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    “Tuesday Bloody Tuesday”




    “Tuesday Bloody Tuesday,” Ted Dennison spoke out loud. He reflected that his thirty three year old body was showing the signs of his debauched life-style, too much booze and too little exercise. His heavy set six foot frame weighed over sixteen stone. The paunch had developed uncontrolled; with despair Ted noticed that the bath water failed to cover it. Another resolution to lose weight ‘next week’ was made.




    Somehow Tuesday mornings always were the worst, maybe it was because on Monday a new week, and opportunity loomed; by Tuesday the resolve had gone, and on Wednesday the week was half over.




    Ted mentally committed himself to a solid day’s phoning, and seeing people. He was a free-lance security consultant, mainly selling security equipment, occasionally donning a private detective hat. Ted was after the large sale, the big deal, which would set him up for life. However the longer this eluded him the less he seemed to work at it, and the more cynical he became. Part of the problem was he made a living - enough to drink too much - but not enough to save. Ted reflected that his resolve was strongest when the bank balance became critical. As he ran the figures, of available cash and money due against money owed and cash required, through his mind Ted realised that the resolve needed to be pretty damn resolute over the next few days.




    Ted surveyed the peeling paint on the bathroom ceiling, the cracked lino and the browning net curtains; the rest of the flat was not much better; redecoration and replacement of the self destructing cheap modern furniture was an urgent requirement. The saving grace of the flat was its central Chelsea location. But the landlord would spend no money until he had a tenant paying the inflated rent the area justified - a good deal more than Ted could afford.




    On the radio the recent hit - Boney M’s Rivers of Babylon - faded: Ted always smiled when he heard that song. A friend of his, in the music business, had been offered 25% for a couple of thousand pounds. He had turned it down as mindless bubblegum - which of course it was - but he had then spent months kicking himself as it became a double sided hit with ‘Brown Girl in the ring’ on the flip side; it had dominated the charts for months. The music switched to a conversation that suggested that Jimmy Young was about to replace Terry Wogan as the presenter. Ted surmised that it must be nearly ten o’clock, time to get on the phone. As though by telepathy, the phone rang. For a moment Ted thought of not answering, not getting out of his nice warm bath to stand dripping and shivering, but self discipline reluctantly took over. He pulled himself out and wrapped an oversized bath towel around his body as he scrabbled for the handset.




    “I’m a friend of Inga,” said a girl’s voice on the other end of the phone, “She suggested that you could help me, can I come round now?” Before Ted could reply, she added “I have the address, 40, Ives Street, just off Draycott Avenue.”




    Ted was intrigued, Inga, real name Rosemary, was a hostess at Garbo’s nightclub, in reality, a whore. The only thing whores normally wanted was money.




    “O.K. What’s your name and how long will you be?” he said.




    “Milly and fifteen minutes.” she replied.




    Almost to the minute. Ted heard the familiar cackle of a London cab. He walked to the window and looked down from his first floor flat. A black cab, displaying an advertisement for “J.P.S.” on the front door, had stopped outside. From the back, a girl with long dark hair emerged. She was dressed in a tee shirt and jeans and carried a green Harrods bag. She closed the rear door and lent through the cab front window to pay her fare to the driver. Ted bet himself even money that in the plastic bag was her working clothes. A long evening dress and a pair of shoes was all most girls wore at the club.




    A dark red Ford Granada pulled up sharply behind the cab. Ted expected the driver to start blowing his horn; he seemed in an almighty rush, the kind that caused accidents. From the front passenger seat, a man jumped out and ran towards the girl; just as he reached her she yelled “Go away!” and hit him with the bag. Ted saw the rear door of the Granada begin to open.




    “Why don’t I mind my own business?” he thought as he hurled himself down the stairs. As he opened the front door the split second picture was of the first man holding on to the struggling girl, whilst the man from the rear of the Granada was running to help him. The second man was crossing in front of Ted, about one yard away. He was a heavy set man wearing dark trousers and a light windcheater. Ted stepped forward and put out his foot, the man sprawled in a bone crunching fall, before he could recover, and despite doubting whether he should, Ted kicked him hard in the ribs, as the man rolled over he kicked him again in the stomach. Pre emptive strikes have to be final.




    ‘Well, I’ve evened the odds.’ thought Ted, then he looked in detail for the first time at the man holding the girl; he was about five foot ten, thickset with dark hair. He wore a blazer with a collar and tie; the smart appearance suggested an ex-serviceman. He certainly did not look the type to run away. The man’s immediate reaction was to let go of the girl and turn towards Ted. “Get inside!” shouted Ted.




    The girl reacted like a startled rabbit and bolted for the door. As she started off, Ted turned and followed her. The first man was momentarily confused by the sequence of events; he was only just reacting as Ted slammed the front door. Ted led the girl up the stairs to his flat and shut and bolted the door.




    From the window, they watched the taxi drive away, no cab driver ever wanted to be involved. The first man was half supporting and half dragging his colleague back to the Granada, as soon as the door was closing, the driver accelerated away.




    Reaction set in, all that adrenalin now reduced Ted’s body to a shaking mass, for a second he thought he might have to sit down. As he pulled himself together he looked properly at the girl. Not unnaturally, she seemed off balance, the dark eyes stared at him in semi-shock, but Ted thought she would soon recover, she looked hard, the lines on the face told a rough story. She was the type who had seen it all.




    In the best English tradition Ted Dennison insisted on making tea, and small talk. To himself only, he admitted he needed the time to adjust back to normality after the sudden violence.




