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In loving memory of my son, Anthony Walgate.
Loved and missed every day.
May you now rest in peace xx
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CHAPTER 1



The Nightmare Begins


Sunday, 22 June 2014


The day my world came crashing down. That afternoon, that moment, changed everything. The shockwaves still resound inside me, every day and every night.


The day started off with a beautiful view out of the bedroom window of our Turkish holiday hotel – a perfect blue sky over a shimmering sea. We had a leisurely breakfast before stepping outside and straight onto the golden sands of the beach at Gümbet. We had enjoyed meeting new guests in the bar the evening before and well into the early hours, so hadn’t had much sleep. This was the penultimate day of our week-long holiday. We spent it sunbathing, resting and chatting with the bar staff and other holidaymakers.


At four o’clock in the afternoon, after a swim, I felt tired so we went in, back to our room to have a nap before our last night out with friends. We were both still in our swim-things and Sami, my Turkish husband, went to have a shower first, while I pottered about, still in my wet swimsuit.


I suddenly realised I hadn’t turned my phone on once since our arrival six days before. It was my work phone as well and I hadn’t wanted work to intrude on our holiday, especially because Sami lives down south and we normally spend only two weekends a month together, so that week of our holiday was our time, just for the two of us.


If I had left the phone untouched until we returned to the UK, I would have been in blissful ignorance for at least another 36 hours. But while Sami was in the shower, I decided to have a quick look.


Feeling relaxed, I switched it on … and that’s when the nightmare began. I expected to find two or three messages from work and maybe one or two from my younger son, Anthony, a university student in London, who was always sending me funny texts. But not this time.


Beep-beep-beep-beep it went … and kept going.


Something must be wrong. I held my breath … When the screen lit up and I saw the long list of more than a hundred missed calls and texts, I knew for certain. A shiver ran through my whole body. Something was terribly wrong.


I quickly glanced down the list of names and almost every other one was from Paul, my older son, and most of the rest from my ex-husband Tom with several from my sister Kate, plus some from my mum … but nothing from Anthony.


It was Tom’s name that stood out. Tom was Anthony’s father and we only ever communicated when it was about Anthony, so as soon as I saw his name, I knew. I didn’t even look at any of the messages. I knew something had happened to Anthony. His was the only name missing. It had to be Anthony. I turned ice-cold and trembled beyond control. Yet still I hoped I was wrong – was this really happening?


I didn’t want to know … yet I knew.


I felt an almighty punch in the chest, so hard that it took my breath away. He could have had an accident; he could be ill or in trouble, but it had to be something worse than I dared think. I just knew it … My whole body shook and white noise filled my ears, deafening me to the world. At that moment, I could hear nothing but my worst fears resounding round my head.


I held the phone at arm’s length, not wanting to look at it, let alone use it. But I knew I had to. I just had to ring Paul, desperately hoping he would answer, that it was nothing bad after all – maybe my house had been burgled, or burnt down. Please, anything but … The seconds seemed endless but he answered quickly.


‘Paul, it’s me,’ I said, my voice wavering.


Straight away I heard him burst into tears. ‘Mam, I’m really, really sorry,’ he blurted out, ‘but Ant is dead.’


‘No!’ I shrieked and threw the phone away from me, onto the bed. I didn’t hear what else he said. I couldn’t listen. I wasn’t ready to hear what came next. But it was too late. I knew … and I could never un-know those three words: ‘Ant is dead.’


I wasn’t aware of it at the time but I started to scream. Paul must have heard me – he was still on the phone when I threw it on the bed.


Sami heard it too and came running out of the shower.


‘What’s the matter?’ he asked, putting his wet arms around me, his face lined with worry. ‘What’s the matter? What’s going on?’


‘Anthony is dead!’ I said in a little voice as I shrank into myself. I was going to repeat it, but nothing came out, so I just pointed at the bed with a wavering finger.


 Sami saw the phone and picked it up. Paul was still there. ‘What’s happened?’ demanded Sami.


That was it. As he listened, I ran out of the room. I could hear nothing now but a distant scream and I had to get away from it. I didn’t know where I was going. I ran down the corridor past some people, all of them staring at me with grotesque faces, though now I realise they must have become distorted in my brain.


There was a cleaner we had chatted with the day before and she came towards me but I just ran blindly past her, down the stairs, trying to get away from the long scream … yet I couldn’t. That’s when I realised it must be me screaming. It was weird, like an out-of-body experience. I just ran on, still screaming, lower this time, like a wail, a howling wail. I had no idea where I was going, no plan or intention, other than to get away from the phone that had brought me the terrible news.


People must have been looking at me, thinking I was a crazy lunatic. And in a way, perhaps I was at that moment. My hair was soaking wet and I was still wearing my swimsuit, as if straight off the beach.


‘I have to go home now,’ I screeched as I ran past them, out of the building. ‘I have to go home.’


