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      Prologue

      The first time was almost an accident; an annoying woman, yapping into her phone, pushed in front of a train with the slightest
         of nudges. In the ensuing hullabaloo it wasn’t hard to get lost in the crowd, though later he found the adrenalin fix lingered
         on. Killing was easy. It gave him a buzz and proved there were certain things that he could do.
      

      The Tube was a relatively new experience which got him out of his virtual prison and enabled him to mix with the public at
         large. The incident had been spur of the moment, the victim chosen because of her manner and the way she ignored the commuters
         packed all around her. Though he was unable to catch what she was saying, the facial grimaces had been enough. She was overweight
         and her lipstick was smudged. He found her existence offensive. It took little more than a flick of the wrist to knock her
         off balance on her fashionable shoes and into the path of the approaching Circle Line train.
      

Alone and faceless in the milling crowd, he experienced a taste of what could be achieved. Next time he would come prepared
         and select his target more precisely.
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      The worst part was not being able to sleep, but he’d more or less given up on that since they’d started reducing the morphine
         that killed the pain. What he thought about most was the blinding flash and the disintegration of Finch’s head when the booby
         trap he had failed to detect had blown up in their faces. In the months that followed he had tried to remember precisely what
         had led them to that spot. That particular spot, at that time, with its terrible denouement. For once his intelligence had
         proved faulty, the worst crime any surveillance expert could commit. Killing anyone was traumatic enough. To sacrifice a trusted
         partner was more than he could live with, even now.
      

      
      Andy Brewster, ex-SAS, had returned from Baghdad a stretcher case, not entirely expected to walk again or even pull through.
         For months, as he’d lain in a hospital bed, slowly regaining the use of his legs, he’d gone endlessly over the nightmare scenario
         that would haunt him the rest of his life. He and Finch had worked side by side for an unbroken seven years. The trust between them had been absolute though, naturally, never
         referred to. Yet Brewster had blundered and Finch had been killed; he knew the image would never be expunged. There were moments
         still when his courage almost failed and he longed to follow his partner into oblivion.
      

      
      But Brewster was made of sterner stuff, despite the sweating and panic attacks; as his spine was fixed and his legs improved,
         so too did his fighting spirit. He knew he owed it to both of them to get back in the saddle as fast as he could to justify
         Finch’s meaningless death by continuing with the fight. He had no inclination to do anything else, even if he’d had the choice.
         His fluent Arabic and knowledge of Islam had led him, via the Ministry of Defence, to this role as an undercover cop. Life
         on the edge really suited him best: he liked to stay constantly on his toes. His firearms training and specialist degree had
         led him to some of the world’s hottest spots. He had kept super fit and emotionally free and worked out regularly in the gym.
         At forty-two he had been at his fighting best.
      

      
      Not any more though. Since Iraq he’d had to learn to walk again. Now he could manage without his sticks, though occasionally
         used one to get around when the pain was at its most intense. He rapidly weaned himself off the drugs, having seen how pernicious
         such a habit could become; was determined not to give in to terrorists. He had begged to be allowed to return to work, to
         leave the confines of the hospital, which was rapidly driving him out of his mind with a suffocating ennui. Also to help him
         repay the debt, to give back something in recompense for having been the unwitting cause of the wasteful death of his friend.
      

      
      * * *

      
      
      After much deliberation and the usual red tape, they’d seconded him to the Metropolitan Police, working plainclothes on the
         transit system, using his espionage expertise in the fight against terrorist crime. It was not a job he particularly relished
         yet it fell within his limited scope until he had fully regained his strength and been given a clean bill of health. At this
         time of year, at the height of the season, with the tourist invasion beginning to peak, anti-terrorist skills like his were
         at their most essential. And it certainly beat a desk-bound job, a death-knell to the active career he fervently hoped he
         would some day be able to resume.
      