    At first the girl was politeness herself, he studied her with a cynical eye. He knew her profession: was she the hardboiled super bitch she looked, or did she have some softness? She was five foot seven with a long face, surrounded by long dark hair, the face was cracked by worry lines giving a worn look; the dark eyes spoke a great deal. Unlike many girls who spent their lives drinking champagne, and eating compulsory meals, she had retained a firm body, with, to Ted’s eye, a large but not excessive bust.




    She answered Ted’s casual questions straight forwardly, in a nondescript voice with no visible accent, her real name was Brenda, Milly being her club name, it seemed to be that revelation that changed her, the eyes hardened the accent appeared - a South London slur eroded her speech.




    Ted probed further asking how long she had worked at Garbo’s? “What the bloody hell do you want to know for? Quit beating about the bush don’t you want to know what it’s all about?”




    “I didn’t think patience would be your virtue,” replied Ted smiling, “What do you think it’s all about?”




    “I don’t think; I bloody know!” she snapped, her lips compressed in fury.




    “Alright, calm down, tell me the story.”




    She glared at him, He had carefully used the word story to let her know he would not take anything she said for granted; he wanted her to know he did not trust her, or her profession.




    She continued to openly smoulder. Ted glared back, he was getting little thanks for helping her, and was beginning to wonder what the hell he had got into.




    Deciding that another spur was needed either to get the story, or rid of the girl. He lounged back in his chair before speaking very off handily. “Look, Darling, you have a problem, you can’t go to the police or you would have. You have no friends who can help you or you’d have gone to them. I suspect you have come to me because I understand your occupation. If you spoke to most people and said ‘I earn a grand a week sucking men’s cocks,’ they would either throw you out or ask you for a demo, the latter if the police and then throw you out.”




    “So you’re a clever bastard - I got the message.” she snarled in reaction, barely moving her mouth as she spoke. Her eyes glared at Ted, for a moment; she stiffened her body as if to get up and walk out.




    “Takes one to know one.” Ted smiled, then leaning forward he added, “O.K. tell me about it. We’ll call a truce.”




    “O.K. but don’t treat me like shit.” Ted nodded an apology and relaxed back in the chair again.




    “Last Friday, I sat with this Arab and then went back to his hotel. There were two other guys already in the room. The guy I was with and the others started shouting at each other, so I left. Last night I saw in The Standard that an Arab had been found dead in his room on the 15th floor of the Hilton, the same floor! I checked with a friend and it seems to be the same guy.” She paused for a moment. Ted carefully remained silent. “Last night, there’s a bloke at the club, asks for me but I’m already booked. I think it’s someone I know so I go to have a word at the bar. I don’t know the guy, but he grabs me and says Ali would like to see me, could I go round later, it didn’t matter how late, after the guy I was with would do. I said which Ali and he says ‘you remember the guy you walked out on, on Friday.’ I said, ‘he’s dead.’ The guy was a bit surprised and said, ‘Really it was for the other guy and he’d pay 500.’ He had to be bloody joking for that money he wanted something weird anyway. So I told him to shove off. Later one of the other girls, a friend, told me that this man had asked if she had my phone number. She bloody gave it to him! It seems he’d asked several girls, who my friends were amongst the girls. I was getting in a right state about it in the toilet.” Ted chuckled, thinking the language would probably have re-educated an entire stokers mess. “Anyway, Inga suggested you and I broke all the rules went case and stayed the night. In the morning, I came here, but how the bloody hell did they know where I was?”




    “Easy,” said Ted “Where did you spend last night and how did you get there?”




    “We were going to his place, The Portman, but I thought we’d have problems with hotel security, so we went to the Queensgate Hotel, John the club driver took us.”




    “Probably followed you to the Hotel, sat outside expecting you to leave after the usual twenty minutes and had to stay all night, not their night! Then when you left, followed, hoping for an easy pick up probably became impatient in the end. Mind you, they seemed very determined and reasonably professional.” Ted’s mind played the story over and he began to question the girl. She was not sure of the Arab’s name but it could have been Ali, they had not been challenged by hotel security when entering the hotel. The two guys in the room were Arabs, she knew because all they spoke was in Arabic.




    “You just walked out?” asked Ted, “Didn’t argue? Didn’t ask for money?”




    “Yes, that’s it,” Brenda replied.




    “Liar!” Ted looked straight into the dark eyes as they scowled back at him. “You’re not the type to leave with nothing how much did you agree at the club?”




    “Two hundred,” she paused, glared at Ted, “I got one hundred at the club in case hotel security threw me out.”




    “Did you suggest they might all like a go, at a price?”




    “Not with three bloody Arabs, you only do that once, when you are very desperate.”




    “Or greedy.” added Ted.




    Ted asked the girl about the newspaper report. Brenda had the cutting; a small one paragraph filler, from an inner page.




    “I’d have normally never seen it, but I got an early edition to read on the bus.” All the paper said was an Arab had been found dead, the police had no comment pending a medical examination. Brenda had a friend at the Hilton who had said murder was suspected, she was very reluctant to tell Ted who the ‘friend’ was.




    “So,” said Ted “you think your two party poopers were the murderers. You are the prime witness, why don’t you go to the police?”




    “The filth! They’ll just give me a hard time, like as not do me for something.”




    “Some of my best friends are policemen,” mimicked Ted, then continued, “So what you want me to do is see the police on your behalf?”




    “If you like, but don’t get me involved, all I want is those goons off my back.”




