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LIFE CAN TAKE A HEAVY toll on the typical person. In a time where people are strained financially due to current global uncertainty, physically due to global health threats, and emotionally due to the constant bombardment from shifting geopolitics, it's not surprising that mental health issues are on an alarming rise. With such a load on the typical pair of shoulders, both male, female and increasingly, ‘whatever gender is chosen,’ it is no surprise that the human mind can break down. With all the aforementioned reasons affecting a huge percentage of an ever-increasing population, it is inevitable that even the strongest willed, can be affected. 

This tale is about a time when uncertainty was still around, but from a time when, I for one recall a more stable family life. A time when a job wasn't just for a week or if you're lucky, a few months. No, it is from a time when a job was often considered ‘for-life’ and a career. In a stable and less turbulent society, unemployed rates were down along with the correlating divorce rates, leading to family breakdown. The time is of a young urban professional, known as the yuppy. Money was spread around, as was cheap credit for the masses. The glam rock era was in full swing and compared to today, the world was a more peaceful place as a whole. A great time to exist you may think? Yes, it was, but perhaps not for the residents of 1980s Norwich.

The city is a particularly beautiful jewel in England's crown. Much wealth has been generated over the centuries due to the farming industry. The main staples were and still are wheat, barley, and livestock such as pigs and sheep. The busy farms have provided a living for countless thousands of families, making landowners very wealthy. During the medieval period, Norwich became the second largest city in England. This drew in all sorts of trade and merchants from all over England and the other kingdoms, eventually becoming the United Kingdom. Boasting a huge market and narrow lanes bristling with shops, the city has always attracted those with plenty of money to spend. There seems to be as many grand church buildings as public houses, both another source of income.

In the 1980s, much of the United Kingdom had gone through a period of both austerity in the early part, to almost overnight economic revival under the Thatcher government in the middle of the decade. In just a few years, the rapid change, catapulted the 80s into arguably the most prosperous decade of the twentieth century.
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NORWICH, 1987.  THE city had been booming that early May. The combination of pubs, clubs and the recent trend of wine bars merged to create a nightlife that became the envy of other towns and cities. The busy narrow streets and lanes, ironically known as ‘The Lanes,’ boasted some of the most expensive boutique shops, that were the envy of much more fashionable large towns such as Richmond just outside West London.

Market square was awash with the usual mix of local residents, students and those just visiting from further afield. It was bright and warm that early Sunday morning, just a little after 7am. The square was already bustling with market traders setting up their stalls. The usual hum drum of music was enveloping the cool morning air, a mix of pop, soft rock and that morning, Starships; ‘Nothings gonna stop us now’ having just topped the charts.

Another noise competed with the thrum of base that morning. The piercing sirens of a police car and ambulance. They skirted around the square at speed, heading along Exchange Street before coming to a sudden stop at Lobster Lane, just a little further on past Jarrolds department store. The police car pulled across the entrance to the lane, where two policemen jumped out. One of them headed along the lane as the other directed the ambulance to park just inside the narrow lane. The sound and lights had started to attract traders and early bird shoppers waiting in the wings, waiting to get the best pickings of fruit, fish and other fresh produce, as a small contingent of nosey parkers started to gather close by. Just minutes later a police cordon was dragged across the narrow entrance to Lobster Lane, with more constables arriving to do the same at the opposite end of the lane, leading to a junction with two other similar lanes. 

A little over two miles away in a second-floor apartment just off Bracondale, a major route heading into Norwich, the telephone rang, disturbing the otherwise deathly quiet early morning silence.

“Oh, for fuck's sake!” said a grumbly voice, turning in bed to face the opposite direction. The telephone keeps on ringing on the bedside table, recently installed for convenience.

“What the bollocks?” grunts the voice, before trying to ignore it once more. It stopped for a few seconds and then: 

‘RING! RING!...RING! RING!’

“WILL YOU JUST F....” he shouts as a tired arm reaches across the bed to a small bedside table, knocking a full ashtray to the floor. He grabs the telephone.

“Yeah...this better be important!” he asks.

“Detective Jack Brogan?” asks a familiar raspy male voice.

“Yup, go on,” he replies, sitting up with the receiver under his chin, as he flails around looking for his cigarettes and lighter.

“You need to come in urgently.” 

“Sergeant Monk?”

