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      A QUESTION OF GUILT

      
      ‘You’re different, Edward,’ she had told him, and he preened at the flattery. ‘Most people fall into this. Thieves by habit,
         see? Not you. You’ve planned it, haven’t you?’
      

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘Good boy. And you understand, don’t you, that a first-class criminal must have no scruples, none at all, must regard every
         law with equal disrespect? It’s no good doing it otherwise. There has to be no person you wouldn’t bribe, no weak links, and
         no being sorry for anyone at all.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, I know that.’

      
      ‘Well then, you’ve got to educate yourself to the top of the tree. That means trying everything, and I mean everything.’

      
      ‘Yes. Before I’m twenty. Beginning now.’

      
      ‘That’s it Edward. You’ve got the idea.’
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      FOREWORD

      
      Sylvia Bernard slept beside her husband, sharing his deep, untroubled sleep. They never argued, they were comfortable together
         in a small and luxurious house like two curled cats in a tasteful basket. Michael Bernard turned over once per night, pushing
         aside the clutch of the duvet and the heat of his wife’s body, then slept again, happy.
      

      
      Flitting lightly, breathing heavily, Stanislaus Jaskowski failed to admire the quality of the designer curtains as he moved
         across the garden, but he coveted the car in the driveway, pausing to stroke it as if it were alive, stung by its coldness.
         Sweat froze on his forehead, and his tongue moved constantly, licking the moisture from his upper lip. When he had planned
         a little more, this would be the real thing, perfect, shocking, but not today: some other more courageous day than this. And
         in daylight, even if he had not been so afraid of the dark, he would have craved the innocence of daylight. After that there
         would be no more nagging, and he would have been a hero once at least, providing for them all. A hunter, happier than he had
         been ever since a child, and not often then.
      

      
      Georgian front door elegantly screened from the road by the evergreens made it easier. Stanislaus shivered, remembered the
         whisky left in the car and crept away. The tinted glasses he wore intensified the darkness, giving him the appearance of a
         sinister clown, a description which would have hurt, even enraged him as he strode away, relief increasing in proportion to
         his distance from the house.
      

      
      As he walked, he observed. Such a beautiful street, but the sight of those dignified buildings, fine windows and impenetrable doors filled him with horror. What a noise he made: next
         time he would wear soft shoes, the kind he had worn for dancing, and after the next time, or the time after that, he would
         be as happy as he had been then. Perfectly happy.
      

      
      Footsteps at one in the morning were not rare in a street so near the city, and Helen West heard Jaskowski’s without noticing
         as he passed her lighted basement window and hauled himself into his car. Applying the last piece of tape to the boxes containing
         the last debris of a marriage, she decided the occasion called for another drink, rather than tears. Of course it was easier
         without him, without the tension of his presence, easier without anyone at all. After two years’ absence and the formality
         of divorce, they could even talk to one another, not that he had ever wanted to stop, and any kind of improvement in life
         was worth celebrating. The last of his possessions: how long they had remained with her, indicative of his belief in the good
         life, her dislike of the way he earned it, and how much he had hated her for finding out. Now she supposed he had happiness
         in kind. Ah well, like gold and tweed in the same garment, glitter and homespun do not match.
      

      
      Helen went into her bright kitchen where ferns and plates hid the age and lack of equipment. She surveyed the gin bottle with
         distaste. Wine? None. She boiled the kettle. Coffee? None. Cocoa? Who would have believed it, thirty-six, and resigned to
         cocoa. Cocoa and brandy, needs must in the middle of the night. Sipping this brew, which even one as careless as herself could
         recognise as faintly poisonous, she wondered, with an interest which was merely academic, what it was like to be happy.
      

      
      Detective Superintendent Bailey, yawning in the gloom of the interview room, had ceased to contemplate the nature of happiness,
         or even trouble his mind with a prospect so unrealistic. Such an abstraction was not his concern and he had ceased to desire
         a state so unattainable, preferring survival with dignity. The youth on the opposite side of the table, stating at the yellow
         wall, stiff with fear and contrived insolence, his hands trembling even as he sneered into space, believed he had no options
         at all, least of all happiness. Happiness would have been not to have carried the knife, or used it on flesh. Happiness might have been a belief that he was not about to confess, was stronger
         than the silent man opposite, or the same man might give him bail. Fat chance of happiness.
      

      
      Mrs Eileen Cartwright, widow, forty-six years old, black-haired, sallow, least naturally blessed with physical favours than
         any of those who were awake to their own conditions, and with nothing more in common with any of them than the same square
         mile, stared at her empty television screen, smoking her fortieth cigarette of the day. Her room was cluttered, possessions
         gathered within touching distance, her mind as clear as her best crystal. At that moment in time, Eileen did believe in happiness.
         She believed complete and utter happiness would be hers some day soon, to hold and wonder at like an object of priceless and
         simple beauty. There was no belief in any God as free from doubt. She would fulfil her right to perfect happiness; pay and
         wait for the gift to be hers.
      

      


  
  
      
      
      CHAPTER ONE

      
      Monday morning. Arrested by the pile of papers. A quick first look at the report like a runner measuring the distance of the
         work. Helen read with her coat on, grumbling into a cheese roll.
      

      
      Court date Jaskowski: remanded in custody until 24 March, 10 a.m.
      

      
      Court Clerk J. Kehoe.
      

      
      Solicitors Daintrey and Partners, Dalston. Good, not a bent firm. Or at least not known for it.
      

      
      Defendant Stanislaus Jaskowski, age forty-four. Married, four children. Polish origin, born UK. Occupation: hospital porter. Part-time
         occupation: private investigator. Address: 31, Hackington Estate East, London N5.
      

      
      Antecedents Previous convictions: Two, spent, both theft employer (see CRO). Previous employment: antique dealer; business failed. Domestic
         circumstances poor, but clean council flat. In arrears with rent, four children. Take home pay; £150 per week. Large HP debts.
      

      
      Charge For that you, on 18 November 1986, did murder Sylvia Bernard at Cannonbury House, Cannonbury Street, contrary to common law.

      
      But not, thank God, so common. Helen settled further, resigned to the next few pages.

      
      Brief Summary of Facts The deceased, Mrs Sylvia Bernard, was found in the hallway of her home address at Cannonbury Street at about six-thirty in
         the evening of Monday 18 November by her husband. She had been dead for some eight hours, the result of numerous blows inflicted
         largely on the head and neck with both sharp and blunt instruments, most likely a hammer and a knife. It appeared at first a frenzied attack without apparent motive,
         Mrs Bernard being a well-respected woman, married to a solicitor (Michael Bernard of Messrs Bernard, Miles and Haddock, EC1),
         for eighteen years. No suspicion attached to the husband, but it was only through lengthy questioning that he revealed reluctantly
         that his wife had complained to him of being followed, both with him or alone, on several occasions. Bernard stated he had
         dismissed this as fantasy on her part, although believing there was some truth in it. After some hesitation, he stated to
         the investigating officer that he believed that both he and his wife may have been the subject of some irrational attention
         from a female client of his, Mrs Cartwright, who appears to have maintained an unhealthy affection for Mr Bernard ever since
         he had acted for her in the disposal of her husband’s estate several years ago. Bernard stated that this affection was not
         reciprocated in any way by himself, but he had been aware that her presence in restaurants, theatres, sporting events, coincided
         with his own far beyond chance. Mrs Cartwright is a businesswoman, and Bernard frequently acted for her. It is respectfully
         considered by the investigating officer that Mr Bernard wilfully or naïvely underestimated the nature of Mrs Cartwright’s
         affection for him. He presents himself as an unemotional man, and describes his marriage as contented. There are no children.
      

