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			ONE

			Alone, the young man floats in water, his body still on this summer night, long platinum hair flowing around his head. The pool is heated. The water is warm. He wears only a multicoloured swimming suit and four large rings on his fingers.

			A gentle mist rises from the water into the dark air.

			It is approaching midnight; moths fuss around the blaring bulbs that light the way to his home, a red-tiled sixteenth-­century farmhouse that squats like a toad crouching in the rolling hills on the edges of the Weald. The garden is lush, though a little unkempt now. The high hedges need cutting; the shrubs have outgrown their beds.

			This is the house of a rich young man; a rock star.

			A trail of wet footprints leads along the stone path towards the building. Through an open bedroom window on the first floor, comes the sound of a telephone. The metallic trill is interrupted by a woman’s voice; ‘Hello? Oh hi. No. I don’t know where Brian is. Brian?’

			It is his young pretty girlfriend. She calls from the room above. There is no answer.

			‘He’s in the pool, I think. Yeah. I’m fine. Just hanging around, you know?’ A sing-song voice with a slight Swedish accent. ‘Brian? He’s kind of stoned, I guess. Am I stoned? A little bit.’ A giggle.

			Another woman, blonde, emerges from the house while the other still talks. She is beautiful too, because this is a house where lovely women come and go. Even though the star is fading for the man in the pool, the women still come. He is a rock guitarist. Right now, there is nothing cooler. Often there are parties and loud music played on reel-to-reel tape recorders through massive loudspeakers.

			The neighbours who live in the lanes around here are nervous; they are trying to keep up with the times, to be tolerant of the youngsters who arrive in cars and taxis, in Bentleys and on motorbikes, but these rich young people are changing their quiet hillside. On the nights where the music and shouting and revving engines continue late into the night, the locals lie awake in bed unable to sleep.

			Tonight, though, is quiet. The rock star has been drinking and taking pills. No more than usual. Less, probably, in fact. He is tired and worn, weary of everything. The buttons of his shirts strain at the belly; his trousers are too tight. His band don’t want him any more. Sometimes he cries and hugs the women who come here.

			Though there is a Rolls-Royce sitting in the garage, undriven for weeks, he has spent all his money. He’s never been sure where it all came from; now he doesn’t understand where it’s all gone. The building work on the second living room is unfinished and the builders are asking for payment.

			The woman approaches the pool looking for towels. Men just leave them lying anywhere. They expect the women to clear up after them. It’s not fair.

			She can hear the rock star’s girlfriend upstairs, still talking on the phone. For a second, she wonders where the young man who owns the house has gone. She looks around. The pool is so silent; the water is still, lights from the house moving gently across the surface.

			Besides a discarded towel and the empty glass of brandy sitting by the side of the pool, the place seems deserted. She picks up the towel and looks around again.

			And sees him.

			Under the water, he hangs, arms splayed out, inches from the bottom of the pool. He is like a diver in mid arc, except he is still, and beneath the surface, not above it. She looks harder. At first she thinks he’s playing, but the water is too still.

			Time seems to slow.

			She runs back up the path and shouts and screams below the open bedroom window. It seems so long before anyone hears her.

			And so much longer before the police finally arrive and see the body, skin like white rubber, pale and cooling, laid on the limestone paving at the pool’s side.

			‘Bloody hell,’ says a sergeant, tired at the end of his shift. It will be a long night.

			Neighbours sit up in bed, unable to sleep again for the noise. But it will be much quieter here now, at least.

		

	
		
			TWO

			London; a summer evening.

			Though she didn’t live here, the middle-aged woman had her own key to the house; she let herself in. She was smartly dressed, a dab of Yardley on her décolletage. Looking at her, nobody would guess what her job was. That’s the way she preferred it. None of her neighbours knew. She liked to imagine they assumed she was some rich bohemian living off her inheritance. They would be shocked if they knew.

			Today was Friday. She was annoyed because she had left it too late to go to the bank and they all closed at three and wouldn’t open again until Monday morning. It was OK. Lena would advance her a tenner to tide her over, but she didn’t like to borrow. She was a professional.

			She pressed the lift button and waited for the whirr of machinery. There was no sound.

			It was one of the rickety, old-fashioned ones, with a criss-cross metal scissor gate. She tried the ‘Up’ button again, and once more.

			‘Hell.’

			‘Broken.’ A voice behind her made her jump.

			She turned. Mr Payne, the old man from Flat 1, was at his door. He seemed to lurk there, waiting for someone to talk to.

			‘Hasn’t been working all day.’

			‘Hell’s bells.’ Now, every time a customer rang the doorbell she would have to traipse down two floors, and all the way back up again. With her knees.

			‘You’ll have to stay down here with me.’

			‘Get lost.’ She smiled at him. ‘You pervert.’ Pathetic, the way she enjoyed flirting with men more as each year passed, even the ones old enough to be her father. Once, she had lived off her looks. She looked up the steep stairs.

			In younger days, when she had been slimmer and the cigarettes had not coated her lungs, two flights would have been easy, but she found on this summer evening, she was sweating by the time she reached the second floor.

			She knocked on the door, as she always did, but opened it with her key.

			‘Hello? Only me,’ she sing-songed, as she always did, but today there was no answer.

			‘Lena?’

			The rest of the house was ordinary. The stairwell was drab. It was only when you went through the front door to Lena’s flat that everything changed.

			She didn’t like her employer much, but she had to admit it; she had a kind of genius.

			Pink. Everywhere. The walls, the curtains, even the lampshades, were a rich girlish colour. The carpet, at least, was white. The beanbag, a shocking lime green. There was a framed picture of The Beatles on the wall, not as they were now, bearded, dissol­ute and immersed in Eastern philosophies, but when they were still neat, uncomplicated and joyful, and when every teenager loved them.

			Everything had been picked with care. The pop group grinned, wearing pink shirts and ties and holding red roses. Other less famous stars surrounded them, some cut out from Rave and Jackie and stuck up with Sellotape, others framed and signed in black pen. Across the world, teenage walls looked like this now. Lena had invested in the place.

			It was perfect, down to the collection of dolls and gollywogs, lined up on a bookshelf, which Florence hated. It wasn’t just their unclosing stare that was creepy.

			She looked around her and sighed. Most days Lena tidied up for herself. But there were rare times when she finished late and crawled into her bed, exhausted. Last night must have been one of them.

			The teddy bear was on the floor, face down. The ashtray was full of cigarette ends, there were half-empty glasses on the table and an empty champagne bottle on the carpet.

			Today was a Friday; the busiest night of the week. The first clients would arrive soon, after work. Everything had to be ready.

			‘Lena?’ she called.

			Still no answer.

			Strange. She must have gone out. Florence checked her watch. The first customer would be here in half an hour.

