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TOP FLAT

130 LEYTON HIGH STREET

LONDON E10



BEN MADDOX to KATH LEWIS Producer World View Zephon Television



URGENT – ASSIGNMENT ZT/OW/12/8

[image: images]

You gave me the assignment – here’s the story supported by solid sources. The file you’re holding is photocopied but I have the originals where they’re safe, and everything can be verified. I’m working on the script right now.



I hope you’ll want to go ahead and slot this into the schedule a.s.a.p., but because we don’t want anyone ‘got at’ before it’s aired – I suggest we keep advance details to a minimum, and only on the day.



But go for it! For the people of Magayana everyone here has got to know. Also for the special female involved.



Just let the network know that this is going to be dynamite!
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CONFIDENTIAL FILE

ROYAL PROTECTION SQUAD

SECRET

Visit of HRH The Princess Royal to Kensington Girls’ High School



Tuesday, 15th October, 19.30



Security arrangements

Overview

Refer to previous briefing by Bodyguard DCI dated 30th September following preliminary visit to school.



15th October: HRH to travel by car from Gatcombe Park with detective (to be assigned when leave pattern determined), journey time 63 minutes, no outrider but preferential traffic lights on the A40 from 18.00 to be requested (liaison traffic division, New Scotland Yard, Inspector P. Lee). She likes to drive herself – fast – be aware.



Local police (Kensington Police Station) to provide external security at the school from 15.00 – liaison Chief Inspector Fallby.



School ticketing arrangements to be vetted by CID (DI Donaldson, Kensington Police Station) but approved by this office, Chief Inspector Paterson (Kensington) over-all i/c. HRH doesn’t suffer ‘nutters’ gladly.



Press access – level 4 security, local, poss. national (arts) Questions to HRH to be restricted to the business of the visit.

Timetable

12.00 School closes for half day

12.30 Sniffer dogs (local dog section) and visual sweep – liaise with Anti-Terrorist Squad, New Scotland Yard – DCI Trevor Shepherd

13.30 School declared and to remain sanitised, entry by authorised pass and invitation ticket only

16.30 Street barrier erected and policed, Lippard Street SW1, low profile

18.27 HRH leaves Gatcombe Park

19.00 Approved visitor list admitted to school building, Lippard Street entrance

19.15 Local Education Authority party arrives (5 persons, names to be submitted)

19.20 Secretary of State Education, Rt Hon Mavis Judge arrives venue

19.23 Secretary of State, Arts, Rt Hon Jim Dilly arrives venue Everyone except VIPs to be seated before HRH arrives

19.30 HRH arrives venue, Lippard Street entrance VIP line-up to greet.

19.45 Performance by pupils and official opening of drama block by HRH. Check script for swear words and suitability two days beforehand.

20.30 Presentation of school pupils and staff to HRH and government ministers, LEA party etc. according to submitted list. No gate-crashers. Pupils to be made aware of etiquette and royal protocol by school staff.

21.15 HRH leaves venue, Lippard Street entrance for film premiere, Leicester Square, see separate briefing

22.00 Stand down



NB Some school pupils and staff concerned with performance will remain in building (Drama Block only) from 12.00 on the day. No access to other sanitised areas. Those leaving building will need passes to return.



HRH is this squad’s top level responsibility but all officers to be aware of anti-government feeling in some quarters – ref. the attendance of government ministers.



CONFIDENTIAL FILE

Fran Scott – her story 1

(transcribed from tape)

Hello? Hope you can hear me because I’m keeping my voice down. This is Fran Scott. Frances Claire Scott. It’s hard recording this, but it might be useful to someone, sometime. And I’m starting at the beginning – where else since I’ve got the time?

OK, from the ‘off’, Williams is a bitch – a right old bitch, and she can know it! She hears what I say to Gussie in the English lesson – a completely private conversation about not wanting to curtsey to Princess Anne – and she goes for me. There’s no need for that, is there? Except she wants to make her point in case there’s a general ‘let’s not curtsey to the Princess Royal’ revolt on the night. Let’s just keep it to stroppy me!

