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Chapter One

Agnes Lockwood was in a good mood when she stepped off the train at Newcastle Central Station. She had spent the most delightful day at the coast, recalling the wonderful times she had spent there as a child, before her father had whisked his family abroad when he had been promoted to a new post. Now, all she wanted to do was get back to the hotel and relax in a warm bath and get dressed, before Alan – Detective Chief Inspector Alan Johnson, to give him his full title – picked her up for a dinner engagement.

Though her mind was still dwelling on the evening ahead, as she sauntered towards the station exit, she felt sure she heard a faint cry for help. She stopped and glanced around, but couldn't see anyone in any sort of distress. On the contrary, everyone seemed in good spirits; intent on getting to wherever it was they were going. However, as she continued towards the exit, where she hoped she would find a taxi, she heard the cry again, though it sounded weaker this time.

Perhaps she was allowing her over-active mind to take control. She had done that twice before in recent months and both times it had almost taken her to the point of being murdered. Maybe this time she should walk away. But when she heard the cry again, she knew she couldn't do that. Someone needed help. Looking around, she realised the sound had come from the row of rubbish bins lined up by a wall, not too far from where she was standing.

Agnes braced herself as she walked towards the bins. It could be that when she got there she would find nothing to worry about. Yet, at the same time, from past experience, she was well aware that she might find something horrifying.

Now, having reached the rubbish bins, she took a deep breath before peering behind them. For a moment, despite having prepared herself for the worst, Agnes was still stunned at the sight of a young woman lying there, her hands clutched to her chest, desperately trying to stem the flow of blood that was streaming from her body and pooling on the concrete ground beneath her. Her blue eyes, wide open, were filled with terror. There were streaks of blood on her face and hair, probably from trying to brush her hair away from her eyes. One of her shoes was missing.

Lying to one side of her was a knife – but not the sort you might expect to find at the scene of a stabbing. This one looked like a penknife, though, admittedly, the blade was a little longer than any Agnes had ever seen before. Yet it still appeared to be a knife that could be folded and placed out of sight in someone's pocket.

For a moment, Agnes stood looking down at the woman, too shocked to move. Not only because of the sheer horror of the situation, but also for another reason. She recognized this woman. She had seen her earlier in the day.

This was the woman in the red dress.

* * *

With the weather being so hot in the city, Agnes had decided to take a trip to the coast. It was likely to be much cooler there due to the breeze rolling in from the tide. She had been planning to visit the coastal area for some time, but for some reason, she hadn't yet got around to it.

Her first stopping off point had been Tynemouth. There, she had visited the remains of the Priory, which stood on the headland looking out over the North Sea. Then she had wandered along the coastline towards Cullercoats, a small village once known for its fishing community. How sad it was that the row of small white cottages facing the sea had disappeared.

Tracing her mind back down the years, she recalled the cottages had been occupied by local fishermen and their families. Usually, fish caught earlier in the day had been placed on tables set up outside the front doors of the cottages, waiting to be sold. Agnes reconciled herself with the knowledge that everything changed over the years. Nothing ever stayed the same.

Continuing on her walk, she finally reached Whitley Bay, another well-known holiday resort, only a mere ten miles from the city of Newcastle. She recalled how the beach used to be flooded with holiday makers as far as the eye could see. Hired deck chairs and small tents, used for changing in and out of bathing costumes, had filled the scene.

Today, despite the glorious warm sunny weather, there was barely half that number of people sitting on the golden sands, which stretched from below where she was standing, right along the water's edge to St. Mary's Island in the distance. Some were playing around on the beach, while others were relaxing in the sun, topping up the tan they had probably picked up in another part of the world.

Her eyes misted, as she gazed at the long stretch of golden sands and thought back to the happy times she and her parents had spent there. If only Alan had been with her today. They could each have shared their own childhood memories of building sandcastles, darting in and out of the cold North Sea and enjoying the wonderful ice cream… and fluffy candy floss. Agnes was about to continue walking along the promenade, when two people suddenly popped into view. She recollected seeing them earlier, laughing and enjoying the day together. But they had disappeared when an overhanging rock had obstructed her view.