As I ran on, alongside the pool, towards the beach, still wailing, a middle-aged woman in shorts and a T-shirt came out from one of the poolside apartments. She turned towards me and stepped in my way so I had to stop. I think I must have needed to stop by then. My lungs were bursting and I gasped to catch my breath.


‘What’s the matter?’ she asked in a soothing voice.


‘My son’s dead! I shrieked, shaking all over.


She put her arm around me and led me to a low stone wall. ‘Let’s sit down here,’ she said, ‘and you can tell me all about it.’


‘I don’t know,’ I howled, in a high-pitched voice that I didn’t recognise.


She sat me down on the wall, just as her husband came out to see what the noise was.


‘This poor lady’s son has died,’ she explained. ‘Go and fetch the holiday rep from the hotel next door.’ She pointed in the general direction. He nodded and off he went. She turned to me. ‘Now, you stay here,’ she insisted, taking charge in a quiet manner that cemented me to the spot, ‘while I go off and make you some good English tea.’


I obeyed her. I didn’t know what else to do.


She quickly returned with a steaming mug of tea and put it down next to me. ‘It’s got lots of sugar in,’ she explained. ‘It’s good for shock.’


She was a lovely lady – very calm, which was just what I needed. I don’t know who she was or where she came from. I don’t even know her name. But she put her hand on mine with gentle reassurance, soothing my hysteria.


‘I have to go home,’ I said, again and again. ‘My son is dead. I have to go home straight away. He needs me.’ It was all a muddle in my head.


‘I know,’ she said. ‘And you need to be there for him and for the rest of your family.’


‘Yes.’


‘Do you know how he died?’ she asked, with concern in her eyes.


 ‘No. I threw the phone away … I didn’t want to hear it.’


‘I don’t blame you,’ she empathised. ‘I’m sure I would have been the same.’


Just then, only minutes after we’d sat down together, her husband returned with the young travel rep, who ran towards me, swinging her blonde ponytail. She sat down next to me and took her laptop out of her bag.


‘When are you due to go home?’ she asked in a sensitive voice.


I wanted to reply but I couldn’t get my thoughts straight at first. I was just trying to order them enough to answer her when Sami ran down the path to join us.


‘Thank God I’ve found you!’ he exclaimed, looking dishevelled, still holding a towel round his waist with one hand and my phone in the other.


‘When are you due to go home?’ repeated the rep to both of us.


‘Tomorrow night,’ Sami replied, giving her the full details.


‘Do you want to get a flight today instead?’


‘Yeah, yeah, yeah.’ Sami nodded, looking at me.


‘Yes, straight away,’ I agreed.


‘I’ll go back to the room to get my credit card,’ he said, passing the phone to me before he ran off towards the building.


As the rep searched for any available flights, I looked at my phone. My first instinct was to throw it into the water but I knew we might need it later. Almost immediately, my mothering instinct kicked back in and my thoughts went to Paul. I had left the poor boy hanging on after he’d told me the terrible news. I felt really bad about that now, so I called him back and apologised.


‘It’s all right Mam,’ he said, sounding close to tears again.


‘Do you know what happened?’


‘No. I don’t know anything about it,’ he replied. ‘Nobody does.’


‘Not even Tom?’ I asked. Tom was my first husband, Paul’s stepdad, but they had a good relationship and I was sure they must have talked to each other.


‘No, they wouldn’t tell him anything.’


‘So you don’t know how he died?’


‘No. All we know is that the police had a post-mortem done on Friday but they told Tom they couldn’t find anything, so they’re going to do another one.’


‘Right.’ I paused. ‘Where are you now?’


‘At home.’


‘In your flat?’ Paul lived alone and I was worried about him being on his own so much over the weekend, getting more and more depressed. Anthony was his only sibling but we have a very close extended family with my sister Kate and her children living nearby. They had all grown up together.


‘I’m all right,’ he said, his voice sounding hesitant.


‘Well, I don’t want you to be on your own. Go round to your Auntie Kate’s.’ I knew he would be better off with people who loved him. ‘Just go round to your Auntie Kate’s now. Do it for me, so I don’t need to worry about you.’


‘OK Mam, I will.’


‘And we’re hoping to fly back tonight. I’ll be home as soon as I possibly can.’


Just as I finished talking to Paul, Sami got back with his card and the rep finished her trawl for flights back to England. She was very efficient and reassuring – quick too.


 ‘I can get you back to the UK, but I’m afraid I can’t get you a flight back to Leeds Bradford Airport,’ she said, looking up from her screen.


‘But that’s where we left our car,’ I blurted. ‘Never mind,’ added Sami. ‘Just back to somewhere in the north of England if you can. Anywhere, as soon as possible.’


‘Well, there is only the one flight,’ she continued. ‘It’s to Manchester. Would that be OK?’


‘Yes,’ said Sami. ‘We’ll take it.’