			She stuck out her tongue, threw open the window to get last night’s stink of smoke, alcohol and whatever else out of the room. She picked up the stuffed toy, wrinkling her nose at him, plumped the sofa cushions, and then sat him in his usual place.

			Someone had been using the record player and had not put the records back in their sleeves. There was a disc on the turntable and a single just lying on the carpet: ‘Sugar, Sugar’ by The Archies.

			Lena was not normally this slovenly, but someone had been having a nice time. It looked that way, anyway. Who was the last one in yesterday? The man who always brought children’s toys. Florence shuddered. So it wouldn’t have been a social occasion. And though she went out to parties sometimes with the in-crowd, Lena never had friends over. In fact, she doubted Lena had any friends. If she did, she never talked about them.

			The single rose in a vase had shed onto the polished wood, next to the bottle. She picked up the loose yellow petals and scrunched them hard in her hand until the colour stained her skin. The bowl of sherbet lemons had been spilled on the floor too. Someone had trodden one into the white carpet. Florence knelt down and started to pick pieces out of the pile.

			She had almost all the bits, cupping them in her left hand, when the black phone began ringing. Lena had two telephones. The ivory one for personal, and the black one for business. This was the business phone.

			Florence sighed and straightened, painfully. She was too old to be scrabbling around on her knees. She brushed the broken sweet off her hand into the litter bin under the mock Louis Quinze desk, then picked up the handset.

			‘Julie Teenager’s apartment.’ Her posh voice.

			Many of the men were hesitant on the phone. You had to be patient with them; try and make them think all this stuff was normal, else you’d scare them off. This one wasn’t shy though. She recognised his voice; one of the regulars. It was one of the men who called himself Smith. There were a few. This was the large one, the married man who bit the nails of his left hand. She opened the appointment book.

			‘Sorry, Mr Smith. Nine o’clock is all booked up, I’m afraid.’

			In the appointment book, each week had two pages, split into five days. Sundays to Wednesdays, Lena didn’t work. The remaining three days were divided into four two-hour slots, starting at 5 p.m. and ending at 1 a.m.

			‘You’re usually Thursdays, aren’t you? We had been expecting you. Nothing the matter I hope? Is eleven tonight too late?’

			Yes, eleven was too late, Mr Smith said, sounding annoyed. He had to be on the train home by then.

			‘Oh, what a shame, Mr Smith,’ said Florence. ‘Julie will be ever so disappointed. She always looks forward to your visits.’ She smiled as she talked to him; a good impression was always important. ‘Perhaps you would like to make a date for next week?’

			She entered his name into the appointment book, closed it and looked around her, sighed.

			The bedroom was worse. The bed was unmade, the ashtray spilled onto the carpet and Lena had left knickers on the floor. She was normally such a good girl, too. The school uniform, at least, was folded up neatly on the chair.

			She put the dirty knickers into the bin and was about to close the bedside cabinet drawer, which was half open, when she saw a handful of pound notes stuffed in there. Honestly. Careless. Florence peeled off ten. She shouldn’t have to be doing this work anyway.

			Then she looked at her watch. It was twenty to five already. Where did all the time go? And, for that matter, where was Lena? She went back and checked the appointment book. Her first customer was due at five. Another regular. Another Mr Smith. This one was an elderly gentleman, rich and well-connected, but a poor tipper, like all his sort.

			She took the empty bottle downstairs with the rubbish and paused on the first floor to catch her breath. The students in Flat 3 had left their door open to let the air circulate. Peeking through the door, she spied a young girl, dressed in only a red T-shirt and a small pair of knickers, standing in the living room smoking a cigarette. It was the pretty one. All the boys who shared the apartment would be in love with her. She scowled and set off up the next flight.

			She left the bathroom till last. She was surprised to notice blood in the toilet. It lay as a layer in the curve at the bottom of the bowl, vivid against the white. Unusual. It wasn’t Lena’s period. She knew that for a fact. They didn’t work when it was.

			She peered at the red blood for a while, frowning, then flushed the cistern. She looked at her watch again. Where the hell was she?

			At five, exactly, the bell rang. The flat was tidy at least. But Lena was still not back.

			The man arrived, panting from the climb, and sat on the couch next to the enormous teddy bear. He had brought a present, wrapped in white paper and tied with a big red ribbon. ‘Would you like a cup of tea while you wait?’ Florence asked him, looking at the red against the white and starting to feel as if something was not right. ‘Or something stronger perhaps?’

			‘Bloody lift,’ he said, catching his breath. ‘Not working.’

			Maybe it was a good thing Lena wasn’t here. The man didn’t look like he’d survive an hour with Julie Teenager anyway.

		

	
		
			THREE

			It was Saturday morning; Detective Sergeant Cathal Breen of the Metropolitan Police’s D Division had just put on the first pair of jeans he had ever owned when the doorbell rang.

			He opened the door only a little way. Elfie was standing on the doorstep, holding a cake. ‘It’s just so sad,’ she said.

			‘What is?’ called his girlfriend Helen from the living room.

			In front of her pregnant belly, the young woman Elfie, who lived upstairs from them, held out the hot cake tin. ‘This is. Look at it. I made it for us to take to the concert, but it’s rubbish.’

			Their neighbour was wearing a brightly printed muslin dress that you could see her underwear through. And oven gloves. ‘Do you have icing sugar? I was thinking I could fill in the dip with it. Aren’t you two ready yet? No point being late. We’ll never get in.’ She looked down. ‘New trousers, Paddy?’

			Cathal Breen’s father had been Irish. Cathal had never asked to be called Paddy but the name had stuck. He looked down at his jeans. He was a policeman, unused to trousers without creases; in the Met, only the Drug Squad wore jeans. ‘Seriously. What do you think?’ he asked. ‘Are they OK?’

			‘Icing sugar?’ called Helen from the living room. ‘Will ordinary sugar do?’

			Breen was never sure whether his girlfriend Helen was just winding Elfie up, or she genuinely didn’t know this stuff. Elfie pushed past him into his flat where Helen was sitting in Breen’s armchair eating biscuits straight from the packet.

			Though they were both due in the next few weeks, Elfie’s bump was huge; Helen’s looked ridiculously small. They were both pregnant. Obviously he was glad the two women had become such close friends; he worked long hours. Who wouldn’t be glad? It was convenient that Helen had company when he was on duty. But while Helen was a former policewoman, Elfie had never worked in her life. She was a hippie who lived with a man who drove an ancient sports car, who had some job in advertising in Soho. There were days when he wished he could spend more time with Helen, on her own.

			‘It’s carrot cake,’ said Elfie. ‘I made real lemonade too. For the picnic.’

			Helen spat biscuit crumbs. ‘You can’t make cake out of carrots.’

			‘You’re not even dressed yet, Hel. We’ve got to get there in plenty of time because it’ll be super-crammed and we’ll probably have to walk from Oxford Circus.’