And I’m not helped by Gussie muttering next to me, ‘Tell her, tell her – you reckon it, stand up for it!’ – coming over all ‘Black History’ month.

I try telling Williams what I said was private but that’s like telling a policeman you’re only doing a private mugging.

‘Nothing’s private in my form room!’ And old Williams can stare without blinking longer than any statue I’ve ever seen. All around me the others are fidgeting, slumping, yawning, throat clicking, all that stuff – and zipping up bags as loudly as they can because the bell’s gone and they want away for half day. So I give it to her straight. ‘I just said I’m not going to curtsey.’

‘Then don’t curtsey,’ she jumps all over me. ‘Stand there in the line and act sulky. Unless you’d rather not be there at all. She sits staring with her white powdered face looking like Elizabeth the First. And she’s got Liz One’s cunning, too, because she knows I’m definitely going to be there, having written the play we’re doing – Gussie and me and the drama group. There was no way stinking Princess Anne coming to open the new drama block was going to keep me away, but it wasn’t going to be easy, not curtseying, with Dad being Home Secretary.

Her Majesty’s blooming Home Secretary.

Anne’s mother’s Home Secretary, if you think about it. And what a good story that would be for the gutter press – ‘HOME SECRETARY’S DAUGHTER SNUBS ANNE’ – with ginger Mavis the Minister of Education, Dad’s best enemy, looking on.

‘Your problem!’ Williams says. ‘You solve it – but you’ve got three more years in this school, remember that; class is dismissed.’ All in one sentence as she goes out – that last threat said to me but meant for the others, like my father threatening to call out the troops to keep a picket line in order.

And what the others say as they race out I’ve blanked – like a lot of stuff I’ve blanked.

Well, by the time anyone hears this – if anyone ever hears this – you’ll know why…



ZEPHON TELEVISION STUDIOS

 – ‘World View’ – Leonard Wyatt to camera


Aut ocue

So the Magayana situation

remains unclear. Why isn’t

the sugar cane being cut?

Why are the poor landowner

farmers in the north of the

country not being allowed to

export their crop?

The president claims he has

the support of his people in

letting the sugar rot, which

Claude Chaumet, the veteran

opposition leader in exile here,

would dispute. In his speeches

and articles, Chaumet hints

at secret activity going on but at

present is not responding

to our calls for an interview.



Meanwhile, as our film has



shown, there is much



unhappiness, poverty and



unrest back home, should



Chaumet ever decide – or dare –



to return there.



Len Wyatt was sweating in front of the cameras, straining to read his words from the autocue. Using his foot control, he held them where they were, but they seemed to be going away from him, getting too small for his staring eyes. He just about got through to the end on memory and his knowledge of the story – before the studio manager signalled the cut and the red light on Camera One went out.

Ten seconds later the television journalist was on the studio floor, eyes wide open and mouth gasping for oxygen like a landed fish. And as the programme credits rolled, the station’s doctor was pushing his way through the studio doors – but too late to do anything for the man who had all but died on camera.

In the control room every alert was flashing, especially on the face of Kath Lewis, the World View producer.

‘Shit!’ she said. ‘Len’s going to be the story – not Claude Chaumet!’

‘Len’s died, Kath!’

But Kath said nothing – and no one knew whether it was a hard heart or a soft spot for the man she’d never married that held her lips pressed tight together.

KENSINGTON W8

It’s hard to get into a Knightsbridge pub with all the famous-name shopping bags piled on seats at lunchtime. But the caretaker at Kensington Girls’ High School always had his favourite spot with a pint and a paper at a table for two in a quiet corner. Mostly he was alone, but with his year-round tan, close-cropped head of dark hair and the film star teeth, wearing an open necked white shirt and a well-pressed dark blue suit, occasionally a busy shopping woman would gratefully accept the offered spare seat, knee to knee.

All of which Laurina Modeste knew. Doug Way had been targeted for a fortnight.

