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  Chapter One




  Suddenly this June night there were faces here that should not be here. She knew them from briefing photographs only, some taken furtively and not very good, but good enough.

  Two. Yes, she had picked out two. That was not right. If two of them had made it this far, there ought to be a third. Where was he, the third? Where? She tried not to look about too frantically for

  him, and kept on trading and checking for forged twenties whenever a customer approached.




  She did look for him, though, and knew from half a dozen of the dimmish, over-enlarged pictures viewed repeatedly during last month’s briefings what she was looking for. It would be a thin

  face on a thinner body. To mark the lack of meat, the trade and everyone else, except probably his mother, called this lad Corporeal. If it came to shooting, was he too thin to be hit, but not too

  thin to hit her? And of course it would come to shooting. And of course Corporeal would show in a minute to reinforce those two, despite the operation scenario which said that neither

  Corporeal nor the other pair should ever get this far.




  The plan, like so many police plans, lay dead or dying, and she could be next. True, Iles had told her at the very first of the briefings five weeks ago that although the project had a brilliant

  likelihood of success it might need some adjustments on the day. ‘What Harpur would probably call “fine-tuning”, given his flair for a shagged-out phrase,’ the assistant

  chief had said. Well, this was the day and on the day the project did need some adjustments fast: a total but swift retune. Because Corporeal was not in sight, and because of what Iles had told her

  about him she found herself thinking of Corporeal as the most lethal. Stupid? All three were gifted. And to cope with the threat the three might offer there had been three principal briefings

  during May.




  







  Chapter Two




  THE BRIEFINGS




  Briefing One, 5 May




  Iles said: ‘Naomi, you’re going to be central to an operation that should eliminate permanently all threat of invasion by this fucking arrogant London gang into our drugs scene.

  Things are shaping for us. Naturally, although the plan has a brilliant likelihood of success, it might need some adjustments on the day. What Harpur would probably call “fine-tuning”,

  given his flair for a shagged-out phrase. Isn’t that what you’d call it, Harpur?’




  ‘They shouldn’t reach you at the Eton, but we have to provide in case they do,’ Harpur replied.




  Twelve blown-up photographs, most black and white, were laid out on a trestle table. They each showed one of three men.




  Iles said: ‘Colonizers. This is the pattern now. Things in London and Manchester and Liverpool get tough for them because of good police work there, or competition from other dealers, or

  more likely both. So they look for new markets. They’ll try for ultimate control of all drugs pickings here and in any other biggish urban orchard. Best you familiarize yourself with their faces. Oh, yes, it’s more than possible they’ll be stopped a long way from the Eton on the night, much more than possible. However . . . look, here’s the boy they call Corporeal, as slim as the Book of Jude.’




  

Iles passed an elegant finger over a group of the photographs. ‘They’ve done six pictures of him – above his share – compensating for lack of body weight. Real name, Digby Lighthorn, specialist pusher to the wealthy, and hence with a fierce interest in that select floating restaurant and trading centre, the Eton Boating Song, where you’ll be attractively in place and trading. Corporeal handles mostly coke, but some H, and Amyl to gays, inevitably. He does know guns, but we’re not sure to what proficiency, are we, Harpur?’
 

‘From where you’ll sit you can watch the whole bar area, and, naturally, we’ll have protective people all round you,’ Harpur told her. ‘You just behave as if you’re what you’re supposed to be – established and esteemed supplier to the Eton’s prosperous users.’
 

Iles said: ‘Notice, Naomi? This sod, Harpur, never actually answers a question, which is why he’s eternally bogged down at detective chief super. I mean, that’s one of fifty reasons he’s stuck at detective chief super. Ever seen more subordinate eyes than Harpur’s, Naomi, or more cringing teeth?’
 

Harpur said: ‘Perhaps we should stick to Angela Rivers, her cover name, now, sir. Accustom Naomi and ourselves.’
 

Iles said: ‘So very, very right, Col. Forgive me. Have you ever seen more subordinate eyes than Harpur’s, Angela, or more cringing teeth?’


  

  Naomi said: ‘When you tell me none of these three should get to me at—’




  ‘Harpur has information that they’ll certainly set out for the Eton Boating Song that day – or rather, night – but might be intercepted some distance away by a shooting

  party, isn’t that so, Col?’




