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He pushed open the door and went inside. It was a dark room, little more than a windowless tank, painted floor to ceiling matt black. The peculiar, tangy smell reminded him of the chemical labs at school and made him feel a little queasy. Hip-hop thudded from a player sitting on a chair in the middle of the floor, but there was no sign of anybody. He walked over and switched it off, his ears ringing in the silence. A red bulb hung from the centre of the low ceiling. It was swinging slowly from side to side as though it had been recently knocked and he followed its gyrations for a moment, wondering if the music had been enough to set it in motion. Cupboards ran along one wall with a stainless steel sink unit. Above them, pegged to a wire, was a row of large black and white prints, each showing the same image. Superimposed against a blurred background of trees, two grinning faces floated in the centre, cheek to cheek, arms entwined like lovers. He gazed at the prints for a moment finding it difficult to see straight in the strange, shifting light. He felt dizzy, sort of pissed, although he’d had little to drink. He shook his head but it made no difference. The light was playing tricks with his eyes. The walls were billowing gently like the sides of a tent in a breeze, and when he looked down the floor seemed to be moving. He fell to his knees, struggling to focus, and peered up at the photos, the images swimming in front of him. There was something about the faces …


He heard a sound behind him. He looked around towards the open door, saw it close, heard the lock click softly into place. Then the light went out.





1



‘Up there. On the left,’ Mark Tartaglia shouted. Sam Sparro’s ‘Black and Gold’ blasted through the Golf and he gesticulated violently towards the huge stone arch that framed the entrance to the Brompton Cemetery. ‘Left!’


Sam Donovan swerved, slammed on the brakes, and pulled up sharp in front of the wrought iron gates where a young uniformed constable was standing. She killed the music, leaned out of the window and flashed her ID. The policeman glanced at it, then peered at Donovan questioningly. Tartaglia caught the momentary hesitation before he handed back her ID. Donovan had noticed it too, he was sure. He had seen it before and knew how it irritated her. She was prettier than most, small and slim, with a neat-featured face and lovely large, grey eyes, hidden today behind Wayfarers. In her summer uniform of combats and T-shirt, with her brutally short brown hair, she looked more like a teenage boy than most people’s idea of an experienced female detective. Whatever other people thought, it was never something that troubled him. He didn’t care how she dressed or how young she looked. What mattered was that she was good at her job, he liked working with her and, more than that, he regarded her as a friend.


It was midday and sunshine streamed in through the car’s front window. As Donovan exchanged words with the constable, Tartaglia turned his head out of the glare and took a final reluctant drag on his cigarette, savouring the moment before tossing it into the gutter. He removed his sunglasses, blew a small insect off one of the black lenses then slid them back on, yawning as he stretched his legs and flexed his shoulders. He had only just come back from a couple of weeks’ holiday in Southern Italy and was finding it difficult adjusting back into the normal work rhythm. Whether it was the heady warmth of the air or the fact that he had had yet another late night, he still felt half asleep, and the drone of cars from the Old Brompton Road was hypnotic. He watched lazily in the wing mirror as a group of passers-by paused by the entrance to gaze and point at the crime scene tape that stretched in front of the gatehouse and the full width of the perimeter on either side. At least there were no journalists hanging around, although it wouldn’t take them long to sniff out what had happened. A suspicious death in a central London cemetery made for good copy.


After signing them in, the constable waved them through the gate and they pulled up just inside behind a group of police and forensic vehicles. Donovan jumped out and as Tartaglia followed, he squinted into the bright sunshine and drew in a deep breath, inhaling the sweet scent of newly mown grass. The last time he had been to the Brompton Cemetery had been a Saturday in early spring, when he had taken a short cut through it on foot with his cousin, Gianni. They had been on their way to watch Chelsea play at home at Stamford Bridge, which was just on the far side of the boundary wall. The weather had been overcast and drizzling, the atmosphere decidedly moody. It was difficult to recall now, in the heat of a summer’s day and with the area peppered with the blue-suited figures of the forensic team.


‘Look,’ Donovan said, pointing at his feet. ‘He thinks you’re going to feed him.’


Tartaglia glanced down and saw a small grey squirrel sitting on its hind legs, looking up at him expectantly. He shook his head and held out his hands to show the squirrel they were empty.


‘It’s a positive zoo in here,’ a cheerful voice said behind him. He turned to see Tracy Jamieson, the crime scene manager, barely recognisable in her hooded suit and goggles. ‘We’ve just unearthed a family of foxes from under one of the graves and there must be hundreds of rabbits and squirrels.’


‘I must remember to bring peanuts next time,’ he said. He took off his jacket, helped himself to a jumpsuit from the back of one of the vans, and began pulling it on over his trousers. He was already sweating heavily and hoped he wouldn’t have to wear it for long. ‘So, what have we got?’


‘The victim’s white, male, in his late thirties. He’s been shot in the head. He’s in one of the catacombs over there.’ She pointed away along the drive towards a long avenue of neo-classical colonnades.


‘Do we have an ID?’


‘Name’s Joseph Andrew Logan. His wallet and driver’s licence were on him, and also about two hundred pounds in cash, so it doesn’t look like robbery.’


Tartaglia turned to Donovan, who was struggling with a suit several sizes too big. ‘When you’re done, go and find whoever’s in charge. I want a map of the place. I want to know about opening and closing times and all means of access. And find out about security and cameras.’


‘It’s a South African bloke. Last time I saw him, he was in his office by the chapel,’ Jamieson said. ‘He was talking to one of the DIs from Kensington.’


‘Where’s the chapel?’ Donovan asked, as she sat down on the bonnet of a nearby car and started to roll up one of the trouser legs.


‘It’s a round, domed building at the end of the drive. You can’t miss it. Looks like a mini St Paul’s.’


‘Where’s Arabella?’ Tartaglia asked, spotting the battered, white Volvo estate that belonged to Dr Arabella Browne, the Home Office pathologist. It was parked next to one of the forensic vans and was easily recognisable by its Countryside Alliance bumper sticker. In the thick layer of dust on the back window, some wit had scrawled ‘Also Comes In White’. He was pretty sure it had been there the last time he saw the car.


‘Down in the crypt,’ Jamieson said. ‘She arrived about an hour ago but the photographers hadn’t finished, so she had to wait. She wasn’t best pleased.’


‘Patience isn’t her middle name.’ He zipped up his suit and they started walking together along the drive towards the colonnades. ‘You’re sure the victim doesn’t belong in the crypt?’


She shook her head. ‘The last time anyone was buried in there was over a hundred years ago, and he wasn’t in there yesterday afternoon, according to the bloke who runs the place.’


‘He’s in the habit of checking?’


‘No, but some builders have been using the crypt for storage. Apparently they didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary when they locked up yesterday.’


‘Builders?’ He sighed. ‘So the crime scene’s fucked.’


‘Their stuff is all over the place, as are their footprints. We’ll try and eliminate what’s theirs but he wasn’t killed in the crypt. There are no signs of a struggle or blood or anything.’