On instructions from D, the leader of their team, he’d been followed by the man working with her – out of the school on his regular lunchtime break, as well as from his house in the school grounds on his evening outings on the Underground. And when his operational style had become obvious – the chat up, the offer of help with the bags, the calling a taxi after a second or third or fourth vodka and tonic, the occasional success and afternoon delight – they knew he was their target. A vain, over-sexed man, susceptible, and not too bright. If anyone would let them into Kensington High on a top security night, he would.

‘You don’t know me but I know you…’ The well-built black girl with the wide eyes and fashion model nose and lips, slid into the seat opposite Doug Way. She looked like a pummelling masseuse but she sat daintily. ‘My little sister’s at your school.’

Doug looked across, took her in with a sip of his beer.

‘What you drinkin’, then?’ Laurina Modeste lifted his glass to her own lips and tasted from it. ‘Let me fetch you a refill of this.’ Without waiting for a reply she went to the bar, came back with a new beer, sipped at it, and moistened her lips with her tongue. ‘Take a taste of that. Tell us if I got this right…’

‘Tastes fine to me.’ The caretaker shifted in his seat.

‘Mr Way, as you might tell, I’ve got a favour to ask.’

Doug Way looked into the big eyes. ‘What’s up? Your sister left something in the building? It’s a half day Thursdays.’

‘No, sir, it’s a mite more than that. But we’d be grateful – so grateful you can’t tell – if you could help us out. The two of us.’

‘How’s that, then?’

‘I’m devastated. Dev-a-stated. You know Gussie Beckford?’

‘Tennis player?’

‘Kid in your school. Year Ten or Eleven, I never know which in this system here… I always reckon one good turn deserves another.’ She flashed a promising smile.

‘Know her face, I expect.’

‘See, I’m her sister, come from the old country for a little visit, me an’ her brother. An’ what do we hear? She’s performing in a play a couple of nights off, an’ guess who can’t get in to see her…?’

Doug Way regarded her over the top of his glass; he started to say something beginning with ‘Tickets…’ But a hand beneath the table was on his knee, a little squeeze…

‘If you could wriggle us two in, I would be so grateful. So grateful. You want I give you some idea how grateful I would be…?’

But she was already doing so; and trying to keep his face straight, Doug Way told her how tight security was for a royal visit, why tickets had been strictly allocated weeks before the Princess’s public engagements were known to anyone – but how he could always get a couple for himself. And against the clinking of glasses a date was fixed for a meet-up after the performance a couple of nights later, without Gussie and without the brother, of course. Gussie would be taken home by her mother while the two of them went off to heaven, following the departure of Princess Anne and the locking up.

A quarter of an hour later as the woman climbed into the taxi that Doug had called, she fished out her mobile and told her partner, ‘Jesus forgive me for what I’m doing, but we’ve got him – an’ got her!’ She changed cabs three times on the way to the safe house at Battersea where, after talking to D on the phone, plans could be discussed for stage two of the mission – the kidnap of a special female.

ZEPHON TELEVISION

South Bank Studios – London SE1

INTERNAL MEMO

SIR REGINALD FEWSTER TO KATH LEWIS, PRODUCER WORLD VIEW



Further to the sad departure of Len Wyatt we have assigned recent trainee Ben Maddox to fill the vacancy in your team. Put him in where you see fit and move everyone up. CV attached. Maddox will report to you Friday next 12.00 for meeting prior to commence date following Monday 09.00.



RF
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CURRICULUM VITAE

GENERAL




	Name:

	Benjamin Russell Maddox




	Address:

	Top Flat




	

	130 Leyton High Street




	

	London




	

	E10 19WW




	Telephone:

	020 8244 20131




	Fax:

	020 8244 25785




	Mobile:

	07808 720 2635




	Email:

	b.maddox@a.net




	Status:

	Single, non-smoker




	Age:

	24




	Personal:

	6’, dark hair, hazel eyes








EDUCATION

Sherington School, Greenwich (primary)

John Roan School, Blackheath (secondary)