‘There is just one problem,’ she added, looking from one of us to the other. ‘You may not make it in time. It goes from a different airport that’s further away. The flight leaves in three hours’ time and it usually takes three and a half to get there. But it’s the only flight I can get you on.’


Sami thrust his card at her. ‘Book it, please.’


‘OK,’ she said, filling in his card details and handing it back. ‘You’ll have to pack very quickly and I’ll find the fastest way for you to get there.’


Just as we were about to rush off, the manager of the hotel came up to us. Somebody must have told him about us. ‘My car is out at the front of the hotel and I will drive you to the airport as soon as you are ready.’


We were so grateful for his offer, and didn’t have time to argue, so we agreed.


Back in our room, we quickly threw everything from around the bedroom into the cases any old how, wet and dry, all in a jumble together. I later discovered we’d left behind everything in the bathroom, but never mind. Sami phoned the friends we were due to meet for dinner and explained we had to go, while I closed the cases and locked up the room. We dashed down to reception and straight out to the car, which accelerated off like a Ferrari.


The roads to that airport were all motorways, so the manager put his foot down and drove at 100 miles per hour all the way. We seriously broke the speed limit! As we went, Sami spoke with the manager in Turkish. They were talking so fast that I couldn’t keep up with it and all I could think about was Anthony, my baby. He was 23, but to me he was and always would be my baby. He was always so alive, so full of fun and energy. How could he be dead? Might he have had a heart attack or a stroke? No, surely not – he had a strong heart. Someone must have killed him then. Had he been shot, stabbed, beaten …? I don’t remember much after that, as the miles flew by, until my phone rang. I answered an unknown number, holding my breath … then let it out when I heard the young rep’s voice.


‘I’ve just rung to give you an update,’ she explained. ‘I’ve called the airport and told them the situation. I asked them to let you straight through all the security and hold the flight as long as they possibly can. They said they would try so I hope you get on the plane OK and home to your family as soon as possible. Our thoughts go with you.’


‘Thanks for everything you’ve done,’ I said. ‘We’re very grateful for your help.’


I relayed the information to Sami. Now we just had to hope there weren’t any hitches, though with us being different nationalities that could be tricky. It usually caused us quite a hold-up, so I desperately hoped it would be different today.


With my phone in my hand and miles to go, I couldn’t resist scrolling back several days to Anthony’s last text.


‘What’s the goss, Sezzer?’


I froze in a silent howl. I keyed to ‘reply’ but his phone was ‘not available’. That soulless phrase punched me, resounding in my head: not available … not available …


I kept looking at the time, anxious that we’d be too late, but finally we reached the police checkpoint at the entrance to the airport. It usually takes us ages to get in as they check the car thoroughly and look at all our papers. But this time the hotel manager said something to the policemen. I’ve no idea what, but it worked and they just waived us through.


We had only minutes to go when he dropped us off and we rushed inside the terminal building.


The check-in had stayed open for us and there was a lady behind the desk, ready to rush us through. The plane should have been leaving at that moment but she let them know we were on the way and we ran through the airport, all the way to the boarding gate, where they took us straight onto the plane. We were the last people to board and they were ready to go. It was all so brilliant. It helped us enormously to know that so many people were rooting for us and making the impossible happen.


A member of the cabin crew showed us to our seats at the front and the plane started taxiing almost immediately towards the runway. It had been a hot drive to the airport. But now, sitting down in the plane, I suddenly felt freezing cold. It must have been the shock, as well as the cooler air in the cabin. I started to shiver violently. All I had on was my swimsuit, now dry, and a pair of shorts. I didn’t even have a T-shirt with me.


‘Have you got any blankets?’ I asked a steward. ‘I’m so cold.’


‘I don’t know,’ she replied. ‘But I’ll go and see what I can find.’ She went off, then returned a few minutes later, empty-handed. ‘No, I’m afraid I can’t find one but I’ll give you my jacket.’ She took it off and helped me put it on without undoing my seatbelt.


I think she must have known. She was so kind to us. They all were.


We couldn’t use our phones on the plane, so we just sat back in our seats and tried to relax. Neither of us said a word. What was there to say? We didn’t know anything. And neither of us felt like making small talk.


All I could think about as the plane took off was Anthony. Had he been in a road accident, or died from a sudden illness, or what …? Why had they had a post-mortem? As I later wrote in my diary notes:


I went over and over all the scenarios of how my baby could have died. Even though he was 23, he was and always will be my baby. My heart pounded so hard I thought I would pass out.


We didn’t speak the whole flight. We had both been tired out before all this. Now I tilted my seat back but I know I didn’t sleep. I couldn’t. Though I don’t remember anything else about that flight. Not a thing. I just went blank, detached from my surroundings. I didn’t even think, my God what’s happening? I didn’t think at all. It was as if my brain had shut down, perhaps to block out all the questions and the unknown answers. The nightmare had begun … but it was an empty abyss.