‘What about out here?’ he asked, gazing around at the dry, grassy expanse of land, which was the size of several football pitches. It was shaded by tall trees and densely packed with weathered graves and ornate mausoleums that looked at least a century old, many in a poor state of repair. Unless they got lucky, it might take days to search it thoroughly. The cemetery was well known as a gay cruising spot and he thought of the shadowy figures he had seen loitering in and around the colonnades when he had last been there. Was there a gay connection? It was too early to jump to conclusions, but if they could persuade people to talk, they might have some useful witnesses.


‘So far nothing. We started with the area around the colonnades and we’re working our way out.’


‘What time did the builders lock up yesterday?’


‘About four p.m., apparently.’


‘They have it easy. What time was he found?’


‘Just after eight this morning, when the gates opened. Someone was walking their dog and the dog ran off and pawed the door open. His owner had to go in after him. She said there was no padlock on the door and that the chain was just lying on the ground outside.’


‘Maybe the builders left it unlocked.’


‘They say not. The padlock’s missing, by the way.’


Tartaglia left Jamieson at the inner cordon and walked up the drive to the colonnades. Built of yellow stone, they ran for a good hundred feet on either side of the road, with a raised, covered walkway above and catacombs below. In the middle of each section, stairs led down to a pair of large, arched double doors. One set was chained and padlocked, but on the opposite side, one of the doors was slightly ajar and he saw light within. He went down the steps, noticing how the soft sandstone walls and mouldings around the doors were pitted and crumbling. The decay seemed symptomatic of the whole place. The doors were painted black, with ornamental grilles and two large, curling snakes for handles. He pushed the right-hand door and went inside.


The air in the burial chamber was noticeably cooler and heavy with damp. Lying immediately below the colonnade, the ceiling was oppressively low. Shelves were set into the brick walls, stacked with ancient coffins. In many places the wood had disintegrated, revealing the lead linings glinting in the light from the portable lamps. A huge green bell sat upright in a dusty corner with the bronze figure of an angel attached to the back, and a large roll of blue polythene sheeting lay on the floor beside it, along with a roll of wire, a hammer and a Tesco’s bag containing the remains of somebody’s lunch.


Dr Browne, looking like a short, squat snowman in her hooded suit, was in the next-door room, kneeling down beside the body and muttering into a recorder. The dead man sat stiff as a doll on the ground, his back leaning against a wrought iron railing, his legs stretched out in front of him in a ‘V’, feet bare, arms rigid at his sides. He appeared to be of medium height and build and was dressed in a well-worn denim jacket, faded jeans and a dark-coloured T-shirt. His face was in Browne’s shadow. Tartaglia moved closer and crouched down to get a better look. The man was clean-shaven but his face was streaked with earth and what looked like dried blood. A dirty black hole marked the middle of his forehead like an inkblot, the edges tattooed with gunshot residue. The gun had been fired at point blank range.


‘Just the one shot?’ he asked, as Browne finished her sentence and paused the recorder.


She glanced over at him and gave a curt nod of recognition. ‘Far as I can see. Exit wound’s clean. No sign of the bullet.’


‘Tracy said he wasn’t killed down here.’


She nodded. ‘I can’t check the livor mortis until I undress him, but there’s no blood spatter or anything. I’ll be able to give you more when I examine him properly later on. Now forensics have done their stuff, I want him bagged up and out of here as quickly as possible.’


‘Someone’s sure worked him over,’ Tartaglia said, noting the heavy swelling around the man’s nose, eyes and mouth. He also picked up the sour reek of vomit and urine. He peered down at the man’s hands, which looked unmarked as far as he could tell, the nails cut short and clean. Not a vagrant, it seemed. ‘What about defence wounds?’


‘Nothing obvious, but he’s got ligature marks on both wrists and ankles. They look ante-mortem. Maybe he wasn’t able to defend himself.’


With a gloved finger, Tartaglia eased back each sleeve of the man’s jacket in turn. The watch on his left wrist was a simple black Swatch. The marks made by the ligatures were clearly visible. The killer had used something fine, with a sharp edge that had cut into the skin like a blunt knife; plastic cable ties, maybe.


‘Have you found the bindings?’


‘No.’


‘What about his shoes?’


‘Double negative.’


The shoes might have easily dropped off when the body was shifted after death, but the lack of ligatures was puzzling. They must have been deliberately removed, although it wasn’t obvious why.


‘What’s all that on his jeans?’ he asked, noticing a large, dark, oily-looking patch that spread across the man’s lap.


‘Blood, I think. I can’t tell where it’s coming from until I get his clothes off.’


Still gazing at the man on the ground, he got to his feet. The killing had all the hallmarks of a professional hit although, unless there was some intended irony, the choice of dumpsite was puzzling. The victim would be around twelve to thirteen stone, at a rough guess: a fair weight, even for someone strong, to lug all the way down into the crypt. He wondered why the killer had bothered when there must have been many more easily accessible hiding places outside in the graveyard. But he had learnt not to over-analyse. Time would tell, and sometimes there was no explanation.


The stale, dank air caught in his throat and he coughed. ‘How long’s he been dead?’


She sat back on her heels and fixed him with watery eyes. ‘Mark, you know how I hate that question.’


‘And you know I have to ask. Just a general indication will do for now. He’s stiff as a board, so I assume we’re not talking that long, although it’s quite a bit cooler down here than outside.’


‘The temperature is lower, but not enough to make a meaningful difference, and it’s heating up a fair bit as the sun moves around. I certainly wouldn’t keep my good claret in here.’


‘So?’


Browne gave a wheezy sigh. ‘Rigor’s fully established, as you say. No signs of it passing off just yet either. My guess is he’s been dead anything from twelve to twenty-four hours, thirty-six at the very outside. I hope that helps. You know what I say …’


He nodded. ‘Yes, yes. When was he last seen, when was he found, etcetera, etcetera. He apparently wasn’t here late afternoon yesterday, which means we’re probably looking at closer to twelve hours than twenty-four. I can’t see anyone shifting him down here in that position, can you?’


‘Well nigh impossible, I’d say. As I said, I’ll check the livor mortis later.’


‘But how the hell did they get him here without being noticed?’


Browne shrugged as though it was none of her concern. The space felt suddenly claustrophobic and he decided the rest could wait until the post mortem.


‘Anything else?’ He started to move towards the exit.


‘Well, his hair and clothes are wet.’


‘It’s pretty damp down here.’


‘It’s more than that.’


‘Maybe someone tried to wash him off.’


‘If so, they didn’t do a very good job. He positively reeks.’


‘I noticed. So when do you want me?’


‘I’ll try and squeeze it in this evening. Hope you’ve nothing special planned.’


‘Nothing that can’t wait,’ he said, thinking regretfully of the two pretty New Zealanders who had just moved in next door and who had asked him to drop by that night for a drink and a barbeque. ‘See you later, then.’ Anything to get out into the sunshine and breathe some fresh summer’s air.


‘Try to stay awake this time.’


He smiled. ‘I’ll make a special effort.’