			‘We’ll just push our way to the front,’ said Helen. ‘Make way. Two pregnant ladies.’

			They laughed. Sergeant Cathal Breen stood there listening to the two women, still looking down at his new pair of trousers. They weren’t very flared at all, really, but he worried that they looked stupid on a man his age. Jeans were for young people. They’d look fine on Helen because she was eight years his junior. He’d bought a pair of dark glasses too.

			‘What do you think of the trousers, Elfie?’

			‘Do you like them, Paddy?’

			‘That wasn’t what I asked.’

			‘Just be yourself, for once, Paddy. Not “The Man”. Just be who you want to be. Come on, Hel. We’ll miss it if you don’t come now.’

			He scowled at her, but she was right. The world was changing; he should change too. He would go to a rock concert. He would enjoy himself. It would be great, wouldn’t it?

			‘Anyway, we can’t leave yet. We’re waiting for Amy,’ said Helen, stretching the skin at the bottom of her left eye as she put mascara on in the mirror. Amy was another girl friend. Breen had grown up motherless, raised by his Irish father. All his working life had been around men. Now, it seemed, he was surrounded by women. He was not used to it.

			‘Is she coming with us?’

			‘Course.’

			Amy arrived in a white men’s collarless shirt and denim shorts. ‘Where from?’ demanded Elfie.

			‘Portobello Market. Second-hand.’

			‘You are so cool,’ said Elfie. ‘Seriously cool.’

			Amy kept her hair short and wore her eye make-up thick. Where Breen’s girlfriend Helen was angular and lanky-limbed, Amy was round-faced and her skin shone; she could pass for a model, even in a dead man’s shirt.

			As they walked to the bus stop, Breen tried the dark glasses on and ran his hand through his hair. It was getting too long. He should have it cut.

			*

			At Tottenham Court Road, from the top deck of the bus, they started to notice the change. It wasn’t the usual Saturday crowd with prams and bags.

			From all around, the young people were gathering. They carried backpacks, blankets and guitars slung over shoulders. The men wore T-shirts or had their shirts hanging out of the trousers. There was paisley, tartan, leather, embroidered sheepskin. A woman walked barefoot, not caring how dirty she became. On the news they’d shown hundreds of them sleeping overnight in the park so that they could keep a space at the front of the stage.

			At Bourne and Hollingsworth, the crowd of shoppers parted. Two men, dressed in black and wearing Nazi helmets, strode west towards Hyde Park. People stared. The men pretended not to notice.

			Elfie and Helen were at the front of the bus; he was sitting with Amy, just behind them, with Elfie’s hamper, full of sandwiches, cake and thermoses, on his lap.

			‘I bet you don’t even like the Stones,’ said Amy.

			‘Loathe them,’ said Breen. ‘The drummer’s OK, suppose.’

			‘I adore them,’ said Amy. ‘They’re beautiful.’

			At Oxford Circus they got off the bus and started to walk through the throng; the closer they got, the thicker the crowd became.

			Ahead of them, someone was blowing bubbles. Against the blue sky, they drifted above the heads of the hippies. Amy took the Super 8 movie camera she carried everywhere out of her bag and pointed it at them.

			As she filmed them, beautiful people posed and pouted, laughed and waved.

			‘Christ,’ Breen said aloud as they crossed Park Lane. As far as he could see, there were people. Some were sitting on the grass, some were perched in the branches of the trees, some were handing out pamphlets, others playing guitar or dancing.

			There was a war going on; old versus young. Here the young were winning. Other places, not so much. Last year the Soviet tanks had moved into Czechoslovakia. In Poland, they had come down hard on the student strikes. There had been concerts here in the park before, but nothing anywhere near as big as this.

			‘Go on, say it,’ said Helen.

			‘No. It’s great,’ he said.

			She grinned at him. To be fair, it wasn’t that he resented young people having fun, just because his generation had never had anything like it; it was that so many people in one place made him nervous.

			Helen understood that. She reached out and took his hand. Keep calm. You’re not a copper today. He squeezed her hand back. Wherever Elfie and Amy saw peace and transcendence, he saw potential for crime and disaster. That’s what the job did to you. Helen would know what he had been thinking, because she had been a policewoman too, once, working alongside him before she became pregnant.

			And then the thick, oily scent came. People were smoking drugs; it was blatant.

			‘You’re not on duty,’ said Helen. ‘Leave it.’

			‘Didn’t say anything.’

			‘What are you two lovers whispering about?’ said Elfie.

			‘Nothing.’

			It’s why Amy’s boyfriend John Carmichael wouldn’t come, even though Amy had asked him to. He was Drug Squad, jeans and all.

			A uniformed copper was trying to keep people out of the road. He grinned. ‘Hiya, Sarge.’

			Breen recognised a young thick-necked constable from D Division, working overtime. ‘What are you doing here, with this bloody lot, Sarge?’

			For a second, Breen felt like a schoolboy caught bunking off. He was about to speak when Helen raised her finger to her lips and looked from left to right. ‘Shh. He’s undercover.’

			‘God, sir. Sorry. Didn’t realise.’

			‘Carry on, Constable,’ said Breen, and winked at him.

			Helen was giggling; she looked around for Elfie who had disappeared into the crowd. Breen spotted her beckoning to them. ‘Over here!’

			She was holding hands with a big man who wore a baseball jacket and Michael Caine glasses. Like Breen, he was older than most people around him. With his free hand he was rubbing her large belly. ‘How long till the baby, Elfie?’

			Elfie grinned. ‘This is Tom,’ she announced loudly enough for everyone to hear. ‘Tom Keylock. He works with the Stones.’

			‘Don’t tell everybody. Christ sake, woman. Can’t stop though, Elfie. I’m mad bloody busy.’

			‘Can you get us somewhere where we can see it properly, Tom? This is my best friend Hel. She’s pregnant too. Please, Tom.’

			‘Bloody hell,’ said Tom. ‘Always the bloody chancer, Elfie.’

			‘Please, Tom. Pretty please?’

			He rolled his eyes and grinned. ‘Come on then, girls.’

			Now Elfie was tugging Helen through the crowd, past loud activists with manifestos, and earnest hippies sitting cross-legged on the grass, past young women in cut-off jeans, revelling in the easy power of beauty, past the saucer-eyed man giggling to himself, towards the stage at the middle of the park.

			*

			The Hell’s Angels were doing security. A young, pale-haired biker was turning people away from the back-stage area. Only a few, presumably those who knew some secret password, were admitted. It was funny, thought Breen, how a generation that hated the police so unthinkingly let these swastika’d bullies take their place. Helen must have noticed the look on Breen’s face because she said, ‘Don’t. OK?’

			‘I didn’t say anything.’

			‘They’re cool,’ Tom insisted to the man on security, and the Hell’s Angel stood aside, moving as slowly as he could, as if to show his contempt for anyone so straight.

