
        
            
                
            
        


	William A. Pollard

	 

	 

	 

	Behind Rose Bordered Windows

	 

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	© 2023 Europe Books| London www.europebooks.co.uk | info@europebooks.co.uk

	 

	ISBN 9791220143387

	First edition: September 2023

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Behind Rose Bordered Windows

	 


 

	To Sophie, Adam, Kelley, Hayley, Ashar…  And Kimberley who likes to be called Kim.  My grandchildren… What a bunch of characters they are!

	Everyone cherished by Sheila and myself for the joy they  bring to us. May their fortunes favour them for all time.
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PROLOGUE 

	 

	 

	Summer, 1740. 

	 

	Farmer Willum Colbert is forty years old. He inherited Colbert’s farm from his father who, in turn, had the farm passed down to him by his father. In fact, the farm was initially started as a smallholding way back in the late 1500s, three generations earlier than Willum. 

	Willum is not rich in comparison to the landed gentry surrounding his farm, but neither is he short of a bob or two. Financial acumen and shrewd farm management over the years had enabled the Colbert’s to expand the farm to its present size, about twenty-five square miles (sixteen thousand acres). 

	Willum and his wife, Lydia, and his two children are preparing for their summer vegetable harvest.  Willum’s farm is, predominantly, a livestock farm but also with many acres of arable fields to grow hay, wheat and vegetables. This produce sees his family and his livestock through the long dark winters until he can corral his sheep in time for the shearing season.  

	Consigning the original farmhouse to storage he built a palatial farm cottage to live in, a manor house by all accounts, together with five smaller cottages all situated in a corner of the estate in one of his less productive fields. Colbert’s Field. A Trout stream bubbled its way past the cottages and meandered its way through the estate to some unseen part of the country. 

	From this manor he managed the farm. The little hamlet housed the farm hands that help to milk the cows, shear the sheep, harvest the hay and crops, and maintain the farm. 

	His wife and children fed the pigs and hens and goats and all the other farm animals that eventually get taken to the town market when they are fat enough to be sold. 

	Willum’s father had generously donated a large sum of money to the village, a short distance from the farm, to enable its longevity and future expansion.  The villages had re-named the village ‘Colbert’ in recognition of his generosity. 

	Willum and his family live a happy, comfortable life and he ensures that his workforce is happy because he feeds them, pays them a handsome bonus each year and provides the cottages which shelter them from the harsh winters. They all worked hard to make Willum’s farm productive. 

	Unfortunately, despite his hard work Willum’s farm falls on bad times. In the space of four years, he lost everything… Everything except his son. 

	In 1745 there was a drought. Rain clouds didn’t darken the skies at all that year or the next. His crops shrivelled back into the parched earth and several of his sheep died of dehydration. His cows stopped giving milk and had to be put down. 

	Throughout 1747 torrential rain drowned every one of his meagre crops and flooded the farm to the extent that almost half his remaining herd of sheep drowned. Many more died through starvation. There was little left to take to market. 

	By the end of that year his farm hands had all deserted Willum because he could not feed them or pay their wages. They left their picturesque cottages empty and lifeless. 

	By the middle of 1749 Willum was broken. His daughter had died of pneumonia during the floods and his wife had died of old age earlier in the year. Growing old, and with just a teenage son, he was unable to properly manage the farm and bring it back to its former glory, so the farm became neglected and run down. 

	As a consequence of what had happened in those previous four years Willum became saddled with debt. He could no longer buy feed for his livestock and so he had to sell what livestock he had left after the floods. With no income he could no longer afford to run his farm and he found it necessary to gradually sell packets of this to the landed gentry. They had all watched Willum’s demise over the years but offered no help. In fact, they had constantly rubbed their greedy, sweaty palms together in the knowledge that if they waited long enough, they could pick up sixteen thousand acres of prime land for a pittance. 

	Willum saw his life’s work gradually fragmented before his eyes until there was just one field left. Colbert’s Field, with a manor house and five cottages and a bubbling Trout stream. 

	When Willum died in 1751 his fifteen-year-old son, Willum junior, was taken to the poor house. Back in the day few records of ownership were kept so there were few records of Willum junior’s inheritance. Willum junior didn’t have anyone to fight for his rights, and he was too young to fight for them himself. He never knew that Willum senior had willed him Colbert’s Field, together with a manor house, five cottages, a bubbling Trout stream and a handsome pot of two hundred pounds. This inheritance represented the residue of property and cash from the sale of the farm after paying off Willum’s debts. 