      
      His initial reaction to Burgess, his new partner, had been cautious in the extreme. After what he’d seen happen to Finch,
         he’d have far preferred to have worked on his own, for the symbiosis between partners is crucial and he wasn’t yet ready to
         bond again. But police regulations said he must have one and Burgess possessed credentials he couldn’t replicate. At first
         they’d regarded each other with caution, then taken a walk to break the ice, and Brewster, rather to his surprise, had found
         himself quickly won over. Despite the fact he was trained to kill, Burgess had such an equable nature that it only took a
         matter of days for them to become trusted pals.
      

      
      They had settled down to a steady routine that varied little from day to day. Brewster hated the Underground, missed the exotic
         delights of Baghdad, but his new companion made it easier to adjust. Furthermore, there was no denying that Burgess certainly
         knew his stuff. Like it or not, they were stuck with each other, certainly till the end of the season. The job was tedious
         but had to be done. One blink and a deadly device could go off or something nasty be hidden beneath a seat. And at least it
         beat mouldering away in retirement like so many of his former colleagues. He enjoyed being part of the ebb and flow of the city’s daily life.
      

      
      What he hadn’t expected though, quite so soon, was to witness first hand the terrible damage a train can do to a person beneath
         its wheels.
      

      
      At first it had looked like an accident: the victim had stumbled and lost her balance as the rush hour crowd surged forward,
         out of control. It had meant total closure of the Circle Line for the minimum two and a half hours it took for the police
         and emergency services to come through. They had raised her carefully from the track and placed her remains in a body bag.
         It was only when they turned her over that what had happened became apparent. Deliberately killed in the rush hour crowds,
         yet no one appeared to have seen a thing. At least, no witnesses had so far come forward.
      

      
      The few they’d questioned had noticed nothing. All they recalled was the usual swirl of people pressing forward as the train
         approached and then the blood-curdling scream. It had taken the transport police an age to curb the panic and calm them all
         down. It wasn’t a bomb or a terror attack, just a horrible, meaningless tragedy caused by too many people on the platform
         at one time.
      

      
      ‘I blame the council,’ an official declared. ‘If it weren’t for this damned congestion charge people would still be using
         their cars and these incidents wouldn’t occur.’
      

      
      But then, of course, they’d discovered the knife and the Metropolitan Police were drafted in.
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      It was ten to nine and the platform was packed. The Underground system was still snarled up by Friday’s horrible murder. All
         the papers had carried the story though none appeared to have any real lead. A bank cashier, who had worked in Moorgate, had
         fallen beneath an Underground train while talking on her mobile to a friend. It now turned out that she had been stabbed,
         incredible with so many people about. Beth loathed the Tube, especially in rush hour, but at this time of day it was the preferable
         option. The traffic along the Bayswater Road would be at its usual standstill. Duncan kept urging her to take a cab but she
         knew, from grim experience, how hard that could be. Compared to hers, his journey was simple: two stops anti-clockwise to
         Gloucester Road. If he felt in the mood, he could easily walk, as occasionally in the summer he did. He liked the stroll over
         Kensington Church Street, with its rows of classy antiques shops.
      

      
      
      Beth shoved her way along the platform to be closer to the Baker Street exit, and surged with the crowd when the train came
         in, disgorging a sprinkling of tourists. She wriggled her way to a corner by the doors, trying to avoid too much bodily contact.
         The journey was only five stops but absolute hell. She was used to it now, had been doing it for years since she took the
         decision to give up her catering career. Running a shop was hard enough but not nearly as stressful as wedding receptions
         or boardroom lunches for stuffy men in suits.
      

      
      The woman standing opposite was familiar: Beth had noticed her many times before. She also travelled to Baker Street every
         morning. They would climb the steps to the street side by side but not, by so much as a glance, acknowledge each other. Typical
         of the Brits, she thought; in almost any other city in the world they’d be swapping jokes and on first-name terms by now.
         Except for New York, where they’d be cursing each other in a frantic jostle to reach the turnstile first. Beth grinned; one
         day she’d surprise them both and venture a tentative ‘Good morning’.
      