Outside, the light was blinding. Tartaglia put on his sunglasses and started to walk towards the cemetery office, finding relief in the cool line of shadow cast by the colonnade. Almost immediately, Donovan appeared around the corner of the chapel, marching briskly towards him. They met in the huge circle of graveyard in front of the chapel.


‘I’ve got the map you wanted,’ she said, holding up a rolled sheet of paper. As she stretched it out on one of the tombs, weighting it down with a few fragments of stone from the ground, he looked around, noting the high wall, overlooked by the back of a terrace of tall houses that marked the eastern boundary. On the western side the wall was lower; the overground railway was just beyond, he remembered. He looked down at the map, reminding himself of the general layout, the position of the various buildings and paths and the location of the two gates, one on the Old Brompton Road to the north and one on the Fulham Road to the south. There seemed to be no other exits.


He shielded his eyes with his hand and looked up at Donovan, catching his reflection momentarily in her Wayfarers. ‘It’s looking like a professional hit, single shot to the head, point blank range. He’s been tied up at some point and he was probably killed somewhere out here then dumped in the crypt. What time do the gates shut?’


‘Eight p.m. at this time of year.’


‘If the builders locked up around four, that gives the killer four hours when the cemetery is still open. But this place is crawling with people during the day, it’s far too risky. My gut feeling is that whatever went on, happened after hours, when it was dark. So – based on Arabella’s guesstimate for time of death – we’re talking about last night. What’s the locking up procedure?’


‘An outside security firm is responsible for opening up in the morning and securing the gates at night. It’s basically a couple of men in a van. I have the name of the company.’


‘I want a check on all personnel on duty and their routine over the last couple of weeks. What’s security like?’


‘What you’d expect. It’s a cemetery. The Parks Police patrol about two to three times a week during daylight hours, but there’s nobody at night. The guy who looks after the place lives in a flat over the north gate and says he’d hear if anyone tried to break in. There are CCTV cameras on both the Fulham Road and Brompton Road entrances, linked to a remote recorder. The memory’s good for fifteen days and I’ve sent someone for the hard drive.’


He nodded. ‘What else?’


‘The railings on either side of the gates are about twenty feet high, but people have been known to climb them. You know …’ She gave a meaningful shrug. ‘Beats me …’


‘Yes, quite. They must be desperate.’ He looked down at the map. ‘Is there any other way in?’


‘You’ve got houses all along here and here, apart from the entrance gate,’ she said, indicating the eastern and southern perimeters.


‘Couldn’t someone climb over the back wall from one of the houses?’


‘Too high. I’ve checked.’


‘What about from the railway?’


‘The tracks are right below and there’s a very big drop. There are a couple of access doors that lead down to the railway, but they’ve both been checked. They’re jammed shut and there’s no sign of either of them having being opened in donkey’s years.’


‘What about the offices and the chapel?’


‘All locked, and alarmed at night.’


While puzzling it over, he saw Tracy Jamieson half jogging, half running towards them.


‘What is it?’ he called out. ‘We’ve got something,’ she said, as she came over to them. ‘God, this heat … These fucking suits … I can’t cope.’ She fanned her face, which was now bright pink, and wiped a stray wisp of dark hair from her glistening forehead. ‘The main gates on the Fulham Road … they’re open every day, but the pedestrian gates on either side … they keep them padlocked. Always. They’re still chained, but one of the padlocks looked newer than the other … so we checked the keys in the office. The one the keeper has … for the right-hand gate … it doesn’t fit.’


‘So, somebody’s changed the padlock,’ Tartaglia said. Jamieson nodded. ‘At least we now know how he got in,’ he continued. ‘Although it doesn’t explain much else.’


He thought of the missing padlock from the crypt door and the chain left casually lying on the ground where it would be seen. Either the killer had been disturbed before he had a chance to replace it or, more likely, he had meant for the body to be found and had left the chain to draw attention to the crypt.


‘When was the pedestrian gate last used?’


‘Ages ago,’ she said, still drawing deep breaths. ‘Months, at least, according to the keeper.’


Tartaglia looked at Donovan. ‘Thought you said there’s a camera on that gate?’


‘That’s what I was told.’


‘Well, hopefully it should show us what happened – if it’s working.’ He had lost count of the number of times they had been let down by a vital camera being out of action, or there being no tape in an old-fashioned, non-digital recorder.


Jamieson shook her head. ‘It’s working, alright. That’s not the problem. It’s one of those fish-eye things. Pretty ancient piece of kit. Looks a bit like a smoke alarm. Anyway, it’s up on the wall of the South Lodge, about fifteen feet off the ground. Covers the whole gate and path inside.’


‘And … ?’ Tartaglia prompted.


‘Well, I thought it looked a bit odd. So I sent one of the lads up to check. You can barely see from below, but the lens has been totally covered. Someone’s sprayed it with black paint.’
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Tartaglia parked the Ducati by the railings above the canal and dismounted. As he took off his helmet, he felt the warm evening breeze on his face. He wiped the sweat off his forehead, ruffled his flattened hair with his fingers and gazed momentarily down over the still water. The sun was slowly sinking over Browning’s Pool, the light washing the neo-classical villas on either side of the canal and reflecting off the windows of the little café perched on top of the next bridge. The ribbon of tree-lined water stretched out straight in front of him, disappearing into the dark hole of the Maida Hill Tunnel. He found himself thinking back to just over six months before, remembering the murdered young girl whose body had been pulled out of the water only a few steps away from where he was standing. Today was the first time he had been back to that stretch of the canal and he felt a pang of sadness, sharp as a blade. How quickly life moved on.


He chained his helmet to the motorbike and walked along the railings towards the gate that led down to the towpath. The address on Joseph Logan’s driving licence was nearly two years out of date. He had moved several times since and it had taken the whole afternoon to establish that he had been living for the past two months on a narrow-boat on the Regent’s Canal, near Little Venice. A wide area of road, pavement and towpath around the berth of Logan’s narrow-boat had been cordoned off to enable a thorough search of his living-quarters. Members of Tartaglia’s team, helped by uniformed officers from the local station, were also busy knocking on doors of other boats and of houses in the vicinity. Apart from valuable background information on Logan, the priority was to establish when he had last been seen and if he had had any visitors in the past couple of days.


Ignoring the various locals who had gathered to watch proceedings on either side of the tape and at the railings on the opposite bank, Tartaglia was signed in by the uniformed gatekeeper and made his way along the towpath to Logan’s boat. It was moored in front of a large Victorian church that faced the canal, in the middle of a line of other narrow-boats of varying sizes, styles and colours. Logan’s was about sixty feet long, painted in dull, blistered panels of black and maroon, with a series of decorative lines and swirls in faded gold encircling the name Dragonfly. He had never understood the appeal of narrow-boats. This stretch of the Maida Canal was probably one of the most sought-after moorings in the city, yet he would hate to live parked on a dirty, smelly strip of brown water, his windows overlooked from the streets on both sides as well as the boats moored opposite. He valued his privacy more than most things. He wondered what Logan had been doing there and what had made him move from his previous address in the country.