	The original will, made when Willum junior was born, was held in trust by a London solicitor who was never told that Willum had died or that his heir had been sent to the poor house. As soon as the will was ratified it was consigned to the solicitor’s dusty archives and Willum, his son and Colbert’s Field were all but forgotten. 

	Colbert’s Field with its manor house and five cottages and a bubbling Trout stream lay dormant, silent and unwanted for several centuries. 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	PART 1 

	  

	ENLIGHTENMENT

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 1 

	  

	 

	William Franklin Colbert, Bill to those who knew him, was born in 1978. He is from a long line of Williams, whose name had been passed down for generations. 

	He is a private investigator. Not an investigator in terms of divorce or murder, but an investigator of stolen jewellery. His work involves tracking down and returning stolen high value jewellery for the insurance companies. He was occasionally sent abroad to locate and recover the expensive possessions… Diamond bracelets, tiaras, real pearl necklaces, emerald brooches and the like. You know? The stuff that few people can afford and is kept locked inside a dark safe at home, supposedly well-hidden and burglar proof. 

	He is good at his job. He’s a successful and popular businessman with an office in Surrey, a Partner and several employees and he owns a super expensive car. At forty-four years old he had done well, his comfortable lifestyle existing not least due to his hard work but also due to the support from his first and only love, Amelia. She preferred to be called Amy. 

	He was twenty-one years old and single when they met in 1999. A dance hall in Richmond had brought them together while Bill was on a bender with some of his mates, celebrating a stag night in London. Bill’s tanned film-star looks, blonde wavy hair and sculptured physique captured Amy’s attention the moment he entered the room. She was there with some of her friends on a ‘girls-night-out’. For her it was love at first sight as the room and everyone in it 

	 


disappeared in a haze as she sat at her table, staring in awe at Bill’s self-assured magnetism. 

	The other women at Amy’s table gasped in wonderment as they whispered amongst themselves. 

	“Look at that dreamboat,” said one. 

	“He’s an Angel,” volunteered another. 

	“No. He’s a God,” whispered her friend. 

	“Somebody wake me up,” someone else muttered. 

	Her friend said, dreamily, “Who’d go to sleep with him in bed next to them?” encouraging lots of ‘Ooooh’s, from the girls. 

	“Too rich for you lot,” joked another, inducing chuckles of laughter around the table. 

	Amy didn’t hear any of this banter as she gazed wide eyed at Bill surveying the room with his mates, looking round for a vacant table. 

	“There’s one,” his pal said, pointing to an empty table with enthusiasm. The vacant table was next to Amy’s table and every one of the girl’s party looked at each other in surprised anticipation. Maybe this girls-night-out would prove to be better than they first imagined. 

	As the night progressed so did the men. After a few dances, several drinks and some awkward introductions they pushed the two tables together and melded the two parties into one, all eager to have a good time dancing and perhaps have a better time when the dancing had finished. Bill and Amy talked and stared into each other’s eyes throughout the evening. 

	“Ahhhh… They’re in love,” laughed their friends. 

	“Yeah, she’s taken a big fall,” someone in the crowd joked. 

	From the moment Bill first saw Amy he knew he was going to marry her. His first thoughts of the lovely vision before him were ‘She’s gorgeous,’ thoughts that he repeated every time he looked at her in all the years, they were together. 

	From that night onwards, Bill and Amy spent as much time together as their jobs permitted, despite Bill’s intermittent trips abroad. They were hopelessly in love and became inseparable. Marriage was definitely on the cards and in May 2002, two years after Bill’s own stag night, their daughter, Elizabeth May Colbert, was born. 

	When Elizabeth reached her teenage years, she insisted that everyone called her Elle, perhaps a teenage fad that she had picked up from school. The nickname stuck with her as she grew up to become as beautiful and as selfassured as Amy. Now twenty years old, Elle has sailed through her education, excelled at university and is now employed as a highly influential marketing executive in Bill’s firm. The clients love her, her workmates love her, and Bill loves her. 

	Amy and Elle are mirror images of each other and frequently meet up for lunch. They always giggle childishly when strangers mistake them for sisters and the young men hit on Amy as if she was still footloose and fancy-free. 

	In fact, Amy flirted with the young men more than Elle, but they both knew that flirting was just a bit of harmless fun. 