  Harpur stepped to a room plan fixed to a large cork board on an easel. He pointed to a small mauve circle. ‘You’re here, Angela, in the Eton bar. This is the recognized

  pusher’s seat.’




  ‘It’s a bothersome tradition I’m in,’ she said, ‘both previous holders slaughtered: Eleri ap Vaughan, Simon Pilgrim, Si one of the best throat-cut jobs the doctor

  ever saw, I heard.’




  Iles said: ‘Eleri and Pilgrim were folk who did not have our backing.’




  Harpur indicated on the room plan all the middle area of the Eton bar. ‘Yes, we’ll have officers at most tables in this part. And I’ll be close to you here, with Peter and

  Siân.’




  ‘Harpur’s surprisingly capable in this kind of blood-all-over situation,’ Iles said. ‘His talents are heavy talents. Less nifty with the paper clips.’




  ‘We pull you out at the first threat of gunfire,’ Harpur told her, ‘probably through this door here’ – he pointed at a yellow rectangle on the diagram –

  ‘yes, out of that door, onto the deck, then down the gangway to a car we’ll have waiting. But I stress it should not happen because they’ll be stopped.’




  ‘Intercepted?’ she asked. She tried to keep her voice unnervous, but knew it must sound thin. ‘Who’ll intercept them?’




  Iles said: ‘It’s possible – oh, probable, yes, probable, yes, extremely probable, if Col’s tip is right, that a local crew . . .’




  She did not like the way Harpur and Iles spattered yesses in the forecasts, wanting to make things sound positive; needing to make things sound positive, because they might not be.

  ‘A police local crew will intercept?’ she asked.




  ‘No, no, no,’ Iles replied, with what seemed to her a very rounded law-and-order laugh. ‘Would the police prepare an armed ambush in such circumstances? That would be

  intolerably improper, Naomi. Angela. Oh, yes.’




  ‘Armed?’ she said.




  ‘Corporeal and his London chums are trying to annex one of the most profitable sites on our patch, Angela – the Eton Boating Song’s famed cocaine station,’ Iles replied.

  ‘These are large-scale business manoeuvres. Yes, there’ll be talented gunfire – from rivals.’




  ‘You mean a local crew of dealers?’ she asked.




  ‘We understand it’s a possibility,’ Iles replied. ‘This is some of Col’s rather shady information – you know what he’s like. Harpur hears more fucking

  voices than Joan of Arc, all of them slippery and bought. Now and then they get things right, and now and then is an exceptionally high rate of return from informants.’




  ‘You’re saying a local firm will gun down Corporeal and the other two when they’re on their way to finish me at the Eton?’ she asked.




  Iles laughed again, though this time it seemed more a refined chuckle. ‘Gun down? Gun down? These are rough-edged words, Angela. Who knows who will hurt whom? We can only tell you what the

  outlook appears to be.’




  ‘But a gun encounter somewhere on the dockside?’ she replied.




  Iles said: ‘The dockside does look a likely site. This will upset Chiefy and Mrs Chiefy. They believe the sweet new marina development should have abolished violence there.’




  ‘And if Corporeal and the other two London people aren’t expecting a trap, they’re the ones likely to get knocked over, aren’t they?’ she asked.




  ‘I don’t think Colin would dispute that reading,’ Iles replied. ‘You’ll ask why we’re not trying to stop that happening.’




  ‘No, I won’t ask that. I think I can see it. You want these three eliminated and these locals look likely to do it for you.’




  ‘It would be for us, Angela – if that were a fair reading of things. But it isn’t. The information is uncertain – inevitably. Not enough to justify an Armageddon

  operation by our people.’




  ‘Oh?’ she replied.




  ‘No, indeed,’ Iles said. ‘That’s so, isn’t it, Col?’




  ‘You might wonder why we’re not arming you personally, Angela,’ Harpur replied.




  ‘Oh, this is the chief’s ruling,’ Iles said. ‘Now listen, folk, I hope I would never speak a word against Mr Lane in the presence of career underlings like you two,

  Angela, Colin – that would be grossly indiscreet – but you know what a total fucking wanker he is about guns. I’d have kitted you way back, Angela. I’m only the dogsbody,

  though, and there’d be no point in arguing with the chief. It’s Mrs Lane one would have to convince, and I’m permitted few audiences.’