    Ted sat and thought for a minute, then said, “O.K. First, I’ll make a few enquires, see the police etc. I will find out what I can. However, like you my dear, I do not work for love, or in your profession’s words, ‘Love is expensive’. Don’t ask how much this will all cost because I don’t know. Me, I’m cheap, at fifteen pounds an hour, that’s very cheap and you can reckon on there being eighteen hours plus in a day plus extras. Also I’ll have to find you a baby sitter with a safe house.”




    Brenda first screamed “Rip off”, then tried to bargain and was on the verge of offering payment in kind, when she finally capitulated and agreed the terms. Ted contacted a baby sitter on the phone. He arranged to hand over ‘the package’ at the chauffeurs’ entrance to Harrods in Basil Street.




    Ted called a taxi to the flat. The four hundred yard plus journey took the best part of fifteen minutes. The taxi driver did not say it but his look asked why the hell two reasonably young and healthy people needed a taxi to take fifteen minutes for what was a ten minute walk, he was even less impressed when Ted insisted upon arriving at the Brompton Road main entrance. As the cab stopped Ted leapt out cautioning the girl to stay in the cab. Ted looked carefully around, before paying off the cab, earning some relief from the cabbies disapproval with an overlarge tip. ‘Not my money’ reflected Ted. Ted then took the girl by the arm and positively rushed her across the pavement and then well into the bustling store.




    Brenda shrugged off Ted’s grip on her arm and was about to complain, when Ted stopped her with the words “Just shut up, I am trying to save your arse.” He then turned grabbing her hand before he dodged his way through the dawdling shoppers, staring at any fit man, looking for hostility in their eyes, or movements that were suspicious t. It was with relief that Ted got to the Menswear Department and in particular the entrance by the Green Man. He enjoyed the expression on Brenda’s face as a six foot four, black man came up to them. Briefly, Ted introduced Oscar, told Brenda he would see her later.




    Brenda was hustled out of the door by Oscar, straight into the back of a waiting cab, the cab pulled away and swung left into a questionably legal U turn to turn into Hans Square. The cab hesitated for a moment as a badly parked Ford Transit pulled into the small street behind the taxi. Ted grinned as the van backfired once and then stalled.




    Noon, the early summer sun warmed up London. Was May Spring or Summer? To people walking down Walton Street London SW3 at that moment, it did not really matter, it mattered even less to Ted Dennison, just over two hours ago he had nothing to do, indeed he was worried about the rent, telephone, Barclaycard, Access etc., but they seemed irrelevant now. Ted reflected on the facts and as if to convince himself, he recalled that the action outside his flat had really happened, like a nasty accident, it all seemed unreal a few hours later. Then he had watched an impatient Granada driver scream abuse at un unhelpful West Indian with a broken down van and the man in the passenger seat who eventually emerged to push the van out of the way had confirmed his worst suspicious, it was the man who had tried to grab the girl outside his flat.




    Two tall blonde, bronzed girls in their twenties paraded down the Street, both in jeans and tee shirts. One proclaiming she had skied ‘Verbier’ the others more subtle swan emblem indicated that she wore designer clothes. Their breasts jingled nicely and nipples stood out. For a vicious moment Ted Dennison tried to compare them to his client, as a man about London, he knew there were more similarities than the two fashionable blondes would like. A glance at the watch indicated it was twenty minutes until his appointment at Chelsea Police station. He turned down First Street, ignored an early impulse to stop off at the ‘Enterprise’. He would tell the story to Detective Sergeant Bill Milne. Bill would ask ‘Why the hell he had not brought in the girl,’ he would try and explain, Hell! Bill knew enough about resentment towards the police and in any case who really disliked an honest whore? The trouble was there were not many honest whores. Was the girl’s story true? He realised he was passing the Admiral Codrington, he turned in through the door, ordered a glass of white wine, rather than a beer as a concession to his weight, and slowly drank it, without realising how revolting it was. He sat in a bar stool and reflected on how accurate the girl’s story was?




    Detective Sergeant Bill Milne had been a policeman for twelve years and a detective for eight. His major concern in life was catching villains. He disliked senior ‘uniform ‘ police officers, rapists, drug pushers and licensing hours. At thirty one, he stood a good chance of promotion providing some of his dislikes were not too apparent.




    Ted had known Bill Milne since his posting to Chelsea three years ago; they had met and fostered their relationship over numerous drinks. Three times they had discussed police business, twice Bill had asked Ted to try and find out something and once Ted had asked a favour. Today, Ted decided not to tell the policeman the whole story to begin with but simply asked about the murder at the Hilton. A phone call to the Police Station dealing with the event was required, the information ascertained was not as expected; the case was being treated as natural causes.




    Ted was now forced to tell the detective the full story, including the incident outside Harrods. Bill Milne did not bother to ask why Ted had initially held back, he simply rang the relevant police station again and asked for the officer who had dealt with the case. Fortunately, the officer concerned knew Bill and for ten minutes, they discussed the matter. Ted noticed that Bill did not mention him or the girl and had lightly dismissed an enquiry as to why he was interested.




    In the end Bill put down the phone, sucked at the end of a Bic plastic biro, he looked at Ted with an enquiring expression, “It is not that straight forward, it seems that after the body was found, initially we thought that it was not right and a post mortem should be done, but almost immediately after we arrived, a man from the Embassy turned up, complete with the Embassy Doctor. The doctor took a quick look at the body and diagnosed natural causes. Our man on the case was not happy, but in no time, the Foreign Office were on saying that it was nothing to do with us, the deceased was a foreign national and the Embassy were claiming the body, let them have it. Then the Hilton were told that if the Embassy took the body they would ‘naturally’ settle any outstanding account. We beat a hasty retreat and the body was whisked away, apparently to be returned to his grieving relatives at home.”