CHAPTER 2



Disbelief


23 June 2014


We went through the motions, disembarking from the plane, walking the long walk to the passports area. Here in the queue my agitation increased. Soon it would all be real. Although it seemed like an age, I quickly reached the front. As I handed over my passport, I wondered whether all the emotions of the past few hours had changed my face. Was I still me? I must have been as the girl behind the desk handed my passport back with a sympathetic smile – could she know?


I came straight through but had to wait for Sami, still way back in the foreigners’ queue. Finally he joined me and we went to claim our cases, then on through the arrivals gate. As we emerged to the sea of expectant faces, we caught sight of our good friends waving at us. That was a great relief – to see them and to be back in England. Sami had phoned Ahmet to come and meet us at Manchester Airport, which he and his wife kindly did, in the middle of the night, in order to drive us across to Leeds Bradford Airport where my car was parked. Now at last we really did feel we were on our way home.


 As we left the airport, Sami told them what we knew – hardly anything. The three of them spoke in Turkish some of the way, while I sat gazing out of the window as the dawn broke, knowing that each mile took us closer to Paul and our wider family. I was desperate to find out what had really happened to Anthony, yet still reluctant to hear it. That was the war that was going on in my head as we crossed the Pennines to Yorkshire.


I don’t know how or when it happened but as we were getting out of Ahmet’s car and into mine, there was a change of plan.


‘Kate rang my phone,’ Sami explained.


‘When? I didn’t hear it.’


‘No, Ahmet had the radio on, so you probably couldn’t hear in the back.’ He paused. ‘Kate said that she’s sent Sophie to drive Phil and Paul to meet us at Ferrybridge Service Station so that Phil can drive your car the rest of the way home and Sophie will drive us back in hers.’


‘Why are they doing that?’ I asked.


‘First of all, she wanted to know if we had arrived back in the UK yet, and I told her we had but we are very tired.’ Sami yawned, as if on cue. ‘Kate knows that I’m not allowed to drive over here, so that’s when she suggested sending them to meet us so you wouldn’t have to drive all the way.’


‘Oh, I see.’


Phil is my sister Kate’s husband and Sophie’s their daughter. I was glad they were bringing Paul. I had been so worried about him – the way I had left him hanging on the phone. And I expect he was worried about me too, so I couldn’t wait to see him and give him a hug.


 It’s true. I was shattered. We hadn’t slept more than three or four hours in the past forty-eight, so, what with fatigue and the shock as well, I felt quite weird as I sat and programmed the satnav for Ferrybridge … At least, I thought I did, but it went wrong on the way and we got completely lost in the middle of Leeds, which made me so cross. I could have cried but Sami calmed me down and kept me going. I was so exhausted that I nearly crashed the car a few miles further on but the near-miss shook me up and I knew I had to get us to Ferrybridge somehow. Then I could finally give in.


When we reached the service station, we drove round and round, trying to find Sophie’s car. I was just about to give up when I saw Paul walking towards us, waving his arms wildly in the air.


He was quite emotional when he saw me, so we just hugged and cried together in the middle of Ferrybridge car park in the early morning light. We didn’t care who saw us. Paul came and sat in the back with me while Phil drove my car and Sami went to keep Sophie company in hers, as we all made our way back to Hull. On the way, Paul told me about the day he found out.


‘I was at work when the policewoman phoned the office and asked to speak to me,’ he said.


‘What did she say?’


‘She asked me if I had a brother called Anthony, so I said yes. Then she asked me where you were. So I told her you were in Turkey and why did she want to know? She told me they needed to talk to you. I asked her what had happened but she said the police couldn’t tell me, as they had to tell  you first. I asked her if they’d talked to Tom. “Somebody went round to see him earlier,” she said. He must have told her where I work. That’s when I knew it had to be something serious. She asked me where you were staying in Turkey and when would you would be back. I didn’t know where but I told her what day you would get home. Then I suggested the police ring Auntie Kate. She might know.’


‘So they didn’t really tell you anything?’


‘No, but the manager saw my face when I came off the phone and asked me what the matter was, so I told him what the policewoman had said. Then I rang Tom. He told me it was a policewoman who came to see him too, and what she had told him, that Anthony was dead.’ He paused. ‘I was stunned.’


‘Did the manager let you go early?’


‘Yes, I told him my brother had died. Then he said I should go home but I didn’t want to go back to my flat on my own and worry all evening, and they were short-staffed that day, so I finished my shift. I kept thinking about Ant and about telling you but working helped me cope. Then I went round to Tom’s and stayed with him that night.’


‘I’m glad.’


‘Yes, Tom suggested it. We spent the evening together, talking about Ant, trying to puzzle out what had happened and why the police wouldn’t tell us anything.’


When we finally arrived at my sister Kate’s house in Hull, not far from home, we all piled inside. She was still up, waiting for us to get there, and her other daughter Lottie had been sleeping on the sofa, so she got up as well. We all hugged and had mugs of tea together in her lounge.