It had been the woman's bright red dress which had first drawn Agnes's attention to the couple, and now it had done so again. How could she miss it when it stood out so vividly against the golden sands? But what really concerned her was that the feelings between the couple seemed to have taken a change for the worse.

Agnes raised her binoculars to take a closer look. She had tucked them into her bag before setting out from the hotel, thinking they would be useful when looking at distant landmarks – not for invading someone's privacy. But surely one tiny peek wouldn't hurt.

No sooner had Agnes focused the lens on the couple than she saw the man grab the woman's arm. For one moment, she thought he was going to drag her off somewhere. But then the woman appeared to say something to him. Agnes was certainly too far away to hear what was said. Nor was she near enough to read the woman's lips. However, whatever she said seemed to calm him, as he released his grip and pulled his hand away.

What on earth could have happened in so short a time to cause such an upset in their relationship?

With the glasses still firmly fixed to her eyes, Agnes could tell that the woman looked younger than her male companion – maybe she was in her late teens or early twenties? It was hard to judge these days. But one thing was clear, she looked quite distressed. Maybe it was because of the way the man had grabbed at her.

But then, who wouldn't be upset about something like that, Agnes thought, as she continued to watch the couple. As far as she was concerned striking out at anyone in any shape or form was against the law. Though, on reflection, there had been a few times, just a few months ago, when she would have happily given Richard Harrison a strong punch on the nose. But he was now in prison, together with his accomplice Joe Barnes, where they were destined to spend a great number of years.

Still watching the couple, Agnes couldn't help wondering what could have happened to cause such an upset. They had looked so happy when she saw them earlier. She was still puzzling it over in her mind when the man suddenly reached out to take the woman's hand. However, it appeared she wanted nothing more to do with him as she pulled her hand away and, throwing her navy blue jacket over her shoulder, she strode off, her long, blonde hair billowing gently in the sea breeze.

Focusing her attention on the man now, Agnes saw he was wearing a jacket or a jersey with the hood pulled up over his head, which meant she was unable to see his face. She was surprised that he didn't follow his girlfriend and try to make it up with her. Instead, he stood watching her as she stomped off towards the Promenade.

He waited until she was almost out of sight, before he decided to move away. Maybe he was hoping she would turn around and come back to him. If that was the case, then he must have been disappointed. Agnes was still watching him when he suddenly swung around and walked towards the steps leading to the promenade.

It was at that moment that she was able to see his face clearly for the first time. At a guess, she thought him to be in his late twenties – wasn't that a little old to be wearing a hoodie? But then, what did she know? She was from a totally different generation.

Agnes felt thoughtful as she lowered her binoculars. Hopefully, all would be well with the couple. The man had certainly looked shocked about something. Perhaps he hadn't expected her to storm off and leave him standing there. With a bit of luck, the argument would have been about something trivial and would be resolved over a coffee or a glass of wine. Though, she reminded herself, the man had grabbed the woman's arm rather sharply.

Agnes recalled how, only a few short months ago, she and Alan had had a small disagreement – well, to her mind, it had been quite a large one. But at least he hadn't struck out at her. Nevertheless, she had felt so hurt at his sudden outburst that she had almost packed her bags and left. But, for one reason or another, she had changed her mind.

Putting the whole incident from her mind, she continued to walk along the Promenade. Now she could see the large white dome of the building once known as the Empress Ballroom. Even today, though it probably hadn't been used as a ballroom for many years, the name sounded very impressive. When she had mentioned her plan to visit the coast to Alan, he had warned her that she would see many changes – especially in Whitley Bay.

“The Empress Ballroom has gone,” he had said. “Or, at least, that's what I heard. I gather a new restaurant and also a rather nice teashop have been installed.” Though he had admitted he hadn't been there to see it for himself. She decided to take a quick peek inside and was fascinated at how, standing on the ground floor, she was able to look right up to the dome.

Back outside, she turned up Marine Avenue and onto Park Road. The smell of freshly brewed coffee wafting from a nearby café reminded her that she hadn't stopped for any refreshment since arriving on the coast. Perhaps it would be a good idea to have a coffee and something to eat, before making her way up to the Metro Station, where she could catch a train back to Newcastle.

It was while Agnes was in the café, gazing through the large windows that she saw the young woman again. She was alone. It would appear the couple hadn't made it up – not yet, anyway. Perhaps the man hadn't been able to catch up with her.