    “What country did he come from?” asked Ted.




    “That seems to be in some doubt, the Syrians claimed the body, but before the politicos told us to buzz off and mind our own, we had discovered he had registered as Lebanese,” Bill then gave Ted a slightly quizzical look, and added “I have been told the matter is closed and I have received all the information I will.”




    “But... Thanks Bill”, Ted conceded to the thinly disguised closing of the subject. “But what do you make of trying to kidnap my client? It seems such a ‘put up’ job over the body, trying to grab the girl makes no sense, hell! Let’s go for a beer.”




    Bill smiled, “About bloody time too.”




    Ted’s car was the result a decent sale he had made a year earlier when he had been able to buy a Renault 5 Gordini which was one of the fastest small cars on the road. It was ideal for zipping through London traffic; could hold its own on a blast down the motorway, but was really in its element, as well as great fun to drive, on traffic free country roads. Later that afternoon, he drove it over Battersea Bridge, South through Lavender Hill, across Clapham Common to the suburb that was once the shopping Mecca of South London, and the home of fine middle class residences. It suffered badly in the blitz and after that it fell into decay with the once proud family homes being converted to multiple occupancy housing. Brixton was rightly, or wrongly, considered as London’s black ghetto. Ted halted at lights crossing Brixton Hill, checked his A to Z and threaded into the side streets. Shortly he drew up outside an old Victorian house of three storeys, like the rest of the street, it looked run down. There were cars parked down both sides of the street, but it was doubtful if fifty percent actually worked, otherwise apart from the odd new car, there were several semi customised vehicles. Ted tapped the horn three times; the door of the house opened and a black youth, tall and gangling, ran to the car. Ted got out leaving the Renault double parked; the youth shut the car door for Ted and leant against the vehicle.




    Inside the house, the rundown appearance was confirmed by the squalid hall, the walls were several colours as old paint and paper peeled, there was that boiled cabbage smell associated with tenements.




    A voice summoned Ted to the first floor; he weaved his way past the numerous obstructions on the stairs. Oscar grinned broadly as Ted appeared and beckoned him into a room. Inside the room, the squalor of the passage way was forgotten. The furnishing was barely middle of the road, a long fluffy black carpet covered the floor, a chrome plated stand in the corner carried a complex stereo system which Ted suspected was never turned off, even now music bounced in the background. There were several different chairs from modern to an old smoker’s bow, in the far corner, an enormous bed with a large black and white animal skin thrown over it. The walls were decorated in different colours in a garish but strangely stylish way.




    Oscar led the way to a glass topped table which was covered by an array of bottles that would have done any cocktail bar proud. Despite Oscar’s protests, Ted insisted on a whisky and water, he had an underlying suspicious that a ‘Brixton Cocktail’ may make the journey back a difficult task.




    Oscar was not enamoured with his charge, she had moaned and bitched her way through the day. Oscar grinned as he confided to Ted that she was now locked in, he expected an outraged outburst when she discovered. Ted was led upstairs and let into a small room at the back of the house. As soon as the door opened, she started. “What the bloody hell do you call this place, it’s a bloody slum. They’ve even locked the goddamn door!”




    Ted signed visibly and audibly, “Listen you stupid bitch, you are here because this is the safest place I could get immediately. You are locked in to save you from yourself.”




    “I don’t like bloody niggers,”




    “Unless they’ve got two hundred quid in spare cash!” Ted sniped back. “One good reason for being here is that any white face shows in this street and everybody knows. Your pursuers won’t get near here; no one round here is going to talk. This community is super insular and they don’t trust anyone.”




    “Well I’m not staying,” she snarled.




    Ted walked to a small armchair in the corner of the room and sat down. “Listen! Walk out here and I guarantee you’ll be picked up within the next twenty four hours if you stay in London, and I’m not sure you would get out of London. The people after you have good resources, seem to be professionals and we don’t have a clue who they are, or why they want you. I personally don’t care a damn about what happens to you. I took the job for the money, which I need, however, not enough to put up with your tantrums.” With that he stood.




    Brenda was about to blast off again when her brain suddenly realised what Ted had said. “What do you mean don’t know why they want me? I know who did a murder!”




    For the next few minutes Ted told the girl about his visit to the police, about his few drinks with Bill Milne, who had indicated that the subject was closed at police level. Finally he told the girl about the Granada outside Harrods, adding he had concluded that they had been followed to Harrods, by another car which indicated there was radio communication in the cars, because Ted had been searching for the Granada on their extended journey to Brompton Road. “This is not a Hicksville operation we are up against,” was Ted’s conclusion.




    The disclosures bought another irate outburst from the girl, this time directed at the unreasonable attitude of people who tried to abduct her without a reason. She then turned her abuse on Ted Dennison for not finding out why or who. Ted just let her rant on until finally she started tailing off then at last she dried up. Ted smiled benignly and asked her if she still required his services, adding that his willingness to continue was based on her ability to be quiet and do as she was told. Brenda’s acceptance was a conciliatory snarl saying “I don’t have much bloody choice do I?”




    Ted humoured her by agreeing to continue; he then asked for down payment, the girl said she had no money with her. Ted decided it was his turn to throw a tantrum, he purposefully gritted his teeth and glared at Brenda, “Now listen, not only are you going to do as you’re told, when you’re told, you are also going to stop lying and mistrusting me or my friends. You do not call Oscar and his colleague’s niggers; they would prefer to be called black, rather than white. They’ve spent too much time with white trash”, Ted bit back ‘like you’ and continued “Last night you went case, that’s at least one hundred pounds, but you stayed all night so I reckon you got more. How much cash have you got on you?”