	With Elle now living in a flat with her best friend life could not be better for Bill and Amy as they snuggled down in the home, they had made for themselves in Kensington, London. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	March 2022. 

	 

	As lunch time approached Bill dashed out of his office, down the corridor, through the fire door and down the fire escape stairway. Bouncing down the stairs three at a time while holding onto the handrail he emerged, just a few seconds later, into the bright sunlight bathing the street with its warmth. He was late for a lunch date with Amy, so he crashed along the crowded pavement, barging people out of the way and shouting a repetitive “Sorry,” over his shoulder to each one of those that he had pushed aside. 

	Amelia sat at the table in the restaurant softly drumming her fingers on the tablecloth and looking intently out of the window. She had earlier asked Bill to join her for lunch because she had something ‘important’ to tell him and she was now beginning to get a little impatient with Bill’s late arrival. She had expected him to meet her outside the restaurant but decided, instead, to sit inside at their prebooked table. 

	Bill entered the restaurant in a less dignified way, crashing back the door and knocking a pedestal of flowers over. An embarrassing silence descended on the diners who all looked in Bill’s direction to see what the commotion was about. Apologising to everyone he squeezed passed as he made his way to Amy’s table he stood in front of her, waiting for the reprimand for being late that he surely deserved. 

	“Sorry,” he offered to her, but he could see that that wasn’t enough atonement for his lateness as he bent down to give her a kiss. 

	Bending down, his arse pushed over a bottle of red wine which in turn knocked over a full wine glass, spilling the contents of the bottle and glass over the adjacent tablecloth. The occupants of that table hurriedly stood up to dodge the spilled wine and muttered profanities at Bill. He turned to see what that commotion was about and sheepishly apologised for his clumsiness. 

	“Sorry…” 

	That didn’t cut it with his neighbours whose stare would have melted a block of ice had one been in front of them. 

	 

	Amy’s face was a picture of exasperation and in a matter of fact tone told Bill to, “Sit down and stop making a fuss.” 

	        

	 


Chapter 2 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	In the soft lighting of the restaurant Bill and Amy talked intimately as they sat waiting for their pre-lunch drinks. They both had some news to announce. 

	Eager to find out what was so important, Bill got straight to the point and asked, “So, what’s the news?” “No, you first,” smiled Amy. 

	“Ah, I’ve received a letter from some solicitor’s office in London. He wants me to pay him a visit to discuss something about a field.” 

	“What about the field?” 

	“Don’t know. He didn’t go into details, but he did say that a meeting would be to my benefit if I could spare halfan-hour.” 

	Amy thought for a moment, absorbing what Bill had just said. 

	“Could be something about buried jewellery that he wants you to dig up,” she joked. 

	“Nah,” Bill replied. “If it was that I’m sure he wouldn’t have been so cagey about discussing it.” 

	Bill shrugged his shoulders in submission. “Doesn’t matter.” 

	The drinks and the menu arrived and after a few minutes of menu gazing they gave their meal order to the waitress. She hurried away to pass the order on to the chef. 

	“Okay, what is this news that you’ve been itching to tell me since this morning?” questioned Bill. 

	Amy paused for a moment while she thought how she could put the news to Bill. 

	 

	Buttering her bread bun, she suddenly blurted out, “I’ve been promoted,” as if the words had been stuck in her mouth and they had just decided to free themselves. 

	“Wow. What’s your new title? Assistant mail room letter sorter?” Bill joked. 

	Amy threw a piece of her bread bun at him in mock anger. 

	“David’s promoted me to science Editor,” she proudly smiled. “I’ll have a team of 3 gofers to assist me and make the tea.” 

	“Phew!” Bill teased. “I have to make my own tea.” 

	With excited chat Amy described what her new job entailed while they both enjoyed their lunch and, indeed, each other’s company. Lunch dates were few and far between nowadays. 

	 

	Since her marriage to Bill, Amy had been working part time at home while bringing up Elle. 

	She had been employed as a proof-reader by Globe Publications, a publishing house located in London. She didn’t do the job for the money. Bill’s income easily kept her and Elle in the lifestyle that they all enjoyed, but she needed something to keep her mind active while being the devoted mother that she was. Something that didn’t necessitate daily office incarceration while she brought up Elle. 