Agnes was about to look away, when she saw the woman glance towards the café. A moment later, she was outside the door. But, just as she was about to enter the café, the woman looked back down the road and changed her mind. In what seemed like a flash, she was gone.

Agnes scratched her head as she thought it through. Why hadn't the woman entered the café? What had she seen to put her off? However, a couple of seconds later, she knew the answer. The man she had seen arguing with the woman earlier in the day, wandered along the path outside the café.

Oh dear, she thought. It seems the argument was pretty serious after all.

Agnes had thought they had simply had a lover's tiff and would make it up very soon. However, that didn't appear to be the case. Nevertheless, the day was still young. Perhaps the young woman would allow him to catch up with her after she had left him to stew for a little while longer.

Finishing her coffee, Agnes left the café and headed up the road to the Metro station. By now, she had put the young couple out of her mind. Instead, she was focusing on what to wear that evening. Alan was taking her to a dinner dance at a rather fine hotel. The event was to celebrate the long service of a senior officer at the police station.

The officer, Chief Superintendent Lowes, had already been to London to receive a commendation from the powers-that-be, but the Newcastle and Northumberland Police felt they should also put on a show of their own. After all, the man was from the Northumberland area and had spent forty years in the police force.

Agnes spent the thirty minute journey to Newcastle reflecting on her day at the coast. She had enjoyed seeing everything again, even though so much had changed. At first, she had been upset at the changes, but now she had got over it. For goodness' sake, even the City of Newcastle had changed over the years and she had managed to accept it.

As the train pulled into Newcastle, Agnes turned her attention to the evening ahead.







Chapter Two

The morning had run quite smoothly for DCI Alan Johnson, allowing him and his sergeant to catch up with some paperwork. Superintendent Blake was a stickler for having all paperwork up-to-date and filed away. The superintendent had only been at the Newcastle Police Station for a few months, but already he had upset several officers due to his fixed ideas on how things ought to be done.

“Okay, that's sorted,” Alan said, throwing a bunch of papers in the out-tray. “Shall we pop out for a bite to eat? It's on me.”

“Aren't we supposed to file everything?” Sergeant Andrews asked.

“I just did.” Alan nodded towards the tray on his desk. “It's all on the computer, anyway. If the superintendent wants it placed somewhere else, then he can pick it up and do it himself.”

The sergeant looked back down at the papers on his desk and hid a broad smile.

Andrews was well aware that the DCI and Superintendent Blake didn't get on well together. Well, to be accurate, they didn't get on at all. If it had been down to Blake, Alan would have been out on his ear a couple of months ago, when they'd had words in the incident room. However, on that occasion, Chief Superintendent Lowes had sided with the DCI. Therefore there was nothing Blake could do about it. Nevertheless, they continued to look daggers at each other whenever they met.

“Well, are you coming, or are you happy to sit there and fill in more forms.” By now, Alan was pulling on his jacket.

“Yes, of course I'm coming,” Andrews replied, jumping to his feet. “I'm almost done, anyway. So, boss, where are you taking me?”

He smiled as he began to list the names of a few high class restaurants in the area. However, he was sharply interrupted by the DCI.

“The pub, Andrews! Don't push your luck.”

* * *

“So, are you looking forward to the dinner this evening?” Andrews asked, once their meal had been served.

They had both opted for a bowl of soup and a sandwich, mainly because of the event that evening; neither wanted to spoil their appetite.

“Yes, I am and so is Agnes. It should be an excellent evening and Lowes deserves nothing less. He's a fine officer and he's a gentleman. I'm just thankful this isn't his retirement party. I understand he plans to stay on for another couple of years.”

“I suppose Superintendent Blake will take over, when the time comes,” Andrews said, before taking a bite from his rather large cheese and pickle sandwich.

“I hope not,” Alan replied. “Or, at least, I hope I've retired before he does.”

Andrews was silent for a long moment. “Come to think of it, I don't think I would like to be at the station either, if Blakey were to take over.”

“Blakey? Where did that come from?” Alan asked. But then he grinned when he recalled the old TV show, On the Buses. “Well, if it does work out that way, perhaps we could open our own detective agency.”

