing by for when he arrives. I bought the
carrier to take to the hospital. Her bed has already been
booked.”

“Maybe you should take off a couple of
days. Have you made a request for paternity leave?”

“Rejected by Baxter. He obviously discussed it with Simons and
didn’t think it necessary.”

“Someone has to do something. Simons is
getting in the way. Your paternity leave can’t be
rejected.”

“Well, it was. I submitted the form to
Baxter and he called me in to the office a week later and said it
was impossible because we are already short-staffed.”

“Why are we short-staffed? I have a few questions I would love to
ask. Stop at the chemist on the way please Gordon. I need to
collect Helen’s medication.”



CHAPTER 2


Gordon stopped on the way and sat and read
his notes while he
waited. Ian walked in to the chemist and collected his wife’s
medication. He checked in the packet as he walked out and almost
knocked the mayor off of his feet. “Sorry Mayor Templeton. By the
way, how does a person go about making a complaint, without
actually making a formal complaint.”

Mayor Templeton moved to one side and
spoke quietly. “Problems?”

“I know what this sounds like but my
partner applied for paternity leave and it was rejected. We are
short-staffed but nothing gets done about it and we don’t even see
an effort being made to replace the men. Things are falling apart
in the office.”

“Baxter in the
office?”

“He only arrives at
nine-thirty.”

“There haven’t
been any resignations.”

“We are four men short. They resigned and
left two or three months ago.”

“Funny.” Mayor Templeton looked at him and
frowned. “I’ll have a look at that. You ride side-saddle with
Deputy Lewis, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Leave it with
me.”

“Mayor, I—” He nodded and walked in to the chemist. Ian
carried on walking and climbed in to the van. “You will never guess
who I bumped in to a minute ago.”

“Who?”

“Mayor Templeton himself.
He wasn’t aware that four guys
have resigned. He asked whether Baxter was in the office and when I
said he only arrives after nine he had a strange look on his face.
I told him your paternity leave was rejected.”

“We will see what happens. That guy is on
the ball.”

“And I know he
won’t mention names.”

“He won’t but if we had to walk in to his
office everyone would know. He is probably stocking up on vitamins.
I don’t know how he does it, Ian. He is always on the
ball.”

Ian grinned as they sped off to interview
the first person on Gordon’s list. They took turns during the day. Working leads from
one file, and then another. Until they had the information they
needed and went back to the office.



CHAPTER 3


They went back to the office late in the
afternoon and checked
their files. Gordon wrote his reports and placed them in the files
and handed them to Ian. He handed his files to Gordon. They always
double-checked each other and the information in the files before
they made any arrests. The two men worked well together and had
been partners for ages.

It had just gone four when Mayor Templeton
walked in to the office. “Ladies and gents!”

“Mayor Templeton! What a
pleasure!”

“Simons.” He nodded and looked at the
staff. “Always pushing the limits. Where do I find Sheriff
Baxter?”

“Sheriff Baxter left a short while ago. How
can I help?”

“Simons, who
stands in for the sheriff when he is not in the office?”

“We don’t work
like that.”

“Not? I must be confused. So where will I
find him if he is not in the office at four in the
afternoon?”

It was suddenly quiet in the room. “Mayor
Templeton you will find him in the pub. He said he had to interview
someone on his way home.”

“Oh does he
leave at four?”

“He does, but he does his interviews en
route.”

“Is he handling a few case files? Don’t
people normally come in to the office? I thought that was
customary. Now he interviews people? Gosh, how things have changed.
I should step out of the office more often.”

“Is there
something I can help you with Mayor?”

“Simons, where do I find Deputies Martins
and Stone? What about Caspian and Partridge?”

“Oh, they left three months
ago.”

Mayor Templeton stood with his chin in his
hand and was quiet as he seemed to stand in one spot and think.
“Oh, it must have slipped my mind. Thank you.” He walked out and
waved. Ian glanced at Gordon and he dipped his head. Ian knew he
was thinking the same as him. The mayor was already taking matters
in to his own hands.

*

Steve drove to the pub and saw Clifford’s
vehicle parked out front. He walked in to the pub and spotted Clifford sitting at one
of the tables with a few men. Steve walked over to them. “Sheriff
Baxter. What a surprise seeing you here. Done for the
day?”

“Mayor Templeton! Yes, I am. It has been a
rough day.”

“Yes, I am sure it was. Stop by tomorrow
morning at seven, please. If you can be earlier that would be
great. I arrive at six.” He waved as he walked out and climbed in
to his car. Steve grinned as he made a note in his diary. If
Clifford wasn’t in his office by seven he would be nursing a
hangover judging by the number of empty glasses on the
table.



CHAPTER 4


Clifford arrived home at nine.
“Clifford! Why are you so
late?”

“That stupid
prick, Templeton, arrived at the pub while I was with my
friends.”

“Well, I guess
he also goes to the pub.”