“Yes, it's me. I need you here as soon as you can please,” he asks in that familiar Scottish tone of voice. 

“Great,” he said as he lit the first cigarette of the day, drawing on it deeply. He stared across his room, bleary eyed to see that it was a little after 7am.

“Thought it was my bloody day off?”

“You get to go home. The victim did not!” he continued. 

“Victim? Enlighten me.”

“Half an hour tops!” said Sergeant Monk, before ending the call. It was unusual to get a call so early, especially on a Sunday. He wondered why Kenneth Monk was being so formal on the telephone. That was a trait he tended to show when he had something important going on at the police station.

Sergeant Monk knew that Jack lived about ten minutes' drive away, leaving little time to get ready, let alone grab a spot of breakfast. He threw off the bedcovers, making his way to the bathroom. He opened the bedroom door, peering out into the hallway, just to see if the coast was clear. It was, at least he thought so. He darted towards the bathroom, clutching his man bits, with the cigarette in his mouth, as he prayed, he wouldn't be caught naked by the young female student who was lodging in his second bedroom. Leanne was a shy young woman. She had recently turned nineteen and was studying art at the local UEA. He always thought she had a pretty face, sporting heavy red lipstick, bleached blonde, glam rock 80s big hair and goth style clothes. He spent most evenings trying to ignore her choice of music, a mix of Duran Duran and darker bands such as The Cure. Besides, she was overweight, and he liked them thin. And of course, she was almost half his age.

He grabbed the bathroom door that was conveniently ajar, pushing it as quietly as possible. He crept inside, briefly looking back along the corridor. He watched in shock horror as a pair of eyes, wide open, mouth wide too, were staring at him from the middle of the stairs. 

“SHIT!” he cried out as he slammed the door behind him.

“YOU DIDNT SEE MY...?” he called out. There was a pause.

“No, you're all good,” replied the gentle voice, as he could hear her close her bedroom door.

‘For fucks sake,’ he thought, as he stared at the mirror. For a man of forty, he was still well built, slim and not too lanky being six feet one inches tall. His short ‘back and sides’ dark blonde hair was starting to show threads of grey, becoming an almost daily addition. He mused at himself in the mirror, shaking his head as he caught glimpse of his five inch long facial scar that ran from the bottom of his right ear, down to his lower jaw, a stark reminder of a wound received during hand to hand combat in the Falklands war, just five years earlier. He was an infantry soldier in The Scots Guards regiment, having served just three years by the time hostilities broke out between Argentina and Great Britain. 

The Scots Guards were involved in some of the bloodiest fighting in the war. The two regiments that took all the fame for the worst of the fighting, ‘The Parachute Regiment’ and ‘The Royal Marines,’ actually could not have achieved their military goals without the support of the standard infantry regiments, such as ‘The Scots Guards’ and ‘The Gurkha Rifles.’ Jack was one of the first troops to set foot on East Falkland, an area that had been heavily fortified by Argentine troops. The training Jack had endured when he first joined up, in addition to his experiences he encountered in Northern Ireland, came nowhere close to what he walked into that bleak late May in 1982. 

Prior to joining the army, he had joined the police at the young age of twenty, gradually making his way up the rungs of promotion, earning his stripes in and around the worst parts of Norfolk, thanks to being in The Norfolk Constabulary. 

After policing for twelve years, he had seen it all and craved for a change. So, in June of 79, he applied for the army. At the age of thirty-two, he was considered to be almost too old for the infantry, but his fitness attained during his police career, and the top tier security clearance alongside it, got him through the doors.  

He trained at Pirbright in Surrey, a ‘Guards’ dedicated establishment, completing the initial thirteen weeks training there, and then undertaking the final battle-ready training course in Catterick Garrison in Yorkshire, North England. Army pay was under par compared to that of a police constable, but he was chasing a childhood passion. The choice to join the police stemmed from his father, who had himself served as a constable, serving twenty-six years, before retiring relatively early at fifty-five. His father Peter, moved to Norfolk from Durham in the early 1940s, where he served out the rest of his career at Norfolk constabulary, after settling down in Hethersett, a small town a few miles from Norwich. It was here that Peter met Julie, his mother, who was working in the HR department at Hethersett police station. After a couple of years courting, they eventually got married and soon in November of 47, Jack was born.

