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During the battle of Copenhagen in 1801, the flagship commander signalled to Lord Nelson that he should stop attacking the Danish fleet and retreat.


Nelson held a telescope to his blind eye and said, ‘I do not see the signal.’ Having disobeyed the order, Nelson continued to attack and won the battle.


This incident has come to be known as turning a blind eye.
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19 May 1987


DETECTIVE SERGEANT WARWICK blinked first.


‘Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t resign,’ he said defiantly.


‘I can think of four,’ replied Commander Hawksby, taking him by surprise.


William could come up with one, two, possibly three, but not four, so he knew the Hawk had cornered him. But he remained confident he could break free. He took his letter of resignation from an inside pocket and placed it on the table in front of him. A provocative gesture, though he didn’t intend to hand it over until the commander had revealed his four reasons. What William didn’t know was that his father had called the Hawk earlier that morning to warn him that his son planned to resign, which had given the commander time to prepare for the encounter.


Having listened to Sir Julian’s sage words, the commander knew the reason Detective Sergeant Warwick was considering resigning. It hadn’t come as a surprise, and he intended to pre-empt William’s prepared speech.


‘Miles Faulkner, Assem Rashidi and Superintendent Lamont,’ said the Hawk, delivering his first service, but not his ace.


William didn’t respond.


‘Miles Faulkner, as you know, is still on the run, and despite an all-ports alert, seems to have disappeared off the face of the earth. I need you to dig him out of whatever foxhole he’s hiding in and put him back behind bars where he belongs.’


‘DS Adaja is well capable of doing that job,’ said William, sending the ball flying back over the net.


‘But the odds will be considerably shortened if the two of you work together as a team, as you did during the Trojan Horse operation.’


‘If Assem Rashidi is your second reason,’ said William, trying to regain the initiative, ‘I can assure you that Superintendent Lamont has gathered more than enough evidence to make sure he won’t be seeing the light of day for several years, and you certainly don’t need me to hold his hand.’


‘That might have been the case if Lamont hadn’t resigned this morning,’ came back the commander.


William was taken by surprise a second time, and wasn’t given a moment to consider the ramifications of this revelation before the Hawk threw in, ‘He had to sacrifice his full pension rights, so he may not be entirely cooperative when it comes to giving evidence at Rashidi’s trial.’


‘He’ll be more than compensated by the cash he found in that empty holdall in Rashidi’s drugs factory,’ said William, not attempting to hide his sarcasm.


‘Not any more he won’t. Thanks to your intervention, every penny has been returned. And one thing’s for sure, I certainly don’t need two resignations on the same day.’


‘Fifteen love,’ conceded William, under his breath.


‘You’re also the obvious choice to take Lamont’s place as the Crown’s leading prosecution witness at Rashidi’s trial.’


Thirty love.


William was still puzzled as to what else the Hawk had up his sleeve. He decided to remain silent until the commander had delivered his third ace.


‘I saw the commissioner early this morning,’ Hawksby continued after a brief pause, ‘and he’s asked me to set up a new unit which will be responsible for looking into police corruption.’


‘The Met already has an anti-corruption unit,’ said William.


‘This one will be more proactive, and you would work undercover. The commissioner has given me a free hand to select my own team with the sole purpose of removing any rotten apples from the barrel, to use his exact words. He wants you to act as my point officer in charge of the day-to-day investigations, reporting directly to me.’


‘The commissioner wouldn’t know me from Adam,’ came back William’s baseline return.


‘I told him you were the officer behind the success of the Trojan Horse operation.’


Forty love.


‘Frankly, it’s a lousy assignment,’ continued the Hawk. ‘A lot of your time would be spent investigating colleagues who have only committed minor offences.’ The commander paused again before delivering his next serve. ‘However, following the Lamont incident, the commissioner is no longer willing to ignore the problem, which is why I recommended you.’


William couldn’t return his volley, and conceded the first game.


‘If you decide to take on the job,’ said the Hawk, ‘this will be your first assignment.’ He pushed a file marked CONFIDENTIAL across his desk.


William hesitated for a moment, well aware it was another trap, but he couldn’t resist opening the file. DETECTIVE SERGEANT J. R. SUMMERS was printed in bold capitals on the first page.


William’s turn to serve.


‘I was at Hendon with Jerry,’ said William. ‘He was one of the smartest lads in our intake. I’m not surprised he’s made detective sergeant. He was tipped for early promotion.’


‘And with reason. The first thing we have to do is find a credible excuse for you to get back in touch with him, so you can gain his confidence and find out if any of the accusations made against him by a senior officer stack up.’


Foot fault.


‘But if he knows I’m a member of an anti-corruption unit, he’s hardly likely to welcome me like a long-lost friend.’


‘As far as anyone else in this building is concerned, you’re still working for the drugs squad, and preparing for Rashidi’s trial.’


Second serve.


‘Hardly the most tempting assignment,’ suggested William, ‘spying on your friends and colleagues. I’d be nothing more than an undercover grass.’