			They had made it into a small, fenced area by the side of the stage. Elfie laid out the blanket and opened the basket. ‘Ta-da!’ she said. ‘Best seat in the house.’

			‘Got to run,’ said Tom, kissing Elfie on the cheek. ‘Be good, darling. Love to Klaus.’ Elfie’s boyfriend.

			Breen was holding out his hand to say thank you to the man when Elfie asked, ‘What about Brian? Were you there?’

			Tom’s smile vanished. ‘Not when it happened. No.’

			‘They’re saying he committed suicide.’

			‘Got to go,’ Tom said again, quietly, and pulled away.

			‘You can’t actually see the band from here,’ Helen was complaining as she tried to peer past a palm tree that had been placed by the improvised stairs up to the temporary stage.

			Elfie didn’t seem to hear. ‘I think it’s sad,’ she said.

			‘Are you still on about the cake?’ asked Helen.

			‘No. Brian Jones.’

			‘He drowned,’ said Helen. ‘That’s what it said in yesterday’s paper.’

			‘Never believe what you read in the papers,’ said Elfie, opening a bottle of beer and passing it to Breen. ‘Everybody is saying he was distraught because they’d kicked him out of the Stones. It was his group, after all.’

			A band started playing on stage, but it wasn’t the one most people had come to see. Nobody paid them much attention.

			‘Didn’t your boyfriend arrest Brian Jones last year?’ said Helen.

			‘Did he?’ said Amy. ‘Nothing would surprise me.’

			Breen shook his head. ‘It was before his time.’ John Car­michael was Breen’s oldest friend; they had been at school together, signed up for the force together. ‘That was long before he joined the Drug Squad. He was still working with me on D Division.’

			‘Bloody shut up, you,’ whispered Elfie. ‘If they find out you’re a copper I’ll never live it down.’

			‘What happened to “Just be yourself, Paddy”?’ said Breen.

			‘Just don’t be a policeman, OK? I don’t know why you’re here. You don’t even like rock music. First time I ever met you was when you called through our letter box telling us to turn down our moronic racket,’ said Elfie.

			Helen laughed. Breen smiled at her. ‘It was loud.’

			‘Nothing like this!’ She pointed at the massive stacks of speakers, piled on scaffolding in front of the stage.

			‘He’s a dinosaur,’ said Helen. ‘He still wears a string vest. At least John doesn’t wear old man clothes.’

			Amy wrinkled her nose.

			‘What’s wrong?’

			‘I think we’re splitting up, me and John.’

			‘No,’ said Helen.

			‘He never asks me out any more. Every time we’re supposed to meet he calls up with some excuse.’

			‘He’s a policeman. You know how it is.’

			Amy lifted her camera again and held it to her eye, looking through it, though she didn’t press the shutter release. ‘I don’t care,’ she said.

			From behind the barrier, people stared at them in the enclosure, trying to work out if they were celebrities or not. It was a strange feeling. Elfie was clearly enjoying it, flinging her arms around Helen as someone from the crowd photographed them.

			It was a free concert and it looked like everyone in London who was under thirty was there. Just ordinary people, having fun. What was wrong with that? thought Breen.

			‘I bet he’s here somewhere,’ said Helen, looking around. ‘Big John. Sniffing around with his Drug Squad mates. They can’t resist something like this.’

			‘It’s his job,’ said Breen.

			‘Be ironic if he arrested one of us,’ said Elfie.

			‘It wouldn’t be the first time,’ said Amy, with a sad smile. ‘That’s how we met. He busted our cinema.’

			Elfie thought this was hilarious, even though she’d heard the story before. Amy worked at the Imperial in Portobello Road where the air at the late night screenings was often thick with pot smoke.

			‘He hates the Stones. Only likes bloody jazz. Like Cathal. Anyway, who’s saying what about Brian Jones?’ asked Helen.

			‘What if he was killed?’ said Elfie.

			‘Who?’

			‘Brian Jones. Tom worked with Brian. He says they kicked him out of the band. What if . . .’

			‘Don’t talk rubbish,’ said Helen.

			Elfie was handing out sandwiches. She’d made dozens. ‘I’m not the only one saying it, Hel. Bloody hell. Don’t look. It’s Keith bloody Moon.’

			Helen turned. ‘Where?’

			‘I bloody love him.’

			They watched Keith Moon passing around a bottle of wine which people were swigging from, until a man carrying four large cardboard boxes, one piled on top of the other, blocked their view. The boxes seemed to be extraordinarily light from the way he carried them. With the help of a lanky man in a cotton shirt, he stacked them up by the side of the enclosure, ten feet away from them.

			Tom Keylock returned. ‘That them?’ he was asking. ‘Sure they’re still alive?’

			‘Don’t ask me. Open them and find out. Where do they want them?’

			‘Put them on stage when they go on.’

			Helen called over, ‘What’s in them?’

			‘Butterflies.’

			‘Butterflies?’

			‘Don’t ask me,’ said Tom.

			Elfie had spotted someone else she recognised in the crowd. ‘Hey, come and join us,’ she called, waving at a dreamy young girl with long dark hair. The girl looked up, smiled shyly, gave a little wave back, then looked down again.

			‘Who’s that?’

			‘She’s going out with Eric Clapton,’ said Elfie.

			‘Never,’ said Amy. ‘She doesn’t look old enough.’

			‘Seventeen,’ said Elfie.

			‘How old’s he?’

			‘I don’t know.’

			‘Look,’ said Helen, suddenly excited. Dropping her food, she pushed herself up off the grass.

			A little way off, a crowd of photographers were snapping eagerly. A couple of men were walking towards the stage. Both were dressed in long, untucked shirts. The one with the blue shirt paused to sign a piece of paper for someone.

			‘I can’t believe I’m backstage with the Rolling bloody Stones,’ said Helen, grinning like a teenager.

			‘It’s their new guitarist,’ said Elfie. ‘The one who replaced Brian . . .’

			Amy’s movie camera was whirring as she focused it on the newcomers.

			‘The other one,’ said Breen, nodding towards the gaunt-faced young man with long dark hair and big sunglasses. ‘I came across him a couple of times.’

			‘You did?’ squealed Elfie. ‘Keith Richards?’

			‘Yes. Met him through work.’

			Elfie’s face fell. ‘Don’t say you bloody arrested him too?’

			‘Keep your voice down,’ said Breen. ‘You don’t want everyone knowing I’m a copper, do you?’

			He was aware of Helen grabbing hold of him. She was suddenly pale. ‘What’s wrong?’

			‘Stood up too quickly,’ she said. ‘A bit dizzy, that’s all.’

			She slumped back down again, leaning over into her lap. He dropped to his knees beside her.