	With a degree in English languages, she was snapped up by the publishing house immediately she applied for the job, and she had enjoyed proof-reading the huge variety of manuscripts that had been sent to her by David March, the firm’s MD. 

	As soon as Elle ‘flew the nest’ to go to university, Amy had persuaded David to give her a permanent job in the office. She continued as proof-reader to the science department and became well respected by her co-workers. 

	Fifty-five-year-old Hugo was the fiction department proof-reader. A working friendship with Amy developed as they sat in the canteen during their lunch breaks, discussing the manuscripts that they had been tasked with amending. 

	One morning the science Editor suffered a major stroke and keeled over during a meeting with David. Such was the severity of his stroke, the Editor never regained consciousness and sadly passed away in hospital a few hours later. 

	Amy was initially asked to stand in as acting Editor while a replacement could be found. She mentioned this role to Bill during an evening meal at home, but little credence was placed on its significance. 

	Amy settled into her new temporary role with ease. 

	Having spent several years as a proof-reader it was, to her, a natural progression to make. But progression always comes hand-in-hand with sacrifice. 

	In a position of responsibility, one has to accept that it’s not always possible to put loved ones first. She had accepted this fact when she married Bill because she knew that he would be away from home, sometimes for two or three days, while he chased down an expensive bit of bling somewhere in Europe. Now it was her turn to tell Bill that she would not be there to cuddle up to him in bed. 

	She often had to travel to far off cities to meet up with a book agent, or to research a location described by an author in his manuscript and over time both Bill and Amy started to become accustomed to lonely nights and solo breakfasts. It was part of their jobs and they both acknowledged that being apart for some of the time was necessary. 

	David accompanied her on most of her field trips. 

	During this period David watched her closely. Would she be able to handle the responsibility of leadership? 

	Would her subordinates accept her as their leader? Would she make the right decisions? 

	After several months of being a stand in Editor she was called to David’s office to be given the good news. With Amy’s reputation of being a diligent, well liked and respected worker David had no hesitation in persuading the Board that she should be the one promoted to lead the science department. 

	The news came as bit of a shock, not just to Amy but to the whole office as everyone had always eyed Hugo up as the next Editor-in-waiting. When David announced the promotion Hugo was laid-back by it and warmly joined the line of workers queueing to congratulate Amy. 

	 

	Bill treated Amy and Elle to a night out at the theatre to celebrate Amy’s promotion. They all then went to Bill’s favourite restaurant for a slap-up meal. To top-up the celebration Bill took the women to a disco where, much to Bill’s amusement, Amy and Elle flirted with the young men whilst gyrating and bouncing up and down on the dance floor in apparent abandonment. Bill propped up the bar. The night was one of joy and laughter. A night to remember. When they eventually left the disco hall in the early hours of the morning they prowled the streets, searching for a taxi to take them home. 

	As the taxi turned into the street where Bill lived, he caught sight of a man running down the four entry steps to his front door. Dressed in a dark hoody, Bill didn’t see the man’s face as he turned away from the approaching taxi and raced down the street. Not wishing to spoil the evening for the girls, Bill kept quiet to let them continue their light banter and semi-drunk laughter. 

	After pulling up at the kerb in front of the house Bill paid the taxi driver, swung his legs out of the car and pulled himself upright on the pavement. Standing there, watching the man run round the distant street corner and disappear from sight, he wondered what the man had been doing at his front door. Leaving the girls to get themselves out of the car he walked up the steps and inspected the door. It was still tightly closed and locked. 

	Hearing jibes of “Always the polite person…,” he turned to assist his giggling family up the steps and into the house. 

	It took Bill several hours to shake a feeling of unease as a vision of the intruder running down his entry steps kept appearing inside his head. He slept intermittently until it was time to shower and dress for work the following morning. 

	After a routine day at work, he returned home to scrutinise the video playback from the previous night. The event had unnerved him all day and he wanted to see if the intruder could be recognised. No chance. The intruder’s hoody covered his face. What Bill did see, however, was the person about to put what appeared to be a key into the door lock when he suddenly turned, peered down the street and fled down the steps. 

	Did he have a key to the door? Why did he have a key to the door? Where did he get the key? 

	Bill downloaded the video onto a memory stick and then deleted it from the recorder. He decided to take the memory stick to his mate in the Met Police to see what advice his mate could give. 

	“Everything all right?” Amy asked as she wandered past Bill, head down in the cupboard furtively pressing buttons on the video recorder. 