    “Look for yourself”, ‘she threw her cartridge bag’ style handbag at him.




    Ted caught the bag; He got up, walked to a small table and turned the bag upside down, onto the table. On display were the usual contents of a girl’s handbag, plus several elongated silver foil wrapped contraceptives. Ted picked up a wallet, looked inside and pulled out ninety pounds in ten-pound notes; there was also a building society book in the name of Brenda Simpson showing a balance of ten thousand six hundred and thirty pounds. Ted noticed that there were regular entries showing deposits of five hundred pounds, the last entry was a week old and the one before, a week earlier. Looking at Brenda Ted decided she was too calm. The deposit book told a story, he shuffled through the make-up, address book, contraceptives and a few personal letters. Ted picked up the bag again, pulled open the top and looked inside. He put his hand in and felt round the lining, suddenly he started to grin, he looked at the girl and was rewarded with the sight of her losing her cool look; the eyes were angry. Ted “tut tutted” as his hand re-appeared holding a wad of notes “Five hundred pounds I presume” said Ted, he got no answer. He carefully counted the money, and then put the roll of five hundred pounds into his pocket. Then as the dark eyes glared at him, he found a business card and wrote a receipt on the back.




    “Right” said Ted “I think we have now finished our meeting. I will let you have a breakdown of costs at the end, in the meantime I’ll get on with trying to find out what the hell this is all about, Please do not give Oscar a hard time, I’ll see you tomorrow, if there’s anything you want, ask Oscar and if he can’t get it, I’ll bring it tomorrow. In the meantime, ‘be cool.” Ted waited for a reply, but the girl just shrugged, and then surprisingly gave a sheepish smile.




    Ted returned to Oscar’s lair on the floor below, he gratefully accepted another scotch and Oscar no less gratefully accepted the hundred pounds proffered by Ted. Asking Oscar to call him at ten the next morning, Ted finished his drink and left. The tall, gangling youth was still leaning against his car and opened the door for him.




    Heading North over the river at quarter to six in the evening was simple compared to the homeward bound commuter hoards that stopped and started their way home to the southern suburbs of Greater London’s vast conglomeration. Ted Dennison was approaching Battersea Bridge as the news came on the radio, two bombs had gone off in London that afternoon, one at the Grosvenor House Hotel and one in Marks and Spencer in Oxford Street. No warning had been given there were causalities. After the stark details, which meant probable death and certainly appalling wounds to ordinary people minding their own business, the inevitable commentator started giving his opinion. It was, of course, eighty per cent guess work as at that stage, he had very few details. The reporter thought that there were a number of people dead, definitely several severely injured. He did not know who had planted the bombs. It did not, at first, seem like the IRA, also if a new bombing campaign, it was unusual for it to be conducted during the summer months.




    To Ted Dennison, the news item had a double edged meaning, in human terms he deplored the loss of life, maiming and grief such attacks caused, however with his security consultant ‘hat on’ there was nothing like a few bombings to suddenly persuade senior management that security mattered after all, All the previous pleadings of their, by now demoralised, security staff would be reconsidered with demands they be implemented yesterday. With luck Ted Dennison’s phone would start ringing. The next problem would be the logistical nightmare of importing equipment in a hurry, of rounding up experienced staff being chased by all and sundry as panic set in.




    Garbo’s night club was in a narrow street near Shepherd Market in Mayfair. It had in the sixties, been one of the first, and highly fashionable discotheques. Most discotheques/night clubs that become the ‘in’ place tend to die off as they are replaced by the next more trendy place, or more properly when they, the already trendy places decide that they can no longer afford to allow London’s socialites to free load, and start asking for real money, and actually expect accounts to be paid. As a result the London’s self important and self appointed elite move to a new venue where the owners allow extended, to eternity if possible, credit. Now Garbo’s was a night club, the type that less chivalrous would call a Hostess Club. A place where a man could meet a pretty girl, spend an intimate evening dancing, watch a small but professional cabaret. At least, unlike most similar clubs, Garbo’s cabaret artists normally remained almost fully clothed. A reasonable meal could be had. In any event the lady friend would insist on something to eat and then having the requisite two bottles of champagne lavished on her. Then assuming suitable agreement over certain financial matters the lady would accompany the lucky punter to a hotel, from where after a few minutes of torrid passion, the lady would depart: if not immediately after one of the hundred cigarettes that were on the bill. The cost of this exciting night out would be in the region of five hundred pounds.




    Ted Dennison walked up the stairs into the reception at Garbo’s. The receptionist smiled a greeting, Ted signed the membership book, briefly discussed how busy the club had been with the girl, before turning towards the twin swing door leading to the club. As he passed through the doors, Ted paused to allow his eyes to adjust to the low level of light, a small band played on an elevated stage seemingly recessed into the wall of the club. The small dance floor already had two couples on it, a petite blonde hung around the neck of a sixty year old-who reminded Ted of an archetypal senior director, a chairman of something and quite likely with a granddaughter approaching the blonde’s age. The other couple leapt up and down almost in time with the music, the man was in his mid thirties looked fit and bronzed and almost certainly could have had the pick of most single girls for nothing, the girl with him was in her late twenties, auburn hair and wore a long ‘Laura Ashley’ style dress. Of the tables surrounding the dance floor about half were occupied and couples chatted freely as they summed each other up. Ted swore at himself, he had intended arriving earlier however had been delayed chatting in the pub, and now half the girls were booked.