      
      He was of the opinion that Mrs Cartwright either followed him, or had him followed. Enquiries among local private investigators
         revealed that one of their number, a retired Detective Constable of this force, had been engaged between 1980 and 1983 to
         follow both Mr and Mrs Bernard and report on their movements to Mrs Cartwright, especially the movements of the former. This
         task had been done with great circumspection, until it was resigned in favour of a more lucrative overseas contract in 1983.
         The private detective describes his client as obsessed with Mr Bernard and his welfare, and was of the view that she would
         have immediately sought a replacement for his services in furtherance of that obsession. [The phone rang. Helen ignored it.
         Too early for concentration on the spoken word. These written words were bad enough.]
      

      
      In brief, after considerable enquiries Mr Tysall, brother-in-law of the defendant was spoken to by police. He admitted to helping Jaskowski, during 1985 only, to follow a man answering to
         Bernard’s description. This was done at various times. Both men work shifts. Jaskowski was questioned. Initially uncooperative,
         when faced with certain evidence from his building society accounts, he finally admitted to being hired by Mrs Cartwright,
         first to follow Mrs Bernard, then to injure her, which he refused to do, and then to kill her, to which he agreed. He was
         paid five thousand pounds for this task with a further sum of five thousand to follow six months later. His client was Mrs
         Cartwright throughout, he knowing her only as Eileen. There is ample corroboration for his receipt of the initial sum.
      

      
      However there is little corroboration of his knowing Mrs Cartwright. They were never seen together. Aside from Jaskowski’s
         lengthy confession, virtually no independent or circumstantial evidence against her exists. There is evidence of devotion
         to Mr Bernard, but nothing concrete to link her to the murder. She has been arrested, interviewed at great length, to no avail.
         She denies any contact whatever with Jaskowski; her bank balance does not reflect the payment by a single withdrawal. There
         is nothing but his admissions, which explain the incidents with disturbing completeness. However these are the admissions
         of a co-defendant, and not sufficient to secure conviction as long as he is a co-defendant.
      

      
      Mrs Cartwright was therefore released and is still at large, pending your advice. It is the view of the investigating officer
         that she should be rearrested, again pending your advice. She is guilty of murder, and should be indicted for such.
      

      
      Coat off, out of the Ladies’ Room into her own. Late, but not very: time for a little grouting and making good of a tired
         face, six hallos in the corridor and two more chapters of life history from staff. She would never be late if she did not
         know them all, and she would be early if she did not listen so much.
      

      
      Then Helen returned to the huge file with acute distaste. It complemented her hangover in its pale, already battered state.
         When would they issue new files less flimsy than these? By the time this one was completed, the cover would be in tatters,
         held together with Sellotape in celebration of the technical age. She yawned. Well – a contract killing, not normally detected, not a middle-class pastime, since successful North Londoners of
         the professional classes did not possess this kind of single-mindedness, to say nothing of the cashflow or the contacts. She
         pulled herself from the seat, cracking her ankle against the desk as she did so and tripping over the telephone cable, two
         daily hazards she rarely survived without swearing or bruises on her way to the large metal filing cabinet, standard issue,
         civil servant grade 6 for the use of. The design and contents of her room owed nothing to research unless studies had been
         undertaken expressly in the alienation and discomfort of the human species. She retreated to her chair carefully as the telephone
         rang, its tinny sound accentuated by its cracked casing, the result of her hourly tussle with the trip wire.
      

      
      ‘Hallo? Helen? Hang on a minute; what was it I wanted to say?’

      
      ‘I don’t know. You’re the boss. You tell me.’

      
      ‘It’s Monday, Helen, and I’m due in court – don’t be funny. I remember now. That file … the murder, Mrs Whatshername.’

      
      ‘Yes. I’ve just read the report.’

      
      ‘Good, good.’ He coughed. Helen would have liked him less if he neither smoked nor panicked with such regularity. ‘Good,’
         he repeated. ‘I’m dreadfully sorry about it.’
      

      
      ‘So am I. It’s the normal human reaction when someone’s killed. Anything else?’

      
      ‘Shut up. I mean I’m sorry you’ve got it. You weren’t supposed to have it, but Brian’s sick. Wouldn’t have sent it to you
         in the normal run of events. Bit close to home for you, isn’t it, geographically, I mean? Bit difficult prosecuting a murder
         so near your own patch. Do you think you should do it?’
      

      
      ‘I really don’t see why not. If you knew my little corner of London, you’d see there was a vast difference between the site
         of this murder and the street containing my pit. More your social status than mine, if you see what I mean. I’m hardly likely
         to meet the merry widower in the pub, and I’m not about to call on the murderous lady. Besides, there’s some advantage in
         knowing the area.’
      

      
      ‘Do you think so?’ The voice of the Crown Prosecutor swelled with relief. He had long since lost interest in cases themselves
         once the trauma of allocating them was over and his own schedule could continue. ‘Well, if you’re sure …’
      

      
      ‘David, get off the line, and find something else to growl over. I’m busy.’

      
      He giggled, his deceptive response to a rising panic. Helen was his favourite solicitor and she never made a fuss: there was
         no one else he could have trusted with a case of this importance. No one else in an office full of misfits, young idealists,
         displaced barristers, incompetents, worthies and other underpaid legal refugees from the commercial world who formed this
         odd little minority of lawyers who were willing, if not always able, to survive conditions of work which could hardly be described
         as comfortable. Helen would sort it out: her office might be a tip, she might spend half her time on other people’s work,
         and all their problems, but she was clever and quick, and what was more, she was well aware of the futility of screaming for
         help. A committed prosecutor – that was Helen.
      

      
      Committed. Helen Catherine West had been once, committed to an unfashionable belief in the law. Maybe that uncertain time
         of life, or the consistency with which she somehow failed to impress promotion boards by her distressing habit of confessing
         ignorance wherever she found it, but her allegiance had shifted from the committed fraternity into the one which realised
         how a primary purpose of work was to do it well and pay the mortgage. There was little enough to be gained from the professional
         prosecution of criminals and the small rewards had not included popularity, status, frequent enjoyment, satisfaction, or gratitude.
         Self respect, maybe, but not much of that.
      

      
      She combed her hair, rearranged her papers for a long session of reading, looked at her face in the mirror, which she did
         too many times a day with something between resignation and puzzlement, noting the laughter creases, the bags beneath the
         eyes, that irritating frown line on the forehead which seemed to grow by the hour. She smiled at the reflection and pulled
         a hopeless face in an effort to charm herself which always failed. Get to work.
      