      
      Celeste was also aware of Beth, a pretty woman who was often privately smiling. She envied her; from the wedding ring it would
         seem that she wasn’t alone in the world. She looked like someone at peace with herself who paid little heed to the laughter
         lines, her thickening waist or the first faint touches of grey. Not so Celeste, who hated herself as much as she hated life
         in general, had done so since the catastrophe that had stopped her career before it had even begun.
      

      
      She had once lived the life of a pampered princess, spoilt and indulged by adoring parents who had given her every advantage
         in life, including an opulent home. No expense had ever been spared; she had ballet classes and deportment lessons and her clothes, like her mother’s, were couture made in Paris. Her future, it had been assumed, was already completely mapped
         out. With looks like hers, plus the family name, she was destined surely to shoot to the top. Stardom was hers for the taking,
         once she was ready. She had grown up haughty and condescending, aware of the admiring looks but too aloof to acknowledge her
         would-be suitors.
      

      
      Until the terrible thing occurred, after which her life had drastically altered. Instead of becoming a movie star, she’d been
         forced to quit RADA in her second year and now was stuck in this tedious job that she felt was unworthy of her talents. It
         wasn’t fair; it had not been her fault that the sole inheritance they’d left was the house, these days shabby after years
         of neglect, plus the problem it contained. For, no matter how much she disliked her work, going home at night was the hardest
         part, having to deal with a situation from which she could never escape.
      

      
      Consulting hours were 9.30 to 5. She must get a move on or else she’d be late. It was seven minutes to Devonshire Place then
         another five down to Wimpole Street. With luck, she’d be there before His Nibs and have the coffee on by the time he arrived.
      

      
      They were late that morning leaving the flat, because they’d stayed up too late the night before and Alice had said they must
         first make things shipshape for the cleaner.
      

      
      ‘You are so middle class,’ scoffed Julie from Bradford, running her fingers through her spiked-up hair and checking her iPod was properly
         charged for the journey. In her ultra-short skirt and cork-heeled wedges, she was the epitome of groovy chic. She worked in
         women’s features for the Daily Mail. Alice’s male friends found her slightly alarming.
      

      
      
      ‘Then go on without me,’ Alice said calmly, rinsing glasses and stacking plates. She had been taught, from an early age, always
         to clear up after herself and not leave a mess for the cleaner to have to deal with.
      

      
      Which was something Julie could not comprehend. ‘Why keep a dog and bark yourself?’ she said.

      
      Alice smiled. It was hard to explain but, nevertheless, she dried her hands, removed her apron and relented. They were lucky
         to have a cleaner at all but that was what sharing a flat entailed. For a small extra cost, it gave them domestic freedom.
         Onslow Gardens was close to the Tube; they would be there in just a few minutes. They discussed what to do about supper that
         night, then went their separate ways.
      

      
      The Daily Mail was only two stops away. If it weren’t for the height of her heels she could almost have walked it. It was a stroke of luck
         having Alice to share with; though earning quite well for her twenty-two years, Julie was an inveterate shopaholic. And Kensington
         High Street was packed with clothes; it was only lucky that her hours were so long. If she didn’t love the job so much, she
         might well have packed it in.
      

      
      She had served her apprenticeship on a Bradford paper then moved to London as soon as she could. Had been living in the YWCA
         when, fortuitously, she’d met Alice on a typing course and the two of them had become friends. Alice was posh, in a low-key
         way, and worked in a bookshop, which was badly paid but the only thing she had ever really wanted to do. When her flatmate
         got married, she’d invited Julie to move in. They were chalk and cheese but got along well, mainly since Alice was so easy-going
         and Julie put a bit of zip into her life.
      

      
      Julie herself was fiercely ambitious and longing to have her own by-line. She was good at the job and a very hard worker though inclined to be confrontational which put up her colleagues’
         backs. Apart from Alice, her friends were mostly male. She hung around the bars with them after work.
      