  ‘To get you up to real proficiency in the time would not have been possible, Angela,’ Harpur said. ‘And in any case, once you’d gone undercover you couldn’t come in

  and practise on the range. It might be a giveaway. You’re supposed to be an upper-echelon pusher in Mansel Shale’s fine firm. You must not be seen near any police property.’




  ‘You really think they don’t know who I am?’ she asked.




  ‘But most of us around you at the Eton will be carrying something,’ Harpur replied.




  Iles said: ‘Harpur’s a beautiful shot, although he’s nearly as palsied-neurotic about weaponry as Lane. Col will fire, however, if things are very, very bad, and I

  think even he would regard things as very, very bad should it appear you might get killed, Naomi. Angela. Isn’t that right, Harpur? You could force yourself into effectiveness in those

  circumstances?’




  ‘Our best marksmen will be scattered all around the Eton, waiting for my orders,’ Harpur replied. ‘We’re determined to minimize hazard to you, Angela.’




  Briefing Two, 18 May




  The sessions had taken place in what Iles referred to as a ‘safeish house’ rented for six months in the name of a woman he knew. Naomi was not sure who she was:

  Harpur had told her it might be one of the ACC’s revered Ulster great-aunts, or a seventeen-year-old ethnic whore Iles revered very frequently in his car and so on. The house was at a decent

  end of the city and Naomi had to travel there by two taxis: hailed taxis, never picked up at ranks. She would go into the city centre first from her newly provided hideaway flat, then switch after

  a bit of a look around behind her. Harpur and Iles arrived separately at the house, driving partway and then a walk. She always left first. She had the idea that neither Iles nor Harpur would trust

  the other not to try something if one to one with her. But since Harpur was her undercover controller she would have to work alone with him eventually, suppose it came to eventually. Iles liked

  having the house in a rich district; regarded high-calibre suburbia as a good disguise. Harpur had decided it would be unwise to meet in her flat or in his place or Iles’s.




  Harpur brought the pictures, diagrams and sketches in a holdall and displayed them fresh each time. He also brought three pistols each time and matched them at the beginning of every briefing

  with the three London men. Corporeal always used a 9mm eight-round Parabellum Walther, and the other two Browning FN 140DA automatics with twelve-round magazines. She did not understand why it was

  important for her to know this. If someone, or more than one, started banging off at you in the small space of a restaurant bar, you would not be interested in what type of weapon, weapons, were

  cutting you in half, nor in how many bullets were available to do it. But she listened, nodded, memorized.




  Iles stacked the pictures of Corporeal. ‘We’ve got him fixed in the mind, I’d say, wouldn’t you, Angela? Shall we look at the other two now?’ He displayed the six

  remaining photographs. But then he suddenly went back to the half-dozen of Corporeal and fanned them out again. ‘I’m glad there are more of him, and not just because he’s so damn

  lean. I want to stress that if there were to be any danger to you – very, very if but if there were – suppose somehow they dodged the ambush – in that case it’s

  from Corporeal the peril would most likely come. He will feel the Eton is so him, the way Thatcher knew she was right for Prime Minister.’




  ‘You mean that if I’m there, apparently trading, Corporeal’s going to see me as the opposition, to be removed?’ she asked.




  ‘This is a possibility,’ Iles replied.




  The house was furnished in real upper-management opulence, though the old, splintered easel and cork board had been imported from headquarters, plus the trestle table. If you thought about that

  kind of stuff being brought in from a van, you had to wonder about the anonymity of this safeish house. She and Harpur were seated now, in wide cream-beige armchairs, while Iles stood near the

  table, occasionally holding up one or more photographs. They drank tea which Iles had made and served in delightful, fine flower-decorated china. ‘You’ve planned it like this,

  haven’t you?’ she asked Iles. ‘I’m bait. Have you actually agreed it with Shale and his partner, Panicking Ralph – their fortunate interception? There’s a little

  blitz alliance? That’s why I asked whether they know who I am. It would be a nice operation, wouldn’t it: get rid of the London invaders and everything reverts to the healthy, peaceful

  scene where Shale’s and Panicking’s combined firms are tolerated?’