      
      Emptiness was easy to hide. Perhaps she disguised the cracks with laughter more effectively than she imagined. She saw too
         much, and in all her accidental knowledge, found too small a quantity of anger alongside far too much dangerous compassion.
         Bad habit in a prosecutor, noticing desperation in passing faces, struggles slyly revealed in a method of walking and talking,
         all those symphonies in failure however poorly played. Pity was a cancer incapable of research. Also the failure to be surprised.
         Worse still, so little genuine evil despite newspaper verdicts which encouraged the public to hunt this animal or that, and
         moral indignation become a luxury she had ceased to be able to afford. It had moved into memory along with hatred or even
         acute dislike. She missed its passing, like a religious belief.
      

      
      Prosecuting people was only the same as protecting them, the inevitable suppression of some individuals in order that others
         might stay alive in relative freedom, a sort of dramatic wheel-clamping exercise, something which had to be done even by one
         who drew a short enough straw to be damaged in the doing, as she had been: each year eclipsed by that insidious lack of hope,
         enlivened by jokes. Stuck with it, bound until death by weary, cynical, all embracing love of the human race, never eclipsed
         by more than grim pity.
      

      
      The light in the office was poor. Too many hours in the working day, and this only the first. Helen sighed, squinted beneath
         the neon, wondered if she needed glasses, suspecting she did, reminding herself to shop for food at lunchtime, but unable
         to remember what it was she needed. Reluctant to begin reading the remainder of two feet of paper while duty and habit dictated
         she would.
      

      
      Confessions first. Attack the document unwittingly designed to consign Stanislaus to a lifetime inside. Why a hammer and a
         knife, for God’s sake? Wouldn’t one of them have done?
      

      
      ‘… I, Stanislaus Jaskowski, made this statement of my own free will … [Oh, Stanislaus, I hope you did.] I used to be in antiques
         [for which, read house clearance, Helen thought cynically] but that didn’t work out. I work as a hospital porter now, and
         a couple of years ago I had the idea of doing part-time work as a private investigator, because I thought I would be good
         at that, and I needed the money. I didn’t advertise or anything, just did bits and pieces for other firms when they were busy.
         Mostly following husbands and wives. You get known, and sometimes I would be phoned up out of the blue, especially after I put an
         advert in the Hackney Gazette for a couple of months, giving my home number.
      

      
      ‘Sometime in January 1985, I was phoned up at home by this woman. On reflection, it must have been January. She had an odd
         voice, and she asked me if I was a private investigator, how much I charged, and things like that. As far as I can remember,
         this person said the work would be in and around Islington, which suited me, being so close to home, and because I know it.
         I told her that would make it cheaper. The person asked me where I would like to meet, and I suggested a pub outside the area
         in Hackney, close to where I work. I suggested The Cock in Hackney Broadway. I told her she wouldn’t be known there. Most
         of the customers are black. I could tell she wasn’t.
      

      
      ‘We met the next day at about twelve o’clock. I turned up on time, and the bar was empty, apart from a woman sat in the corner.
         She was drinking bitter lemon, which was all I ever saw her drink. I went up to her and said, “Are you waiting for anybody
         and is your name Eileen?” She had told me her name on the phone. She never gave me another name at any time, but she is the
         woman you pointed out to me at the police station, Eileen Cartwright. She said, yes she was Eileen, and I got a drink of whisky
         and sat next to her.
      

      
      ‘She took a fifty pound note from her purse and gave it to me as a retainer. She said, “I would like you to follow a chap
         who is a solicitor with an office in Fleet Street.” She gave me a description, and either then, or later in the conversation
         told me his name, Michael Bernard, and where he worked. She also told me that he drove a grey BMW. She said he was a dear
         friend of hers and that he was in trouble, but would not tell me what. I wasn’t particularly interested. She told me she wanted
         him watched from the time he left work at about five-thirty until he got home, on Monday, Tuesday and Thursday of the following
         week. It was a Monday when we met, and I was to report to her the following Monday. She would phone me to arrange it.
      

      
      ‘I think the first week I did the three runs on my own. I spoke to Eileen on the phone and she asked me to repeat it. I think
         the next week I took my brother-in-law with me because it was so boring. Mr Bernard didn’t do anything much, sometimes stopped for a drink or went into another office, but he was generally home by
         seven-thirty. I used my car, which is an “S” registration Escort, white, a bit rusty.
      

      
      ‘The following week, I met Eileen in the same place as before, and she asked me to do another week’s work in my own time.
         She didn’t even seem too interested in the result. I can’t be exactly clear about the next point, but during the meeting after
         that, Eileen told me someone was trying to drive Mr Bernard mad, that someone being his wife, and if it didn’t stop he was
         going to have a nervous breakdown. She asked me if I could do anything about it, suggesting the wife could be harmed. I said
         I would think, and see if I knew anyone who could help.
      

      
      ‘The next time I met Eileen was as a result of a phone call from her. This time we met in a car-park in Hackney, in her car.
         It was a new car and I sat in it with her. This was many weeks after the first meeting, months even, and she had been getting
         me to follow Bernard at least once a week. A nice little earner, but I still couldn’t pay my bills. I gamble a bit, sometimes.
         The subject of harming Bernard’s wife hadn’t come up again after I had told her that I did not know anyone who would help
         her, and she had said it didn’t matter. I got the impression that she had been thinking about that all the time, and so had
         I. I was always waiting for her to say something more. On this occasion she told me she wanted to discuss what was going to
         happen next. I did not know fully what she meant, but because of what she said at that earlier meeting I was prepared for
         it somehow.
      

      
      ‘I asked Eileen for her name and address, and what exactly do you want done. She knew that I had thought about it. I’d thought
         about how much I could ask. We were in trouble at home.
      

      
      ‘She replied, “Let me start at the beginning.” Then she told me her address, which is 51, St George’s Street, above a shop
         she said. We had a long conversation. She told me that she wanted Mrs Sylvia Bernard killed. She said I would have seen this
         woman when I had followed Mr Bernard home, and that she had a metallic green Golf car. I had always suspected that Eileen
         had wanted more than the woman just beaten up and this confirmed it. I said, “It will cost you a lot of money.” I think she
         said five thousand, and I said, “Double that.” She said it seemed an awful lot and she could not give it me all at once. She could give me five thousand pounds in a few weeks, the rest afterwards,
         probably two or three months. I agreed. She just said she wanted the woman killed, and kept saying she was a very bad woman.
         In the end she said she would leave it for now, but in a few weeks she would phone me to say she had the money and I was to
         go to her house in Islington and collect it. She would expect the job done by the end of November, because Mr Bernard always
         went away abroad for Christmas, and after that it would be too late. I said I would go to her house either on the day she
         telephoned me or the day after. All that was in September. She still had me follow Mr B, sometimes both of them. [Pause. An
         irritating knock on the door. Junior prosecutor in search of advice. Come back later if it isn’t urgent … You’re sure it isn’t
         urgent, not for today? See you later, ten minutes, OK?] I drove from my house in Hackington East to several streets away from
         hers the day she rang me, which was on 29 October, the day before my wife’s birthday. I parked my Ford Escort where I showed
         you, and I rang Eileen from the telephone box, which I also showed you. She had given me the number. It was about eight-thirty.
         I said, “This is Mr Jaskowski, will you let me in? I will be about five minutes.” I walked from the car to her house, which
         is where I showed you. Her car was outside her house, and a door at the side was open. I went upstairs to her part of the
         building where you go straight into a living-room on the left of the front door. She had told me previously she would be there.
      