			When the Rolling Stones came on she was still sitting down, feeling lousy, while Elfie and Amy danced and hooted at the group they couldn’t quite see. The air was full of pale butterflies struggling to take wing, and landing on their clothes.

			*

			In the taxi home to Stoke Newington, Helen placed a hand over the bulge. ‘Sorry, Cathal.’

			‘I wasn’t really enjoying it, anyway. Not my thing, really.’

			‘Yes you were,’ she said. ‘For once. You were actually having fun.’

			‘Just being out with you, you know.’

			‘Don’t,’ she said. ‘I wanted to see it. I really did. I love the Stones. They’re fantastic.’

			He put his arms around her and she didn’t move away. He was glad. He liked being able to look after her. Even if they hadn’t planned it that way, she was pregnant with his child. It was the summer of 1969, the sun was shining, and he was happier than he could ever remember being.

		

	
		
			FOUR

			When he woke, Helen was already padding around in the hallway between their rooms.

			She insisted on sleeping in the spare bedroom, even though he’d offered to buy a bigger bed that they could both share.

			‘Felt sick,’ she said. She still looked pale from yesterday.

			‘I’ll make a cup of tea.’

			She walked over and followed him into the kitchen, lighting a cigarette. ‘What am I supposed to do? I’m not used to not working. It’s driving me nuts.’

			‘It’s Sunday,’ he said. ‘You don’t have to do anything.’

			‘I’ve worked all my life, on the farm or as a copper.’ Farm girl; still had the Devon accent. He had grown fond of it.

			‘I don’t understand why you think you have to, that’s all. I’m earning enough.’

			She just blew out smoke right at him. ‘La la la,’ she said.

			It was going to be a bright sunny day. They should go out, walking in Clissold Park; it would be full of families. Boys would be playing with kites. Instead, she picked up her Arthur Hailey and started reading, ignoring him. She was still on the couch, a thin Japanese dressing gown covering her naked body, chewing on her tongue as she turned the pages, when the phone rang.

			‘It’ll be your mother,’ said Breen. Mrs Tozer usually called on Sunday mornings; telephone rates were cheaper. ‘News from the farm. The price of milk.’

			‘Don’t,’ she said.

			‘Want me to get it?’ She didn’t move from he couch, so he picked up the phone.

			‘Sorry, Paddy. I know it’s a day off, and all.’

			It wasn’t Mrs Tozer, calling from Devon. Behind the crackle and echo, the voice was Detective Inspector Creamer’s; his boss.

			‘I told them I’d put one of my very best men on it,’ he was saying in a jovial voice. ‘Do you mind?’

			‘Creamer?’ mouthed Helen. He nodded. Helen rolled her eyes.

			Anyone else, it would be an order. But Creamer treated him almost like an equal. Do you mind? Like it was an invitation to an inconvenient dinner party. Creamer was the new boss, nervous around his more experienced sergeant.

			‘What does he want?’ mouthed Helen.

			Breen put his hand over the receiver. ‘A murder,’ he said.

			On the pad he always kept near the phone, Breen scribbled down the address.

			He covered the phone again. ‘I can stay if you like. Someone else could do it.’

			‘No,’ said Helen. ‘You go.’

			‘Tied up, I’m afraid,’ Creamer was saying. ‘Prior obligation. But I’m sure you’ll be fine.’ It would be something at the golf course, or a Rotary thing. ‘Say the word and I’ll have a car on its way.’

			Breen put the phone down and said, ‘I can still cancel if you like.’

			‘Who?’ Helen laid her book on her chest and reached for another cigarette.

			He knew what she meant. ‘A woman,’ he said. ‘Young.’ As if that would excuse him leaving her on his day off.

			She nodded; she, of all people, would understand. The murder of a young woman. ‘Other details?’

			He shook his head. ‘Not yet.’

			Only last year, Helen had been a probationer in CID. She had wanted to stay on, but it hadn’t worked out.

			‘Can’t be helped.’

			‘No. Fine. You go.’

			He picked out a blue, flat-end, knitted tie and leaned in to the mirror in his bedroom to adjust it. When he made it back into the small living room in his summer suit and brogues, her nose was stuck back into her book, so close that he couldn’t see her face.

			‘Bye, then,’ he said when he heard the car arrive outside. She didn’t answer.

			*

			The young driver was having difficulty trying to turn the large Zephyr in the small Stoke Newington cul-de-sac. It didn’t help that Elfie’s boyfriend’s black MG was parked at an angle, one wheel on the pavement, boot jutting out over the cobbles. Breen got in.

			‘Sergeant Cathal Breen?’ the driver said, flustered.

			‘It’s pronounced Ca-hal.’

			‘Sorry.’

			Most people just called him Paddy, anyway. A few children were attempting cricket on the wide pavements of Kingsland Road, but mostly the streets were empty. The shops and cinemas were all shut. Only the parks were open.

			They turned into Old Street, heading towards Clerkenwell.

			‘It’s Mint, isn’t it?’

			‘Yes, sir.’

			He should have made an excuse and stayed with Helen. Creamer could have found someone else. He looked at the driver clutching the wheel, a thin gold ring on the third finger of his left hand.

			‘Married, Mint?’

			‘I am, actually. Three years.’ His hair was thick and wiry, parted on one side. Breen noticed a small gold crucifix in his lapel too.

			‘Kids?’

			‘Two.’

			He could only be about 22 or 23; but coppers married young.

			‘What are they doing today?’

			‘Sunday lunch at the church, sir.’

			‘Church?’

			‘Sir.’ Mint had the keenness of a man who had just transferred to CID. ‘You’re not supposed to call me “sir”, you know,’ said Breen.

			‘Sorry . . . Sarge.’

			He drove badly, startled by other drivers, braking too hard, gripping the wheel so that his knuckles whitened.

			*

			From the outside, it was one of the smarter houses in Harewood Avenue; five storeys tall, brick and painted pale-cream stucco. Other buildings looked shabbier. Soon they would pull these old terraces down and replace them with newer, smarter buildings.

			There were two police cars outside, and the usual small crowd of onlookers were craning to see past the constable at the front door who was muttering at them.

			‘Top floor,’ he told Breen. The sun was already high; the constable held a handkerchief to wipe the sweat from his neck.

			‘Doctor here yet?’

			The constable shook his head. ‘Have to take the stairs. Lift isn’t working.’

			‘Want me to stay with the car?’ asked Mint.

			‘What good are you there?’ said Breen. ‘Follow me.’

			Mint brightened. ‘Yes, sir.’

			Breen paused. ‘Keep your eyes open. Make notes. Lots and lots of notes. Don’t touch anything unless I tell you to.’

			The stairs were built around the lift shaft. Breen took them in twos, all the way, Mint trotting behind him.

			On the top landing, two beat coppers, one comically tall, the other squat, were peering up a ladder. Next to them was an elderly man in a brown housecoat who wore wire-frame glasses. As he reached the top landing he saw the legs of a fourth man on the ladder.