  Iles chuckled at this. ‘The chief is entirely opposed to such blind-eye arrangements with the police, even in the interests of peace,’ he replied. ‘That would totally offend

  his notion of the right.’




  ‘The chief doesn’t run this domain,’ Naomi replied.




  ‘Well, Angela, Mrs Lane plus the chief are a very compelling influence,’ Iles replied.




  ‘You run the domain, Mr Iles,’ Naomi replied. ‘Doesn’t he, Mr Harpur?’




  ‘Here’s the one they call Lovely Mover,’ Iles replied, a photograph displayed for her in each of his hands. ‘Delightful clothing on supple limbs. Lincoln W. Lincoln, who

  came on ahead of the other two to our region. Pathfinder. Explorer. Business emissary. Carries the automatic in a left-mounted shoulder holster under this gorgeous, generously cut jacket. Yes,

  probably did one of your predecessors as queen of the Eton bar – Eleri, that lovely old rogue. Might have done Si Pilgrim too, though we don’t have LWL down as a throat guru. Perhaps

  he’s been on a course lately.’




  ‘Timberlake’s still doing good work on the Pilgrim case,’ Harpur said.




  ‘It’s just that we never get witnesses on that kind of killing, Angela,’ Iles said. ‘Or we do get witnesses, but not witnesses who will talk like witnesses in the

  box.’ Iles put the photographs of Lovely Mover down and made a fan of the remaining four. ‘Tommy Mill-Kaper. Excellent family. His grandfather was a distinguished thinker and servant of

  the state. Full of high convictions. Won the VC with Wingate out east in the Second World War. A lot for Tommy to live up to, and he seems to be on a different career route altogether. So far. He

  has convictions, but not the same type as Grandad’s. Tommy traffics mostly grass and Ecstasy, plus some crack and coke. He’s your boy for raves and taprooms. All three are sent

  from London by Everton Evas Osprey and the Rt. Hon. They will be expected to produce gains. And they will try. Everton sees us as patsies, and Shale and Panicking as patsies too. That

  south-east London confidence. Shale a patsy, I ask you, Angela! Or even Harpur. One feels quite sorry for them.’




  Briefing Three, 30 May




  Harpur said: ‘Could you wear something dark on the night, Angela?’ He unrolled a piece of upper-body armour on the table, all ribs and straps. ‘They

  don’t do these in light colours, and best not have it showing through.’ He brought a folded Marks & Spencer carrier bag from the holdall and put the body armour in it. He covered it

  with tissue paper, also taken from the holdall, then handed the carrier to her. ‘You won’t need the armour, and it will make you hot on a June night, but do wear it. Yes,

  we’ll stick with regulations on Protection in Possible Gunfire Incidents.’




  Iles said: ‘Corporeal. Watch for Corporeal – that is, if any of them at all turn up, which, of course, they won’t. Would we put you in there if we really thought they’d

  get past the convenient interception, Naomi?’




  ‘I’m Angela,’ she replied. ‘I don’t know. Would you? Would you, Mr Harpur?’




  ‘Care for one final run over the details of these pistols before I pack them, Angela?’ Harpur replied.




  







  Chapter Three




  And so tonight, when she was not craftily looking about for Corporeal, or doing discreet coke deals with the Eton’s gilded faithful, she managed a swift eye survey of

  Lincoln W. Lincoln’s left shoulder, seeking the shape of a holster and a Fabrique Nationale Browning 7.65mm automatic under the lovely loose cut of his tan-to-gold jacket. There were

  difficulties. Part of the time he had his back to her and when he did not she might be busy with a customer. He was standing at the bar with Mill-Kaper, possibly watching her in a mirror behind the

  bottles, and occasionally turning around and seeming to glance amiably about the room at anyone but her, but now and then at her just the same, and not amiably. She did not want any eye-to-eye with

  him, and it was tricky avoiding this when you were scrutinizing so far up someone’s body as a shoulder, even when the someone pretended not to be looking at you. Eye-to-eye could tell tales,

  her nervy tales, his agenda tales. One of LWL’s tales, readable in his gaze if she had met it, might be that he was there to kill her in due course tonight – clear a route for his

  chieftains into the Eton – and she feared that when she did read this the few bits of poise and disguise and mental order she had kept going so far would leave her. God, Harpur was right

  – the heat of this damned armour! Was Lincoln W. Lincoln casing her chest for evidence of defence, the way she cased his shoulder for evidence of attack? What use shielding your chest when

  your face and head were nicely on show for a Fabrique Nationale Browning 7.65mm automatic, still, thank God, cosy in its cot under the wide tan-gold lapel? People of Lovely Mover’s sort were

  not taught to shoot only at the chest, as police were. She felt like screaming at him, ‘You’re not supposed to be here, you fucker. You and your fucking jacket should have been tidily

  waylaid. What about the ambush?’