Sheffield Hallam University

Cardiff School of Journalism



QUALIFICATIONS




	GCSE

	Mathematics

	A




	

	History

	A




	

	Geography

	A




	

	English Language

	A*




	

	English Literature

	B




	

	Science

	B




	

	French

	B




	

	Latin

	C




	A-Level

	English Language

	A




	

	English Literature

	B




	

	Mathematics

	A




	

	History

	C





	AS-Level

	Computing

	








BA Hons Media Studies First Class Honours

MA Journ Journalism Studies



EXPERIENCE

Holiday and vacation jobs as post office employee, hospital porter, milk and bread roundsman, casual assistant school caretaker, building site labourer, circus clown.



Work experience at Greenwich Mercury (local newspaper) as a reporter and at Meridian TV Studios (local TV news station) as a reporter and interviewer.

BBC Radio trainee reporter (8 months).

BBC London and South East local reporter (10 months) – trainee – non staff.



RELEVANT SKILLS

Professional journalistic – shorthand (100 w.p.m.) and typing (60 w.p.m.)

Sound recording, video recording, texting

Computer literate inc. website design

Clean driving licence – car and m/cycle



HOBBIES AND INTERESTS

Politics and current events:

Member of debating society at University

Avid newspaper reader (all titles inc. French)

Cinema: I have a keen interest in all new movie releases and enjoy all genres. Special interest in French and South American films.

Sport: I like watching most sports except baseball and play football and cricket. I am a good swimmer. Also juggler!

Music: Jazz and popular classics.



PERSONAL STATEMENT

I like digging out the truth and looking at it from all angles – I might have made a good detective but life in the police force wouldn’t suit. I’m great on deadlines but poor on headlines, it’s the small print, the watermarks that intrigue me.



Kath Lewis read the memo and Ben Maddox’s attached CV. From her office on the ninth floor she could see out across the Thames, and with the sun shining on the City, the water reflected the new buildings imposed among the old London institutions. She thought again about the man who had died – and who she was privately mourning. What little slicker was this, coming to fill the gap in her team?

On its space age consul the television silently played the Zephon 24/7 news channel; it was never off. A Home Office spokesman was in the street outside his Department in Marsham Street being interviewed by a reporter. Kath clawed at the remote to punch up the sound.

‘A decision about Claude Chaumet of the People’s Democratic Party of Magayana will be made when we’ve taken evidence from the local police and the diplomatic service within the Foreign Office. If we deport him it will be in the light of knowing all the facts, and weighing all the options carefully.’ He was stonewalling, he wasn’t saying more. When pressed – more petted than pressed by a polite reporter – he would only repeat what he had just said.

‘Len Wyatt would have got something out of him!’ Kath reached for her almost empty glass of red wine. ‘Had a way of knowing their weak spots…’ She turned from the set and looked out of the window again. ‘That’s what we need in this business.’

BATTERSEA SW11

Up river to the west, in the Battersea flat, the two activists – Magayanan themselves – were watching the same news.

‘They’ll send Chaumet back ’less we pull this off, sure as you get your hundred small ones to the dollar,’ the man said: Augustin Baptiste, the male member of the hit team. Like Laurina Modeste, his female partner, he was fit and strong, belied by leanness and a slight stoop; his eyes stared with the intensity that anger and conviction give.

‘But we’re gonna pull this off, no?’ the woman demanded. ‘We’re good as in, thanks to picking up some black girl’s name and temptin’ Mr Horny Caretaker. An’ when we’ve got our target – well, won’t they just jump to think again…’ The woman’s eyes were no less fired than her partner’s at the audacity of D’s plan. ‘Jesus be praised, what a kidnap!’

Baptiste walked across the large sitting room to switch off the television set; or prowled, since whatever he did was on light feet. He turned, thinking, and flicked his fingers with a sudden agitated crack. ‘Our man, Chaumet – he’s got to be kept clean from all this, an’ kept here to fight the battle. The man’s our only chance.’