			‘What’s going on?’ he said.

			‘That CID?’ called the man down the ladder.

			‘Where’s the victim?’

			‘Up here. Bloody hell.’

			‘Do we know who she is?’

			‘Flat six,’ said the man in the brown housecoat quietly. ‘Miss Bobienski.’

			Breen asked the man to spell it, and wrote it in his notebook.

			‘Russian?’

			‘Polish.’

			‘You found her?’

			The man in the brown housecoat nodded. ‘Rats,’ he said. ‘I heard them upstairs. Went to put poison down. Saw her there. Horrible. Poor woman.’

			He was the building’s caretaker, Breen guessed. He looked at the door behind him. There was a number eight on the door. Flat 6 would be the floor below.

			The head of the policeman who had been up the ladder emerged from the rectangle opening. ‘I mean. Bloody hell,’ he said.

			‘Go on,’ said the tall copper, yanking the torch out of the other copper’s hand. ‘My turn.’

			‘Get out of it,’ Breen ordered. ‘Now.’

			Grumbling, the policeman stood aside. ‘Has anyone else been up there?’ Breen asked the caretaker.

			‘Just me and them guys.’

			‘Did either of you disturb the body?’

			‘Not likely,’ the policeman said.

			The caretaker shook his head. ‘Excuse me, please. No smoking on the landing.’ He was looking at the shorter of the coppers who was pulling out a packet of cigarettes.

			‘Hellfire,’ muttered the constable. ‘What is this? Buckingham Palace?’

			‘House rule,’ said the caretaker. He spoke in a slight European accent. German perhaps?

			Breen took the torch from the disgruntled policeman and went up the ladder himself.

			The first thing he noticed was that it was a high loft with room enough to stand in; there were boxes stacked neatly towards the eaves and a pile of old metal bedsteads leaned against one of the chimney breasts. A wooden walkway made from old doors laid across the rafters ran from the hatch towards the lift mechanism which protruded through the floor.

			He shone the torch at it, knowing that what he was about to see would not be pleasant.

			She was lying, her back arched, over some machinery at the top of the lift, so that her head tipped backwards towards Breen.

			Her teeth, slightly parted, were white in the torchlight. The eyes were gone; dark red hollows were all that remained. Her lips too. The rats had chewed away the soft tissue from between her nose and the top of her chin.

		

	
		
			FIVE

			Breen closed his eyes for a second, then opened them again. He could look at this stuff; it was his job.

			He moved the torch down again, playing the light onto the boards between the opening and the lift. He thought for a minute, staring at the dead woman, then called down, ‘Is there any other way to get into the loft, apart from this hatch?’

			‘No,’ said the caretaker.

			‘So if anyone needed to work on the lift they’d have to come up through here.’

			‘Right.’

			‘You sure about that?’

			‘Yes, sir.’

			‘Mint?’

			‘Sir?’

			He climbed down the ladder and handed the torch to him. ‘Your turn. Just look. Tell me what you see.’

			Mint turned his head from side to side. ‘Me?’

			‘Up you go.’

			Mint scrambled up the rungs.

			‘Have a good look around,’ said Breen. ‘Take your time.’

			Apart from the scratching of Breen’s pencil on his notebook, there was silence for a while. The tall constable peered over. ‘Are you drawing?’

			‘Yes,’ said Breen, not looking up.

			‘Is that her?’ the copper asked.

			From memory, he was sketching what remained of her face; the angle of her head.

			‘Jesus fuck,’ said the constable.

			‘Told you,’ said the one who had been up the ladder. ‘No eyes.’

			‘Shouldn’t we take a closer look at the body?’ called Mint from above.

			‘Not till the photographer’s been. I don’t want to disturb anything until it’s recorded.’

			‘She’s beyond help, either way,’ said the policeman, peering at Breen’s notebook. ‘Not bad, though. The drawing I mean. If I could draw like that I wouldn’t be doing this. I’d be selling it along Green Park.’

			Mint finally descended the ladder, his face white.

			‘Oi, smiler!’ one of the coppers said to the caretaker. ‘Fetch a bucket. I think junior here’s about to bring up his breakfast.’

			‘Will you be OK?’ asked Breen.

			Mint nodded, but said nothing. With his pencil and notebook in his right hand he reached up and fingered the crucifix on his lapel. You always remembered the ones like this. However hard you tried, you’d never get them out of your mind. They would be with you all your life.

			‘What did you notice?’ asked Breen.

			‘Notice? She was . . .’ He tailed off.

			‘Dead?’ whispered one of the local coppers, with a quiet snigger.

			‘Hush,’ snapped Breen.

			‘’Scuse me for breathing,’ muttered the man.

			‘A young woman has been killed.’

			‘Sorry, guv.’

			‘Mint?’

			‘Um. I couldn’t really see, Sarge.’

			‘How do you think she ended up there?’

			Mint frowned. ‘I guess somebody put her there.’

			‘How?’

			‘Carried her, I suppose?’

			‘Go up. Look again. Tell me what you see.’

			Mint took a breath. He was heading back up the ladder, shakily this time, just as the pathologist arrived, panting. It was Wellington; he recognised Breen and scowled. ‘Where is it?’ he said.

			‘She. In the loft,’ said Breen, pointing upwards.

			‘Let me at her, then.’ Wellington was dressed in a dark wool suit, too heavy for the weather. ‘I’ve a lunch at two.’

			‘I don’t want anyone to go near her until the photographer’s been,’ said Breen.

			‘Naturally, but the sooner I get at her the better,’ said Wellington.

			‘I need a photograph of the scene. He’s on his way.’

			‘Oh, for pity’s sake,’ said the doctor.

			Mint came halfway down the ladder, eyes wide.

			‘Well?’

			‘She must have been put on top of the lift on another floor.’

			‘Good,’ said Breen. ‘What made you think that?’

			He came back down and dug into his jacket for his notebook. ‘There would have been steps in the dust if somebody had taken her up there this way.’

			‘Write it down, then.’

			‘What is this? Sunday school?’ Wellington took a pipe out of his pocket and put it in his mouth.

			‘No smoking on the landing,’ said the caretaker.

			‘I’ll smoke where I bloody like.’ Wellington shook a box of matches. ‘Just let me get on with my job, Paddy.’

			‘When did the lift stop working?’ Breen asked the caretaker.

			‘Friday morning, probably,’ he said.

			‘Probably?’

			‘I don’t use it. But I clean it in the mornings. It wasn’t functioning.’

			‘She’s probably been dead three days, Wellington. Another hour won’t hurt.’

			‘Not her I was thinking about. Another hour? Bloody hell, Paddy.’ He looked at his watch.

			‘Is there somewhere we can talk?’ Breen said to the caretaker.