      
      Wilbur and Ellie got on at Tower Hill, having started their sightseeing early. With only five days before moving on, Wilbur
         was keen to fit everything in, though secretly Ellie preferred a more leisurely pace. She would have preferred to have seen
         some street life, not just the tourist sights. That was her husband all over, however; he was not yet used to not having a
         business to run. It was just one stop to Monument, after which, she had a nasty suspicion, he was going to expect her to tramp
         around all day.
      

      
      He had studied the map over early breakfast and made a list of the things he wanted to see. St Paul’s Cathedral came top of
         his list and then, surprisingly, the Bank of England, whereas Ellie would have liked to browse in Spitalfields market or cross
         the river to the new Tate Modern and take in some art after having a leisurely lunch. But Wilbur, at seventy, had in no way
         eased off. She wasn’t sure she’d survive another four days.
      

      
      Her married life had not been eventful: two daughters, now grown, were all she felt she’d achieved. Chippewa Falls was pleasant
         enough and she’d made good friends there over the years, but Wilbur’s retirement had meant a considerable change. In place
         of a quiet domestic life, baking and cleaning and bottling preserves, she now had him home all day, getting under her feet.
         Golf still occupied much of his time and that was a heaven-sent blessing, but his presence interfered with her charity work
         and the coffee mornings she ran for the church and meant she had a lot less time for herself and her cultural activities.
         Along with being his general factotum, she was now his social secretary as well.
      

      
      
      ‘We’re here,’ he announced. They had reached their stop. Ellie obediently fell into step behind him.

      
      Margaret changed trains at Victoria station, heading for Kensington High Street. She was making a tapestry cushion for the
         den and needed to buy more wools from Ehrmanns, the only place she knew of that still supplied them. She loathed the crowds,
         wasn’t used to them, but at least today the Circle Line wasn’t too packed. A smiling busker came through the carriage, playing
         guitar rather well. She gave him a pound. After Haywards Heath, it was quite a culture shock. She came into London so rarely
         these days, for urgent shopping or to see an exhibition. Since Jack had died she had been on her own. The boys were both busy
         with their careers and neither daughter-in-law seemed to care for her much.
      

      
      After she’d done her bit of shopping, she’d walk through the park to the V&A or else get back on the Tube for the two-station
         ride. She must start heading home by mid-afternoon, before the early rush hour got under way. The train was usually packed
         after that and she wanted to be sure of a seat. There’d been a nasty incident the previous week that had hit all the front
         pages. A woman had fallen in front of a train; it was even suggested she might have been pushed. Margaret shuddered. At times
         life was very unpleasant. She missed not having her husband around, hated entering the empty house knowing there wouldn’t
         be anyone there to greet her. She took out her book; it was only four stops but she couldn’t wait to finish the last few chapters.
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      Imogen enjoyed a long lie-in, something she did a lot these days. She was rarely home before half past one and her mother said
         she could do with the extra rest. She rose at eleven, had a leisurely soak, then called her friend Alice on her mobile phone.
      

      
      ‘Hi,’ she said, biting into a peach and stretching out on the sofa to chat. She was part of the chorus of Anything Goes and wasn’t required at the theatre till a quarter past six.
      

      
      ‘Can’t talk now,’ said Alice, sounding rushed. She ran the bookshop almost single-handed with only part-time help.

      
      ‘So call me back,’ said Imogen benignly. The problem with working nights was the empty days.

      
      She scrambled eggs in her mother’s pristine kitchen, trying hard not to make a mess. Since Beth had given up catering, they
         mainly ate out. Then she settled down to watch Cash in the Attic, keenly observed by two hopeful dogs, slavering for a snack.
      

      
      
      ‘Come here, you.’ She tugged one over, dropping a kiss on its satin-smooth snout. The dogs belonged to her stepfather, Duncan,
         and often went with him to work. She loved the setup now; her mother had never seemed happier.
      

      
      Beth, in the shop, was working flat out, serving a queue of early lunchers who came in droves every day at this time in search
         of her famous homemade snacks. Though primarily a delicatessen, the shop also had an area at the back which laid on a grazing
         menu for famished shoppers. The work was hard but preferable to cooking. At least she now had her evenings and weekends free.
      