Laurina calmed him with the palm of a hand. ‘That’s the big point, no? Anyhow, he will be. Chaumet don’t know about us, the Party don’t know – not even most of our people don’t know what we’re doing. It’s just D an’ his people, an’ us, an’ the Lord Jesus. Stop frettin’ on that, will you?’

Augustin Baptiste clicked in his throat. ‘Then we got a white van to steal, plus buying locks an’ chains an’ food. An’ three mattresses…’

‘Yeah, don’t forget the mattresses. We don’t want her uncomfortable, someone as highly important as she is…’ Laurina hitched herself in the doorway, big and beautiful. ‘Or you could make one a double, man! You an’ me, to keep the spirits up…’

Baptiste looked at her, just blinked once, slowly. ‘We got this job to do, an’ it could go to killing. People don’t sleep cosy if they’re goin’ to kill.’

‘I’m not talking about sleeping. I’m talking about taking your mind off things. It helps, don’ it?’

Augustin Baptiste cracked his hand with a flick. ‘Mattresses push together. If required.’

‘Can do.’

‘An’ just as easy, they can come apart…’

At which Laurina frowned, before taking herself off to the kitchen.

LEYTON E10

In a kitchen in East London, Ben Maddox was tanking up on coffee. His girlfriend, Meera Sharma, had left for work at the publishing house, but propped up on the stainless steel work surface was a card she’d left – on one side a photograph of Bobby Moore lifting the 1966 World Cup in triumph, on the other the words Ben was reading, smiling.

[image: images]

Ben let the smile go and stared down into Leyton High Road with a serious, purposeful face – just to disguise his nervousness at going in to meet his new boss at Zephon News. He washed and dried his coffee mug, hung it up, and went to finish dressing, not forgetting a new white handkerchief from the Marks and Spencer pack in the top drawer, left. And no tissues. Top men in top jobs use a proper hankie if they want to.



CONFIDENTIAL FILE

Fran Scott – her story 2

(transcribed from tape)

So what’s special about me? Other kids say I’m special, certain people say I’m special, but no one’s special to themselves because they’re them, aren’t they? It’s normal for me, natural, it’s not special at all to have a dad who’s the Home Secretary. It’s not weird to me to have a policeman standing outside the front door sometimes, or a Protection Officer with us whenever Dad’s moving about. And it’s not special, it’s dead normal, for Dad not to have a lot to do with us, what with his working breakfasts, briefings, working lunches, Cabinet meetings, tours of prisons and all that, speeches in Parliament, business dinners, and sleeping in his Westminster flat with his must-read files. Though he gives me a lift to school some mornings. He tries, but his job’s normal to him, and it’s normal to me. OK, I call the Prime Minister by his first name, the two-timing dog – but tons of kids have famous relations: actors and footballers and people in bands. They all get used to it. The same with Mum. ‘Caitlin Jones’ on the books and in the bookshop windows, writing her history books and winning her prizes, cooking dinner with a spoon in one hand and a pen in the other – living a life that’s nothing special to me.

A lot more special than all that is having my little Mikey for a brother – the not sure boy who needs his Big Sis – and when he has one of his attacks I could be a nurse. And that’s really special.

But this – what’s going on, this isn’t special, I tell you. No, not special at all.

I’m going to make a fool of myself, so switch off!

(tape clicks)

SOUTH BANK SE1

Kath Lewis spent her smiles like some people spend a thousand pounds. Carefully. They say that every living creature is allocated the same number of heartbeats before they die, on average. Gnats’ hearts beat fast, elephants’ beat slow, but there’s the same allocation across all the species. Kath Lewis seemed to feel the same way about smiles – she acted as if everyone has been allocated so many, and she was going to live to be a hundred.

When Ben Maddox knocked and came straight into her office on the stroke of noon she was frowning at a transmission schedule on her desk. She scowled at the interruption – and then had to spend one of her smiles. She’d seen the new man’s photograph but when she saw him in the flesh she knew immediately why Sir Reg had given him a television contract instead of radio. This boy was what television was all about: decent height, but not so tall that people being interviewed would be forever looking up; glossy dark hair, not fussy or making a statement; straight nose – no problem for a camera; and bluey-green eyes that shone without staring. Telegenic.