“I guess. I have to stop in and see him at
seven tomorrow morning. Seven? Is he insane? When I get to the
office I will work my way to his office. Who does he think he
is?”

“I guess he
thinks he is important being the mayor of this town.”

“Gail, I am the sheriff and he had better
not forget that.”

*

Clifford made his way to the office and
arrived just before ten. “The mayor was here at seven. Sheriff, he didn’t look
happy.” Marjorie looked at him and he shrugged nonchalantly. He
went to his office and had a cup of coffee before going to see
Mayor Templeton. Clifford had to sit and wait for half an hour.
Steve walked out of his office. “Sheriff Baxter, didn’t we have an
appointment at seven this morning?”

“Must have slipped my mind. It wasn’t in my
diary.”

“No, because your diary was locked in your
office. I stopped in at your office this morning. Who is your
stand-in when you aren’t there? Why is your office
locked?”

“I don’t have a stand-in. When I am not in
the office I am not available.”

“Have you read the policies and procedures
manual?”

“I have but I disagree with some of those
outdated rules and regulations.”

“Start enforcing them with immediate
effect. That guy Simons. Who the hell is he?”

“Deputy Simons
was my partner for many years.”

“Can he run? He seems to be on the bulky
side. Overweight to put it mildly.”

“Since when do my men need to be skin and bone?”

“Just out of curiosity. When you retire, who do you envisage will
step in as the sheriff?”

“Deputy Simons
is the only person I can recommend.”

“And where are
Deputies Martins, Stone, Caspian and Partridge?”

“They resigned
a while ago.”

“Is that why you are
short-staffed?”

“We are not short-staffed. We had too many
men on our payroll.”

“You
decided?”

“Fact.”

“And what about the men who are pushing the
limits? When do they take leave? What happens if someone falls ill?
Isn’t there someone on your payroll who has a pregnant wife? I am
sure there was someone.”

“Deputy Lewis. He applied for paternity
leave but I rejected his application. After discussing it with
Simons.”

“Oh, has Simons
taken on a more senior role?”

“He is the only deputy I can rely on when I
am not in the office. He gives his feedback daily.”

“Ah yes, of course. I don’t have much time
right now. I will drop in at the office when I find a gap. Thanks
for stopping by.” Clifford stood up to leave. “What time do you
have your morning meeting?”

“We don’t do that anymore. I find them a
waste of my time.”

“I would suggest you find that file with
the procedures. Thank you, Sheriff Baxter.”

Clifford walked out and made his way to
the office. He couldn’t understand what he had been called in for
or why. He wasn’t able to say anything. He seemed to be answering
one question after another.



CHAPTER 5


Jamie stood in the kitchen and cooked
savoury pancakes for breakfast. Gordon sat and walloped them down and sipped at his coffee.
“Those were divine. Thank you, Jamie.”

“I have been out of sorts for a while
Gordon. I don’t mean to
snap at you. I’m sorry.”

He stood up and held her in his arms. “I’m
sorry too. Sometimes I wish I could spend more time with you. Maybe
once he is born.”

“You have such
a responsible job.”

“Well, still.” He kissed her goodbye. “Not
long now.”

“Not long.”

*

Gordon made his way to work feeling
happier. They hadn’t
chatted in months and he hadn’t been making an effort. After a
brief chat with Jamie, he felt better. He walked in to the office
and looked at Ian. “There seems to be a strange vibe in this
office.”

“I feel that too. Everyone seems to be on
edge.”

Mayor Templeton walked in to the office.
He pulled up a chair and sat down and smiled. “So what time is the
meeting?”

“Mayor Templeton we don’t have an early
morning meeting anymore. That seemed to filter out a while
ago.”

“Now tell me what you discuss at that
meeting. No, I am not here to check up on anyone. Just imagine I am
a news reporter who knows zilch and has to find out every aspect of
the business.”

“Then we would
definitely not tell you.”

Steve burst in to laughter. “Nice one
Deputy Harrison. Don’t worry I am not here in that capacity. What
do you discuss and how long does it take?”

“Half an hour max. We give a brief outline
of the cases we are working on for the day. Sometimes the files
overlap and we pick up on that immediately.”

“What do you
mean by an overlap?”

“Well, if three burglaries take place on
one road, then we realize they could be linked. Then we exchange
files and the deputies who are working on one of the burglaries
handle all three. Otherwise, we have three teams working in the
same area whereas time can be saved.”

“Ah, so your
day is more organized and you are able to plan.”

“Because we don’t have those meetings, we
are running off in
different directions. Bartlett and I were tracking down a guy who
stole a vehicle. We had the details but we didn’t realize Harrison
and Jones were tracking him too. Bartlett and I were discussing the
case in the office and Harrison overheard. That was when we
realized the cases had overlapped and we were tracking the same
guy.”

“Who caught
him?”

“Bartlett and myself. But the information
Harrison and Jones had was able to help us speed things up and we
arrested the thug. We relied on our meetings.”