The entrance was at the stern, via a small deck that was cluttered with pot plants and a couple of ancient-looking folding metal chairs and a table. As Tartaglia bent down to climb in through the open doors, he saw DC Jane Downes at the bottom of the cabin steps, peering up at him short-sightedly through thick-lensed, owlish blue glasses. Short, naturally blonde hair with a heavy fringe framed her face, emphasising the roundness of her cheeks and a large nose. A full rucksack was slung over one shoulder and she cradled a heavy-looking archive box in her sturdy arms.


‘Are you done?’ he asked, lowering himself into the tiny kitchen area of the cabin.


‘Ah, it’s you, Sir. Couldn’t tell for a moment against the light. I’ve still got a bit more to pack up.’


‘Where’s Nick?’


‘With Karen, talking to some of the boat owners. I was just taking this lot to the car. Thought I’d go through it back at the office. You can barely move in here and I don’t like being watched. They think it’s a ruddy spectator sport.’ She jerked her head in the direction of the porthole. The cluster of people gathered beyond the railings on the opposite bank were clearly visible.


The internal space of the boat was not more than about seven feet wide, with inward-sloping, panelled walls that reminded him of an old-fashioned railway carriage. The kitchen was screened off from the rest of the cabin and had a quaint, country feel, with pine units and open shelving, which was filled with a colourful jumble of crockery, mugs and kilner jars. Amongst a pile of dirty dishes in the sink, he noticed the remnants of a bowl of cereal and milk that looked relatively recent.


‘Have you checked the fridge?’ he asked.


‘Yes. He hasn’t been gone long. All well within the sell-by date, and I found a till receipt for some food and bits and pieces in the bin, timed at six-ten in the evening the day before yesterday. The shop’s just around the corner. Dave’s gone over there now to see if they remember him. It’s a Sainsbury, so they should have CCTV.’


For a moment Tartaglia thought of the fuzzy footage recovered from the Brompton Cemetery, which he had watched only an hour before. The first part showed a dark-clad figure with a backpack, clearly male and of athletic build, his head covered by a Batman mask and balaclava. He was using bolt cutters on the padlock of the pedestrian gate. The next showed him fifteen feet up on the roof of the South Lodge, wiping out the security camera with a can of spray paint. As nobody at the cemetery ever bothered to check the footage unless specifically requested, it had gone unnoticed. How the man had got up there was unclear, but the procedure had taken a matter of minutes, captured on the remote hard drive three days before, at one thirty-four in the morning. At that time, Logan was still alive, unaware of what lay in store for him.


Tartaglia’s head brushed the gently curving ceiling as he moved past Downes into the tunnel-like sitting room. The porthole windows were closed and, in spite of the doors at the end being open, the air was stale. He could tell from the smell that Logan had been a heavy smoker. There was no sign of central heating and the only source of warmth seemed to be an old-fashioned enamel stove in the far corner. He imagined it must get pretty cold and damp in winter. For the second time that day he started to feel claustrophobic, not helped by the fact that the cabin was painted a deep pink. A couple of armchairs covered in bright patchwork throws were placed to one side, opposite a flat-screen TV. Beside them was a small bookcase, overflowing with paperbacks which revealed a healthy interest in dieting, self-help and chick-lit. A jug stuffed full of imitation red and pink roses sat on the top. The whole feel of the place was feminine and he assumed Logan must have a partner.


He turned to Downes. ‘Does anyone else live here?’


She shook her head. ‘There’s barely enough gear for one man, let alone two, and there’s certainly no sign of a woman. I checked with MISPER, but nobody’s reported him missing.’


‘So he lived alone, on somebody else’s boat, by the looks of things. Find out who owns it and what Logan was doing here. What sort of state was this place in when you got here?’


‘More or less like it is now, although there were a few empty beer bottles out on the deck, and an ashtray with a load of butts and what looks like the remains of a joint.’


‘No signs of a struggle?’


‘No, and the doors were double-locked from the outside. I’ve sent the bottles off to be printed and I’ve bagged up the rest in case we need it.’


‘How did you get in? There weren’t any keys on his body.’


‘He kept a set under one of the flowerpots out on the deck. The guy on the next boat told me where to look.’


‘Jesus. Doesn’t anybody worry about security?’


She shrugged. ‘He says Logan kept mislaying his key.’


‘So anyone could have known where it was kept. You sure nobody’s been in here?’


‘Impossible to tell. As you can see, Logan wasn’t very tidy.’


‘What’s all this?’ He pointed at a folding table under one of the portholes, which was being used as a desk. An anglepoise lamp was clamped to one side and papers spread out messily over the surface, next to an overflowing in-tray.


‘I had a quick look. It’s mainly newspaper clippings and stuff printed off the internet. I’ll come back for it once I’ve loaded this lot into the car.’


Tartaglia noticed a small printer tucked away on the floor under the table, but no sign of a phone or fax. ‘Have you found his mobile?’


‘Hasn’t turned up. There’s no landline, so he must have had one. Maybe I’ll find a bill hiding in all the papers.’


‘What about a computer?’


‘He had a laptop. It’s gone off for analysis.’


‘What’s the progress on tracing the next of kin?’


‘Nothing yet. Maybe one of the neighbours will be able to help, or something will turn up on the computer.’


‘OK. Go and find Nick, will you? I want to hear how he’s been getting on.’


He left her to carry the box upstairs and went into the bedroom in the prow. Painted a sunny yellow, it was tiny and functional; somewhere to sleep, not a place where you would want to spend much time. A small double bed was built along one side under a window, a pair of crumpled black jeans dumped on the floor beside it, along with underpants, a T-shirt and an old leather jacket. It looked as though Logan had barely bothered to undress before climbing into bed. The duvet was rucked up and the pillows were stacked against the wall as though Logan had been reading. A half-drunk mug of something cold and grey sat on the floor, next to a well-thumbed paperback copy of Richard Dawkins’ The God Delusion and an ashtray containing the butts of several roll-ups. Either Logan had been interrupted or he couldn’t be bothered to clear up. Some drawers under the bed contained a small, untidy collection of casual clothing and underwear, all of which would fit easily into a single suitcase. There was nothing new, nothing expensive or flashy. Underneath the tangle of clothes he unearthed a handful of relatively tame porn magazines. Assuming they belonged to Logan, it seemed that he was straight.


Tartaglia picked up the jeans, then the jacket, and felt in the pockets. He pulled out a tissue and a battered Old Holborn tin with a flower painted in silver paint on the front and the initials JAL. It contained tobacco, papers, a zip lighter and a small lump of cannabis resin. He left it all on the bed for Downes and went over to a cupboard in the corner. Inside was a small shower cubicle and WC. The shell-framed mirror above the basin was cracked and it all looked in need of a good clean.


One toothbrush, one disposable razor, shaving gel, shampoo, soap and a bottle of inexpensive aftershave, barely used. Nothing else. The small medicine cupboard was bare, apart from some paracetamol and a pack of Rennies. The way someone lived, their things, the choices they made, said a lot about their character. From what he could tell so far, Logan really was living out of a suitcase.


As he turned to leave, he saw the thin, dark-haired form of DC Nick Minderedes in the doorway. ‘You looking for me?’


‘Yes. Any joy with the neighbours?’