“That's not a bad idea, sir,” Andrews smiled. “I'm sure Mrs Lockwood would also be interested in joining the agency.”

“Indeed she would. In fact, it would be difficult to keep her away,” Alan replied. He paused. “Talking of Mrs Lockwood, I wonder how she's getting on? She went to the coast today to see how it looked these days.”

“I think she's in for a surprise.”

“A shock, more like,” said Alan, downing his pint.

* * *

Back at the station, Alan had just sat down at his desk when his mobile phone rang.

“Alan, you must come quickly,” Agnes said, before he had a chance to say a word.

“I don't believe it!” DCI Alan Johnson was already on his feet before Agnes had finished speaking. “That was Agnes on the phone. She's found a woman lying in a pool of blood. An ambulance is already on the way.”

“Where is she? Where did she find the woman?” Sergeant Andrews asked, grabbing his jacket.

“The Central Station,” Alan paused. “Get some uniformed officers over there. Once the press gets hold of this, they'll be swarming around looking for a story.”

The paramedics were already attending to the victim when the DCI and his sergeant arrived at the scene. Agnes was standing nearby, wringing her hands in despair. After a quick word with the paramedics, Alan left his sergeant with them while he made his way across to Agnes.

“Are you okay?” he asked, wrapping his arm around her.

“Yes – I think so,” she replied, slowly. “I…” Agnes broke off.

“I understand. It must have been a terrible shock for you to find her lying there.”

“Yes, it was. But that's not the only reason.” She glanced across towards the woman. “You see, I saw her earlier today – while I was at the coast.”

“Did you speak to her?”

Agnes shook her head. “No, I simply saw her. She was with a man, who I took to be her boyfriend. They were walking along the beach at the time.”

“How can you be sure it's the same woman?”

“Because of her red dress,” said Agnes. “It stood out against the golden sands. Actually, I've seen her three times in all today, if you include my finding her here.”

“Do you see the boyfriend now?” Alan waved his hand in the direction of the gathering crowd.

“No,” she replied, after glancing at the faces nearby. “I don't see him, though he could still be lurking around somewhere. They'd had a bit of an argument – well, perhaps it was a big argument,” she added, thoughtfully. “Because she stomped off and left him standing on the beach. When he did decide to move, he walked off in a different direction. Though, on reflection, the last time I saw him, I got the impression he could be following her.”

“So you saw them both after the episode on the beach?”

“Yes.”

“Where was that?”

“It was outside a café. I was inside having a coffee, when I saw the woman. She was alone. I thought she was going to come in, as there were a couple of empty tables. But she must have changed her mind as she hurried away. A few moments later, I saw the man. My guess was that he was following her.”

Agnes fell silent as she thought through her last sentence. Was it possible that this man killed her?

“Is there a chance that this man might have spotted you while you were watching them?” Alan asked.

“No, I was up on the Promenade looking down at them. I doubt he even knew I was there.”

It was at that point that Andrews joined them. “The paramedics are ready to take her to hospital.”

“Will she be alright?” Agnes asked.

“They don't know.” Andrews glanced towards ambulance crew as he spoke. By now they were lifting the stretcher into the ambulance. “It seems she's lost a lot of blood. But they won't know the full extent of her injuries until they get her to hospital. They did manage to get her name, address and her parents' address.” He looked down at his notebook. “Wendy Hamilton – she rents a flat in Byker. Her parents live in Wallsend. She isn't wearing a wedding ring, so we can assume she isn't married.”

“If only I had left the café earlier, I might have caught the train she was on and seen whoever did this to her,” Agnes said, wistfully. She glanced at the ambulance crew. “Do you think I should go with her to the hospital?”

“Agnes, I think you have done everything you can for Miss Hamilton,” Alan replied, quietly, but firmly.

“All I did was call for an ambulance. Surely, anyone who found her would have done that.”

“But no one else found her. No one heard her call out for help except you – or if they did, they didn't respond.” Alan paused. “Besides, I need you to make a statement about what you saw this afternoon. Perhaps you could even help one of our officers create a picture of the man you saw on the beach.”