  Harpur was somewhere close, but out of sight. She wished he was closer and she wished she could see him. He had the sort of features that had obviously taken a lot of damage during his career

  without killing him, and she wanted someone else’s features to attract the damage tonight, preferably without killing him, but, in any case, to get between the damage and her. Possibly,

  though, he had met Lovely Mover before this evening and would have been recognized. She could see plenty of other work friends, all of them striving to look thoroughly unpolice in smart-casual gear

  and acting a good night out, though decorously in such a select, panelled setting as the Eton bar. But they would be as familiar with the blow-up pictures as she was, and very alert now, ready to

  outmatch any Brownings or Walther when Harpur yelled his warnings. He had told Naomi he always shouted, ‘Armed police!’ three times: one for the targets, one for luck and one for the

  editor of the Guardian. Harpur would be a Daily Mail man, at least.




  You could see what Iles meant about the arrogance of these London people: they hung about in the bar, sizing her up, apparently careless of being noticed and remembered. But, of course, they

  weren’t all here. Lovely Mover and Tommy Mill-Kaper might be only diversions. She tugged her eyes away from LWL’s jacket shoulder and looked for Corporeal again, more urgently now, and

  perhaps more obviously.




  Instead, she saw . . . she saw . . . but, Christ, how was this possible? Had she started to hallucinate after all, shoved haywire by the stress? This job was too big for her? She saw . . .

  thought she saw . . . wanted to see . . . did see, did see, didn’t she? – thought she saw . . . saw two men who until not many weeks ago had between them been her whole recent love

  life. Perhaps they still were, if they were really there and she was really seeing them – not just longing to see them, because to her panicking soul and busy subconscious they had come to

  stand for ease and safety and the old clear-cut and unthreatened Naomi Anstruther life, not this perilous A. Rivers life. One of them was Donald McWater. She had loved and shacked up with Don until

  this damned undercover assignment split them: that final terrible quarrel and coldness on holiday in hot Torremolinos, because he thought the work she would move into on return was idiotically

  dangerous. Had he been right? The other . . . even stranger . . . impossible . . . the other was a lad called Lyndon Evans, a fling, that was all: just a couple of days’ comforting rebound

  romance after Donald flew home early in a rage from Spain. These two, Don and Lyndon, were here now . . . weren’t they? Weren’t they . . . near the main door to the bar? They were

  separate, not together. She tried to will them not to approach her, and for a while that seemed to work. Donald had stopped just inside the bar and was staring at her, but apparently without

  recognition. He might have sensed he must not show he knew her. There were other people behind him, and then Lyndon, his fair hair and unfledged Welsh face just visible, peering around them. Donald

  might not know he was there. Lyndon kept gazing at her too, when he could, but grinning and making small, would-be discreet waves. Somehow he did seem to realize that she could not acknowledge him,

  and that he must not visibly acknowledge her. She thought he had seen Donald. Had they followed her here somehow – if they were here at all? This was part of the operation? She wanted to

  squeak at Harpur and ask him what was happening, but she could not see Harpur, and knew she must not call to him anyway – that much of her brain still functioned.




  Lyndon’s patience seemed to go. This lad worked on a factory production line: no undercover skills or training needed there. Suddenly, he pushed through the group of people around him and

  started to run towards her, still grinning like a groupie, still waving, and now calling her name above the noise of the chamber quintet quality Muzak: ‘Naomi, Naomi, Naomi.’ Donald saw

  and heard him, went startled, and then also began to run. It was like a race and she was the winning post and prize. She was doing a £200 coke deal with a couple of Old Etonian Etonians, but

  quickly half stood from her chair, momentarily conscious above all of rage with Lyndon for blaring her real name like that, ditching precautions. After all, he was only a pleasant South Wales lad

  she’d soothed herself with a few times in a resort hotel, and in the aircraft toilet once on the way back to Britain. The old Etonian Etonians howled a protest as a couple of coke sachets and

  their money slid to the floor.