 ‘How much do you know?’ Kate asked me.


‘Nothing, except that he’s dead,’ I said, the tears welling up again. ‘What do you know about it?’ I asked her. ‘Do you know what happened?’


There was a hush in the room as we all listened.


‘All I know is that last Thursday, which was 19 June, a police constable turned up here at around 6 o’clock in the evening. When I opened the door, she said she was looking for Kate Whelan. “That’s me,” I said. “What’s it about?” She asked to come in so I showed her in here. She sat on that chair and told me they were looking for you. “Why?” I asked her. She explained they had to find you to tell you about Ant. Then she went on to say that he’d been found dead in a street in Barking, London.’


I gasped. ‘Found dead in a street?’ I repeated, my thoughts racing, so that I hardly heard what else Kate said.


‘Yes. But that’s all I know. She seemed very vague and wouldn’t tell me anything else, not till she’d spoken to you. She kept asking what flight you’d be on and which airport, so they could come and meet you off the plane. I told her: “Not bloody likely!” We didn’t want her breaking the awful news to you badly, like she did to us and Tom. Anyway we only knew you were in Turkey. You hadn’t said where, or who you were flying with, or anything like that.’


‘So that was Thursday evening?’ I asked, trying to work it out


‘Yes.’


‘Was that before they went round to see Tom?’


‘No. I asked her if anyone had told him and she said she’d been to see him herself earlier and had also spoken to Paul.’


 I looked at him and he nodded. ‘Yes, she must have been the one who rang me in the afternoon,’ he said. ‘After she’d been to Tom’s.’


Kate handed me a list of names and numbers. ‘These are the people you need to ring when you’ve had some sleep,’ she said. ‘They’re all Metropolitan police officers, down in London. Call this one first,’ she said, underlining the name O’Donnell at the top of the list.


I was shattered and badly shocked by this new piece of information: ‘found dead in a street’. Those five words echoed round my brain but, as Sami and I finally arrived home, I still couldn’t think how or why Anthony had come to be found dead in a London street. It was all too much to process. I needed some sleep first to clear my head.


It was about half past nine in the morning when we got home so we went straight upstairs and fell into bed, exhausted. My last memory before sleep was the horrifying image of Anthony’s dead body, his eyes still open and looking straight at me, pleading for help. I remember reaching out into the darkness, but nothing more.


When I woke I was completely disoriented. Only three or four hours of sleep and it took me several minutes to process my thoughts. The shock hit me all over again as I remembered Paul’s first words: ‘Ant is dead.’


Sami made us some brunch, though I didn’t have much appetite.


‘I’d better phone the police,’ I said with a heavy heart, part of me not wanting to know … and yet also desperately  needing to know. I had to know everything. So I took out the list Kate had given me in the early hours of that morning. With my hands shaking, I called the number at the top that Kate had told me to ring first.


‘Can you please put me through to Detective Sergeant O’Donnell.’ There was a short pause.


‘O’Donnell,’ snapped a gruff voice.


‘I’m Sarah Sak, the mother of Anthony Walgate.’


‘Oh yes,’ he replied.


‘Can you please tell me the details of how my son Anthony died and any other information you have.’


‘He was found on Thursday morning in Barking,’ said O’Donnell. ‘That’s all I can tell you.’


‘But I need to know what exactly happened!’


‘Detective Constable Slaymaker has been appointed your family liaison officer. Now we know you’re back, he will ring you later today.’


‘Can’t you tell me anything?’


‘No.’ There was no empathy or compassion in his voice. In fact, he sounded rather bored. ‘DC Slaymaker will call you later and you can ask him. He will be able to update you with whatever information we can pass on to you.’


So that was that. I was fuming. How could he be so terse and uncommunicative? Not to mention the pain it caused me to have to wait yet longer to find out the simplest facts. Hopefully our family liaison officer would be more humane.


Next I decided to call my ex-husband Tom. It had been too late to call him the night before but he might have more information about the circumstances of Anthony’s death.


 ‘Sarah,’ he said. ‘Thank God you’re back. I’ve been trying to get hold of you ever since …’ I could hear the relief in his voice. ‘Have you spoken to the police yet?’


‘Yes, Kate told me to call this guy O’Donnell, but he was no help at all. He wouldn’t tell me anything or answer my questions. He didn’t even sound as if he cared. He said I’d have to wait till his colleague, Slaymaker, rings me later today. I’m furious with them already! Kate said that a policewoman came round to your place and told you on Thursday night?’


‘Yes. I just can’t believe it. It’s …’ He swallowed hard, suppressing his emotions. ‘It was such a terrible shock. It still is.’


‘I know what you mean. I feel the same.’


‘It’s stunned me. I can’t think about anything else. I can’t work for thinking about him. I don’t even know what happened. Nobody has told me anything.’