‘Most of them are still out at work. The ones we’ve spoken to say they barely exchanged more than a few words with Mr Logan. They say he kept himself to himself and wasn’t very friendly.’


‘Well, try harder. I don’t care what they think of him. You can’t move in a place like this without someone seeing what you’re up to, whether you like it or not. Somebody, somewhere along here, must know something.’


‘There’s one that sounds promising. The woman in the boat two along, down towards the tunnel, says she knew him, not that she’d tell me much. She wants to speak to you.’


‘Me?’


‘Yes.’


‘Can’t you deal with it?’ he said, checking his watch. It was nearly seven-thirty. He ought to be making tracks for the post mortem, where Sam Donovan was holding the fort.


‘Says she will only speak to the man in charge. She saw you arrive and asked one of the uniforms who you were. I tried to tell her I’d do just as well, but she was having none of it. As I said, she seems to know Logan quite well. Calls him Joe and she’s quite upset.’


*


As Alex Fleming turned the corner, he heard the hoot of horns and saw blue flashing lights down by the canal. He crossed the road, stopped on the bridge and peered over the high railings, trying to see what was going on. A police car was parked at right angles in the middle of the road alongside the water, with another pulled up further along. Part of the road appeared to be blocked off and a couple of uniformed officers were redirecting the oncoming traffic away down a side street. The walk from the tube had taken no more than a few minutes, but he was hot and out of breath. His shirt was sticking to his back and his head throbbed. He felt the sudden familiar pressure in his sinuses, followed almost instantly by a warm trickle of blood over his lip. It ran down his throat and he tilted his head forwards, staring down through the railings at the canal below and pinching the bridge of his nose hard, as he rummaged in his pockets for something to staunch the flow. He found an old scrunched-up paper napkin and held it tight to his nose, as he tried to see what was going on down below. A few people were gathered by the railings, looking down over the water. They seemed to be watching something and he wondered if somebody had fallen in. Joe’s boat was almost immediately below where they were standing and the area around it appeared to be taped off. Squinting hard, he thought he saw signs of movement inside. He wondered if it was Joe, if he was OK.


The bleeding stopped almost as suddenly as it had begun. He crossed the bridge and walked quickly along the pavement until he came to the line of police tape where the people stood.


‘What’s going on?’ Alex asked a young woman with long brown hair, who had also just joined the group. She was pushing a buggy with a small child asleep inside and was talking to a middle-aged man.


‘No idea,’ she said, distractedly. ‘Just got here myself. It’s a ruddy nuisance, whatever it is. They won’t let us through and they’re saying we’re going to have to go all the way round.’


‘Do you have any idea?’ he asked the man next to her.


‘Not sure, but they’re taking stuff off that boat. See that woman over there?’ He pointed to a dumpy blonde-haired woman in baggy blue trousers, who was loading a box into the boot of a nearby car. ‘I think she’s police.’


‘Police?’


‘Maybe it’s drugs,’ the woman said.


‘I’ll bet someone’s gone in the canal,’ another man said, joining them. ‘Just a mouthful of that water’s enough to kill you.’ He had a small brown and white dog in tow, which was yapping and tugging impatiently at its lead.


The woman shook her head. ‘There’s no ambulance. Gotta be something else.’


‘I reckon it’s terrorists,’ the first man said.


Alex saw further movement inside Joe’s boat. Without waiting for the woman’s reply, he went over to a young uniformed constable who was standing by the tape, guarding one of the gates that led down to the canal.


‘What’s going on?’


‘I’m not able to say, Sir.’ He was sweating heavily, as though he had been there for a while.


‘But something’s happened, hasn’t it? Has somebody fallen in?’


‘No. Nobody’s fallen in. That’s as much as I can tell you.’


Over the constable’s shoulder, he saw two men emerge from the front of Joe’s boat. They both had black hair and were deeply tanned. One was tall and muscular, casually dressed in what looked like leather motorbike trousers and a T-shirt, the other was shorter and slighter and wore a suit. More plainclothes police, he assumed. No sign of Joe. The two men exchanged a few words on the towpath, then parted, the taller one striding away in the direction of one of the other boats, the shorter one starting along the path towards them. He remembered what he and Joe had talked about the other night and he felt a surge of alarm. Had Joe said something after all?


He turned to the constable. ‘That boat over there. The one they’re all looking at. It belongs to a mate of mine.’ As soon as he said it, he wished he’d kept his mouth shut. He remembered Joe’s words: Not the police …


‘A mate of yours, Sir?’


‘Is he in some kind of trouble?’


‘What trouble would that be, Sir?’


‘How do I know?’ He shrugged then glanced down at his watch, barely aware of what it said. ‘Anyway, I’d better be off. I’m running late.’ He turned to go.


‘One minute, Sir. Wait just there.’ The plainclothes policeman was coming up the steps from the canal and the constable called over to him. ‘This gentleman says he knows Mr Logan.’


The man closed the gate behind him and came over to Alex. ‘Is that right?’ He was a few inches shorter than Alex, slim and wiry, with smooth black hair and dark eyes. His suit was well cut and his open-necked mint-green shirt was clearly chosen to set off his tan. He gave Alex a tight, thin-lipped smile. ‘So you’re a friend of Mr Logan’s?’


‘I don’t know him well,’ Alex said hastily. ‘He’s not a close friend or anything. We just have the odd bevy in the pub from time to time, that’s all.’ He made it sound casual, hoping his anxiety didn’t show. If he kept it simple, hopefully they’d let him go. ‘What’s happened?’


‘I’ll come to that in a minute, Sir,’ the man said, still smiling as he felt in his breast pocket and handed a business card to Alex. Below the Metropolitan Police logo was the name, D.C. Nick Minderedes. Alex folded his arms tightly around himself, wondering what Joe had done. Had he gone to the police after all? Was that what this was all about?


‘Are you alright?’ Minderedes asked, looking at him in a way that made him feel even more uncomfortable.


‘Yes. Why?’


‘It’s just you’ve got blood on your face and shirt.’


‘Oh. Oh that.’ He realised he was still clutching the bloodstained napkin. He balled it in his fist. ‘I’m fine. I’ve just had a nosebleed, that’s all. It’s the heat.’ He wiped his top lip with the back of his hand. He felt the sweat pricking his face, running down his neck and back. He must look a sight.


Still studying him, Minderedes took out a notebook and pen. ‘Perhaps you could start by giving me your name?’


‘Why do you want my name? I just want to know what’s happened, that’s all.’


‘Routine, Sir, I’m afraid.’


‘This doesn’t seem very routine. Why won’t you tell me what’s going on? Has something happened to Joe?’


‘Can you just let me have your name for the record? My governor will give me grief if I don’t do it by the book.’


Alex took a deep breath and nodded. He should never have stopped in the first place, should never have asked any stupid questions. ‘My name’s Tim. Tim Wade.’ It was the first name that came to mind, probably because he and Joe had been talking about Tim only the other day.


‘And your contact details?’


Not wanting to give Tim’s real details, Alex gave the address of an old family friend who lived nearby. It sounded plausible and it was all he could think of. It seemed to satisfy Minderedes, who noted it down without question.