  She did not even glance down. She did glance at an abrupt movement behind Donald and Lyndon, though, and now saw Corporeal in the doorway, that famous super-thin face and spectral neck, and that

  famous fat 9mm Walther in his meagre hand. He, also, was running towards Naomi, the gun out in front, meant for her. She heard Harpur bellow from the left, ‘Stop! Armed police!’, but

  only once before the firing began, and then she could distinguish nothing above that din. She glimpsed Lovely Mover, his jacket wide open now, the holster on view and empty, his Browning in a

  two-handed grip but aimed to the side of her, maybe at where Harpur’s voice had come from. Mill-Kaper seemed no longer next to LWL at the bar. He might be down. Then Lovely Mover seemed to

  swing the Browning away to a different target.




  Still half upright, she was hit to the side by the body of a falling man, perhaps Lyndon, perhaps one of the Old Etonian Etonians, perhaps anybody male. Her left shoulder and breast felt

  suddenly warmly wet, in the holster region, if she had been wearing one above the armour. A second later she was flat and a second after that was pulled by her ankles very fast along the floor. The

  firing had stopped and the Vivaldi strings or whoever it was could be heard again urging fussy refinement. At least two people tugged her, and possibly three. She was being dragged towards the door

  that had been marked in delicate yellow on Harpur’s room plan. Yellow? Her skirt rode up and almost covered her face. She was skating across the board floor on her thighs and knickers. The

  armour straps were pulled tight by the friction and cut into her shoulders. A few seconds after this, she was on her feet and running down the gangplank, her skirt respectable again, the body

  armour skewed to one side under her dark blue blouse and probably ineffective. Someone helped her into the rear of a car parked there, its engine running. Siân Sampson and Peter Liss took

  places in the vehicle with Naomi, Peter in the passenger seat, Sampson alongside her. They had been part of the closest protection group with Harpur. Although she thought she might have seen him

  during that confused rush along the deck and down the gangplank, he was not present now. ‘You’re going to mess up the upholstery, Naomi,’ she said, ‘but it’s Mr

  Iles’s car, so the back seat is used to rough treatment. Here he comes.’




  Iles got in behind the wheel. He was wearing some sort of buff-coloured dungarees and a check cheese-cutter cap, as if he had been to read gas meters. ‘You keep a wonderfully powerful hold

  over your men, Angela. Naomi,’ he said. ‘They die for you. Mind, I believe there are certainly women who would do that for me. Shall I drive you to where you can clean up? You’re

  not hit, only bloodied by the fair-haired lad. I’ve no role at this kind of messy incident – shouldn’t be here at all. Harpur’s gone back to inventory.’




  







  Chapter Four




  On her way into the funeral Naomi was more or less pleased to run across a girl called Esmé who had been with the same package holiday party as Lyndon in Spain. Donald

  and Naomi had done some grand club outings with their group around Torremolinos and Malaga. Esmé could be a pain – so damned clever – but on the whole it was nice to see her.

  They took their places in a pew up near the middle of the church and whispered together, waiting for Lyndon’s body. It had been brought back after the Eton to his home in Cardiff. ‘He

  was my lovely friend, Naomi,’ Esmé said. ‘Lately, that’s all he was. What he had become, just a lovely friend. All right, I fucked him once. That is, not just once

  – not a one-nightstand – but I mean once upon a time for a while. But you had him later, in the hotel, the Boeing, so you’re closer to him now, I see that. You’ve got the

  responsibility.’




  ‘Responsibility?’ Naomi replied. They were whispering. ‘Oh, at the time I just needed someone who – I needed some solace.’ Yes, that. She had refused to give up the

  undercover work, so goodbye, Donald. And then – yes, for solace – hello, Lyndon.




  Esmé said: ‘Lyndon’s the far past for me now, but I still know we’ve got to find the savage London sods who sent that trio. Find them, get them. Just you and me, Naomi,

  we handle it. It’s plain. They would have killed you. Instead, Lyndon. And Donald. You owe them all ways.’