Alan wanted to keep Agnes from going anywhere near the hospital. His main concern was that the man who had tried to kill Wendy Hamilton might go there to try again. He was planning to have a uniformed officer outside her room for that very reason. But there was more to it than that. He wasn't totally convinced that Wendy's boyfriend hadn't already spotted Agnes watching them earlier in the day.

If she had recognised the young woman simply because of her red dress, it was possible the man might have noticed the rather striking blue skirt Agnes was wearing. If he was responsible for trying to murder the young woman, he might also believe it necessary to kill Agnes. Now, he needed to get her away from here before the press arrived. The last thing he wanted was her picture to be spread all over the newspapers.

“Yes, I suppose you're right,” Agnes replied. “It's just that I feel I could have done more for her.”







Chapter Three

The evening was in full swing. The meal was over and the formal speeches had been made. Now, it was time to relax and enjoy the second half of the evening. At one end of the room, a band was setting up their instruments on the small stage. Very shortly, they would be ready to play the first waltz.

Agnes took the opportunity of a lull in the conversation, to glance around at the other guests. Everyone had made the effort to look their best for the occasion. Even Detective Constable Smithers, who usually wore extremely well-worn outfits, was very smartly attired in a dark grey suit and a bow tie. Perhaps he had found them tucked away at the back of his wardrobe. She had heard that it wasn't in his nature to rush out and buy something special for a function. Before his divorce, his wife almost had to drag him by his ear to the shops when he needed a new suit.

Agnes turned her attention back to the other four people seated around their table. It had been a foregone conclusion that Detective Sergeant Michael Andrews and his rather attractive fiancée, Sandra, would be joining them. Agnes had met Sandra a few times now. They had even been shopping together in the Eldon Square Shopping Mall. However, she had been a little surprised when Alan suggested Detective Constable John Morris and his latest girlfriend, Laura, should also sit with them.

Though Alan had never actually told her the full story, Agnes was aware he hadn't got on too well with the young man, due to something that had happened in the incident room a few months ago. However, it seemed all that had been swept under the carpet since Morris's fine job of undercover work at the hotel.

Agnes looked at Laura and smiled to herself. According to Alan, Morris seemed to have a new woman on his arm almost every week. How long would this one last?

“Would you like to dance?”

Alan interrupted her thoughts. The band had begun to play and already some of the guests had taken to the floor.

“Yes, thank you, Alan.”

“So what were you thinking?” Alan asked, once they were on the floor. “You looked so deep in thought, I was a little reluctant to disturb you.”

Agnes smiled. “I was wondering why you'd invited Morris to join us at our table – and before you start apologizing, I don't have a problem with it. In fact, I quite like him. It's simply because I understand the two of you got off to a bad start.”

Alan glanced across to Morris before he spoke. “Yes, we did. But, looking back, I wondered whether I was a little hard on him at the time, so I thought I would ask him to join us this evening. You know – lighten the mood a little.”

Agnes giggled.

“What's so funny?”

“You thought that inviting the young man and his latest girlfriend to join his superior officer at this function, when he could be with his friends at another table – would lighten the mood?” Agnes shook her head. “Oh Alan, you are priceless.”

Alan didn't reply immediately. Instead, he glanced around the large room. The tables, which had been neatly set for six persons when they arrived for the dinner, had been pulled together now that the formalities were over. Friends wanted to join each other for the rest of the evening and, judging from the laughter, it seemed everyone was in good spirits.

Morris, on the other hand, was looking a little subdued.

“I wasn't thinking straight.” Alan muttered, looking back at Agnes. “I thought I was doing the right thing.”

Alan and Agnes were returning to their table just as Morris and Laura were taking to the floor.

“John,” Alan said. “I've just noticed that the rest of the crew is grouped together over there.” He pointed across the room. “Perhaps you might like to introduce them to Laura.”

“Yes, thank you, I will,” Morris replied.

“That was very neatly done,” Agnes said, once they were seated.

“Thank you,” Alan grinned. “You see, I can get it right sometimes.”

He looked at his sergeant. “What about you? Would you like to join the fun crowd?”

“I think we'll pass,” Andrews laughed. “We're into the more sedate crowd at the moment.”

“Thank you, Andrews – I think.”

* * *

It was nearing the end of the evening, when Alan felt a tap on his shoulder. He looked around to find Superintendent Blake standing behind him.