Back in the bathroom, he shaved and washed, as quick as he could, before dashing back to his room, wearing a towel this time. He threw on a pair of mid-tan loose fitting cords and a navy-blue Fred Perry tee-shirt. To finish off the casual look, he pulled on his brand-new dark blue ‘Dockers’ shoes. He checked his watch to see that he still had twenty minutes to get to the station. So, he grabbed a banana from the kitchen table and headed downstairs. Parked just outside across the road on a communal bay, was his pride and joy. The car he had been saving up for. His prized Peugeot 205 GTI 1.9. He had only had the car three weeks, having picked up a brand new one from Marn Autos in West London. He got a great deal, trading in his old Ford Cortina that he had owned for six years. That was okay, but this one was something else. The decade of so-called ‘hot hatches’ had arrived. The Peugeot GTI was a great car and stood out from all the competitors. In fact, to this day, they still look great and are sought after. Jack’s one was a sky-blue colour, with black trim. He loved it. 

He put on his dark Ray-Ban sunglasses and slowly pulled out of the parking bay. He noticed Leanne waving from the first-floor window, as he switched on the state-of-the-art Blaupunkt stereo, to be welcomed by a thumping Freddie Mercury song, ‘The Great Pretender.’ He waved back, trying to look as cool as possible. 

The relatively short drive of just ten or fifteen minutes went smoothly, as it was still just before 8am. Sunday mornings were always quiet in Norwich, with a large percentage of the population attending the university, were still asleep, nursing the night before. Increasingly, Norwich was becoming a magnet for retirees too, adding to the laid back and generally ‘safe’ experience. This was another reason why serious crime 80s Norwich, was usually burglary or assault. Homicide was extremely rare compared to other cities. 

Jack arrived at the police station with only a few minutes to spare, parking in the underground carpark opposite the station. He grabbed his light blue fleck style casual jacket from the back seat and locked his pride and joy, fumbling with the relatively new central locking on the key fob. As he walked into reception, he noticed an unusual amount of activity. Office doors that were usually locked on a Sunday morning, were open, with uniformed and plain clothed personnel, toing and froing with an added sense of urgency. He headed through the lobby and climbed up a flight of stairs towards Sergeant Monk’s office. As he made his way along the highly polished corridor floor, he could hear two voices coming from within the office. He stopped at the open doorway, gently knocking on it. He peered in to see Sergeant Monk sat at his desk and a police constable taking notes. 

“Ah, well done Jack,” said Monk, staring at his watch. “And a full minute to spare!” he said grinning at him.

“Right, you get down to the market and start asking questions,” he said to the constable, as the policeman smiled at Jack and promptly left the office. 

“Come in and sit yourself down.” 

“What’s happened?” asked Jack.

“This is a bad one pal,” he replied as he leaned forward on his elbows, placing his chin upon his clasped hands. 

“Cigarette?”

“Of course, sarge.” He took one of Monk’s John Players Black, a particularly strong cigarette at the time. Monk easily got through forty per day. Jack was more used to twenty, but stressful assignments would double that. Monk lit up and sat back, pulling in a deep draw.

“Sorry for the early call. Uniform are still processing the area, with cordons going up as we speak. If we head down in ten minutes, we’ll get the handover, before forensics take it from us.”

“Fuck me, it must be fresh,” replied jack.

“Aye, in the early hours we think so far. Poor lassie is still warm. The doc has already pronounced her death.”

“How young sarge?”

“First reports are suggesting late teens.”

“A student?”

“Aye, possibly Jack.” 

Monk pulled out a new notebook from a drawer and opened it to the first page, starting to write in it. He handed it to Jack. 

“As much information as possible on this one. Forensics tend to rob the scene, but they won't be here from headquarters for at least an hour.”

Jack took the notebook, opening it up to see what had been written on the first page:


Detective Jack Brogans case...

Aka Jack (blood) Brogan!






They finished their cigarettes and headed off downstairs, straight out to Bethel Street, walking around Market Place and on to Exchange Street, where they arrived just at the entrance to Lobster Lane, a walk taking little more than five or six minutes from the station. Monk walked over to the blue and white police cordon, where he whispered into the ear of a lone constable. Sergeant Monk turned to Jack, motioning him forward with one hand, the other lifting up the cordon. They headed along the lane, Monk leading the way at speed. He stopped a few metres inside.