      
      ‘The lights in the room were off, apart from a small lamp, which did not give very much light at all. The rest of the light
         was from a street light outside. As I walked into the living-room, there was a large cabinet to my left piled with material.
         The room was full of furniture, all of it old as far as I could see, and there were curtains and bits and pieces of things
         on all the chairs, not much space to sit down. In front of me was a big armchair with one leg broken. Too much put on it.
         A coffee table in the middle of the room was clear, and there was a fireplace which looked as if it had been used, because
         of the ash in it, but I could not say how long since it had been used. The room was not warm, and, as I said, it was dark.
         I also recollect a number of silver items which shone in the light from the street lamp. The whole atmosphere was very strange and she had two pairs of gloves on the coffee table in the middle of the room. Eileen said to me to put on
         one of the pairs of gloves, because she did not want my fingerprints in the room. She apologised for the mess, said it was
         stuff from her shops. I put on a pair of brown, thin leather gloves, and she did the same. They were new, and they fitted
         me, which I thought was odd. I sat down on the settee, which is one of those chaise longue things and she offered me a drink.
         The whole atmosphere was very strange and I said I would like a whisky, but she brought me some gin instead, I don’t know
         why, I don’t like it.
      

      
      ‘She pointed towards the sideboard, and I saw a big envelope on top of the material. She said, “I have the money all there.
         I have been up all night cleaning it with methylated spirits to get rid of any fingerprints, but we should discuss some details
         before I give it to you. I don’t want you to write anything down.” I noticed she had a notebook, which she looked at. Then
         she asked me some questions. First, could I trust the person who was doing the work to keep quiet? I said yes, and that I
         might do it myself. I think she knew that. She said she was able to keep quiet, herself, I mean, but if she were ever double-crossed,
         someone would pay. It was a warning to me. Then she said that if the work was not done inside three weeks, she would want
         her money back. She asked me if I had anything which would connect me to her, and that if I had, like my note of her phone
         number, I should destroy it: she would do the same. She then repeated that if the job was not done before Mr Bernard went
         on holiday she would expect her money back.
      

      
      ‘Then she gave me the envelope. The money had a very strong smell, which worried me when I came to change it and put some
         in the Building Society. The other five thousand pounds, she said would be paid later, in March of this year. March the twentieth,
         to be exact, when I was to meet her in the same car-park we had used before. If either of us could not make it, we were to
         return one week after at the same time. I was not to telephone her. She warned me again about destroying her telephone number,
         so I tore it up in front of her. She then left the room, telling me to leave after she had gone and close the side door behind
         me. Holding the envelope, I went, and drove home to my wife.
      

      
      
      ‘I cannot tell you how happy I was as I went home, because I knew I had the money in my hands to pay off my debts. At that
         stage, I never intended to harm Mrs Bernard. That might sound a strange thing to say now, but that is exactly how I felt at
         the time. When I got home I hid the money in an old fridge, all of it except some, and told my wife that one of my mates had
         paid something he owed me. I brought six hundred pounds into the house and over the next few days paid all the rent, insurance,
         arrears to the HP companies for the things we have in the house. I put some of it in the Building Society, and the girl asked
         me what I had done with it to make it smell like paint. I told her I was a painter, and she joked, told me not to keep it
         in a tin. I was worried by that.
      

      
      ‘After a week, I had spent not all of the money but most of it. I was terrified Eileen would get her revenge on me if I did
         not carry out the job. As time went on, I could not think of anything else. I had told her all about my family, and I was
         afraid for them too. Don’t ask me why I did not think about that earlier, but I didn’t. By 10 November, I was going out of
         my mind, drinking far more than usual, which is a lot.
      

      
      ‘I decided to make some attempt to make it look as if I had tried to kill Mrs Bernard. I was working late turn at the hospital,
         that is two in the afternoon until ten at night. I telephoned Mr Bernard’s office from a phone box and made an appointment
         to see him at nine-thirty on a Wednesday morning in case he decided to go into work late that day. On the Tuesday after work,
         I went out drinking, bought some whisky for my car. I slept in the car for a few hours in the hospital car-park, got up about
         half past seven. With me, I had a saw which I had wrapped in gift paper and a bunch of flowers from outside a station, Highbury
         I think. I still didn’t believe I was going to do anything to Mrs Bernard, but I drank some of my whisky before I drove from
         Hackney to Islington. The traffic was very heavy; I thought I was never going to get there, but I did. I put the car in one
         of those streets which doesn’t need parking permits. Something in my mind was telling me not to go, but it seemed like I was
         too far to stop, so I sat in the car for a long time, wondering how I could get out of this situation. Drinking all the time,
         nerves and guilt I suppose. I then decided to go and at least make an attempt to do it, though as I have said before, I still didn’t intend to kill her.’ Helen felt her mouth begin to dry, and cradled her empty coffee
         cup closer.
      

      
      ‘When I got out of the car, I had the gift-wrapped saw and the flowers in my hand. I forgot to say I had been one night, more
         than one night, looked closely round the house where she lived and I knew what it was like. I walked around for a bit first
         before I actually went into the street, put an empty bottle into a waste-paper basket. When I got to their house, I stood
         outside and looked up at it for a few minutes. I saw Mrs Bernard at a window upstairs, talking on the phone, and then I thought,
         I’ve got to do something now. Didn’t mean hurt her badly, just something to make it look as if I’d tried. I couldn’t just
         stand there. She looked nice at the window. At this stage, I didn’t know what I was going to do.
      

      
      ‘The front door was slightly open; she opened it wider. I asked her, “Can you sign for this parcel, please?” She said, “It’s
         a bit soon for Christmas, isn’t it?”, but she went back inside for a pencil, then came back with a pen in her hand. I don’t
         know what it was, but she looked at me as if I was dirt, just like dirt when she first opened the door. I thought, “If she
         smiles at me nicely, I’ll have to just go away,” but she didn’t smile. When she came back with the pen, she didn’t smile either,
         and when she held out her hands for the parcels, she sort of jumped. It was as if she suddenly knew that I hadn’t come about
         those. I grabbed hold of her, and she started struggling and screaming, and I panicked and we both fell onto the floor inside
         the door. I tried to calm her down, shouted at her I hadn’t come to kill her, but she kept on screaming and fighting. She
         ripped all the buttons off my shirt and I think I tore her blouse. I kept saying, “Don’t worry,” but she wouldn’t stop. Then
         I hit her; I hit her with the claw-hammer I had in my coat pocket. I had the hammer and a knife in my coat pocket, so she
         would see them and think I had come there to kill her. Then she would have reported someone had been there to kill her, and
         Eileen would know that I had tried even if I had not done the job. Even after I hit her, she struggled. She didn’t scream,
         just made noises, still grabbed me, even after I hit at her hands.
      