‘Kath?’

‘Kathleen Lewis.’

‘Call you Kath?’

And a sexy voice. She nodded.

‘Call me Ben.’

‘Oh, I shall. When it isn’t Shite-face Ben, or Cock-up Ben, or—’

‘Wonderful Ben?’

‘You’ve got it. Sit down.’

Ben sat; no fussing with trouser hitching or jacket flaps or leg crossings; just sat, like a polished actor, opposite her at the desk.

‘I’ve read your CV.’

Ben nodded. Of course she had.

‘And I’ve watched a training feature you did on London’s homeless.’

‘What did you think?’

‘It was crap. The concept. All the male trainees do London’s homeless, all the women do chorus girl to star. What really interests you?’

Ben was unruffled, and, rarely for her, Kath Lewis didn’t flicker away to check what was happening on the ever-playing TV. ‘Is that important in this job?’ he asked. ‘Shouldn’t everything interest me – or nothing? I shouldn’t be there as a person, as Ben Maddox, I should be there for the viewer, drawing out—’

Kath Lewis slapped her hand on the desk: a practised, loud slap. She had a special cleared space for it. ‘Oh, don’t give me that “conduit” rubbish! You’ll talk about “enabling” next, or “accessible”. If you’ve got no personality, if you don’t come from somewhere, you’re no good to a programme like ours.’

‘You want attitude?’

‘I love attitude, live for it. It’s what Len Wyatt had. You knew where he was coming from although he never told you where he was coming from. When he had a politician on toast you knew he meant it although he never showed you he meant it. It just came through. He played the neutral game his own partisan way. People need to know you care.’

‘Oh, I care, Kath.’

‘Then don’t give me job interview answers. Ever. You mention truth in your CV. What truths do you care about? What current stories would you chase?’ Now she took the first glance aside to the television set.

‘Not the rubbish on that monitor right now.’ Ben leant forward, but just a little. Had Kath Lewis been a camera she’d have had no need to re-focus on him. ‘London Underground! There’s no story about the London Underground that isn’t told every night at half past six – when the only people who might be interested are still trying to get home on it. And how many people in Liverpool care about Transport for London?’

‘Easy target. What, then?’

‘I like stories that aren’t stories; so-called truths that no one even suspects are lies. It’s not the undetected crimes society needs to worry about, it’s the unsuspected crimes.’

‘Neat. Ish. Who told you that?’

‘My brother. He works at Scotland Yard. One of the squads.’

‘Which one? Flying, Vice, Fraud, Anti-terrorist…?’

‘Can’t say.’

‘Protecting your source?’

‘Protecting my arse.’

Kath Lewis topped up her red wine and sipped at it, no offer of a glass to Ben. ‘So, you tell me – what’s an unsuspected crime at the moment?’

Ben glanced round the big office, took in the shelves of labelled video boxes, pointed at one leaning last-guy-in-the-line on a level with their heads. ‘Claude Chaumet,’ he said, ‘Magayana, what Leonard Wyatt was homing in on. Why deport an opposition leader whose work permit hasn’t expired on so-called breaches of his residency conditions? For what, putting out his wheelie-bin late? What is going on out in Magayana to make our immigration people start acting like Joseph Stalin, sending home to a dodgy fate those people who oppose their president?’

‘What fate?’

‘They’ll hang him, for sure.’

He had hit a special spot, the story Len Wyatt had been working on with Kath Lewis. Finger on the pulse, Maddox!

‘So, you’d want to get “on the road” out there, would you? Follow Wyatt? See what’s going on in Magayana for yourself?’

‘Wouldn’t mind.’

‘Wouldn’t mind?’ Kath Lewis nearly spat into her wine. ‘That’s nowhere near strong enough for a return flight to Magayana. Wouldn’t mind wouldn’t get you to Margate, Maddox!’

‘OK, yes, Kath, I want to go.’ And he let his eyes tell her how much.