‘We’ll need to get a statement from you. Someone will be in touch to make an appointment. Do you have a phone number so we can contact you?’


He reeled off a number that he hoped sounded genuine and prayed they wouldn’t try calling it until he was well gone.


‘Do you know Mr Logan’s number, by any chance?’


‘No. I never spoke to him on the phone.’


‘When did you last see Mr Logan?’


‘About a week or so ago. Why?’


‘Where was this?’


‘In the pub.’


‘Which pub?’


‘I can’t remember the name but it’s further along the canal. On the water. That way.’ He waved his hand vaguely in the general direction. He had had a drink there once with Joe, so it was partly true.


Minderedes made another note. ‘Did Mr Logan go there regularly, do you know?’


‘No idea, but that’s where I usually saw him.’


‘And you haven’t seen him since?’


‘No.’


Minderedes held his gaze for a moment, lips slightly parted as if he had something more to say. Alex’s heart was thumping. He wanted to fill the gap with words but he couldn’t risk blurting something out. He thought he was going to burst, then Minderedes snapped his notebook shut and slipped it away in his pocket.


‘OK, Sir. That about wraps it up. Thanks for your help. Just as a matter of routine, do you have any ID on you?’


Alex patted his pockets as if feeling for his wallet, then shook his head. He could feel it tight in the back pocket of his jeans, but hopefully the tail of his shirt covered the bulge. He didn’t know much about the law but he was sure they had no right to search him. He took a deep breath. ‘Sorry. Guess you’ll just have to take my word for it. Now, please can you tell me what’s happened? Is Joe OK?’


Minderedes puckered his lips as though he had tasted something sour. ‘No. I’m afraid your friend is not OK. He’s had an accident.’


‘An accident? What do you mean?’


‘I’m very sorry to tell you, Mr Logan is dead.’
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Maggie Thomas’s boat was even more brightly coloured than Logan’s and was decorated like the inside of a pasha’s tent. But the windows were open wide, a vase of fresh flowers stood on the kitchen counter next to an unopened bottle of red wine, and the air was full of the smell of garlic, tomato and thyme from a pan simmering on the stove. It was a combination he was familiar with from childhood, coming as he did from a family of good Italian cooks. He sat down on a kelim-covered armchair in the sitting area and watched as she washed a bunch of parsley that she had cut from one of the many pots on the roof of her boat.


‘I understand you knew Mr Logan,’ he said gently. When she had greeted him it was clear that she had been crying. Without turning around, she nodded and started to chop the parsley. ‘Don’t know why I’m so upset, really, I didn’t know him that well. I mean, he hasn’t been here long. It’s just that it’s a bit of a shock. I really liked him, you know. It’s such a waste.’


She stopped chopping, put the knife down and turned to face him, wiping her hands quickly on a tea towel. She was striking-looking, deeply tanned, with streaky dark blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail and a lovely wide, generous mouth. He wondered what she would look like if she smiled. She might easily have passed for mid-forties, except that her hands and the laugh lines around her brown eyes gave her away. For some reason, she looked familiar to him, but he couldn’t put his finger on why.


He took out a small notebook and pen from his back pocket. ‘Anything you can tell me about him would be a help. Do you know who owns the boat he was living on?’


‘Yes. It belongs to Sally Mathews. She’s a friend of mine.’


‘Where is she?’


‘Gone to LA for a few months. Got a little part in a film and she’s going to stay and see if she can pick up some more work. She let Joe have the boat until she gets back.’


‘She’s a friend of Mr Logan’s, then, or more than that?’


‘Just friends,’ she said firmly. ‘I think they were at drama school together.’


‘I’ll need her number, if you have it.’


‘Of course.’ She came and sat down opposite him in a large, comfortable-looking armchair, tucking her feet up on the seat, her toes just visible beneath the hem of her flowing, gypsy skirt. Even though she was a good decade or so older than Logan, she was still a fine looking woman and he wondered if there had been something between them. It would explain why she was so upset over the death of somebody she claimed not to know particularly well.


‘So Mr Logan’s an actor?’


‘Yes. Or at least he used to be. Like me. That’s what we had in common, why we hit it off.’


An actress. Maybe that was why she looked so familiar, although he still couldn’t place her. ‘I see. What do you mean, “used to be”?’


‘Well, from what he told me, he did a bit of theatre, some telly and radio, but nothing mainstream. He wasn’t bad looking and he had a nice voice, but there are a lot of guys like that. No USP. It’s tough if you don’t get a break. There’s bugger all you can do if nobody wants you except sit at home and twiddle your thumbs and wait for the phone to ring. Even if you’ve got the skin of a rhino, it does your head in. I was lucky, I got into location work.’


‘What’s that?’ he asked, curious to know a little more about her.


‘I run an agency for film and TV. Say a location manager on some telly programme wants a big house in Hampstead for a shoot, or a gothic country mansion, they come to me. I’ve got hundreds of great properties on my books. I started about fifteen years ago as a sideline when work was slow. Now it’s more or less all I do.’


‘What about Mr Logan? If he wasn’t getting much work as an actor, how did he keep himself busy, pay the bills?’


She arched her dark brows in surprise. ‘Joe? Don’t you know?’


‘Know what?’


‘He wrote that book, Indian Summer. You must have heard of it, it won some big prize, the – what’s it called?’ She clicked her fingers in the air, then shook her head. ‘My memory’s terrible. Anyway, it’s selling like hot cakes, or so he said.’


He made a note. ‘Unfortunately, I don’t get much time to read.’


‘Me neither. I lent my copy to a friend, otherwise I’d show it you. Anyway, it was a big success. I think Joe was a bit flummoxed by it all. Before that, I think he had a job as a teacher at some posh boarding school.’


‘We’re trying to trace Mr Logan’s movements over the past few days. When did you last see him?’


‘Only yesterday. That’s why this is all so sudden. One minute he’s here, full of the joys of summer, then bang, he’s gone.’ She sighed heavily and hugged her knees.


‘What time was this?’


‘Just before five, I think.’


‘How sure are you?’


‘Positive.’


This brought forward Logan’s death to within the last twenty-four hours. He made a note, then asked, ‘Do you have any idea where he was going?’


She shook her head. ‘I was coming home and I met him on the towpath. He was on his way out and he was whistling. He seemed pretty cheerful. He had his bike with him so I assumed he wasn’t just going down to the shops.’


‘He had a bike?’


‘Yes. That’s how he got around. He didn’t have a car and he said he hated buses and the tube, they made him feel claustrophobic.’


‘Where did he keep the bike?’


‘Chained to the railings or on the roof of the boat. But it’s not there now. I checked.’


‘Can you describe it?’


‘Sorry, I’m the wrong person to ask. It was just a bike to me, nothing special about it. I can’t even remember what colour it was. Anyway, we had a brief chat. You know … about the weather and stuff. They say the hot spell’s going to break in a day or so, although I hope they’re wrong.’


‘Do you remember anything else?’


She frowned. ‘Well, his hair was wet, so he must have just had a shower. And he’d shaved. I noticed because he often didn’t bother for days.’