      
      She took a breather to call her husband, to check how his day was going.

      
      ‘Good,’ he said. They had saved a Burmese cat’s life.

      
      ‘That’s wonderful, darling.’ He was a brilliant vet, as immersed in his career as she was in hers. The pivotal point of her
         life had been when they’d met.
      

      
      ‘I have to get back.’ They both worked hard but liked to make contact whenever they could. Imogen laughed and called them
         soppy, but only ever with a twinkle in her eye. Life had improved for her as well when they’d finally got it together.
      

      
      They arranged to eat at home that night and Beth made a note to take something back. There was a movie on he wanted to see
         which suited her fine as well. With Imogen out six nights a week, their cosy twosome had been restored. She missed her daughter
         and worried about her but also enjoyed being back in honeymoon mode. It made her feel young and frisky again. She hoped she’d
         get home in time to wash her hair.
      

      
      ‘Bye, darling,’ she said. ‘See you at seven.’

      
      ‘Can’t wait. I’ll try not to be late.’

      
      * * *

      
      
      Their first appointment was a teenage girl with a nose too large for her delicate face. She’d been brought by an overbearing
         mother who did all the talking and made one thing clear: she wanted her daughter fixed for her social debut. The doctor tactfully
         said very little but carefully scrutinised the patient before taking preliminary Polaroids for his own use. He smiled at her,
         which helped her relax, and made her lie back on the comfortable couch while he flashed a series of slides on the screen before
         her.
      

      
      ‘It is your choice,’ he said. ‘There are several that would suit you. You’ll be beautiful, I promise, when I am done.’

      
      The girl, overwhelmed with embarrassment, carefully studied each picture. Then turned her head to look at Celeste, still hovering
         in the doorway. ‘I’d like to look like her,’ she whispered and the mother nodded her approval.
      

      
      ‘What do you think, Celeste?’ asked the doctor, accustomed to patients reacting this way. ‘That’s why I keep her around,’
         he explained, with a wink. ‘She’s a great advertisement for my work.’ A tired old joke; Celeste merely smiled and went back
         to her case notes. The only part of the job she could bear was witnessing the happiness surgery could bring. With a smaller
         nose that child would be transformed, might even end up pretty. The mother was right; the ugly duckling deserved the chance
         to become a swan. The details were discussed and a date was set. They could fit her in at the start of next year which would
         mean she’d be fully recovered in time for her ball. Celeste gave the mother a list of dos and don’ts – no alcohol, avoid these
         foods – and promised to phone a few days in advance to remind them of the appointment.
      

      
      ‘Don’t worry,’ she said as she saw them out. ‘Dr Rousseau is world famous. Without doubt, the best plastic surgeon we have
         in this country.’
      

      
      
      ‘Well, if you are anything to go by,’ said the mother. The daughter was far too timid to speak at all.

      
      Celeste gave her enigmatic smile and stood at the top of the stairs to watch them leave. They shared the elegant house with
         three other surgeons.
      

      
      The next one in was a much older woman with the tight strained look of a habitual addict; she was far too thin, with a startled
         Bambi look. When she filled in the forms, Celeste was proved right. A surgery junkie, destroying herself. She really believed
         that no one out there would ever notice. Celeste showed her in to talk to the doctor, then closed the door and returned to
         her notes. He would set her right, being deeply committed to making his patients look better not worse. Which, in this case,
         would require considerable tact. She made more coffee – it was almost eleven – then studied herself in the glass. If only
         her life had turned out as intended, she wouldn’t be here, in this menial job, paying lip service to spoilt rich women and
         emotional cripples.
      