“Right, um Jack, listen in. I just had a few words with the constable. Be prepared for what you are about to see,” he warned in a quiet, almost whisper of a voice. Jack pulled off his Ray-Ban sunglasses, tucking them inside his casual jacket pocket, breathing in deeply. Monk then turned and carried on at pace along the lane, with Jack following closely. 

The sunny May morning gave way to a gloomy chilly atmosphere as they reached approximately halfway along the narrow lane. In the near distance, Jack could see several cordons across the lane, with two constables' toing and froing. There was a hinged white screen set up at an angle adjacent to a shop front. They were close to the scene of the crime. Monk reached the screen, attracting the attention of a constable. He shared a few words, and the two policemen pulled the screen away from the wall, allowing access. Monk stepped inside the cordoned area first, as Jack followed him inside.

Inside they were immediately hit with the unpleasant odour of urine, from the shop doorway, probably used as a watering hole as pubs and clubs spilled out just a few hours before. And then, strewn across the doorway, lay the victim. The body was lying flat on its back, arms and legs neatly side by side, as if placed there tidily. The young fair face of a woman lay looking up at them, eyes wide open, shocked, as if the moment of death had surprised her. Her petite mouth was open as if trying to speak. Her straight blonde hair still appeared to be combed, as the fringe fell to just above her petite nose, with one nostril streaming crimson blood. Apart from that, her youthful face was unmarked. She was wearing a short brown and red tartan kilt, pale blue blouse, white tights and flat black coloured shoes, one of which was off, laying by her right leg. In fact, the body could have been mistaken for a manikin in an adjacent shop window. 

The two men stood still, their breath taken away.

“Fuck me!” said Jack, rubbing his chin with one hand, the other feeling for his cigarette pack in his trouser pocket. He shook his head in shock, staring down at the lifeless body.

“If ever I saw a more beautiful girl,” he said.

“Aye,” replied Monk, saying nothing else initially.

“This is something else here Jack!” he breathed in and looked at jack. Both men were speechless. 

“How old?” asked Jack.

“God man. I would say eighteen, nineteen.”

“A student?” replied jack.

“That’s shit!” said Monk.

He knelt down, looking closely at her neck. There were tidy parallel marks appearing bruised, getting darker by the second. Her blue irises were surrounded by bloodshot whites, a sure sign of strangulation. 

“I think she was strangled sarge,” said jack. There was an air of quiet unrealism as they came to terms with this horrific sight. A beautiful young woman apparently strangled. The smell from urine in the doorway, mixed with her strong perfume as a strong breeze blew into the make-shift tent, added to the surreal sight below them. He took out a small pair of black cotton gloves, slipping them on, just before he lifted a hand up from her left side. He carefully mused at the neatly varnished nails, a bright red, with white tips.

“This hand is unmarked. No broken nails,” said Monk.

He leaned over carefully to check the other one. It was the same. No cracks in the nails or signs of grazing. He noticed a small chain with a silver horseshoe shaped pendant, about 3cm across. He pulled out a pencil and moved the chain, leaning closer to check for any writing or initials. He was in luck as he read out the letters.

“Ella G,” he said.

He stood up, taking off his gloves and slowly rubbed his chin, slowly shaking his head. 

“Well sarge, we may have a name at least.”

“This happened fast. She had little time to react to the assault,” he suggested. Jack stepped closer to her, leaning over slightly, catching his reflection in her still, wide open eyes.

“That’s fucking creeping me out sarge,” he said. “Her eyes are sky blue, apart from the bloody colouring in the whites.”

“Aye, I can't quite get around this one Jack!”

“This sort of shit doesn’t happen in Norwich sarge,” said Jack as he fumbles with a cigarette, lighting it with his favourite silver Zippo.

“You're not wrong laddie. This is fucked up!”

Monk stood up, noting the time and something else that caught his eye. 

“What is that lump on her chest?” he said. Jack took another long drag on his cigarette, before laying it aside on the edge of the shops window frame. He knelt down to take a closer look. The lump was tucked inside her cleavage, just above where the stomach meets the ribs.

“Can we open up the blouse?” he asked.

“We shouldn’t before forensics get here,” replied Monk.

“But they’re not here sarge. It might be important!”  Jack looked up at him, waiting for the nod.

“Hurry it up then buddy.”