“Can we have a word?”

Alan nodded and followed the superintendent across the room towards the door.

“I've just heard that the woman found in the Central Station earlier today died a short while ago,” Blake said, once they were on their own. “They did everything they could to help her and, for a while, they thought she might pull through. But it wasn't to be.” He paused. “This is now a murder investigation.”

After a brief discussion, the superintendent went to rejoin his wife. “What was that all about?” Agnes asked, the moment Alan re-appeared.

Alan beckoned for Andrews to lean forward so he could also hear what he had to say. He quickly told them what had happened. “I gather the young woman wasn't able give any information as to who had stabbed her.” He glanced at Agnes briefly before he continued. “All we have to go on at the moment is what Agnes has told us.”

“If only I had found her earlier,” Agnes said, quietly. “She looked so young – she had her whole life ahead of her.”

“We went through all that earlier. You did all you could.”

“I know, but, what if…”

“No buts or what ifs, Agnes. We are now looking at a case of murder.” Alan looked at the dance floor; they were playing a waltz. “In the meantime, let's dance before they start playing all that pop music again.”







Chapter Four

The following morning, the newspapers all led with the story of how a young woman by the name of Wendy Hamilton had been found with a stab wound at Newcastle Central Station. However, the news of her death had come too late for the national papers. Only the local daily newspaper carried the update.

Agnes bought a selection of newspapers from the small shop in the hotel reception to read while having breakfast. She was relieved to find that none of them contained a photograph of her. When she had called Alan after finding the victim at the Central Station, he had told her to stand well back until he arrived. She had understood his concern; on two occasions in the last eight months, she had been in the wrong place at the wrong time.

Nevertheless, she hadn't been too far away. She had stayed close by Wendy until the ambulance arrived. There was no way she was going to leave the young woman on her own. Even then, she had felt bad about stepping out of her line of sight. For heaven's sake, hers had been the only friendly face the poor woman had seen since someone had thrust a knife into her. But now, looking back, maybe Alan had been right to be cautious. What if the person who wielded the knife had still been loitering around somewhere in the crowd? And, what if the killer had been the man she had seen with Wendy earlier in the day?

Despite her earlier thoughts that the man on the beach couldn't have seen her, Agnes had to admit that it was possible he might have glanced up towards the Promenade and spotted her looking down at them. She now understood Alan's concern that the man could have noticed her in much the same way she had spotted Wendy Hamilton; by what she was wearing. Agnes clutched her throat, recalling the vivid blue skirt she had chosen to wear that day. At the time, it was because it had almost matched the cloudless sky, but now it seemed it might not have been such a good idea.

It was while these thoughts were mulling through her mind that her eyes were suddenly drawn to someone in one of the photographs. Unfortunately, the face was partly hidden as the person had a hood pulled up over his head. Also, to make matters worse, he was tucked behind others in the group. Either he was unable to get any closer to the camera, or he didn't want to be identified. Nevertheless, Agnes couldn't help thinking it was the same man she had seen with the woman on the beach. She leaned forward to take a closer look, but the picture was too small to make out much detail. However, there was one thing about him that she was certain about; the hoodie was the same colour as the one worn by the man on the beach.

* * *

The morning hadn't gone well for DCI Alan Johnson. Though, having been a detective for several years and a member of the Military Police before that, he should already have been well aware that everything doesn't simply fall into place during a murder inquiry. Nevertheless, he had hoped the victim's parents might have been able to give the detectives a lead as to where to begin the investigation.

Who she had been meeting that day would have been a start. Yet, they had no idea as to who she was seeing or where she had been going. It had been news to them that she had been seen on the beach with a man at Whitley Bay prior to her death.

“Don't kids talk to their parents anymore?” Alan said, as he paced up and down the floor of his office. “For goodness' sake, my father wanted to know where I was going, who I'd be with and what time I would be home, before I was allowed out of the house!”

“Times have changed, sir,” Andrews shrugged. “You need to keep up.” The sergeant moved his face closer to his computer screen to hide a grin.

“Don't I know it?” Alan retorted. He stopped pacing and looked across towards Andrews. “And you can wipe that smile off your face!”