‘I’ll make sure the police tell me how he died, or, more likely I think, how he was killed,’ I assured Tom. I could tell he was very relieved because he was always the calm, steady one who didn’t like to make trouble, whereas I was the doer, the one who organised things, the one who stirred things up, who dared to say the things that needed saying.


‘What makes you think he was killed?’ he asked.


‘Well, why else would his body have been found on a street in Barking – a place I don’t think he’d ever been to?’


‘I didn’t know that!’ His voice rose in shock.


‘That’s what the policewoman said to Kate,’ I explained. ‘When she was looking for me, Kate asked why she wanted me and the policewoman told her that Anthony had been found dead on a street in Barking.’


 There was a stunned silence at the other end of the phone, as Tom processed that information.


‘What did the police tell you?’ I asked.


‘Well, it was a young policewoman who came round and asked if I was Thomas Walgate. I told her I was and she blurted straight out that my brother Anthony had died.’


‘What?’


‘Yes, that’s what she said. So I said, “I don’t have a brother called Anthony. My brothers’ names are Paul and Graham. But I have a son called Anthony.” “Well, it must be him then,” she said. I was shocked. “So which is it?” I asked her, as she turned to go out of the front door. “Is it my brother or is it my son?” She just shrugged and said, “If your son’s the one called Anthony, then it must be him,” and off she went.’


‘That’s terrible, didn’t she even apologise, or make you a cup of tea or show any sympathy?’


‘No, nothing at all.’


‘That’s appalling, the offhand way she broke the news to you that your only son, your only child, has died. On top of that, to get it wrong as well – that’s inexcusable.’


‘Yes, I have to admit, it did make me angry.’ Tom is not easily riled but this was too much even for him.


‘I’m not surprised when it was such a disastrous way to inform you.’ I was fuming on his behalf.


‘Well, it’s all right. No need to make a fuss,’ he said. ‘She was only doing her job. It probably wasn’t her fault. Complaining about it won’t bring Ant back.’


‘I know that in her mind she was doing a job,’ I said. ‘But where was the f***ing human kindness and compassion that  anyone should show towards a man when she’s breaking the awful news to him that his only son has died? I think the police have handled all this atrociously. I shall tell them exactly what I think about it!’


‘After she’d gone,’ added Tom, ‘I tried Ant’s phone, to see if it could all have been a mistake. Maybe it wasn’t him at all. There was no answer so I kept trying his number, on and off all evening, for about six hours I think. But it always went to voicemail. I left several messages, asking him to ring me. He didn’t. He couldn’t. So, in the end, I knew.’


We commiserated a bit with each other and ended up wondering what Anthony would be making of all this if he could only see it all.


As I put the phone down I turned to tell Sami what Tom had told me. He was as shocked as I was.


‘But you always told me how wonderful the Great British police are,’ he said. ‘Not like Turkish police.’


‘Well, I grew up being told that I could always trust a policeman or woman,’ I explained. I had always told Sami: ‘If there’s an emergency, dial 999 and the police will turn up like superheroes, to help and reassure you and solve your problems. If you ever have any troubles, just speak to the police and they will always help you.’ I explained, ‘And I always thought that was true … till now.’


Sami and I had been in love since the moment we met, at the party of one of his friends in Turkey. Somebody introduced us and, with me being English, we shook hands, smiling at each other. It was a very strange feeling. The time really did seem to stand still as our eyes locked for several seconds before we let go. Everyone there noticed  and later teased us about it. The next day, he told me that when he’d seen me arrive, he knew he wanted to marry me.


‘But you didn’t know anything about me,’ I protested.


‘I see you – I know you a lovely girl and I want we marry.’ His English wasn’t so good then but he spoke from the heart and I knew I loved him too.


We only spent a few days together and then it was the end of my holiday. I had to go home with my friend. But not long after, I went out there again, we married and he came to England.


I don’t know what his family thought would happen to him but they all clubbed together and bought him the most expensive gold watch they could afford. They gave it to him when he left for this strange country of England and told him that if it all went wrong, or I was horrible to him, he could sell it and pay for his journey back home to Turkey. The funny thing is that he never wears a watch, so he just put it in a drawer and there it stayed … just in case!


As always, Sami was my rock, from the moment I first heard Anthony had died, but I didn’t want to take all my pain and frustration out on him as I knew I had to focus on finding the truth, somehow. I had to make some other phone calls and I needed some time on my own as well so I asked Sami if he was going to go back and check up on the guys at his restaurant in Essex, to make sure it was all OK since his holiday.


‘There’s nothing you can do here,’ I said. ‘I have so much to do but you can’t do any of it for me. I’ll be all right.’


He reluctantly agreed. He wanted to stay with me and look after me but he also knew he needed to get back to his business.


 It was a relief, to be honest, as I’m probably better on my own when I’m in a state. I needed to focus fully on finding out what happened to Anthony, to make sure the police investigate it and get justice for him. So I really wouldn’t have the energy to have Sami to worry about, as well as everything else.