      
      Two perfect murders had made him restless. The buzz in his head stopped him sleeping. He got up early and went downstairs.
         While the kettle boiled, he opened a drawer and stared at the rows of gleaming knives, carefully stored in their green baize
         slots, untouched for so many years. He tested the blades with a practised finger and found them as sharp as they had been
         then, a sensation that made him shiver and feel slightly giddy. He closed his eyes and his senses whirled, stirred by the
         memory of what they could do. The moment of impact, the scream, the blood; the release he felt when the blade went in, as
         smoothly as slicing through butter. He had watched her fall and the blood gush forth in a foaming arc that had soaked his hair. He closed his eyes in an effort to block it out.
      

      
      He had started to sweat at the recollection, so made his coffee and took two pills to try to calm himself down. He had felt
         the moment it punctured her lung, the hysteria of the crowd as she toppled forward. Had watched the train as it neatly sliced
         her in two. There’d been panic then and such pandemonium that he’d had no reason to hurry away. He had hung around to see
         what happened next. Since childhood that was what he had been: a silent observer on the sidelines of life. A watcher whom
         no one had ever even noticed.
      

      
      But now he had a new incentive. It was growing late and time to go. He picked up his bag, slipped his sunglasses on and let
         himself out of the house.
      

      
      By the end of the day, as they headed home, Ellie found herself distinctly flagging. Though twelve years older, Wilbur took
         the pace in his stride, seemed scarcely out of breath. By Victoria station the train was packed, the evening rush hour well
         under way, and a nice young man with excellent manners stood up and offered his seat. For a moment Ellie thought it was Wilbur
         who should sit but she knew his pride wouldn’t countenance that. Wisconsin males went out of their way to take proper care
         of their ladies. It would almost have been a duelling point should the young man have offered it to him.
      

      
      ‘All right, dear?’ He smiled down at her, his broad face flushed in the stifling heat. He removed his plaid jacket and loosened
         his tie. She could see he was heavily perspiring.
      

      
      ‘Here, give me that.’ She held out her hand and took the jacket, leaving Wilbur free and unencumbered, studying the map.

      
      ‘Tomorrow,’ he told her, ‘we will go upriver to look at Greenwich and Canary Wharf. I am sure you would like a nice ride on a boat. And afterwards we’ll go to Hampton Court.’
      

      
      She nodded and smiled. At least on a boat she’d be sitting down and she liked the prospect of seeing a royal palace. But it
         wasn’t enough. It was her trip too, and inside Ellie was seething. Europe had always been one of her dreams, something they’d
         never been able to do. The kids were too small or they hadn’t the money or Wilbur was too busy with his golf. They were finally
         here but nothing had changed. Wilbur was making all the decisions, barely aware that his wife might have preferences too.
         Tonight they had tickets for The Lion King; he had heard that the show was not to be missed and he’d booked the Strand Palace for a meal afterwards.
      

      
      Though unimaginative, Wilbur meant well. It was not his fault that their tastes were so different, though it might have helped
         if he ever stopped to listen to what she had to say. He treated her, as he always had, as the child bride he had snatched
         from her studies, without ever stopping to think that she still had a brain. But the train was already at Gloucester Road.
         She rose and followed him once again for the arduous evening slog down the Cromwell Road.
      

   



      
      
      4

      
      In those long arid months while he’d lain in bed, encased in plaster, unable to move, Brewster’s awareness had been a living
         nightmare. Over and over he had replayed the shattering explosion of the booby trap, the moment when the bomb had gone off,
         blowing their jeep to pieces. How he’d survived was a mystery; he had dragged himself from the wreckage with oil in his hair
         and blood all over his face and clothes. Finch’s blood. Those of the team who had also escaped had covered him as he crawled
         away and later an army helicopter had airlifted him to safety. The rest of that period remained a blur. He only knew how lucky
         he was to be alive.
      

      
      Later, after they’d moved him to Bournemouth and a nurse started pushing him out for walks, the sting of the salt in the air
         had begun to revive him. The skirl of the gulls had a soothing effect so that, after a while, he could sleep again. Nature
         was aiding the long slow haul to recovery. Though the terrible image of what had occurred was etched indelibly into his brain. From that point on, he was emotionally barren.
      