  ‘Get?’ Naomi asked. It was a small, damp-smelling, pretty church in a Cardiff suburb, crowded today: nice to see the turn-out for Lyndon. The chief, Iles and Harpur were

  further towards the front, just behind what Naomi took to be Lyndon’s family, the chief and Iles in dress uniform. It was to be a modified service for the dead and Iles would read a lesson.

  Protocol said senior police officers might attend the funerals of those slaughtered by criminals – even should attend – but not if the victim was himself a criminal. Lane, Iles

  and Harpur would not go to Corporeal Lighthorn’s or Tommy Mill-Kaper’s in London when the coroner released the bodies. About them there was some query.




  Esmé said: ‘You know. Get them, those London magnates. Sort them out. It’s how we do things here.’ To Naomi it sounded absurd, this slender, pretty girl of her

  own age talking vendetta in a church. Now and then, as her anger took over, Esmé’s voice rose almost to ordinary speaking level. Naomi frowned, put a finger to her lips. ‘Yes,

  get the swine,’ Esmé said.




  ‘We—’




  ‘You’ll say that two of the bastards have been got already – Lighthorn and the VC progeny.’




  ‘Well, yes, and—’




  ‘I know. And the third, the one they call in the press Lovely Mover, he dodged away somehow and the reports say he is being “urgently sought”.’ Esmé sneered the

  last words and then sneered them again. ‘ “Urgently sought”. You’re a cop, believe in cop things, so you think people who are “urgently sought” get found. Me?

  No, I don’t believe it.’




  ‘Yes, hell be found. We know him.’




  ‘Anyway, I’m not very bothered about some low-rank soldier in the Eton bar that night flashing a gun. I mean the chieftains. You’re a cop, you’d know who they are. Or

  could find out.’




  Naomi heard the tiny purr of fat rubber wheels behind. They stood. ‘Don’t keep telling me I’m a fucking cop,’ she muttered.




  ‘Knew as soon as you spoke on the aircraft out to Spain, though you never let on – tried never to let on.’




  Yes, too damn bright. Naomi turned her head. Lyndon’s coffin came on a gleaming little trolley. Walking ahead of it in his dark robes and dark hat, the vicar spoke the required words,

  which she found did not do much for her: ‘I am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord: he that believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he

  live . . .’ Naomi began to weep. She felt she might pass out and staggered slightly, bumping against Esmé. Had she caused this death, and Donald’s? Esmé gripped her

  right arm, just below the elbow, steadying her. Esmé was weeping too. The coffin moved slowly up towards the altar.




  ‘Kill? You’re talking about very big people,’ Naomi said.




  ‘Which?’




  ‘Who sent the three.’




  ‘Of course. Good, you agree.’




  ‘To what? We’d never even get close,’ Naomi said.




  ‘What?’ Esmé put her head nearer Naomi’s mouth. The vicar had continued to proclaim the prayer book formula. He was an old, tall, broken-nosed man with a majestic voice,

  used to funerals.




  ‘We’d never get close to the masters in London,’ Naomi said, ‘even if I knew them and where to find them.’




  ‘We’ve got to get close,’ Esmé said. ‘They send thugs who kill Lyndon and your long-time steady. This is all your love life for the time being. Probably.

  Don’t you want to get to them, for Christ’s sake? Two lovely lover men who put themselves in the path of bullets meant for you.’




  ‘Yes, they did that,’ Naomi replied.




  ‘There you are, then.’ Esmé had stopped crying but began again now and pushed her face against Naomi’s jacket to stifle the noise.




  ‘It’s why I go to the funerals,’ Naomi said. ‘Gratitude. Don’s yesterday back home, now Lyndon’s here in Wales.’




  Esmé pulled herself clear and glared at Naomi, the swimming green eyes ferocious. Again she spoke almost at normal pitch, trying to be heard above the vicar: ‘Gee! Somebody saves

  your life, so you turn up with a wreath and it’s all square.’




  ‘But, like you said – I’m a cop.’




  ‘Meaning courts, trials, all that, for the devils who did it? Hopeless.’