But I did miss him … and oh, how I missed those funny phone calls from Anthony.





CHAPTER 3



Nothing Suspicious?


24 June 2014


After our holiday, we had planned that I would come back up to Hull and clear out my house, as I had already given my landlord notice that I would be moving down to live full-time with Sami in Essex. I even had another good job lined up down there and I was looking forward so much to seeing more of Anthony, who was a student at Middlesex University. I had made all the arrangements and was all set to go.


But now … Anthony had gone, and I couldn’t go off and leave Paul, my only surviving son, at this difficult time. He wasn’t Tom’s son but he was so like him in the way he bottled things up and hoped they would go away. They got on very well but I knew he needed me, or if he didn’t now, he would do when it really hit him that Anthony’s death was forever. Despite the seven-year age gap, my two sons had always been close. When Anthony was little, he idolised Paul, his protective big brother, his hero whom he followed everywhere he could.


However, there was one time when that wasn’t such a good thing. Anthony was two and just toilet-trained while Paul was about nine. I woke up one morning to the house being very quiet. Tom was at work and there was no noise from the boys.


I went downstairs to find that Paul had found a DVD of the horror film Candyman and Anthony had sidled up onto the sofa to watch this 18-rated film with him. Paul looked guilty when he saw me and Anthony was white with fear. I grounded Paul for a week and cuddled Anthony but he refused point-blank to go to the toilet again, ‘In case Candy Man gets me!’ It took me weeks to convince him the toilet was safe.


A year or two later, I remember Anthony made a terrible scene because he wanted to go out and play with Paul’s friends but I wouldn’t let him. He was so angry that, when I went upstairs for something, he dialled 999 and reported me to the police for being cruel to him for not letting him play in the street. They told him to put the receiver down, then phoned me and asked me to make sure he couldn’t do that again!


Paul would probably be remembering those bittersweet childhood memories too, so I just couldn’t leave him behind. I think I also felt I needed my extended family right now. Kate in particular was an enormous help and support.


I called my landlord, who is also a friend. I told him that Anthony had died,


‘God! That’s awful!’ he exclaimed, in shock.


‘Can I stay on in the house?’


‘Yes, of course you can. Stay as long as you like. I haven’t advertised for a new tenant yet, so it’s still yours for as long as you want it.’


‘Thanks, that’s a relief.’


‘What happened? How did Anthony die?’ he asked, then added, ‘You don’t have to tell me if it’s too difficult for you to go over it again and again to people.’


‘No, it’s all right. I just don’t know anything yet. Only that it was in a place called Barking.’ I paused. ‘I’m waiting for the police to call and give me more news.’


‘I can’t believe it,’ he said, his voice a mixture of shock and sympathy. ‘Would you like me to phone round and tell other friends?’ He knew a lot of my workmates, so that seemed like a good idea. I couldn’t face having to tell everyone myself.


‘Yes, please.’ I knew that within the day, every man and his dog would know! Within minutes, my boss, Angie, texted me: ‘So sorry to hear about Anthony. Take off as much time as you want. Anything you need, just let me know.’ People could be so kind. If only the police were more considerate.


I cancelled the van hire and the lads who were going to help me.


Next, I rang my work’s head office and spoke to one of the senior managers, Gavin, who is also a good friend.


‘Anthony’s dead.’


‘Oh no!’ he said, shocked. I could hear the concern in his voice. ‘How? What … ?’


‘I don’t know. He’s dead and they won’t tell me anything. I have to wait for a police officer to call me later.’ In that moment, I realised just how impotent I felt, that I couldn’t even tell Gavin how my son died.


‘Don’t worry about work, Sarah,’ he reassured me, full of compassion. ‘You don’t have to do anything. I’ll sort it all out for you.’ Gavin hadn’t even met Anthony but I was always talking about him and his funny stories, so everyone must have felt they knew him.


I didn’t dare make any other calls until I’d heard from DC Slaymaker but just then Kate turned up. After a quick chat to update her on what I’d done so far, she suggested we went over to see our mother. I picked up my phone and my keys and she drove me over there. I hadn’t managed to speak to Mam since I’d first heard the awful news, though she had left me some comforting text messages. We had a good hug in her hallway.


‘I’m so glad you came,’ she led me through to her lounge. ‘I was terribly shocked to hear about poor Anthony,’ she said in a soothing voice. ‘I can’t believe it.’


‘None of us can,’ agreed Kate.


‘You sit yourselves down and I’ll make us a nice cup of tea.’


‘Thanks Mam,’ I said. ‘That’s just what I need.’


At that moment, my phone went.


‘Sarah Sak?’


‘Yes.’


‘I’m Detective Constable Paul Slaymaker. I believe my colleague DS O’Donnell had a brief conversation with you this morning?’


‘Yes, far too brief.’ I put the phone on speaker and beckoned Kate to listen in.