      
      ‘I lost my head and I can’t remember how many times I hit her with the hammer. I stood up, then knelt down, and thought she
         was still alive, still moving a bit, so I panicked again, and stabbed her in the throat with the knife. I don’t know how often.
         Then I picked up the parcels which had been dropped and ran out the door. Took the knife and hammer with me, and my coat off
         outside. Ran back to my car.
      

      
      ‘In the boot I had some overalls which I use for working, changed into them and took all the clothes I had on to a launderette
         in Upper Street. It wasn’t busy so nobody noticed me in there. I went to my brother’s and told him I had been out all night
         after a row with my wife. We often have rows, and my brother wasn’t surprised and let me stay with him all morning until we
         went for a drink at lunchtime and I went back to work.
      

      
      ‘I burnt my coat and my overalls in the hospital incinerator. Also the knife. I put the saw and the hammer in there as well.
         I finally put the shirt in there because it was ripped, and I borrowed one from one of my mates who has left now.
      

      
      ‘I am deeply sorry for what I have done, and I find it hard to say how I feel. I never intended to kill her, but that doesn’t
         make that much difference now. I wish she had smiled at me, and then I would have just frightened her. I might have told her
         what Eileen wanted done to her. I don’t know why I did it, except I was frightened. I thought that Eileen would kill me, or
         my wife. If she could get me to kill someone else, why shouldn’t she get someone to kill me, or one of my children? I have
         not been so good to my children but I love them. I have brought such misery to them and many people, and I am prepared to
         face up to my punishment. I have told you everything: I will help you get Eileen now. She is a bad woman and I am still afraid
         of her. Without her, I would never have got involved. It is not easy to explain. I have never done anything as violent as
         this before in my life. Having the money was nice, very nice. She knew how much I wanted it, and she waited for me like I
         waited for her. I could have made something with the money.
      

      
      ‘I owe you an explanation of why I have told you so many lies since you arrested me last week. Couldn’t say it at first. Every
         time I think of what I’ve done, I feel like being sick. Sometimes I am sick. That’s why I lied. I will give evidence against
         Eileen. She is the one I saw in here last week. There is no one like her, no one as strong as that. She made me feel like
         a little boy with her. She will get away, find someone else as weak as I turned out to be, and do it again. She has done this to me, and she
         will do it again.’
      

      
      Automatically, Helen checked the subscription.

      
      ‘I have read this statement, and I have been told that I can correct, alter, or add anything I wish. This statement is true.
         I have made it of my own free will.’
      

      
      Written in the defendant’s backhanded, not illiterate scrawl. No alterations or additions, making it difficult for him to
         claim after such a lengthy autograph that the admissions were penned under threat of violence or withdrawal of bail. This
         one would have known in any event that liberty was no more than an academic issue. This one had an articulate hand and voice,
         may even have enjoyed the attention.
      

      
      Rapt attention, to everything he spoke or wrote. Stanislaus had lied for three days before falling on the neck of the investigating
         officer in an agony of tearful remorse, and the story which unfolded would have had them all ears with all its incredible
         feasibility. Helen suddenly saw a different slant to wise David’s warning that this case, this hideous document of confession,
         was too close for comfort. Not nearly as easy in this to distance herself from the average man defined as a criminal by his
         actions, one outside the normal buffer zone which separated him from lawyers, captors and judges as well as his average victims.
         An unusual perspective, one rank amateur persuading another to kill a solid middle-class citizen not three streets from her
         own door: the kind of victim she might have been if some nasty trick of fate kept her married and idle with a richer solicitor
         than the ones she knew now. It was not so much the eccentricity which stunned her, but the nuances, the little fingers of
         fate which had so assisted the plan. If only Mrs Bernard had smiled at Jaskowski, avoiding the activation of all that fear,
         he might not have struck her after all – might have accepted instead a pat on the head, retired like the whipping boy he was
         into the more familiar realms of failure. Did she know? Did she pay for the risk? Helen could not begin to tell.
      

      
      She turned to the interview of Eileen Cartwright. Hours of futile questions, delivered by Detective Superintendent Bailey,
         interviewer par excellence, questions to a mask of a face with few replies, none of them helpful or incriminating. Helen’s eyes were held by a passage
         towards the end of the notes, a kind of finale.
      

      
      ‘Madam, I have questioned you for several hours. Although you concede a great fondness for her husband, you deny any knowledge
         of the deceased, or of Mr Jaskowski. I do not believe you. Let me give you the details of what happened to Mrs Bernard. She
         died of thirty injuries, inflicted with hammer and knife … Her clothes were torn, her fingers broken in warding off the blows.
         She fought back, with all her strength. Can you imagine those few minutes, Mrs Cartwright? Can you imagine what she must have
         felt?
      

      
      ‘Answer: No Reply. (Note: Interviewee did not speak. But smiled. Asked for cigarette.)’

      
      A smile. The only response to long and gruelling pressure. The kind of love which could inspire such hatred in a Mrs Cartwright
         was beyond Helen West, so far beyond her as to inspire fear and revulsion, an uneasy restlessness far removed from the usual
         sad acceptance of yet another tragedy. Vague, uncomfortable awakening of curiosity and anger and a need for air. Pushing aside
         the grey net curtain, least aesthetic or effectual of security precautions, she opened the grimy window. Looking down into
         a grimier basement, she felt a soft rain, and noticed for the first time the beginnings of spring.
      

      
      ‘Give us a break, sir. I haven’t had time to get all the stuff out yet. And I don’t want help.’

      
      Bailey smiled. It was worrying when he smiled. ‘All right. I’ll go away for a few minutes. You might move faster if I’m not
         watching.’
      

      
      ‘That’s right, sir. Go and get a cup of tea. Do the crossword. I won’t be long.’

      
      Geoffrey Bailey, known as Geoff by his colleagues, most of whom seemed to bear the same shortened names, was indistinguishable
         from most of comparable rank in his dress, deportment and manners. Like them, but quite unlike them, he had moved through
         the phases of Detective Constable and Sergeant as a walking tribute to Messrs John Burton, tailors, embellished with street-market
         leather, and like them, now owed his sartorial elegance to Marks and Spencer. The few who espoused sober silk ties, as opposed to those bearing the pictorial legend of some
         previous crime squad, owed these to the same source. They were beyond corruption in the main; spoke within the parameters
         of rank, about their children, gardens, homes, cars and work, frequently in that order, careful, if occasionally wildly indiscreet,
         in the giving of confidences. A reserve born of the knowledge that secrets are never secret in the course of a police career,
         which had always involved a kind of clumsy dance. Two steps forward, three sideways, to protect one’s back – from one’s friends.
      