‘Do you remember what he was wearing?’


She thought for a moment, then shook her head. ‘Just that he looked nice. And smelt nice. Don’t know if it was soap or aftershave, but he’d made an effort for a change. He usually looked pretty grungy.’


‘Have you ever seen him with anyone?’


‘He was with some bloke the day before yesterday.’


‘What time?’


‘Early evening. Half-six, maybe. I was going out and they were sitting on the little deck of Sally’s boat – Joe’s boat, I should say – having a drink.’


‘What did the man look like?’


‘About Joe’s age, I suppose. Nice-looking fellow actually, with lovely dark red hair. Real auburn, if you know what I mean.’


‘What sort of height?’


‘Couldn’t tell, as he was sitting down, but he looked lean and fit and he had nice broad shoulders.’


‘Have you ever seen him before?’


‘Only once. In the Bargeman’s Rest a couple of weeks ago.’


‘Is that a pub?’


She nodded. ‘Just along the canal, heading west. It overlooks the water and it’s where we all go when the weather’s nice. Joe and the red-haired fellow were having a drink and a smoke. I was with a friend of mine and they seemed quite engrossed over something, so I didn’t stop to say hello.’


Tartaglia made a note to check the pub. ‘You don’t know the man’s name?’


‘No, but I’d say they knew each other quite well.’


‘Why’s that?’


‘Body language. You can tell. They were relaxed together and they were having a really good old chinwag.’


‘You only saw the man twice.’


She shrugged. ‘Call me nosy, but I couldn’t help being curious. Joe never talked about his friends, you see, apart from Sally. It was as if the subject was off limits, which of course made me curious. Maybe you should ask Sally if she knows this bloke. Anyway, she was the one told me to keep an eye on Joe, said that he’d suffered a bit from depression in the past. He hadn’t lived in London for ages and it can be tough if you don’t know anybody, particularly if you spend all day on your own wrapped up in some fantasy world in your head. So I had him over for the odd drink, just to get him out off the boat. I even cooked him supper one evening. He brought a decent bottle of wine and a bunch of flowers. He wasn’t a cheapskate.’


‘What did you talk about?’ he asked, still wondering about the nature of her relationship with Logan.


‘This and that, nothing special, really … about the book, of course, and all the fuss there’s been. I think he really hated all the attention. His publisher was trying to get him to do a lot of promotional stuff but he didn’t want to do it. They couldn’t make him, could they, but they were putting a lot of pressure on him. I asked him what he was going to do next and he said he was working on another story but he didn’t seem to want to talk about it. I think he may have had writer’s block or something. Writing a bestseller must be pretty paralysing, don’t you think? I mean, what do you do for an encore?’


‘Did he ever mention his family?’


‘No. No, he didn’t. He didn’t volunteer and I didn’t want to pry. He really wasn’t happy talking about himself and he didn’t much like living here, I can tell you.’


‘Why’s that?’


‘Well, it’s a bit like living in a goldfish bowl, isn’t it?’ She gestured towards a window, which gave a clear view of another boat moored opposite on the far side of the canal as well as the towpath, public pavement and road beyond. ‘We’re all on top of one another, aren’t we? You can’t hide anything, even if you keep your curtains shut all the time. It doesn’t bother me, I’m used to it, but Joe said he hated it.’


‘Why didn’t he move somewhere else?’


‘He’d promised Sally to look after the boat until she got back and I imagine he was getting a pretty good deal on the rent. Even so, I was sure he wouldn’t last. It really wound him up, everyone trying to get to know him, making small talk every time he left the boat for a pint of milk, keeping an eye on his comings and goings. He had some pretty funny names for a few of the people along here, I can tell you. I told him it was just because he was new but he wouldn’t listen.’


Tartaglia frowned. ‘He thought someone was spying on him?’


She waved the idea away with her hand. ‘Oh no, not like that. Nothing sinister. They’re just a load of old busybodies, nothing much going on in their lives, that’s all.’


Tartaglia sympathised, but he started to wonder if Joe Logan just wanted some privacy or if there was more to it than that. It would be worth doing a full background check on all of the boat occupants.


‘Was he gay, do you think?’


She giggled and shook her head. ‘Joe? No. Although I wouldn’t say he was particularly confident with women. He was shy. Hidden depths to unlock, if you know what I mean. If I’d been ten years younger … well, who knows …’ Her eyes lit up and she gave him such a dazzling, mischievous smile, it took him by surprise. He wanted to say that her age didn’t matter, she was lovely the way she was, but he didn’t want to appear crass. He also wondered afresh if maybe there was more to her relationship with Logan than she was letting on. If so, in such a close-knit community, they would soon find out.


‘So the only person you ever saw him with was this red-haired man?’


Still smiling, she raised an eyebrow. ‘Well, there was the girl. I suppose you’ll want to know about her.’


‘The girl?’ Tartaglia looked at her questioningly. He had the feeling that she was teasing him, deliberately keeping the best until last. ‘You mean a girlfriend?’


‘Oh, I wouldn’t go that far, I only saw her a few times. He said she was some sort of journalist and she was interviewing him for one of the Sunday papers, but they went for a walk together at least once. I watched them go, and when they came back an hour or so later they were deep in conversation, walking quite close together. At one point Joe put his arm out and touched her shoulder for a moment. It was quite tentative, but it was intimate. I’d say he was keen on her. Definitely.’


‘What about her?’


‘I’m sure she was well aware of the effect she was having.’


‘When was all this?’


She paused for a moment. ‘The first time I saw her was about six weeks ago, I think, soon after Joe arrived. The last was on Friday.’


‘You’re sure about the day?’


She nodded. ‘I’d been to the dentist and my mouth was still numb. I was walking along the towpath and as I passed Joe’s boat I looked in, just to see if he was at home. I’m not sure where he was, but she was in the kitchen doing something at the counter. She may have just been making a cup of coffee but she looked quite at home.’


‘You think there was something going on between them?’


She put her head to one side thoughtfully. ‘Difficult to tell.’


‘But you sensed a spark?’


She nodded. ‘Certainly on his side, as I said. Only thing is, I’d say she was in a different league, poor chap, although maybe the fact that he was a best-selling author was enough to take her fancy. You know how some women are, and men, poor sods, are so easily flattered.’ She gave Tartaglia a meaningful look. ‘I asked him to come round for supper this coming weekend but he said he might be going away. He didn’t say where, but I wondered if it had something to do with her. He’d never mentioned going away before.’


‘What did this girl look like? Can you describe her?’


‘Really pretty. Naturally pretty, and fresh, like the most gorgeous, wide-eyed, eighteen-year-old. And she knew it, by God. You could just tell.’


‘You’re saying she was in her teens?’


‘Oh no. That’s just the impression she gave, like one of those actresses who always play ingénues even though they’re a good ten years older than the part. I’d say she was quite a bit older than she looked.’


‘What sort of age are we talking?’


‘Late twenties, early thirties maybe. She’s certainly been around the block a fair few times. She was very confident, very sure of herself. She held Joe in the palm of her hand and she knew it.’