			The caretaker eyed Wellington holding a match above the bowl of his pipe but said nothing. He nodded towards Flat 7 on the other side of the landing.

			‘Come with me,’ Breen said to Mint.

			It wasn’t a flat, it was a bed-sitting room, with an old sofa covered in blankets next to a gas fire and facing an old black-and-white TV. There was a curtain across the room, blocking most of the light from the windows; Breen guessed the man’s bed was on the other side of it. Bookshelves were filled with boxes of all sizes – old cardboard shoeboxes, wooden cigar boxes, biscuit tins, tobacco tins – all full of doorknobs, sash weights, screws, hinges and the other paraphernalia of an odd-jobs man. His name was Benjamin Haas, he said, and he had worked here since shortly after the war.

			‘She was a working girl,’ he said, shrugging. He filled a kettle from the sink and put it on a small gas hob.

			‘A prostitute?’

			‘If you like,’ he said. ‘A hard-working girl.’ He had a mid-European accent. ‘Always paid her rent. Always polite.’

			‘Friends, relations?’

			‘Only a maid.’

			‘Name?’

			‘I know only her first name, Florence. Maybe that’s her real name. Maybe it isn’t. It is not my job to ask.’

			‘So you don’t have an address for her?’ Spooning tea into a large brown pot, Haas shook his head.

			‘What about the lift. What was wrong with it?’

			‘The electric motor is finished. The repair man coming. But he doesn’t come yet.’

			‘It was definitely out of action on Friday morning, you say.’

			The body was on top of a lift in an open shaft; it would have been visible if the elevator car had descended.

			‘Did she have a boyfriend? Husband?’

			Again, he shook his head. ‘I don’t think so.’

			‘Pimp?’

			‘No no no. She wasn’t one of those girls. You don’t understand.’

			‘What about any arguments? Any falling out? Did you have any problems with her?’

			‘Only pop music. She plays pop music a lot. And loud. Terrible music.’ He smiled. ‘Bang bang bang. Yeah yeah yeah.’

			Breen looked around the room. There were dusty hardback books piled on the floor.

			‘You live here on your own?’

			He put a tray on a stool; the teapot, three white mugs, a box of sugar cubes and a half-pint bottle of milk. Then he waved his arm around the room and smiled. ‘Obviously.’

			‘You liked Miss –’ Breen checked the name in his notebook – ‘Bobienski, though.’

			‘She is half my age. Was,’ said Haas.

			‘Are you Polish, too?’

			‘Austrian,’ said Haas. ‘As a rule, I dislike the Poles. After all, they, as a rule, dislike Jews, so I dislike them, but I liked her. She was different. She had . . . Charakter.’

			‘Character.’

			‘Yes.’ He poured three cups of tea.

			‘Had she been here long?’

			‘Only two years.’ The man rubbed his lips and then scratched at his arm.

			Mint, who had been silent all this time, leaned forward and took his tea. Breen left his. ‘She was a prostitute,’ Breen said.

			‘We do what we have to do,’ said Haas. He waved his hand around him. ‘In Austria, I used to be a cello player in the ­Philharmonic Orchestra. Now I fix taps that drip.’

			‘You maintained the lift?’

			‘That . . . no. Too kompliziert.’

			‘Did she have regular customers?’

			‘Of course. She was a pretty girl.’

			‘Would you recognise them?’

			‘Men do not visit prostitutes in order to be recognised. In the evenings, I stay in my room and listen to the radio.’

			Breen wondered if the guardedness of his answers came from being an outsider, from speaking a second language, or something more.

			‘Did she pay her rent on time?’

			‘I am just the caretaker. But I have never heard any complaints from the landlord.’

			‘You might tell him that it’s an offence under the Sexual Offences Act to let out premises as a brothel.’

			Haas shrugged. ‘So? Maybe close down all the hotels here also.’

			‘Who else lives in the building?’

			Four of the flats were empty, said the caretaker. One was awaiting a new tenant. One contained an elderly couple who had been away on holiday since the end of June. One of the basement flats housed a French family who returned home every summer. The husband worked in a restaurant. The other was being used to store furniture. ‘On the first floor there are four students, from the University of London. Below that, Mr Payne,’ he said.

			‘What does he do?’

			‘Old man,’ said Haas. ‘He is retired.’

			Breen turned to Mint on the sofa next to him. ‘Do you have any questions?’

			‘Me?’ Mint sat clutching his tea, blushing under his thick dark hair.

			‘For example, when Haas last saw Miss . . .’

			‘Bobienski,’ said the caretaker. ‘On Thursday. Her pipes were making noises. She asked me to fix them.’

			‘Were you aware of men coming to visit that evening. On Thursday?’ asked Breen.

			‘As I say, I make it my job not to be aware of these things,’ he said.

			Mint finally opened his mouth to speak. ‘So can you account for your movements between Thursday night and . . .’

			‘Saturday morning?’ suggested Breen.

			‘Yes,’ said Mint. ‘Can you account for your movements between Thursday night and Saturday morning?’

			‘Of course I can,’ said Haas. ‘I was here. I went to the shops to buy food and some hardware. I came home. I listened to the radio. They played organ music by Couperin.’

			‘And Saturday?’

			‘They played Handel, I think.’

			‘No,’ said Mint. ‘In the morning?’

			‘Maybe I went to Bloom’s. For lunch.’

			Breen said, ‘Blooms? In Whitechapel? That’s the other side of London. Just for lunch?’

			‘I like the food. It’s what my mother used to make.’ It was a kosher restaurant; all the Brick Lane Jews ate there.

			‘Who did you eat with?’ said Mint.

			‘Alone.’ He shrugged.

			Breen said, ‘You went all the way to the East End to eat a meal on your own?’

			‘It is a very nice meal,’ said Haas simply.

			‘So you have no alibi?’ said Mint.

			‘I do not know that word,’ said the caretaker, looking at Breen for an explanation.

			‘My colleague means that we only have your word for it – because you were alone.’

			Haas shrugged, looked away. ‘Ah. Alibi. I understand. Yes. You have only my word.’ He stood and turned his back to them.

			*

			Outside, the photographer had arrived, a large man, grumbling about having to lift his lights up the stairs. ‘About bloody time,’ said Wellington.

			Breen and Mint followed the caretaker down to the floor below.

			‘Crikey,’ was the first thing Mint said when he saw the pinkness of the room. They stood on the white carpet, looking around the room, gazing at the artifice of it. There was a pile of Jackie magazines on the table. The giant teddy bear sat on the sofa, as if watching them.

			The Beatles smiled.

			‘And how old was she?’ asked Breen.

			‘I don’t know. No no no. This was all theatre business.’

			‘Theatre business?’

			‘Täuschung. Illusion. Her job. She was not a child. She was a woman.’

			‘I don’t understand.’