‘I couldn’t have put it better myself,’ said the Hawk. ‘But if it makes any difference, DS Adaja and DS Roycroft have already signed up, and I’ll leave you to select two new constables to make up your team.’


Love fifteen.


‘You seem to forget, sir, that DS Roycroft turned a blind eye when Lamont helped himself to that bag full of money following the Trojan Horse raid.’


‘No, she didn’t. DS Roycroft made a comprehensive report, for my eyes only. One of the reasons I promoted her back to sergeant,’ the Hawk responded.


Love thirty.


‘Surely it should have been for everyone’s eyes,’ said William.


‘Not while it helped me convince Lamont not only to return the money, but to hand in his resignation.’


Love forty.


‘I’ll need to discuss your offer with Beth and my parents, before I make a decision,’ said William, taking a drinks break.


‘I’m afraid that won’t be possible,’ said the Hawk. ‘If you agree to take on this highly sensitive assignment, no one outside of this office can know about it. Even your family need to believe you’re still attached to the drugs squad and are preparing for Rashidi’s trial. At least that has the virtue of being true, because until the trial is over, you’ll be doing both jobs at once.’


‘Can it get any worse?’ asked William.


‘Oh, yes,’ said the Hawk. ‘I’m informed by the senior visits officer at Pentonville that Assem Rashidi has a meeting booked this morning with our old friend Mr Booth Watson QC. So I’m bound to say, Detective Inspector Warwick, that what had looked like an open-and-shut case must now be considered to be hanging in the balance.’


It took William a few moments to realize that the commander had served his ace. He picked up his resignation letter and slipped it back in his pocket.
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‘See you in a couple of days, Eddie,’ said Miles Faulkner as he got out of the unmarked van and began the only part of his escape that hadn’t been rehearsed.


He walked cautiously down the well-trodden path towards the beach. After about a hundred yards he spotted the glowing tip of a cigarette. A lighthouse that guided the escaped fugitive safely away from the rocks.


A man dressed from head to toe in black was walking towards him. They shook hands, but neither of them spoke.


The captain guided his only passenger across the sand to a motorboat that was bobbing in the shallow water. Once they were on board, a crewman switched on the engine and steered them out to the waiting yacht.


Miles didn’t relax until the captain had raised the anchor and set sail, and didn’t shout hallelujah until they were well outside territorial waters. He knew that if they caught him, not only would his sentence be doubled, but he wouldn’t be given a second chance to escape.
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MR BOOTH WATSON QC took the seat opposite his potential client, removed a thick file from his Gladstone bag and placed it on the glass table in front of him.


‘I’ve studied your case with considerable interest, Mr Rashidi,’ he began, ‘and would like to briefly go over the charges against you, and your possible defence.’


Rashidi nodded, his eyes never leaving the lawyer seated opposite him. He still hadn’t decided whether or not to engage BW, as Faulkner called him. After all, a life sentence could hang on the decision. He needed a King Charles spaniel to charm the jury, crossed with a Rottweiler who would tear the Crown’s witnesses apart limb from limb. Was Booth Watson that animal?


‘The Crown will set out to prove that you ran a large-scale drugs empire. They will accuse you of importing vast quantities of heroin, cocaine and other illegal substances, from which they will claim you have made millions of pounds in profit, and that you controlled a criminal network of agents, dealers and couriers. I will argue that you were no more than an innocent bystander caught in the crossfire of the Metropolitan Police’s raid, and no one was more appalled than you when you learned what the premises were being used for.’


‘Can you fix the jury?’ Rashidi asked.


‘Not in this country,’ replied Booth Watson firmly.


‘What about the judge? Can he be bribed? Or blackmailed?’


‘No. However, I have recently discovered something about Mr Justice Whittaker that could prove embarrassing for him, and therefore useful to us. But it will need double-checking.’


‘Like what?’ demanded Rashidi.


‘I’m not willing to reveal that unless and until I decide if I’m willing to represent you.’


It had never crossed Rashidi’s mind that Booth Watson couldn’t be bought. He had always considered lawyers were no different from street whores: you only haggled over the price.


‘Meanwhile, let’s spend our limited time going over the charges in greater detail, and your possible defence.’


Two hours later Rashidi had made up his mind. Booth Watson’s forensic grasp of detail, and of how the law could be bent without being broken, had made it clear why Miles Faulkner thought so highly of him. But would he be willing to defend him when he didn’t have a foot, let alone a leg, to stand on?


‘As you know, the Crown Prosecution Service has provisionally pencilled your trial in for September the fifteenth at the Old Bailey,’ said Booth Watson.


‘Then I’ll need to consult you regularly.’


‘I charge one hundred pounds an hour.’


‘I’ll pay you ten thousand in advance.’


‘The trial could last for several days, possibly weeks. The refreshers alone will be substantial.’


‘Then let’s make it twenty thousand,’ said Rashidi.


Booth Watson silently nodded his assent. ‘There’s one other thing you ought to know,’ he said. ‘The Crown will be represented by Sir Julian Warwick QC, and his daughter Grace will act as his junior.’