Jack felt along the middle of her chest. The bump was clearly unusual and not meant to be there. He unbuttoned two and then a third of five buttons. 

“Here, use this,” said Monk as he handed him a clean white handkerchief.

Jack pulled the soft material apart, revealing a shiny dark-grey coloured piece of stone. It was about the size of a small potato, or a snooker ball, circular in shape at the base, rising to a sharp point, forming a cone. He wrapped the handkerchief around it, carefully lifting it off the victim's chest. Then, he carefully buttoned the blouse back up. He stood up to inspect the unusual discovery. Jack carefully peeled the handkerchief apart, revealing the item.

“What have we got here then?” asked Monk.

“It's definitely a bit of rock or....f”

“Flint. That’s it!” replied Monk as he cut him off mid-sentence. “But why a piece of flint?” 

“No idea sarge. I’ll put it back for forensics.”

Just then, one of the constables returned to the screen to announce that the forensics team had arrived. 

“Righto, send them in now,” said Sgt Monk.

“Put that bloody rock in your pocket Jack,” he ordered quietly. Jack wrapped it up and slipped it away. In the mid 80s, forensics were still in the early days of collecting evidence for traces of DNA. Old fashioned ‘gut’ instinct methods were still very much the name of the game. Old fashioned policing led to case solving. But, in the days before DNA, many convictions were made inaccurately. Removing an item from a crime scene wasn’t always considered ‘tampering’ with the crime scene, unlike today.

They stepped out of the screen, just as two white clad figures arrived. After a brief hand-over, the forensics team headed inside the screen. Sergeant Monk stepped back opposite the shop fronts that the victim was laying in. He looked along the lane from left to right, as he tried to get a sense of the immediate vicinity. Jack lit a fresh cigarette, remaining silent as he tried to process the scene he had just witnessed.

“Wilkinsons tea and coffee merchants,” said Monk, as he chewed the inside of a cheek. “The next one along where she is laying is derelict.” He stepped across to the outer section of the screen, noting that there was a second large doorway, adjacent to the entrance lobby she was laying in. He grabbed a small round knob, turning it gently. It turned as he pushed on the door. It was locked. 

“Right Jack. Tomorrow first thing, you come back here and get as much as you can out of Wilkinsons. Then, I want the run down on what this derelict building is-or was. That’s your Monday sorted.”

“Right sarge,” he replied as he pulled out his small notebook, turning to the page under the heading Monk had written. He scribbled in the shops name and the suggested order of play from Monk. They headed back along Lobster Lane, towards the narrow mouth of the lane. By now, there were several more constables. The ambulance was still waiting in the wings, ready to undertake the grim task to remove the body. Another white van had arrived, with three men and a young woman setting up a stand and a microphone. Sergeant Monk explained that he would remain to deal with the press. He suggested that jack went back to the station to wait for him. That request came as some relief. He was more than happy to leave the scene behind him. 

He headed off back around Market Place towards the station. He noticed the police cordons had increased in size, as early morning traders and shoppers were ever-more curious. The further he got away from Lobster Lane, life seemed as normal as ever. The thumping market music was louder than earlier, and the mix of cooked meat and breakfast options filled the air. After just five- or six-minutes walking, he arrived back at the station.
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THE STATION WAS MUCH busier than when he had first arrived earlier in the morning. Sunday shift police constables were filing in and out, ready to take up the local ‘beat’ for the day. He checked his watch, noting that he had left the station about an hour and fifteen minutes before. The initial assessment of the crime scene had taken about an hour. He climbed the stairs with haste, jumping two steps at a time. Considering the awful scene he had just witnessed, there was an element of excitement for jack. He was more or less handed the case.

Up until that morning, Jack had generally tagged onto somebody else’s case. Since his return into policing, he had worked hard to better himself from where his career had come to a close, a little over eight years earlier. His decision to leave the force after twelve years had been a difficult choice, but also a decision he didn’t regret. His journey had started as a typical police constable on the so-called ‘beat,’ slang used for ‘patrol’ in policing circles. The training at Hendon in Northwest London, was a seventeen week

course. In that establishment, Jack was taught everything from so-called courteous policing (the helping a granny over the road type) to searching suspected drug dealers and dealing with a crime scene. It was a great time where he was taught old-fashioned policing skills, and the newly introduced anti-riot programme, where he learned all aspects of policing should social disorder break out. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