      
      Here the similarities ended. Geoffrey Bailey had not waltzed in this, or any other fashion for some time. Whilst it was a
         reasonable bet that a man obtained his recommendation for promotion in this organisation through the ability to take and execute
         orders in a fashion which obliged but never outshone his immediate superior, Bailey’s upward rise had been more circuitous.
         He had been nudged onwards in the last ten years through his sheer indifference to the prospect, coupled with the acute discomfort
         he caused in any man unlucky enough to be his supervisor. An alternative route to higher places, this unnerving presence of
         his, certainly never calculated to achieve what it had. He was liked, well enough: respected, certainly, but rarely loved,
         never greeted with more than the hollow hail-fellow-well-met enthusiasm, and a kind of flattening against the wall. In return,
         he gave respect where it was due, courtesy whether due or not, and kindness whenever he could make it anonymous. Enigmatic,
         unglamorous, dry-witted, careless with protocol, good to other ranks, suspiciously bookish, but not a theorist, not at home
         in this or any other army.
      

      
      Ryan he respected as the invaluable legworker, door-to-door questioner in the Bernard case, and Ryan wished he could emulate
         such an apparently easy rise in rank, putting it down to Bailey being long, thin, and therefore suitable for the uniform of
         a suit.
      

      
      ‘You know,’ he had said, explaining Bailey’s enigma to general disinterest in the canteen. ‘It’s the lean and hungry look.
         Thinking too much. Makes a man dangerous. Also gets him promoted. People don’t want him around. Too good to push down, so
         he has to go up. Not that he cares. Not about anything really.’
      

      
      
      ‘Go on …’ More polite than curious over the chips.

      
      ‘Nothing I can think of. Not a car, nor nothing, except books. No kids, or none around. No woman. Not one that phones him
         at any rate.’
      

      
      ‘He had one once, you know. They reckon she went mad.’ Guffaws. ‘Mine’s mad already … Wish I didn’t have one. That he should
         be so lucky.’
      

      
      Conversation turned, with the easy inevitability of a tide, the way it did whenever Bailey was discussed. He had overheard
         such snippets before and knew they entirely misunderstood the nature of the subtle aversion he aroused by his unconventional
         life and his less predictable reserve. A little hurt was inflicted by the isolation: something more in the nature of actual
         bodily harm rather than grievous. Bailey knew that his was a mild form of leprosy, unlikely to get worse.
      

      
      Today was a bright spring morning, but his mood, normally as reactive as a barometer, remained low. ‘See Ms West, her office
         10 a.m.,’ was the terse note in his diary. Ryan, bag-carrier, was finally ready: they collected the neat box files for the
         appointment, both slightly apprehensive. Geoffrey never knew what to expect, while Ryan always expected the worst and voiced
         his thoughts.
      

      
      ‘Trouble with solicitors,’ he announced, steering his new car through the Upper Street traffic with more than his normal care,
         ‘is that some of them are good news, and some of them are bad. I mean, some you can get on with, some you can’t.’
      

      
      ‘I couldn’t have put it better.’

      
      Encouraged by this response, Ryan drove faster, and added more. ‘I’ve heard this one’s all right, though. Quite sharp. Nice.’

      
      Bailey nodded again. He had heard nothing of the kind, in fact nothing at all concerning the solicitor on whom they were obliged
         to impose their large presence, his height, Ryan’s bulk, and he was in any event quite resigned to having to take whoever
         or whatever was imposed on him. Ryan’s wisdom was perfectly sound: some were good, some were bad, but they couldn’t help the
         fact that they were all lawyers. In Bailey’s eyes, criminal law was a good deal more adversarial than it seemed. War games
         were played for real between police and criminal: played again in as deadly, if more leisurely fashion between defence and
         prosecution, but law enforcers and law breakers would always be at war with lawyers, and the first two categories would always
         have more in common with one another than they could ever have with their legal allies. Not that the bonds tying them were
         unaffectionate, or even disrespectful: simply bonds which exist between differences of kind who need each other, like a parent
         to a disappointing stepson. Bailey had realised a long time since when he had first brushed his only suit and presented his
         case papers to his brief, why such an occasion did not involve a meeting of minds, however common the objective may have been.
         Despite all he had gained since then in rank and experience, he still saw his policeman’s arena as the street, the raw material
         of life, while the lawyer’s was the courtroom and the preparation for it. Shuffling and evading, joking and pretending, protecting
         the professional man from too much truth, Bailey had eased his way enjoyably through many a conference with solicitor or barrister,
         always aware of the difference, always hating his necessary abdication to their forensic skills. They were the ones who would
         carry the street into the courtroom and revive it there like a play. They never picked up the pieces. They could hardly know
         better.
      

      
      He hated it less now because, like everything else, it mattered less, but he still loathed the first interview with the new
         lawyer, always feeling he was buying their time without paying. They rendered him helpless, these interpreters, until he knew
         them well enough to judge what level of reserve he should maintain, and he disliked wondering what kind of sympathy, what
         kind of service he was going to get. The days were long gone when a police officer could complain that he had spent his life
         looking up life’s back passage without being able to afford the mortgage on a solicitor’s garage, but the divisions were the
         same. Even with his own law degree, and his self-imposed education, Bailey knew it. Lawyers breathed a different kind of air.
      

      
      ‘Could do with a wet,’ Ryan grumbled, closer to earth as usual. ‘Sat with two of them wallies up here for more than four hours
         once, going through this and that. Never put the kettle on once.’
      

      
      A diplomatic error Miss West was unlikely to commit. She was in the kitchen room, removing the fungus from inside her battered coffee mugs when Bailey and Ryan, larger than life, discreet as nuns, made their way into her office.
      

      
      To Ryan’s surprise, Bailey sighed slowly, an outward breath of relief, scenting in the stuffy room a whiff of familiarity,
         a mildly rebellious, non-institutional air, a comforting untidy anonymity.
      

      
      ‘God, what a mess,’ said Ryan, casting around to find a few inches of floor space for his boxes of paper, incredulous at all
         the other paper, instantly suspicious, but it was precisely the mess Bailey liked, a kind of organised chaos close to home,
         reminiscent of his own cramped office quarters, but worse, badly lit, badly furnished. Files lay everywhere in drunken heaps
         on the desk, on the floor, on the cabinet, allowing only a narrow path from the entrance to the room. Clearly the phone had
         been used as a football. There was a brown plant decked with the plastic ribbon it had worn on presentation, still unaware
         of impending death by neglect, a couple of equally dead milk cartons, a tray full of correspondence, an out-tray similarly
         full, and a crammed waste-paper basket. Cleaning ladies and others appeared to have given up on Miss West, who was ignorant
         or careless of the fact, indifferent to the décor and any impression it might create, struggling a little to stay abreast.
         So far, Bailey thoroughly approved. The tasteful prints, tidy offices with greenery peculiar to lady solicitors and estate
         agents had never appealed to him. Besides, the view he received from the door of the room told him she was not pretending
         overwork, and he had always known that the best means of ensuring that a task was done was to give it to the busiest person
         he could find. The factory room was all the better since he could sense the order which Ryan could not, the same order which
         existed in his own stable, hidden to all but his own eyes, a kind of secret efficiency which discouraged close scrutiny and
         prevented interference.
      