      
      It was during that time, as he practised walking, that Brewster had taken up painting. As a boy he had been an accomplished
         draughtsman, though in the tough circles he moved in then such skills had been dismissed as being sissy. He’d forgotten about
         it for several decades until an elderly aunt came to visit, bringing a child’s set of crayons and a sketchpad.
      

      
      ‘Something to help you fill in the hours.’ She remembered the Christmas cards he had drawn as a child.

      
      Brewster, startled, had muttered his thanks then shoved the package to the back of a drawer. These days he couldn’t even read,
         he was so despondent. But then, as he idled, with time on his hands, and the bright clear light from the sea had inspired
         him, he delved back into the drawer and rescued the pad.
      

      
      At first he started with simple things: a chair, a jug, an arrangement of flowers, even a sketch of the chambermaid when she
         came in to change the sheets. Later he sent out for charcoal and paper, the thick matt kind he remembered from school. And
         a slim tin box of watercolour paints and a bunch of sable brushes. The nursing staff were pleased with his progress; his constitution
         improved along with his art. Also, to his surprise, his spirits. The future no longer seemed quite as grim. He was slowly
         beginning to live again, not before it was time.
      

      
      ‘Are you planning to sell them?’ another patient asked.

      
      ‘You have to be out of your mind,’ he growled. But, nevertheless, the remark raised his spirits and made him that much more
         determined. Painting helped him focus his mind and expel the nightmares. In his darker moments, since he’d been discharged,
         his mood swings were mirrored in what he produced. It slowly began to dawn on him what a great catharsis art was.
      

      
      
      Since he’d moved to the Metropolitan Police he hadn’t had time to start painting again. Till now he had not felt the need.

      
      Once the morning rush hour had slackened off, Brewster and Burgess came into their own, working methodically through the train,
         permanently on the alert. They acted as if they were ordinary passengers and kept a very low profile. Occasionally they would
         alter their pace and sit for a while to rest Brewster’s leg and keep an eye on what was happening around them. They concentrated
         on the comings and goings, who got on and off at each stop. Brewster’s memory was photographic; once he registered a face,
         he rarely forgot it. Commuters had their own regular patterns, depending on their destinations. In a couple of weeks he started
         to recognise people.
      

      
      They began at Cannon Street, where they were based, and did the whole circuit clockwise. At the City stations it was bankers
         in suits, frenetically gabbling into their phones as they scurried off, always late no matter how early. Temple was barristers
         carrying wig-bags; Embankment the bulk of the tourist trade. The river boats and the London Eye as well as the bridge to the
         Festival Hall. They travelled in herds and, when they got off, the air felt that much fresher. Westminster was Parliament,
         which meant more tourists, including the ones en route to the Abbey. St James’s Park was the passport office, where students
         and all sorts of backpackers swarmed, then Victoria – one of the main-line stations – where the carriages filled up again.
         Sloane Square was shoppers and ladies in hats, with their braying voices and silly laughs. Brewster winced; more than anyone
         else, he loathed well-bred women like that. It took him back to his early days as a hoodlum from the north.
      

      
      At Gloucester Road a busker got on, methodically working his way through the train, expertly playing guitar Bruce Springsteen-style. He glanced at the cops, who gave nothing away. Brewster
         stopped himself just in time from flicking a coin in his cap. These days buskers were becoming a menace, Romanian gypsies
         the worst of the lot. Kids as young as eight or less with instruments they couldn’t play. In his uniform days he would caution
         them but they took little notice. Begging, for them, was a way of life; he had learned to turn a blind eye. This guy, however,
         was the real McCoy, with a soaring talent that startled Brewster and took him back to the days of his youth when he’d played
         in a student band. This guy had a story he’d like to hear; he was sorry to see him move on.
      

      
      At the end of the carriage sat a grave young man, impeccably dressed in a business suit, apparently reading the Financial Times but never once turning the pages. Brewster watched him and wondered where he was heading at this time of day. He looked a
         typical City type yet had stayed on through all the obvious stations. It seemed an odd time to be going home. At least he
         didn’t have a backpack.
      