			There was a small kitchenette to the right of the front door; a large main room, and two bedrooms. The first bedroom was the bigger of the two. Like the living room, almost everything in it was pink, including the bedsheets. It was a double bed, with a Union Jack bedcover and a yellow cloth rabbit placed on top of the pillows.

			There were toys on the floor. A doll’s house. A pink Dansette record player. All over the bedroom walls were more photographs of pop stars, stuck with Sellotape. Breen recognised some of them: The Kinks, The Who, Mary Hopkin, The Monkees.

			‘She pretended,’ said Haas. ‘Swinging London. You know?’

			Among the photographs, Breen noticed the picture of a soft-faced young man with bright white hair. He was clutching a guitar. The photo was signed in black felt pen. ‘Best wishes.’ The signature was indecipherable.

			‘Who’s that?’ he asked Mint.

			‘It’s that dead bloke, Sarge,’ he said. ‘In the papers.’

			There was a dressing table artfully scattered with bottles of colourful nail varnish and make-up.

			‘And this was her bedroom?’

			Breen pulled a handkerchief from his pocket, put it around the wardrobe door handle to open it.

			‘No. This was where she worked. Her own bedroom was across the corridor.

			One half was full of ordinary clothes, a mac, a cocktail dress. The other side was full of what appeared to be costumes.

			There were three school uniforms and a pink flouncy thing with ruffles, several brightly patterned miniskirts, tops with stripes and polka dots, and two pairs of bright, patent-leather thigh-length boots.

			‘She was a specialist,’ said Haas. ‘She knew how much you English men liked young girls. That was the name she used. Julie Teenager. She was quite well known, I believe. A pop star.’

			‘Julie Teenager?’

			‘And you didn’t have any problem with that? In your house?’ asked Mint.

			‘It is not my house,’ he said flatly.

			‘Must have cost a bit to rent this place,’ said Breen.

			‘Nineteen pounds ten a week,’ said Haas.

			Mint raised his eyebrows. It was a lot for a flat in London, especially around here; Breen paid less than a quarter of that, but that was in Stoke Newington. ‘She must have been earning a whack, then,’ said Mint.

			‘I never asked her.’

			‘You have the key to this flat. When you didn’t see her, did you let yourself in?’

			‘No. Miss Bobienski’s maid Florence knocked on my door on Friday night to ask if I had seen her. She was worried. She had heard nothing from her. There were men coming.’

			‘Customers.’

			‘Exactly.’

			‘But she didn’t report anything to the police?’

			Haas smiled. ‘Obviously not. The police do not always treat people like her well, perhaps.’

			‘So the maid had a key too?’

			The caretaker nodded.

			‘Friday night? And the lift was definitely not working then?’

			‘As I have said.’

			‘She dressed up as a teenager?’ asked Mint. ‘For men?’ He looked shocked.

			‘She looked younger than she was, I think,’ said Haas.

			They crossed the corridor. In contrast to the other frivolous rooms, this was monastic. A small space, with a single high window that faced out onto the back of the building, a colour television and a shelf full of novels. On her dressing table here, a small family photograph taken at some smart event.

			Breen picked it up. A couple with a young boy and an infant. The man wore an RAF uniform and held the hand of the young boy dressed in a stiff suit. The woman wore a hat with a single feather in it and clutched the baby in her arms. It looked like it had been taken during the war. He stared at it for a second.

			‘She never talked about them,’ said Haas, before Breen’d even asked the question. ‘It is a tragedy, now you see the family. He fought Nazis, you see?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘Royal Air Force.’ Haas stood stiffly alongside him as Breen flicked open the clips on the back of the wooden frame and took out the photograph.

			*

			On the landing, Wellington looked ostentatiously at his gold wristwatch, still waiting for the photographer to finish his work, as Breen appeared out of the dead woman’s flat. Breen ignored him, shouting up through the hatch to the cameraman. ‘Get photographs of her rooms too, OK?’ Then he turned back to the caretaker. ‘What about the lift?’

			‘I think the engine is broken. It’s old.’

			Breen grasped the scissor gate and shook it; the metal rattled.

			‘Careful,’ said the caretaker.

			‘Why?’

			‘It’s old, that’s all.’

			Breen pulled the gate open. She would be lying above him now.

			‘What if the lift wasn’t here? Could I open this door?’

			‘You’re not supposed to be able to. For safety.’

			‘Are you sure?’

			‘No. I’m not sure. It’s old,’ said the man. ‘It is not safe. I don’t like it. I tell the landlord we need to close it down. He does nothing. That’s why he is rich and I am poor.’

			Breen led him to the floor below. The gate there was shut. You could see through to the other side of the square spiral stairway, the brown wood banister descending at an angle, dust on the untouched ledge beyond.

			He shook the scissor gate again. It was locked. He thought for a minute, then reached into his trouser pocket and pulled out a penknife and opened the blade. He manoeuvred it into the joint at the side and pushed the blunt edge against the clasp that hooked into the side of the door. A small movement and the lock sprang free. Breen slid back the mechanism. ‘Is it supposed to do that?’ he asked.

			‘It’s old. I said it already,’ said the caretaker.

			In front of him, the lift shaft was empty. Grabbing the side of the door frame, he peered downwards. There was some litter, dropped onto the floor at the bottom; old cigarette packets, sweet wrappers. Then he looked up, towards the underside of the lift above.

			‘Where’s the machinery? The motor that makes the lift work? Can I see it?’

			‘Downstairs,’ said Haas.

			They descended two more floors. There were two small flats in the basement. Between them there was a third door. Haas pushed it open and went inside.

			Everything about the lift was ancient. It must have been installed between the wars. Breen squatted down, peered at the electric motor, looking for signs that it had been tampered with. He could see nothing obvious, but he was not the practical man his father had been. His father had been a builder, an Irish immigrant who had discouraged his son to have any interest in his trade in the hope that he would better himself. By which he had not meant becoming a policeman.

			‘The engineer says he is coming tomorrow,’ said Haas. ‘Maybe the next day.’

			‘He can’t touch it until we’ve looked at it.’

			‘How long will that take?’

			‘I’ll let you know,’ said Breen. On the way out he said, ‘Is this door usually unlocked?’

			Haas shrugged. ‘No. There is nothing valuable here. Some tools. Nothing much.’

			Breen strode up to the ground floor, then down again, and back up, counting stairs. Mint trotted silently behind him. After making a couple more notes, he walked out into sunlight where an ambulance waited outside to collect her body.

			The young men from the new C Department had arrived with their briefcase bags of equipment, powders and brushes, tape measures and scalpels. Most of the men Breen knew in CID resented this new intrusion of science into the job. They’d managed fine without it before.

			Outside, London was looking grubby and ordinary. The huge trees were still, leaves heavy above them in the quiet of a Sunday afternoon.
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