    Ted moved forward to the bar area, this area was far too small and people jostled each other, men stood eying the girls, whilst the girls smiled coyly and tried to catch a man’s eye. Ted looking around, as always was surprised at the general standard of the girls, all were good looking, well turned-out, the type of girl you would take out and no one would guess her real profession.




    Out of the corner of his eye, Ted saw Inga coming toward him; he turned in her direction as she pushed her way through the crowd, with no preliminaries, she asked if Ted had seen Milly: she was worried as she had rung Milly and received no reply. Ted told her not to worry, and that he was looking after Milly, or Brenda. Ted then asked if anyone else had sat with or seen the now dead Arab. Inga said she would ask around and contact him tomorrow. “Look, Rosemary”, Ted used her real name to stop her treating him as another customer, “Brenda is in real danger and the sooner I can find out what the hell is going on, the better. I’m sure you can ask around now, and I’ll tell Brenda to make it up if you don’t get booked tonight.” Ted knew Inga was very unlikely to miss out, she was an attractive blonde, with classic Scandinavian looks-hence the club name. She did not mention to punters that the nearest she had been to Scandinavia was Romford, she just smiled occasionally and said something with a slight accent, lay on her back at the end of each night, six nights a week, collecting a minimum of one, but often two, hundred pounds a time add that to the odd lunch time, afternoon or early evening booking and her salary, which for practical reasons was tax free was only bettered by a few high flyers, and certainly not by most of her clients.




    Ted fought his way to the bar, ordered a whisky, then fought his way from the bar to lean against a wall and watched the action. Slowly, the crowd died down as eyes met across the room, couples chatted briefly in the bar area before being led to a table. The evening suited waiters hurried back and forth carrying innumerable bottles of champagne.




    Inga moved around the still free girls, occasionally darting off as she saw a booked girl head for the ladies. Ted was impressed with her obvious endeavours, he had half expected her to come back after ten minutes and say she had learnt nothing.




    Inga finally came back to Ted forty minutes later. The Arab had been in before, last Wednesday, and had stayed with Cilla. When Ted asked where Cilla was, Inga, looked at him unhappily, “That’s the point, Cilla did not turn up last night, or tonight. I asked a friend of hers, that’s the girl I followed to the ladies, and she says she hasn’t heard from her. She quite often stays in town with her.”




    Ted asked where Cilla lived, Inga thought Ilford, however Cilla had introduced a new girl last week who came from her area. The girl was called Susie, and was sitting round the corner. “I didn’t talk to her because we had a row on Friday, we sat with two punters all evening and then she refused to go with the guy, both left in a temper, and I got bugger all.”




    “Oh dear, very unprofessional”, Ted grinned in mock sympathy.




    “You’re right, if Harold finds out he’ll fire her. I told her if she did that again with me- or anyone else we’d tell him.”




    Ted concluded that Inga must have somehow earned her money that night, or she would have told the owner, Harold Wybold. “Thanks for your help, Rosemary, point me at Susie”. Ted wrapped up the conversation.




    Susie was a pretty brown haired girl, although ‘dolled up’, Ted thought she could be still in her teens. She wore a long black dress and Ted reckoned was the only girl in the room wearing a bra. She had young square looking face with a modern permed hair style. Ted was amused to note that she was right in the corner of a deep six seater table, furthest from the passageway and surrounded by un-booked girls who seemed considerably keener to socialise. It seemed to Ted from Inga’s story and the fact now she seemed to be hiding, that Susie was not a very enthusiastic whore. He wondered what had made her start in the first place, she appeared too young to have the usual desperate problems such as children, it could be drugs but she looked too alert. Ted realised that he would have difficulty talking to her, or indeed making contact surrounded, as she was, by other girls. He saw Mark the manager, coming his way so he stopped him exchanged pleasantries asked for a table and then pointed out Susie, saying he wished her to join him. “Ted, I think I can do better than that for you”, Mark volunteered.




    “No Mark, I want a virgin for a change”. Ted turned down the offer.




    “And that would not surprise me”, Mark retorted showing Ted to a table to the extreme right of the band effectively obscuring them from his sight, “I’ll get you a better table if one comes up,” Mark assured Ted.




    Ted sat down, and watched as Mark walked to the table with the girls. Susie looked distinctly worried, it seemed as though one of the other girls, a pretty black girl with short curly hair cut into a criss-cross pattern of partings wanted to take her place. Susie gathered up her belongings - a purse, packet of Rothmans and a stick cigarette lighter.




    She sat down opposite Ted, smiled nervously and introduced herself. Ted smiled back, gave her his name, assumed she wished to drink champagne and ordered a bottle of Mercier, the club’s least expensive. By the time the waiter returned with the champagne, a bottle of whisky for Ted and a plate of crudities provided by the house, Ted had learnt a little more about Susie. She was twenty, lived in Ilford, and had worked at the club for a week; before that she had been a freelance model. The waiter poured the champagne, another waiter appeared with ice and water for Ted, and then they departed.




    Ted was more curious than ever about Susie, so using the most corny line of all, said “What’s a nice girl like you doing here”, he gave a half smile, whilst making firm eye contact, then he added “And actually I mean that”.




    Susie stared back, and then looked down, but was obliged by Ted’s silence to reply. “Well, I wasn’t earning much as a model, and a friend works here, she said it was good fun. We planned to go on holiday together. I said I’d go, then realised I couldn’t afford too. Dad would lend me the money but my Mum wanted me to get a proper job.




    “Are you enjoying it” queried Ted - her eyes showed doubt. “Don’t answer”, Ted backed down. “Is your friend Cilla here?” Susie looked blank for a moment, “You mean Jane”? She suddenly comprehended. “Sorry, I always forget about club names”. Do you know her?”