Deputy Simons walked in to the office.
“Good morning Mayor Templeton. Sheriff Baxter is running late. He
had to stop and interview someone on his way.”

“I noticed his office is locked.”

“Yes, his office is always locked when he
is not here.”

“And what time
do you think he might be finished with his interview?”

“It might be lengthy. I reckon at about
nine-thirty.”

“And what case
is he working on at the moment?”

“Gosh, he handles the tough cases. We don’t
get to see those.”

“Oh! A serial killer or something like
that?”

Gordon and Ian wanted to burst in to
laughter. Steve wasn’t stupid but was sifting. “Could
be.”

“I must check the stats when I get to the
office. I know of a few people who have passed recently. A few of
those were elderly but there was one youngster. Are there any cases
of missing persons that have cropped up recently?”

“Two but we tracked them down after making
a few calls. A youngster caught a bus but we were able to track him
down at the bus station as he arrived in the next town. And another
was a young girl but it was a false alarm. Her parents had
forgotten that she was on a sleepover for the night. Most
embarrassing when we found her. She wasn’t embarrassed but her
parents were.”

“Oh hell, I can just imagine. I can hardly keep track of my
children. If my son doesn’t appear within five minutes of calling I
go straight to the vegetable patch. He is forever digging up the
carrots. The poor things don’t stand a chance. He pulls the whole
carrot out of the ground and if it isn’t big enough he tries to put
it back in the ground. That is what happens when you have a
five-year-old who thinks it might be a good idea to be a
vegetarian. My daughters aren’t a problem. They breeze in and out
of the house. Varsity was such a good idea. Well, then we were
blessed with the young man. Such an age gap. Thank god we had
twins. Hell but Ivor is a hand full. If he isn’t in the vegetable
patch he is trying to climb the tree and pick fruit. God help
us.”

“Any day now. Jamie is taking
strain.”

“Bernie spent the last week of her
pregnancy flat on her back. My daughters thought it was amazing.
They were home every night and kept ordering takeaways. I wasn’t
going to complain. But it hit my wallet. How is Jamie
doing?”

“Better today but she has been out of sorts
for a while.”

“Have you
applied for paternity leave?”

“Sheriff Baxter
discussed that with me but it isn’t possible for Deputy Lewis to
take time off at this point in time.”

“Oh, are you discussing private staff
matters with Sheriff Baxter? Sorry Simons, aren’t you a deputy? The
same rank as the staff members sitting in this office?”

“I have been here longer than any of them.
Once Sheriff Baxter retires I will be promoted as the
sheriff.”

“Deputy Simons, it seems you are
mistaken. When Sheriff
Baxter is ready to retire, I make the final decision. In fact, a
few of us discuss the role. But before that even happens we discuss
the potential candidates and earmark a few members of staff.
Deputies who stick out from the rest. Those that go the extra mile.
The sheriff has roles and responsibilities. He still has a duty to
perform. Deputy Lewis do you have a copy of your paternity leave
application?”

“I do.” Gordon quickly opened his drawer
and took the copy of his application and handed it to
Steve.

“Where is the
original?”

“Sheriff Baxter
ripped it in to shreds and threw it in the bin.”

Steve signed the form and handed it to
Gordon. “Make a copy of that for Sheriff Baxter. I need a copy too
please.” Ian stood up and took the form from Gordon and went and
made the copies. Steve took his copy. “Thanks, Bartlett. Oh, I
wasn’t finished. Deputy Simons a few tests are put in place. Those
men and women, who are earmarked for promotion are given various
tasks. They don’t realize they are tasks, as such, and time frames
are considered. If someone takes a week to unravel a case that
could take a day, it gets noted.”

“And who does
that?”

“Me.”

“Never seen
that in the policies and procedures manual.”

“And where is
that manual?”

“Somewhere in
the sheriff’s office.”

“Big office. Right folks. What a pity I
missed out on that meeting but it was good to chat.” He stood up to
leave. “Deputy Lewis, if you could set up the daily meetings,
please. Starting tomorrow. Seven fifteen? Gives everyone time to
get here and be on time.”

“You are interfering with Sheriff Baxter’s
staff!”

“Simons, I didn’t ask for your input, now
did I? Deputy Lewis
please make sure you have a roster of the staff attending that
meeting. I might stop by on the off chance. Let me know the minute
that youngster arrives.”

“Will do.”

Steve walked out smiling. “Marjorie if you
buff that counter one more time you are going to end up with tennis
elbow!” Marjorie stood and gurgled with delight.

*

“You can forget about that paternity leave
Lewis. There will be no
meeting tomorrow.”

“Sorry Simons. This time you are the one to
come short. There will be an early morning meeting tomorrow and I
will spend time with my wife once my son is born. Ready
Bartlett?”

“I am.”

They stood up and Gordon looked at his
colleagues. “Can we have that meeting at seven?” He heard the
comments and grinned.
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