He sensed her disapproval and smiled. ‘I’m afraid I’m going to need more of a physical description.’


‘Yes, of course. Sorry. It’s just that I find people quite fascinating, and whatever I think of her character she’s certainly something different. She’s about my height, I’d say. Five-four, maybe five-five, but more straight up and down, girlish, you know. Greyish-blue eyes, I think, although I could be wrong, and lovely long, dark brown hair, a really rich dark brown. My hair used to be that colour until it went grey and I decided it was easier to have it blonde.’


For a moment, he struggled to picture Maggie with dark hair, then it came to him. The chocolate commercials: the silly little romantic soap that had gone on for several years, played out between a man, a faceless cipher as far as he was concerned, and a lovely dark-haired woman, all over a box of chocolates. He’d watched them as a young teenager and fancied her rotten, although she must have been nearly twice his age at the time. He’d seen her in other things too, but it was the chocolate commercials that had stuck in his mind. How funny that, after all those years, he was sitting here with her now.


The small brass carriage clock on the side table started to chime. He looked over and saw that it was eight o’clock.


‘Would you be able to do an e-fit of her, do you think?’ he asked, hurriedly getting to his feet and tucking his notebook and pen away.


Smiling, she hugged her knees tightly to her ample chest. ‘I can do better than that as a matter of fact. I’m afraid again I was curious, maybe even a little jealous, if I’m totally honest. Certainly interested, anyway. So, with a bit of subterfuge, I got him to tell me her name and then I googled her. She used to have a column in one of the dailies. Her name’s Anna Paget.’
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Tartaglia folded his arms and met DCI Carolyn Steele’s eye. ‘Cause of death was a single contact shot to the head.’


‘What sort of weapon?’ Her accent was a flat, generic southern, with no noticeable regional quirks.


‘They think some sort of nine-millimetre semi-automatic pistol, although without the bullet it’s impossible to be more precise. The head x-rays were clear. No fragments left inside, so ballistics have absolutely nothing to go on.’


It was well past midnight and Tartaglia had only just returned from Joe Logan’s post mortem. They were in Steele’s cramped, threadbare office back at headquarters in Barnes. The DCI sat hunched deep in her chair, stockinged feet up on the edge of her desk, swivelling slowly from side to side and sucking thoughtfully on the end of a pen. For a woman who hadn’t been home since early morning the previous day she looked remarkably untouched, still in the same pristine, fitted white blouse and dark grey pinstriped trousers. She had a broad, handsome face, her skin pale even in summer, as though she rarely saw daylight, and chin-length, layered black hair that emphasised her pallor.


‘What about outside in the graveyard?’ she asked.


‘They’re still working it, but so far there’s no sign of any blood anywhere. It’s looking like he was killed elsewhere. One of his wrists was fractured and his hands and feet show quite deep restraint marks and bruising, as though he’d struggled hard against whatever was used to tie him up. He’d also been punched in the face before he died and his nose is broken. But there are no defence wounds, which is odd. No obvious needle marks either. He was fit and healthy, by all accounts, and certainly no weakling. It’s not clear how he was overpowered.’


‘Maybe the tox results will come up with something.’


‘Perhaps the gun was enough to make him cooperate. And there’s something else. The poor bugger was castrated.’


‘Castrated?’


‘Yes. Arabella found his dick stuffed down his mouth.’


Steele blinked and exhaled loudly. ‘Jesus wept. They’ve got too much bloody imagination these days. So, we’re looking at something really unusual, then. Last time I had a body mutilated like that were those gay murders three years ago in Soho.’


‘This is different,’ he said, remembering the case she was referring to. ‘This wasn’t a frenzied attack. If anything, it seems pretty cold-blooded. Mercifully Logan was dead when it happened.’


‘I thought you said his trousers had blood on them?’


‘Arabella said there’d still be quite a bit of leakage even after death.’


‘So he’s shot, then castrated.’ She rubbed her eyes and shook her head, then slid open one of the filing drawers and pulled out a full bottle of Laphroaig and a couple of plastic cups. Without a word, she poured out two decent measures. ‘Here.’ She thrust one of the cups towards Tartaglia as though he had asked for it. ‘Sorry there’s no ice.’


He took it without question, trying to hide his surprise. She was not a heavy drinker, as far as he knew, and in the six months or so they had worked together she had never offered him anything stronger than a cup of tea or coffee; nor had he ever seen her have a drink with anyone else in the office. Occasionally she would join them in the pub after work and buy a round, but her preferred tipple was diet coke or slimline tonic with ice and lime. The idea of her keeping a bottle of good single malt stashed away in her desk drawer was intriguing.


‘Sláinte.’ He tipped his cup to her and leaned back against the wall, enjoying the smoky taste of the whisky. The air conditioning in the building was on the blink again and she had opened the Seventies picture window as far as it would go. The gentle, dusty breeze felt good on his face, bringing with it the smell of dry grass and earth from the Common nearby. The usually busy road below was silent and he heard the bark of a fox somewhere nearby.


Steele took a gulp of whisky, coughed as though unused to it, and set the cup down on the desk, eyes watering. ‘That’s better,’ she said, hoarsely, clearing her throat. She rocked back in her chair and looked up at him. ‘So where are we at? What do you make of things so far?’


Tartaglia massaged his chin, suddenly aware of the thick growth of stubble and wishing he had had time for a quick shave. He hoped she hadn’t noticed.


‘The CCTV footage from the cemetery has gone off for analysis, but from what I saw we’re looking for a pretty athletic man and, given the logistics, it’s possible more than one person’s involved. The forensic team have been all over the roof but nothing interesting has turned up. The bloke on the tape was wearing gloves, so I didn’t expect any prints, but they say it also looks as if the roof has been swept.’


She nodded. ‘So we’re dealing with someone organised, who plans ahead. But what’s it all about?’


He shrugged. ‘When I heard Logan had been castrated, my first thought was that the motive was sexual, particularly given the connection with the Brompton Cemetery and all the shenani gans that go on there. Like you, I thought of the Soho murders, but so far there’s no reason to think Logan was gay.’


‘You’re sure?’


‘Nothing yet to indicate it. At the moment the only possible gay connection is the choice of dumpsite. The killer clearly knows the area but a lot of people use the cemetery who aren’t gay. Problem is, we don’t know where or how Logan met the killer. The last sighting we have of him is around five in the afternoon, pushing his bike along the towpath on his way out to meet someone.’


‘So why the castration, do we think?’


He grimaced. ‘Could be all sorts of reasons. Even if he isn’t gay, it could still be sexual – a mark of contempt, or punishment. Maybe someone was trying to make an example of him as a warning to others. He was certainly left where he’d be found, and the choice of the crypt is striking though I haven’t a clue what it means.’


‘You’re thinking it’s drugs or gang related, some form of organised crime?’


‘It would tie in with the method of killing. From the little we know, Logan was a writer and a teacher, though he’d been an actor. We don’t yet know what else he was involved in, but if he was dealing it wasn’t from the boat. The neighbours would have picked up on it, plus we found no physical evidence.’
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