‘Our senior reporters are tied up with the PM and his personal problems, that scandal’s the headline story, so why not let the new boy have a go?’ She was asking the wine. ‘Or the new girl, Bloom Ramsaran…?’

‘Oh, the new boy. Definitely.’

Bloom Ramsaran had joined Zephon a couple of week before Ben, and all reporters are rivals.

Kath nearly smiled again. ‘OK, I’ll give it some thought – just you and Jonny Aaranovitch and a small camcorder. Like you do, like Len did, I think there’s something going on out there that needs to be uncovered; a truth out there, and a lie to be laid bare here at home, close to the heart of government.’

Kath swept her arm round to take in Big Ben and the Westminster scene through the huge picture window – knocking the half glass of red wine over the displeasing schedule on her desk.

‘Bugger!’

In a neat move, Ben was on his feet and mopping up the wine.

‘Thank you, Ben.’ And she spent another smile. ‘Now just look at your nice white handkerchief!’

‘I’ll tell my girlfriend it’s blood. She works for a publishing house.’

‘You should have used a tissue.’ Kath Lewis plucked a handful from the box on her desk.

‘You’re right,’ Ben said. ‘With hindsight.’



METROPOLITAN POLICE

MISSING/STOLEN VEHICLE

Telford Grove Station no. 298




	Vehicle

	Make:

	Ford




	

	Model:

	Transit Van




	

	Colour:

	White




	

	Registration:

	N350RPD




	Owner

	Stephen Richard Samuels




	Address

	138 Hartley Avenue London E6 1QR




	Tel no.

	020 8534 85586




	Mobile no.

	07029896620




	Details

	Vehicle reported missing by owner at 07.00 hours Monday 14th October. Last seen outside house 22.30 13th October. Van locked and secure, alarm set, no tools left in van.




	
	Owner heard no sounds, no alarm. Neighbours saw/heard nothing.












DVLS informed. Vehicle added to missing lists 07.15 14th October.

KENSINGTON GIRLS’ HIGH SCHOOL, W8

‘Mind this floor! I want no scuff marks on this new floor. The lovely lady’s opening our drama block, not coming for a buff-up.’

Kenny Richards, head of theatre studies, was finishing the rehearsal. It had gone as well as could be expected, considering that things were at that stage where the funny bits and the shock moments weren’t new any more – it would take an audience to bring that first kepow! back into all that. But most of the lines were solid and they’d all stopped bumping into each other on the moves.

Fran Scott and the group had researched a strong play about some women prisoners in Holloway who put on a show for charity. ‘The show within the show’. Gussie did a sultry love song and Fran’s character tried jealously to ruin it for her, ending with a stage fight to the music of ‘I’ve Never Been in Love Before’ – as carefully choreographed as a ballet. This was the end of Act One. Now, out of breath, eyes shining with having got the moves right and finishing in time to the music, Gussie ended up with Fran pinned to the floor.

‘Right!’ shouted Kenny Richards in his precise voice, as always acting up his own safe camp character for the girls at Kensington High. ‘Upsadaisy, Gus. Lovely! But really arch that neck at the end: you’re on top: I want the proud panther look, not the fagged-out bridegroom.” He clapped his hands to kill the laugh. ‘And now, ladies, in the break – curtsey time. Royal etiquette.’ And he dropped a perfect curtsey himself, like Darcy Bussell at a Royal Command Performance. ‘Let’s get this right for Annie…’

He lined up the cast in presentation order and went down the line introducing himself as HRH to every member of the cast and crew, nodding regally to each girl. Gussie screwed her mouth to mutter something to Fran but Kenny Richards got his word in first. ‘Yes, I know I’d make a lovely queen, Gus, so watch how it’s done.’ On he went down the line, each girl bobbing as he faced them. ‘Ball of foot behind right ankle, slight bend of both knees, arms at the sides straight as an Irish dancer’s. And up.’

There were variations. Some went lower than others, there were wobbles, but all in all the drama group were good movers.
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