‘Well, I’ve been appointed as your family liaison officer, or FLO. That means that I will be your first point of contact if you have any queries and I will be asked to update you with any information about this case.’


‘This is not a case. This is my son you are talking about and your colleague wouldn’t even tell me how he died.’


‘He was busy on urgent matters this morning so I’m calling to fill you in on the details that I have to hand.’


‘Are you telling me that my son’s death isn’t an “urgent matter”?’ I was angry already.


‘There was nothing suspicious about it, Mrs Sak. But I do realise that it’s important to you.’ He sounded so condescending that he nearly had me swearing at him before he’d even told me anything. But I knew I had to curb my temper.


‘How did my son Anthony Walgate die?’


‘Well, his body was found by a local resident, on the pavement, in a sitting position, propped up against a wall outside a small block of flats in Barking.’


‘Where exactly is Barking?’ I’d never heard of the place until Kate mentioned it.


‘In east London,’ he said, in a rather bored voice. ‘It’s part of London’s Metropolitan police area.’


‘You’re talking about a body here but he was my son. You make it sound quite alarming, the way he was found. Was he still alive?’ My tears welled up at the prospect of that appalling image but I tried to keep my voice steady.


‘The resident who noticed him called an ambulance. They arrived but it was too late. He was pronounced dead at about twenty past four in the morning, last Thursday, 19 June.’


‘But why? How?’ I hardly paused for breath. ‘Was he stabbed, shot, beaten up … ?’


‘No, nothing like that.’


‘Well, I’m telling you now – something’s not right.’


‘No, no, it’s not suspicious, Mrs Sak.’ He sighed loudly. ‘He’s not been killed or anything.’


‘Was there any injury on his body?’


‘No, not a mark on him. There’s nothing to tell – nothing to investigate.’


‘How did he die then? Was it his heart or his brain?’


‘No, we had a post-mortem done, but it didn’t show anything.’


‘He must have died of something!’


I could almost hear him shrugging his shoulders. ‘I can’t say, Mrs Sak. But it wasn’t anything suspicious. As I’ve already told you, nobody killed him. Now if you don’t mind …’


‘You are not ending this call till you tell me what the cause of Anthony’s death was.’


‘We don’t know the cause of death. Maybe we’ll never know.’


‘So where’s his phone?’ I asked.


There was a definite silence at his end, as if I’d caught him by surprise. ‘Oh, he didn’t have it on him.’


‘So he must have been attacked or mugged,’ I said. ‘He never went anywhere without his phone. He always had it on him and he never turned it off.’


‘Well, he obviously didn’t have it that day.’


‘I’m telling you, if he didn’t have his phone on him, something is badly wrong.’


‘Nothing like that. I’m sorry to have to repeat it to you again but there was nothing suspicious. Nothing out of the ordinary.’


‘That can’t be right. There is something wrong – very wrong.’ I had a sudden thought – a glint of hope. ‘How did you know the body was Anthony?’


‘We didn’t at first. But your son’s friend China Dunning reported him missing the next day. She gave his description and the postcode where he was going so we were able to identify him from that and confirmed it with the photo she brought us. Why don’t you give her a ring? Here’s her number.’


‘I’ll do that,’ I said, scribbling down China’s number. He then terminated the conversation as quickly as he could.


I was shocked by Slaymaker’s condescending manner and was relieved to end the call. I was fuming.


‘He’s treating you like a f***ing druggy’s mam!’ said Kate, who had heard it all. ‘As if you’re some druggy’s mother, whose son has no value, no worth. He as near as told you that Ant had killed himself! Who does he think he is? It wasn’t enough for him to give you only the basic facts; he was completely heartless, as if he was bored. He’d seen it all before and he didn’t care. He just wanted to get rid of you.’


‘Well, that’s what I’ve got to deal with now,’ I agreed. ‘But I’m not going to let them get away with it! I always thought the police were supposed to protect and serve the public,’ I said. ‘But now I realise I’ve never been so wrong!’ ‘He sounded like he just wanted you to go away, didn’t he?’


‘Yes, but I won’t stop until I find out who killed Anthony – until I get justice for my son.’


‘Yes! You give them what for!’ she said. ‘I’ll be with you all the way.’


Back home, it was evening and I was shattered but there was one more call I just had to make. DC Slaymaker had suggested I ring China Dunning. That was the only useful thing he said. Anthony had a strong group of very good friends at university – most of them girls! He trusted them and they trusted him. They would never have let each other down. In fact, Anthony relied on their friendship in many ways. China was one of his closest friends. I had met her a few times when I’d been down to visit him in London. I fished out the scrap of paper with her number on it and rang her.


‘Hi China, it’s Sarah, Anthony’s mother.’


‘Oh Sarah,’ she said, with all the heartfelt empathy of a fellow victim and a long sigh of relief. ‘I’m glad you’ve rung. I didn’t want to disturb you on your first day home, I’m so sorry about Anthony.’ I could almost hear her tears.
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