      
      They waited, standing politely. Bailey still finding impressions in the place of a person who did not wish another to be able
         to inhabit it, who had several methods of working, not just one, and who wished to remain unknown. Miss West, should she choose
         to appear at all, was not important enough for Bailey to have formed a picture of her beforehand. She was merely a cog in
         a process. He had only hoped she would be something other than pompous in offering a minimal level of usefulness. Nothing more. It was the room itself which had mellowed him, so that when
         she appeared, bearing coffee in chipped crockery, slightly overflowing and sugared not to his taste, he, like Ryan, found
         the introduction a pleasant surprise. Ryan almost showed her to her own seat, and being a tidy man, watched fascinated as
         she removed a pile of documents from beneath it and transferred more to the window-sill to make room for their own. Bailey
         did not offer to assist in this resettling process, but admired the way she achieved it.
      

      
      ‘Well,’ she said finally, lighting and offering a cigarette simultaneously, producing an ashtray from a drawer. ‘This is a
         fine piece of investigation, if I may say so, raising quite a few problems.’ Not original, but true. ‘Before we go any further,
         I take it we all accept the truth of Jaskowski’s story, at least in all its essentials?’ There were vigorous nods of assent.
         ‘That being so, you want to know how soon you can arrest Mrs Cartwright, the real murderer. If I can put it like that.’
      

      
      ‘Yeah,’ said Ryan.

      
      ‘And you probably know the answer to that, although you may wish it was different.’

      
      Bailey did, and certainly wished it was otherwise. Ryan, the eternal, if selective, optimist, even in his pessimism, had hoped
         vaguely that legal advice might wave some magic wand, produce some unknown avenue which would allow incarceration of Mrs C,
         that horrible woman, the same afternoon. Galling for him to arrest her once only to deliver her home again. Sensing his frustration,
         Helen spoke to him rather than to Bailey, whose better understanding she could take for granted.
      

      
      ‘Well, in case you doubted it, we can’t charge Mrs Cartwright until we have evidence capable of convicting her. As things
         stand now, there’s not quite enough to commit her for trial, or at least not enough without Jaskowski’s contribution. He’s
         a co-defendant until convicted himself, and the evidence of a co-defendant can’t convict without substantial corroboration.
         You know that. Nor can he be asked at this stage to open his mouth, because he can’t be presented as a witness of truth until
         he has nothing to gain. Until he’s convicted, he has plenty to gain – by lying. The evidence of an accomplice can be destroyed
         so easily: you can imagine defence counsel’s line, “Oh yes, Mr Jaskowski, were you hoping for privileges in prison by telling us all this?”
         But even that’s not the main problem: the main problem is the fact that we can’t introduce the corroboration for his evidence
         without introducing the evidence itself.’
      

      
      ‘You mean we can’t produce those statements about the smelly pound notes?’ Ryan demanded belligerently. ‘Can’t we point out
         that the only way he would have been able to describe her house so well was by having been there? Can’t we tell the jury about
         the gloves we found in there? With respect, miss, what the hell’s all that if it isn’t corroboration?’
      

      
      ‘It’s corroboration, good corroboration, but none of it will make any sense without him giving evidence first, because it
         all hinges on what he has to say. He’s got to give the evidence before it can begin to be supported by all these other facts,
         and he hasn’t any status to give it at the moment. He’s the lynchpin. I only hope he doesn’t know how important he is. Without
         him being a competent witness, in the legal sense I mean, what have we got?’
      

      
      Ryan shuffled. No magic tricks, and he did not understand it, not at all, although he was old enough to know that law, morality
         and common sense meet at few crossroads. All he knew was that there was a wicked old woman sitting at her own fireside, five
         thousand pounds poorer maybe, but still free. Murder as the result of middle-aged passion was beyond him. Himself, he did
         not expect to have that kind of energy at that kind of age, and could scarcely have raised it now as he cruised dangerously
         close to his first divorce in the knowledge that if he followed the regular CID pattern, he would not be in a position to
         pay anyone such a sum for the disposal of a girlfriend or anything else in his geriatric years. All gone in maintenance payments
         to former wives. His coffee cup was empty. Gloom hung over him like a cloud of insects, rising slowly as Helen went on speaking
         gently, still addressing her remarks to him, which was more than a little flattering.
      

      
      ‘It doesn’t mean we’ll lose her, you know. Your report, Mr Ryan, shows that she has no intention of moving anywhere. She’s
         sitting still and calm as a cucumber. As soon as Jaskowski pleads guilty at the Crown Court, and his solicitor says he wants
         to get it over with as soon as possible, he becomes a competent witness. Mrs Cartwright can be arrested immediately, charged and battle commences. Correct me if I’m wrong, Mr Bailey, but
         I don’t see this woman giving an inch. She’ll fight from every ditch, and Jaskowski will be easy to discredit. She’ll also
         spend rather more than the other five grand she didn’t have to pay Stanislaus on hiring the best legal talent she can find.’
      

      
      Bailey nodded agreement. ‘Good. I like a fight.’

      
      To his surprise, she grinned, transforming her serious face into that of a girl. A mischievous grin, full of disrespect, crumpled,
         likeable, acutely intelligent. In the same moment, he decided he could trust her more than average and politely dismissed
         Ryan to collect the photographs which he had deliberately left in the car.
      

      
      ‘There’s just one matter,’ he began, as Ryan’s steps retreated away down the corridor, ‘and you might know full well what
         concerns me.’
      

      
      ‘I think I might, but go on.’

      
      He hesitated, wary as ever of trust, however minimal. ‘I know we can’t arrest her. We’d only have to release her again, having
         shown our hand, and, as you’ve guessed, I don’t really think she’ll fly. She may think we don’t take Jaskowski seriously;
         she has such utter contempt for him herself, you see. If she knows what she faces, she chooses not to believe it. Yet. She’s
         being watched, of course, but we have no legal right to prevent her skipping, just supposing she should try. What on earth
         do I do if she does? She can afford it.’
      

      
      This time her gaze fastened itself firmly to a point on the wall beyond his shoulder.

      
      ‘Officially, Mr Bailey, you should inform me immediately. Officially, I shall then bang on the closed doors of my ever-cautious
         superiors, who will tell you with more clout than I can muster to let her go, because the law is the law even for Mrs Cartwright.
         That much you knew very well before you asked. Unofficially, you must do as you think fit, but please give me some kind of
         notice. Then I can arrange to be out of the office for as long as necessary. What you do with her, Mr Bailey, if she tries
         to slip the net, depends on the risks you are prepared to take. Personally, I hope these are many, and I shall help as much
         as possible, but you have to remember, my back is only slightly broader than yours.’
      

      
      
      ‘I understand.’ He smiled back. ‘I hope it won’t come to that. I don’t think it will.’

      
      She relaxed. A slim hand with short, unpolished nails, took the cigarette he offered before she continued.

      
      ‘Now, I should like you to tell me what I want to understand for myself, but don’t strictly need to know, which is, what the
         hell’s she like, this woman? In detail if you can. Is it madness, sadness, or what? I don’t know why, but I have the feeling
         she’s already justified this, won’t regret any of it: she has this sinister kind of confidence. Tell me about her. What do
         you really think of her?’
      

      
      The wall clock ticked as he paused, hand trembling slightly around the cigarette as its smoke curled towards the ceiling.

      
      ‘It doesn’t signify what I think. Whatever I may think is irrelevant.’