“Sorry, sir.”

Alan moved over to his desk and slumped down into his chair. He sat quietly for a few minutes before he spoke.

“Do I seem old to you?” He pulled a face and shook his head. “Forget it,” Alan said, before his sergeant had a chance to reply.

He picked up his pen and looked down at his diary.

“It's just that I've been running a few things through my mind lately,” he mumbled.

But, after a moment, Alan heaved a sigh and threw down the pen.

“What I mean is – do I behave like someone older than my years?”

Andrews sat back in his chair and thought for a moment or two. He was aware that whatever he said would be the wrong answer.

“Well,” he said, after a long moment, “maybe it's just that you're a little too set in your ways.” He paused. “Anyway, what brought all this on?”

“Set in my ways?” Alan stroked his chin, thoughtfully. “Yes, I suppose I am… a little set in my ways.” He looked across at Andrews. “But not too much. I do have an open mind!”

“Yes, of course you do, sir. But like I said, what's brought all this on?”

Alan sighed. “It's some of the things Mrs Lockwood says. Oh, she's probably fooling me around, but sometimes I wonder whether she might see me as…” He broke off, seeking the right words.

“A bit of a stick-in-the-mud?” The words tumbled from the sergeant's mouth before he could stop them.

“I wouldn't have put it quite like that, Sergeant,” Alan retorted.

“Sorry, sir.” Andrews apologized for the second time.

Not knowing what to say next, the sergeant was thankful to see Morris stick his head around the door.

“Sir, the front desk has just phoned up to say that Mrs Lockwood is downstairs,” he said, looking at the DCI. “She says she needs to have a word.”







Chapter Five

After she finished her breakfast, Agnes made her way out of the dining room and across to the receptionist to enquire whether there was a magnifying glass she could borrow. She hoped that if the photograph in the paper was magnified, she might get a better view of the man's face. However, though a glass was found, it didn't help much. All it did was make the photo look rather grainy; most likely due to it already having been reproduced in the newspaper.

She looked at the picture again. The only other option was to see the original picture. But would the newspaper take her seriously? Perhaps if Alan were to request a copy to be sent to the police station, they would oblige. For a moment, Agnes debated whether to phone him with the news or simply turn up at his office. Once she had made up her mind, she grabbed her jacket and set off to the taxi rank.

* * *

Now, upstairs in the DCI's office, Agnes showed Alan the photo in the newspaper and explained the reason for her visit.

“So that's why I really need to see the original photo. It's the only way I can be absolutely certain that this is the man I saw with the young woman.” She paused for a moment. “I was useless when I was trying to describe the man to your officer, but now, maybe I can make up for it. However, I thought if I were to approach the newspaper they might refuse, but surely they wouldn't refuse a DCI.”

“Agnes, if you had gone to the local newspaper with this information, they would have welcomed you with open arms,” Alan replied, his eyes still fixed on the photo. “It would have been a great scoop for them.” He looked across towards her. “I can almost see the headlines – 'Woman sees a suspect in the murder of Wendy Hamilton in local paper'. No doubt they would have wanted to emblazon the front page with the story.”

He glanced up at Andrews who was still staring down at the picture.

“However,” he continued, “and I think Andrews will agree with me, I don't believe that would have been a good idea. It might well have put you in a dangerous position – especially if the man in the photo is guilty of the young woman's murder.”

Andrews nodded. “If this is our killer and he's still in the area, then he'll be watching his back – reading all the newspapers to make sure no one will point him out.”

“But you can still request the photo, can't you?” Agnes said, looking back at Alan. “I'm sure you could come up with some reasonable explanation for wanting to see it.”

“Yes, we can and we will. I was simply trying to make you aware of the danger you might have put yourself in, if you'd gone to the newspaper.”

“Okay, Alan, I get it.” She gave them both a broad smile. “Now, when do I get to see the photo?”

* * *

“Does Mrs Lockwood really get it?” Andrews asked the DCI, once Agnes had left the building.

Alan had called a taxi and escorted her downstairs, leaving his sergeant to phone the newspaper office requesting copies of all photographs taken at the Central Station the previous day. Now he was back in his office.