    “Not in the biblical sense! In fact not at all, have you seen her today?”




    “No, I saw her here on Saturday night: that was the last time, she said she’d call round my house on Monday morning but never came. In fact her Mum rang me to ask if I had seen or heard from her as she had not seen her since Saturday, but I hadn’t. Jane says she works in an all night cafe; she has a friend who really does. I said I was going to work there too. Jane has a friend with a flat in town, she quite often stays there.”




    “Have you heard of, or from Jane since Sunday, do you know what she was doing on Sunday”.




    “She told me that she was staying Saturday night with Silvi -that’s her friend- and she was going out with some guy on Sunday for lunch, or something.”




    “Was it-shall we say a business appointment, or just social.”




    Ted was amused to see Susie begin to blush. “I think it was with some guy she met at the club she was with somebody when he came in on Friday to see her, and he asked her to lunch on Sunday”




    ‘Bingo,’ thought Ted, it had to be the Arab. “Any idea where she was meeting him?” he continued.




    “I don’t know”, Susie paused - “Hold on, I think she said the Hilton”.




    ‘Q.E.D.’ Ted said to himself as he considered the inferences, what had happened to the girl, is she being held a prisoner or more unpleasant; is she dead? Susie interrupted Ted’s thoughts “Why are you asking me these questions?”




    “I don’t really want to tell you”, but Ted realised that he had to explain, “You will have to keep very quiet about this, especially in the club, I don’t think you’re likely to tell Jane’s parents, because you would have to reveal what she does”. Ted then explained about Milly or Brenda, concluding that it seemed likely that Jane was caught up in the same thing. He then asked if Jane had said anything about Sunday, or Wednesday night.




    Susie’s first night at Garbo’s had been last Wednesday, she had watched Jane during the evening and had asked her about it the next evening. Ted received the impression that Susie had been ‘put off’ by the events last Wednesday, he suspected that she had not expected to find herself, therefore her friend making love to an elderly Arab. Ted asked for details. “Jane said they went to his hotel the Hilton, she warned me about hotel security and she said she agreed to stay the night for three hundred pounds -she got a hundred at the club, in case, as she put it, -but he had some arrangement and there was no problem, she left at 10 the following morning after breakfast -she said she ordered everything on room service- he was paying and he had gone out at about half eight”.




    “Did she see anybody else with the Arab?”.




    “I don’t think so”.




    “Would she have told you?”




    Susie looked embarrassed. “Well, probably, you see I was worried about the whole thing, and I asked her what happened you know, the details”.




    “What were they?” Susie looked even more uncomfortable, so Ted continued. “Look Susie, I am trying to help. Some silly detail may throw something up which will help me find Jane, don’t worry I’ve been around and don’t shock easily.” he smiled.




    “They went in the club car to the Hilton. Jane was worried because they walked straight in the front, he asked for his key and they just went straight on. When they got to his room, she said he offered her a drink, then asked her to take her clothes off. She said he wanted to watch so she put on a show for him. She then sat on a sofa with him-he started feeling her, Apparently he suddenly stopped, He was panting, Jane said he had probably come in his pants”. Susie blushed, “He told Jane to have a bath -so she went to the bathroom and had a good soak. When she got back the Arab was in bed asleep. She thought about having a nose round but didn’t. The Arab woke her a couple of hours later and they made love, or as she put it “he screwed me”. She then said he tried to ‘screw her’ again but couldn’t get it up, so she had to give him a blow job -as she put it. He then had a bath and left, saying he’d see her again at the club.




    “Did she look round when he had gone?’, asked Ted.




    “She didn’t say, she just said she had another bath, ordered breakfast on room service ordered everything : it was his money.”




    Ted could not help grinning at Susie, at her obvious awkwardness and her disgust. “Tell me something Susie, what the hell are you doing here, the night Jane spent is probably fairly typical, except that most girls won’t stay the night, have you actually gone case yet?”




    “Yes, I did on Saturday -Jane says you get used to it. I have always quite liked sex, mind you. Jane’s funny because she never used to like sex, but did it to keep good boy friends.”




    The band, who had been replaced by tapes for the last half-hour returned - the amplifiers had been turned up signifying the start of the cabaret - conversation was brought electronically to an abrupt halt. Three long legged skinny girls in gold leotards, black fish net stocking and gold cloaks rushed onto the dance floor -after a brief round of applause- lost in the noise of the band, the three girls approached the microphones placed on the dance floor, and launched into the ‘Rum and Coca-Cola.’ Ted smiled he had heard the number before and always thought its lyrics were extraordinary appropriate particularly the last line of the chorus ‘Workin’ for the Yankee dollar.”




    As the noise of the cabaret had stopped all further conversation, Ted was able to think about the information he had gleaned. He had come no nearer solving the problem of why someone was trying to kidnap Brenda, all he had done was confirm that the danger was very real and that almost certainly the other girl, Jane, had been kidnapped or killed. He would have to find out more details about the Arab; tomorrow he would try his luck at the Hilton. As he looked round the room Ted realised that a man sitting by the dance floor was familiar- for a few moments he shuffled names around in his head and then he realised, he did not know the man’s name, but he would like to know a great deal more about him -it was the kidnapper. The man was presumably after Brenda, hoping she would turn up.