	“Yep. Just checking things,” answered Bill lightly so as not to worry Amy. 

	He put the memory stick into his pocket and phoned his secretary to let her know that he will not be in the office tomorrow. 

	 

	He then phoned his mate in the Met to arrange a meeting. 

	        




Chapter 3 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The following morning Inspector Walter (Wally) Coombes ushered Bill into his office and asked his secretary for coffee. Bill sat across Wally’s cluttered desk and they both chatted about nothing in particular until the tray, with a pot of steaming coffee and a plate of biscuits arrived and was placed between them. 

	“What’s the problem?” asked Wally. 

	Bill took out the memory stick and passed it across the desk to Wally. 

	“Take a look,” prompted Bill, and Wally plugged the memory stick into the USB port on his laptop. 

	Giving Wally a couple of minutes to view the video Bill asked, “What do you reckon?” 

	After a pause, while Wally reflected on the video, he removed the memory stick and turned to Bill. 

	“He’s an interesting character, isn’t he? Can I hang on to this?” he asked. “I’ll see if one of our techies can clean up the image. We may be able to get a clearer picture of his face.” 

	“No problem. What are the chances of a collar?” questioned Bill. 

	“Not a lot,” answered Wally. “Hoodies like that are as common as farts in a toilet, but we might be lucky. I’ll let you know.” 

	 

	Leaving Wally’s office, he summoned a taxi and went to the solicitor’s office. 

	Symonds, Baker & Stace, LLP, are located in an oldeworlde quadrant just off The Strand, London. The firm proudly displays a banner on their letter-head pronouncing ‘Established in 1735’. Starting off as a one-man band in a picturesque village in East Anglia called Colbert the legal firm had, over the centuries, been passed down to offspring, been bought, been passed down some more, bought some more and was now absorbed into an expensive solicitor’s practice in this quaint, archaic corner of London. 

	Bill entered the office and was immediately confronted by a receptionist’s desk, behind which sat a young lady in a smart two-piece suit smiling at him. 

	“My name’s Bill Colbert. I have an appointment with Nigel Stace.” 

	Glancing at her PC Screen and tapping a few keys she looked up at Bill and said, “Good afternoon, Mr. Colbert. Please take a seat while I let Mr. Stace know you’ve arrived. Would you like a cup of tea or coffee?” 

	“Coffee would be great, thanks,” Bill replied and made himself comfortable in one of the art deco chairs beckoning him. 

	The receptionist picked up her telephone and pressed a speed-dial button. 

	“Your next appointment has arrived,” she stated after a short pause, then she disclosed who was sat waiting in front of her. “Mr. Colbert.” 

	Replacing the telephone handset, she stood up and made her way to the coffee pot standing on a corner table, at the same time letting Bill know, “Mr. Stace will be with you shortly.” 

	Nigel Stace was every inch the Victorian solicitor that Bill had imagined when he first walked into the olde-worlde quadrant. 

	He was a small, balding man with a stoop. Rimless spectacles were perched on the end of his nose and with shirt sleeve holders above his elbows, waistcoat, spats covering the tops of Victorian style shoes it seemed that he had just been launched through a wormhole from the 1800s. Warmly greeting Bill, he ushered him into the solicitor’s den. 

	Taking a seat in the plush buttoned Victorian chair, Bill waited patiently while Nigel rummaged through the tower of files adorning the corner of his desk until he found the one, he was looking for. Sitting opposite Bill he opened the file and smiled a gleaming white smile. 

	“Thank you for coming here, this afternoon, Mr. Colbert.” 

	“It’s my pleasure. Please, call me Bill.” 

	“Well, Bill, it seems that you have inherited some land close to your namesake village of Colbert.” 

	“Didn’t know there was such a place. Where is it?” 

	“The village is in East Anglia,” informed Nigel. “I have the location here for you,” passing Bill a slip of paper with all the relevant details neatly typed on it. 

	“Apparently,” continued Nigel, “the land in question consists of a single field with the name of ‘Colbert’s Field’, located on the outskirts of the village. The field has been dormant for centuries and it was only by good fortune that we came across this inheritance in our archives.” “Oh? Tell me more,” chuckled Bill. 