“Yes, she does,” Alan replied, lowering himself into his chair. “But she tends to make light of anything that involves her safety. Nevertheless, I can assure you, she'll be thinking through everything we said while on her way back to the hotel.” He paused. “You got through to the newspaper okay?”

“Yes, we should have the photos within the hour. Whoever it was I spoke to sounded very keen.”

“I bet they were!”

* * *

In the taxi on the way back to the hotel, Agnes considered what had been said at the police station. Alan and his sergeant were right; the newspaper would have shown a picture of her in several editions over the next few days. It would make great news for them, but at what cost to her? Her life?

She was beginning to wonder whether she was seeking out cases of murder – or were they lining up for her? Either way, there was one thing she was sure of; she would never look the other way.

Before she left the station, Alan had told her that he, or one of his officers, would bring the photo to the hotel the moment they received it. He had even promised to include a blown-up copy of the photo to make it easier to view. Now, all she had to do was to wait for it to arrive.

But waiting, for whatever reason, had never been a strong point with Agnes. She sighed as the taxi pulled to a halt outside the hotel. However, with so little to go on, what else was there for her to do?







Chapter Six

Agnes hung around the hotel, waiting for the photographs to arrive. As it turned out, it was Alan himself who brought them.

“I can't stay long,” he told her. “As you can imagine, everyone is a little on edge at the moment. The body of Wendy Hamilton and the clothes she was wearing are with Doctor Nichols and his team and we are hoping to hear from him very soon. With a bit of luck, they'll find traces of DNA from her killer.”

Agnes nodded.

“Anyway, here are the photographs,” Alan said, handing her the pictures. “Take a look and tell me whether you think this is the man you saw with the victim.”

Agnes took a long look at the copy of the photo she had first seen in the newspaper. The picture was much clearer than the reproduction in the paper and she instantly recognised the man she had seen on the beach. A swift glance at the enlarged version merely confirmed it. But there was something about the man, which disturbed her, though she couldn't put her finger on what it was.

“It's him,” she said at last. “That's definitely the man I saw on the beach with Wendy Hamilton.” She looked back up at Alan. “So, where do we go from here?”

“We?” Alan grinned.

“Let's not go through all that again,” Agnes smiled. “But, if you insist, may I remind you that you wouldn't even have that face to go on if…”

“Okay, okay.” Alan held up his hands. “I'll keep you in the loop.”

“Is that a promise?” She gave him a sideways glance as she spoke.

“Yes, it's a promise.”

He rose to his feet. “But now I must go. I really need to pass on the information you've given me.”

“Can I keep these,” Agnes held up the photographs.

She wanted time to think about what it was about the man that had caught her attention.

“I don't see why not,” Alan replied. “We still have the originals at the station and now that you've confirmed this is the man you saw, we'll be printing off more copies. “Why do you want them, anyway?”

“Oh. No particular reason.” She shrugged and swiftly changed the subject. “With this new case, do you think you'll be able to get away in time for the concert at the Sage this evening?”

“I should damn well hope so,” he replied. “I'm also planning to be here in time for dinner, too, just as we arranged.”

* * *

Once Alan had left, Agnes hurried upstairs to her room. She needed time to look closely at the photographs and find out what it was that had troubled her. She poured herself a glass of wine and sat down at the table by the window and spent a few minutes staring down at the river. There was something about watching the river flowing gently beneath the window that seemed to help to clear her head.

Turning her attention back to the photographs, she stared closely at them. What was it about the pictures that had disturbed and alerted her? Then it suddenly came to her. All the people in the photo were looking towards where the paramedics were attending to the young woman; all, that is, except the suspect. His eyes appeared to be focused on something else. What had grabbed his attention? Surely, if he was innocent of the crime, he would have pushed his way through to reach his girlfriend, rather than standing at the back of the crowd?

But perhaps he didn't realise the person needing medical attention was his girlfriend? Agnes recalled that the last time she saw them both, Wendy Hamilton appeared to be trying to avoid him. Therefore, if he had wandered around the streets of Whitley Bay for a while, he could have arrived on a much later train. That would mean he had no idea who the medics were attending to. But, and it was a big but, if this man knew it was Wendy, because it was he who had stabbed her, then why on earth was he still hovering around the scene? Surely he would have scarpered as far away as possible?
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