      
      ‘Of course it signifies, and it’s entirely relevant to me.’ She was quick and certain.

      
      ‘Very well. Where do I start?’

      
      ‘That depends on you. You could begin with the fact that she frightens you.’

      
      A pair of tired eyes met her own, brown eyes, too blank to register the alarm he felt at such baldly stated discovery, while
         hers showed him not prurient curiosity, but a genuine need to understand. He noticed the vivid intelligence of the face, resented
         and liked at the same time the uncanny sensation of being understood, and felt a brief shame at his surliness. That, and a
         desire to confess. He wondered briefly if she had also understood his quiet passion for talking, the articulacy so rarely
         exercised for lack of a listener he could respect, an equal in understanding. Too old at forty-six, too sceptical, too reserved
         through his dislike of wasting time, Geoffrey Bailey could not have fallen in love so summarily, but he did fall into liking,
         and he did, as far as he was able at the time, speak a little of his own mind.
      

      
      ‘She’s the kind of prisoner,’ he began, ‘you can’t joke about. Oh, you can imagine how it was tried. Everyone tries to raise
         a laugh. But the custody officer and the men who brought her in tried to make jokes about her, you know the kind of thing
         – hell hath no fury … get a load of that … who would fall for a battleaxe like this one … why choose that for a bit on the
         side? – but all the funnies fell flat; you walk her from the cells, through the charge room towards the interview room, and everything
         falls silent. People just stop and stare at her, even the drunks arguing the toss at the counter. She has a certain something.
         Charisma?’
      

      
      ‘Maybe she should have gone on the stage.’

      
      Bailey smiled. ‘Films, perhaps. Omen 3: The Devil’s Aunt. All I can say is that she strikes a chill. Not the chill you feel from a psychopath, someone beyond reason, who does things
         you couldn’t contemplate for reasons you can’t contemplate either, someone beyond the touching of any hand or heart; she’s
         not mad in that sense, but she’s so utterly single-minded she becomes terrifying. I can believe that she had that woman killed
         by an effort of will, didn’t need the agency of Stanislaus, and we might have found the victim in as many pieces as we did
         simply because Mrs Cartwright had turned long distance gamma rays in her direction and simply wished her dead.’
      

      
      He paused, fished for a cigarette. Ryan returned, familiar enough not to knock, and Bailey continued as if he were absent.
         ‘It’s that which is so frightening. The will of her. The non-mad will of her. The belief in herself and whatever she did,
         whether minding the shop or organising a death, made no difference. And there’s a contrast for you – her shops. Antique lace,
         exquisite stuff if you like that kind of thing, couldn’t be more delicate, sold gracefully in Camden Passage and Bermondsey,
         sold so well that Mrs Cartwright had no financial problems. Odd stock in trade for a woman so obsessed. Delicacy and brutality.’
         He was embarrassed by Ryan, ‘I’m sorry. I’m rambling more than a bit.’
      

      
      ‘No you aren’t.’

      
      Again the feeling that she understood him before she spoke. Again the prickly feeling of resentful relief.

      
      ‘She has two or three friends who adore her. Pale women, whose lives she’s mended, like her lace, and who rely on her. So
         gentle, they say, “What would we do without her? Couldn’t harm a fly.” But I can’t find it in me to believe that there’s any
         good in her at all. I think she blackmailed Stanislaus, not that he’d done anything disgraceful, just emotional blackmail.
         She used the whip hand of shame. I think she does the same with her friends, her customers, and she tried to do it with Bernard.
         Used kindness and devotion as a weapon, which he dodged. Half of me thinks she might have killed the wife because she really believed he
         would fall into her arms; the other half reckons it might have been to punish him for not coming to heel, for resisting her
         at all. The rest, if that makes sense, thinks she did it for fun. I don’t know. What I do know is that it’s all entirely straightened
         up in her mind, as you guessed. I simply wonder who else she’s destroyed, or plans to destroy. I think she’s gone through
         life like that. Manipulating, destroying, throwing away, without anyone realising.’ His long hands fluttered. Bailey was not
         a man of gesture, and now he had almost run out of words.
      

      
      ‘You asked me to describe her: I can’t. All I can say is that she’s a woman of extraordinary strength. Not entirely unattractive
         in a way, like a lizard or a fat snake. Obsessive. Evil, I think, rather than bad. Bad rather than sad, because I can’t think
         of her as sad. Rare to find anyone evil. Thoughtless, malicious maybe, but evil, no. I doubt if any of this helps at all.’
      

      
      ‘You’re wrong. It helps a lot. Will she mesmerise a jury?’

      
      Bailey laughed. ‘Even she’ll have a problem with twelve men at a time. Her influence is best when she’s dealing with an individual.
         Like Stanislaus.’
      

      
      ‘Was he so easy?’

      
      ‘It can’t have been easy to persuade someone to commit murder for you. Even for ten thousand pounds he wanted so much. Not
         easy, but obviously not impossible. Stan’s not without a brain, but he’s a superstitious dreamer. That helped him to do it,
         and helped him confess.’
      

      
      ‘Not evil? On your terms?’

      
      ‘Not in that league at all, whatever he did, however horrible. In fact,’ Bailey paused, wondering how far to trust her with
         his eccentricity, knowing he would suffer from Ryan’s incredulity, ‘he’s really quite likeable.’
      

      
      ‘Oh come off it, sir. How can you like someone who did what he done? Man’s a bastard. Like him? I’d as soon sell my mother.’

      
      ‘I don’t see why an assassin shouldn’t be likeable,’ Helen interrupted quietly. ‘I don’t see why not. He could even be trustworthy,
         lovable, kind to animals and children, like someone in the Mafia: but is he telling the truth? I mean the whole truth?’
      

      
      
      Geoffrey looked at Ryan. Ryan looked at Geoffrey. Mutual incomprehension.

      
      ‘Yes,’ said Ryan. Geoffrey was silent.

      
      ‘Enough of the truth?’ Helen insisted.

      
      ‘Enough,’ said Bailey. ‘I mean by that that it contains no lies, his truth. I believe that that statement under caution is
         absolutely true, although, God knows, I’ve thought that before and been wrong. It’s just that there’s something missing. Perhaps
         nothing vital. Don’t ask me why I think it, but I do. It’s only complete as far as it goes, which is more than adequate.’.
      

      
      ‘Something missing? Or someone?’

      
      Ryan was puzzled. Bailey’s head shot up in surprise, nearly anger. Damn her for being so astute.

      
      ‘Yes,’ he said slowly. ‘Someone. He had help, our Stanislaus. Someone, apart from her, who didn’t stop him. Stanislaus couldn’t
         keep a secret if he tried. I can’t believe he did all this without any help but whisky. And I’m ashamed of myself. He told
         me everything else, and I couldn’t risk asking him who it was. That’s where I’ve failed.’
      

      
      Helen did not call it failure, but she did not reply. She was looking at the face, wondering how one pale, uncertain assassin
         had ever resisted its power, its weary compassion. Shook herself; carried on. Spring had sprung. In the form of another articulate
         intelligence, and a case which had already cast a spell.
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