    The kidnapper was sitting in a usually dark corner, and had only been exposed by the lights from the cabaret. Judging from his position, Ted suspected the man had come early, before Ted, to secure a place where he could observe the door. Ted mentally kicked himself again for arriving late. So the man knew that Ted was in the club, he would presume that Ted was asking questions. Ted wondered if he was alone -he probably was, but with back up nearby. The man stood up, he waved at the waiter making bill signs. Ted nudged Susie and pointed out the man. Over the noise Susie misheard him, she leant over and said in his ear, “That’s Silvi, Jane’s friend”.




    Ted went cold, “You mean the girl with that man standing up”. Susie nodded.




    Ted searched round the room. He saw Inga in a corner, he waved frantically at her, he then saw Mark the manager standing near the bar. Ted hurried over to Mark. “Mark, you can’t let Silvi go with that man.” Mark turned with a questioning look to Ted. Ted tried again with more detail: “Listen, Mark, that man has attempted to kidnap Milly, and I am certain he has, or is behind the disappearance of Cilla.”




    “Hold on Ted, what are you talking about?” Mark frowned as he replied.




    Inga came up at that moment. Ted turned to her. “Inga that guy with Silvi is one of the kidnappers. Tell Silvi not to go with him.”




    Mark, normally easy going, changed in a flash, his face tightened, his eyes blazed, “You go and sit down again Inga,” he said coldly “I don’t know what the hell you’re playing at Ted, but you’re not upsetting up my customers.”




    Inga started, “No Mark, he’s right, I’ve got to stop Silvi,” she turned to go, but Mark grabbed her arm in a vice like grip.




    Out of the corner of his eye Ted saw the man pay the bill from a wad of notes, Silvi was preparing to leave with him. “Mark please.” Inga was now pleading. Mark visibly relaxed, “What the hell’s going on, why hasn’t anyone told me?”




    Ted saw the opening, “Mark, it’s my fault. I did not see the man until five minutes ago, I was going to talk to Harold later, when he came in, but please don’t let that girl Silvi go with that man”.




    Mark was confused, he realised that there must be a good reason for Inga and Ted to be so vehement in their protest. Still watching the scene at the man’s table, Ted watched him motion Silvi ahead of him to the door -she got to the door, put a hand out to pull it open and stopped. Ted saw Susie hurrying down the aisle to the door, she quickly was between Silvi and the man, and was talking to Silvi. Ted did not need to be a lip reader; he could guess how the conversation was going. Susie must have guessed what the argument between Mark, Inga and himself was about, she knew Jane was missing and Ted was interested and had put two and two together..




    Ted watching the events at the door drew Mark’s attention to the scene, he let go of Inga and hurried toward the door, telling Ted and Inga to stay where they were.




    There was a side passage from the bar to the reception, past the office to the ladies and gents. Ted hurried down the passage way arriving in the reception area as the main doors opened admitting Silvi, Susie, the kidnapper and Mark in that order.




    The kidnapper turned on Mark, “I’ve never heard such balls in all my life. If you don’t get that little bitch away from me I will be very angry. I suggest you fire her”, he pointed at Susie, “Or I will personally deal with her, I have had a pleasant evening and Silvi here wants to leave with me”. He stared furiously at Mark and then continued “I believe you have no objections and that is in order,” with that he grabbed Silvi’s hand and turned to the stairs. Ted interjected, “I have.”




    The man turned to Ted, for a moment he was off balance. It seemed to Ted that he had not been spotted after all, so the reason for the visit of the kidnapper was to pick up Silvi. “Who the hell are you?” he snarled at Ted.




    “I think,” said Mark, “We had better go to the office for a few minutes, and I am sure we can sort this out.”




    “Screw you,” the kidnapper pulled Silvi’s arm; “Come on let’s go.




    “’ang on,” Silvi pulled back, “I’ve got to get my coat, and anyway, I want to know what the ‘ell’s going on”.




    “You’ve just lost a hundred quid darling, good night.” The man disappeared down the stairs. Ted pushed his way through the reception area, it was only small and the four people in it just about filled it up. As Ted turned the corner of the stairs, the man disappeared through the door at the bottom. Ted rushed down the stairs to see the man hurry across the street to a waiting car, he jumped in and almost immediately the car drove off, a blue Renault eighteen, Ted noted the number on the back of his cheque book. He asked the doorman if he had seen the driver, he said he had not; the car had only arrived 10 minutes ago. Ted returned up stairs, to be told by the receptionist that Mark wanted to see him in the office. Mark was sitting behind a desk and the three girls Inga, Silva and Susie standing in front. As Ted entered, Mark said “Right Ted, I want to know what the hell this is about.”




    “I’m sorry Mark, but I did not expect that to happen, why not let Inga go back,” Ted half heartedly tried to smile, “If Susie can get my whisky bottle we can all have a drink and then I will tell you all I know, but what it is about I have no idea.”




    Mark nodded to the girls, Inga and Susie left, and Ted sat down, followed by Silvi. Ted swiftly told Mark the details, Susie reappeared with a waiter bearing the whisky, glasses, water and ice. When Ted finished Mark seemed to be on the point of dismissing the facts as coincidence, then realised that he did have two normally reliable girls missing, and it did seem as though Cilla had genuinely disappeared. Mark asked where Brenda now was, Ted said he would prefer not to tell. Then Mark asked, “Do you think it is anything to do with the club?’.




    Ted could only answer that he did not know but it seemed unlikely although the club was a common factor, he then asked Mark if he could ask Silvi a few questions, watching the expression on Silvi’s face, he added, in private.




    Mark hesitated, and then shrugged his shoulders, stood up and indicating Ted could use the office. Ted told Susie he would see her outside in a few minutes. “What do you know then Silvi?” Ted asked as the door closed.
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