  And the service began. There were good hymns and solid prayers, standard prayers, prayers which might have consoled some – those who could be consoled by the sing-along words. As a special

  adaptation to the service, the vicar called on Iles and he went to the lectern and read what she knew the family had suggested, a piece from Psalm 130. He had rehearsed it in the car this morning

  as he, Lane, Harpur and Naomi drove to Cardiff. The family had asked that the chief constable himself should read. They wanted to line up themselves and their dead son with lawfulness, and the

  chief was its prime symbol. But Lane had decided the stress would be too much for him. In the car, Iles had said: ‘These are folk who could not know the impressive depth of your

  sensitivities, sir.’




  The ACC read, or recited, in a conversational, almost offhand, style, and yet at times his voice wavered, as if he might not be able to continue; as if, after all, the stress were too much for

  him as well as for Lane. There was showmanship to it, naturally. This was Desmond Iles. But Naomi also heard real anguish, perhaps even real despair, as he spoke the verses.




  

    

      ‘Out of the deep have I called thee, O Lord: Lord hear my voice.




      O let thine ears consider well the voice of my complaint.




      If thou, Lord, will be extreme to mark what is done amiss:




      O Lord, who may abide it?’


    


  




  Iles never looked at the text. A couple of readings in the car and he had everything held in his head. He divided his gaze between the coffin just beneath him and Lyndon’s

  family on his left. To Naomi, the fine blue of that ceremonial uniform seemed somehow to set off the ACC’s manically unpredictable looks: like a master of ceremonies who had been snorting

  something top-rate, or supping leftovers at a champagne party. Recently, he had given up the en brosse barbering adopted for a while after a season of Jean Gabin films. Now, his grey hair

  was longish and at one stage it fell onto his brow when he leaned forward over the lectern. Naomi had seen something like that happen in the days before en brosse. Then, he used to push it

  fondly and languorously back. But apparently he once saw the politician Michael Heseltine make such a move on television and he at once abandoned it.




  When the reading was over Iles stared about the church for a bit but did not leave the lectern or look like leaving it. Naomi felt the congregation grow nervy. Possibly she caught the sound of

  an appalled sigh from Mark Lane, heavy with terrified anticipation. The vicar, who had sat down in the pulpit almost out of sight, stood and coughed. It was probably a breach to allow someone lay

  to read any part of the funeral service, and now the ACC seemed set on making the irregularity worse. Iles turned and gave him his personal stare portion. He twitched his hand slightly, signalling

  that vicars should keep out of church things.




  ‘Christ, what is this?’ Esmé muttered.




  ‘Only Ilesy,’ Naomi replied.




  The ACC said: ‘Ladies and gentlemen, you’ll look at me in my regalia, you’ll listen as I caress the Scriptures, and you’ll wonder what sort of game this is for a

  policeman. You’re right. And I’m not just a policeman today. I am all policemen. If my chief weren’t subject to dire humility he’d be standing here, and

  you’d see the symbolic role more clearly. Things are slipping away from us. We used to be known as “pigs”, because we scavenged, cleaned up, efficiently dealt with all those dirty

  complexities the rest of you wouldn’t touch. Today, we are not even capable of that. We are near defeat, and our function now is to get to funerals of the butchered innocent and read ancient

  soothing wisdom over the corpse. The fight’s gone out of us because the fight’s lost.’




  Naomi heard the chief cry desperately, ‘No, no,’ like a mugged duchess. He half stood, as if to go and displace Iles at the lectern microphone. But then Lane seemed to falter, his

  head fell forward and in a moment he sat down again. Iles smiled forgivingly and ignored him from then on.




  ‘I’m here – I and my colleagues are here – because your grand lad, Lyndon, was in our care in another city and you know what happened to him,’ he declared.

  ‘We failed to look after Lyndon Evans properly. True enough, we blasted the life out of two of the derelicts responsible for this.’ He gestured feelingly towards the coffin with his

  thumb. ‘But let me ask you now what will happen when we catch the rest of them and have to take the louts to trial – the third gunman and the godfathers? Has anyone ever told you about

  our bent, bribed, frightened, blind courts and our—’




  Naomi saw Harpur stand now, but fully stand, not like Lane. Harpur was in a dark reach-me-down suit that did not do too bad a job. He pushed out of the pew and walked to the side of the

  lectern.
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