	Nigel produced an ancestry chart and gave Bill a potted history of the time Willum Colbert willed the land to his son. How that will had been archived and how those archives had lounged, forgotten, in a dusty barn on the outskirts of London until the solicitor’s practice was bought out by a London-based firm.  The archives had, once more, laid dormant and forgotten as it was passed around the various practice owners until its absorption by Symonds, Baker & Stace in 2018. It had taken two years to audit all the archives and a further two years to research the history of Colbert’s field to ascertain its present ownership. Bill Colbert is now the last remaining successor to Willum Colbert’s legacy of Colbert’s Field.  








	

	 

	 

	Bill sat back in his chair, gently cradled his chin and rubbed his cheek with his index finger while he considered Nigel’s words. After a few silent moments he spoke up.  

	“A field… This poses a few questions. How large is the field? Is there anything on it by way of buildings or crops? What about access? Are there any preserved access rights by anyone?”  

	Nigel looked over his spectacles and answered the questions as best he could.  

	“Our researcher has been able to ascertain that the field is approximately six hectares in size. That’s about fifteen acres. It’s not a massive field, but it may have some potential for building on. We haven’t uncovered any liens, loans or building applications, and we haven’t found any rights of ownership except yours, so it is safe to say that the field is yours to do with as you wish. Other than that, we have no more information to give you.”  

	After a pause Nigel continued, “You will, of course, need to obtain building regulations approval if you want to build on it or you could just sell the land to a property developer.”  

	“A field…,” Bill repeated, more to himself than to the solicitor. “Is that it?” he asked.  

	Nigel smiled his best smile and answered, “Actually, there is more.”  

	Bill sat back with raised eyebrows in anticipation of the information Nigel was about to pass on to him.  

	“The Farmer, Willum Colbert, bequeathed a sum of two hundred pounds to his son that has been held in trust since, and has never been claimed. In today’s terms it amounts to about fifty-five thousand pounds.”  

	Bill let out a long breath and thought about the afternoon’s discussion.  

	After a few moments he looked at Nigel and asked, 

	“Where do I sign?”  

	 

	Bill spent about half-an-hour in the local library researching Colbert’s Field.  

	There were numerous books on the history of Colbert village and a couple on Colbert’s Farm. The only document on Colbert’s field, however, was a map of the area dated 1630, prior to Willum’s ownership, indicating where the field was in relation to the village and original farm- house.  

	He returned home to give the news to Amy.  

	Walking up the steps leading to his front door Bill saw something out of the corner of his eye that made him quickly turn his head. Turning the distant street corner, he was sure that he a saw hoody disappear from view.  

	Bill stood there for a moment trying to picture what he thought he had just seen. He could be wrong…But he was pretty damned sure that it was the same hoody that had tried to enter his home the previous day.  

	He decided not to upset Amy with his suspicions and entered his home in a jovial, upbeat mode.  

	Amy listened with interest to the playback of Bill’s day.  

	“Are you going to look at it?” she asked, referring to the field.  

	“Not yet,” answered Bill, “I’ll wait for the legal stuff 

	to be completed.”        

	 

	

	 

	 

	        

	


Chapter 4 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	August 2022. 

	 

	It took three months for Symonds, Baker & Stace, LLP, to finalise the legalities for ownership of Colbert’s Field. Bill and Amy were on a much-deserved summer holiday when the documentation was pushed through their letterbox in late July. 

	After a tiring, red-eye flight back to the UK and a lengthy taxi ride the two arrived home and lugged their suitcases up the entry steps. 

	Bill inserted his key into the front door lock, turned it and pushed the door open. A pile of correspondence sat on the doormat, awaiting their return. 

	Bending down to gather up the mail Bill noticed a well-defined footprint, stretching across several of the envelopes. Someone had clearly stood on the pile of envelopes shortly after it had rained and left a muddy footmark. Somebody with a key to the door. 

	Before she left for the airport Amy had asked Elle to call in occasionally to check the house over while they were away. Assuming Elle had carelessly trampled on the mail Bill muttered to Amy, “You’d think that she could have picked this lot up for us, wouldn’t you?” 

	The mail was sorted into Bill’s mail and Amy’s mail on the dining table. Leaving his for a more convenient time, Bill heaved the suitcases upstairs and put them in the bedroom to be unpacked after they had had some lunch. Amy phoned Elle to invite her over for a chat and a photo display about the holiday, then went upstairs to unpack. Bill prioritised his mail, chucking the junk mail into the recycling bin, and returned upstairs to help Amy unpack. 