      
      South Kensington was museum traffic; masses more shoppers at High Street Ken. By now both partners were feeling peckish so
         they’d take a break at Notting Hill Gate. This was already their second time round this morning.
      

      
      It was sobering to think that, among all these masses, someone was out there playing dangerous games with a knife.

      
      When he saw the damage the train had done, Brewster had almost thrown up. Death was one thing, but mutilation … the mental
         image of Finch exploding triggered the images in his head and brought the nightmares back. Yet by the time she fell under
         the wheels, the bank cashier was almost certainly dead. Someone had knifed her so hard in the back, it had pushed her under the train. The killer had taken a terrible risk of being
         caught on closed-circuit TV but, as it was, the cameras had failed to record it. All that showed up on the grainy footage
         was a moving mass of people packed tight and the sudden confusion as the train pulled in.
      

      
      Brewster wondered who would take such a risk when a back-street stabbing would have done the job. Surely only a certified
         madman would chance it. They had brought in the people closest to her, her boyfriend and colleagues at the bank, then let
         them go because they had alibis. Kimberley Martin was just a statistic. He filed the interviews away.
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      Dancing was in Imogen’s blood. Both her parents had been on the stage; it was how they had first met. Beth had not wanted her
         to turn professional, had herself given it up at roughly that age and taken the far more sensible step of learning to cook
         for a living. But in matters like that her ex, Gus Hardy, invariably prevailed. His daughter, he said, was born to dance,
         with her mother’s height and his own agility. Although, these days, he stayed mainly on the coast, he kept in touch and watched
         Imogen’s progress with pride. From a gawky child she had grown into a woman, slimmer than Beth and more finely boned, with
         glossy dark hair and those great trusting eyes that came from her father’s genes. Gus was right to be proud of his daughter;
         they both were. And the marital split seemed not to have damaged her at all.
      

      
      She got on brilliantly with Duncan too, a secret relief to Beth. His knack with animals included kids; he had guided Imogen
         through her teen years as if she were his own. Beth’s sole regret, which she kept to herself, was that she’d not managed a
         baby with him. Her childbearing years had been almost over by the time they had first got together. Imogen, though, was an
         absolute joy. Beth loved it that Imogen still lived at home, dreaded the time, which could not be far off, when she finally
         spread her wings and flew the nest.
      

      
      The journey to the National Theatre could not have been more straightforward. Imogen took the Tube to Embankment then walked
         across Hungerford Bridge. The sun was brilliant, though starting to sink as she elbowed her way through the rush hour crowds.
         Her mobile rang; Alice at last, finally returning her call.
      

      
      ‘I’m on the train,’ said Alice primly, at which they both shrieked with mirth. The silly cliché had become their code. Thank
         God for friends who were on your wavelength. No need to mention the quaking nerves; they had been together since infanthood.
         Alice always understood these things.
      

      
      Imogen gradually slackened her pace, her phone still pressed to her ear. Every few yards along the river live acts performed
         for the strolling crowds, part of the free street theatre of the South Bank. There were acrobats and performance artists,
         doing all manner of dangerous things. If it weren’t for the fact she was due on stage, she’d be strongly tempted to hang around.
         She loved the ambience of the place, especially in summer.
      

      
      Posed on a box beneath the trees a living statue was doing his thing, bronzed all over and eerily still, even his eyeballs
         unmoving. Unlike the angel and the painted clown, this one wore very male attire, with boots and breeches and gauntleted gloves like an old-fashioned aviator. Imogen paused to look at him, finding the blank eyes disconcerting. He could have been
         genuinely made out of bronze, showed no sign even of breathing. She looked at him and he looked back. Something about that
         unwavering stare unnerved her. There were mimes in most of the tourist spots; she saw them whenever she travelled abroad.
         Clever, maybe, and often inventive, but still decidedly creepy.
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