	A little later the doorbell announced the arrival of Elle. She welcomed Amy home with a hug and then gave Bill a peck on his cheek. Bill then took his mail into the kitchen to open and read while the girls chatted about the holiday. Out of earshot, he read the unimportant stuff and put this into a pile for onwards transmission to Amy. 

	He held the solicitor’s heavy envelope in his hand cogitating over its contents. It felt as if there was something bulky inside. Tearing off the top of the envelope he poured the contents onto the kitchen worktop. It dropped with a clang and bounced. It was a rusty old door key. A large key, similar to the ones seen in antique shops… Too big to keep in one’s pocket and with a decorative Bow and Blade, clearly a very old door key. Bill dropped the key back into the envelope and made a mental note to fully read and digest the contents of the paperwork that accompanied it as soon as time permitted. 

	He didn’t hear Elle apologies to Amy that she had been unable to visit the house during their absence. 

	 

	The three of them had a jovial restaurant lunch, Amy constantly imparting funny anecdotes to Elle about their stay in Bermuda. 

	After lunch Bill summoned a taxi to take the girls home and then made his way to the office to pick up any messages that might need an immediate answer. 

	Entering the office he bent down to Julie, his secretary, and whispered into her ear, “I’m on holiday until tomorrow.” 

	She nodded in acknowledgement with a smile. 

	With little by way of important messages Bill went round to see his Partner. 

	“Hi, Bill. Have a good time?” enquired his partner, Brad Somerton. 

	“Fantastic,” replied Bill, “any problems?” 

	“Nope, not one. A Belgium insurer has sent us an interesting job. Recovery of a book of rare stamps nicked from a footballer’s home in Eindhoven, where-ever that is. Do you want it? I’ll take it if you’re not interested but it’ll have to wait until next week. I’m a bit bogged down with that report on the Rolex we recovered a couple of weeks ago.” 

	“How much we talking about?” asked Bill. 

	“They didn’t want to talk much over the phone, but they did mention it was a six-figure sum.” 

	“Yeah, okay. Ask Julie to arrange a meeting with them and flights for me. I’ll have a look at the paperwork tomorrow.” 

	“No probs. How did you get on with your solicitor guy? Are you a man of substantial means, yet?” joked Brad. 

	“Yes, apparently. I now own a field somewhere in Essex. The paperwork arrived at my place while we were on 

	holiday, but I’ve not yet had chance to read it.” 

	Brad joked, “Take up camping…” 

	 

	Bill had known Brad since their university days. 

	They had both taken an instant liking for each other and their friendship had spilled over into their respective family lives. They frequently visited each other’s homes to chat, have BBQ’s, gossip and have fun and they both had keys to the other’s door, for emergencies, although neither of them had ever had any reason to use their key. They had set up their company, Colbert & Somerton, shortly after leaving university.  

	With the footprint on his mail in mind, Bill asked Brad if he had been to his place while he and Amy had been away. 

	“Nope,” answered Brad, “Why do you ask?” 

	Bill told Brad about his encounters with hoody, and the footprint on his mail. 

	“Who else has got a key to your door?” enquired Brad. 

	“Only Elle and the cleaner,” confirmed Bill. “But the cleaner is in her seventies so she wouldn’t be able to dash from the house like hoody. Amy did ask Elle to visit while we were away, though.” 

	“Well, there you have it. It is obviously Elle’s footprint, but I don’t know what I can tell you about hoody. Have you been to see Wally?” 

	Inspector Wally Coombes was another of their close friends from Uni. 

	“Yes, but he doesn’t hold out much hope of catching the bugger without a positive I.D.” 

	“Not much you can do, old boy, except wait until Wally comes up with something. Take your mind off it and 

	go visit your vast estate in Essex.” 

	“Yeah…Probably a good idea.” 

	After some more chit-chat and coffee Bill left the office to go home. 

	 

	On his way-out Julie gave him details of his meeting, the day after tomorrow in Belgium. 

	        

	


Chapter 5 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Bill sat in the waiting room of the Belgium insurer’s office. 

	His mobile phone vibrated in his pocket, indicating an inbound text to him. It was Elle. 

	‘Where are you,’ she texted. 

	The secretary’s phone rang, and she picked up the receiver. 

	‘In Belgium,’ Bill replied to Elle. 

	Just as he was about to read Elle’s next text the secretary advised him that, “Mr. Dupont is ready for you now, Mr. Colbert.” 
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