‘And no doubt his son will still be hoping to give evidence.’


‘If he doesn’t,’ said Booth Watson firmly, ‘you’ll have lost before the trial begins.’


‘Then we’ll have to grant him a stay of execution, at least until after you’ve taken him apart in the witness box.’


‘I may not even cross-examine the aptly named Choirboy. It’s the not-so-saintly ex-Superintendent Lamont I want the jury to remember, not Detective Sergeant William Warwick,’ Booth Watson said as the door opened and the duty officer joined them.


‘Five more minutes, sir. You’ve already run over your limit.’


Booth Watson nodded. ‘Do you have any more questions, Mr Rashidi?’ he asked after the door had closed.


‘Have you heard from Miles recently?’


‘Mr Faulkner is no longer my client.’ Booth Watson hesitated a moment before adding, ‘Why do you ask?’


‘I have a business proposition that might appeal to him.’


‘Perhaps you could brief me,’ said Booth Watson, giving away the fact that he and Faulkner were still in touch.


‘The shares in my company, Marcel and Neffe, collapsed after all the negative press that followed my arrest. I need someone to purchase fifty-one per cent of the stock at its current market price, as I’m not allowed to deal on the stock market while I’m in prison. I’ll pay him double for the shares on the day I’m released.’


‘But that might not be for some time.’


‘I’ll pay you double if you get me off.’


Booth Watson nodded again, proving he was indeed a whore, albeit a very expensive one.
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William couldn’t resist making the journey back to Brixton by bus. However, this time he wasn’t accompanied by forty armed police officers bent on destroying the largest drugs ring in the capital, but by a throng of housewives heading for the shops.


During the journey he peered down at some landmarks that he remembered from Operation Trojan Horse just the day before. But this bus came to a halt at every stop to let passengers off and on, and its top deck hadn’t been converted into a command centre from which the Hawk could oversee the biggest drugs raid in the Met’s history.


Two high-rise blocks of flats came into sight. At the next stop William jogged down the steps and jumped off the bus, to find his colleague DS Jackie Roycroft sitting in the shelter waiting for him. No well-placed lookouts to prevent them entering the building this time.


As they approached Block B an old woman passed them, pushing a trolley laden down with heavy bags. William felt sorry for her, but something made him turn and take a second look before he continued walking towards the building. He and DS Roycroft stepped into the lift – no bouncer to hinder their progress – and Jackie pressed the button for the twenty-third floor.


‘The premises have already been taken apart by SOCO, and they’ve drawn a blank. But the Hawk felt we should take a closer look just in case they missed anything. They left at the crack of dawn,’ Jackie told him.


‘“I have no idea when that might be,”’ drawled William, ‘“but I’m sure it must be most disagreeable.”’


‘Go on, tell me,’ said Jackie.


‘Sir Harcourt Courtly addressing Lady Gay Spanker in London Assurance.’ Seeing the blank look on Jackie’s face, William added, ‘It’s a play by Boucicault.’


‘Thank you for that compelling piece of evidence,’ said Jackie, as they stepped out of the lift into a corridor to find a heavy door propped up against the wall.


The general handyman hadn’t bothered with the numerous locks; he’d simply removed the door, leaving a cave – Aladdin’s Cave?


‘Well done, Jim,’ said William, as he entered an apartment that wouldn’t have looked out of place in Mayfair. Modern, stylish furniture littered every room, a carpet so thick you sank into it, while contemporary paintings adorned every wall: among them Bridget Riley, David Hockney and Allen Jones. Lalique glassware was scattered liberally around the apartment, reminding William of Rashidi’s French upbringing. He could only wonder how such a cultured man could have ended up so evil.


Jackie began to search the drawing room, looking for any sign of drugs, while William focused on the master bedroom. It didn’t take him long to accept that SOCO had done a thorough job, although he was puzzled by the lack of day-to-day objects he would have expected to find in an occupied flat: no comb, no hairbrush, no toothbrush, no soap. Just a rail of Savile Row suits and a dozen handmade shirts from Pink in Jermyn Street, that looked as if they’d just come back from the dry cleaners. Nothing Booth Watson couldn’t easily dismiss as not belonging to his client. But then he saw the initials ‘A.R.’ embroidered on an inside jacket pocket of one of the suits. Would Booth Watson be able to dismiss that quite as easily? William folded the jacket neatly and placed it in an evidence bag.


The next thing he turned his attention to was a photograph in an ornate silver picture frame engraved with on the bedside table, that looked more Bond Street than Brixton. He picked it up and took a closer look at the woman in the photo.


‘Gotcha,’ he said, placing the solid silver frame in another evidence bag.


After he’d made a note of the telephone number on the other side of the bed, he began examining the paintings on the walls. Expensive, modern, but not evidence, unless it turned out that Rashidi had purchased them from a reputable dealer who’d be willing to appear in court as a Crown witness and reveal the name of his customer. Unlikely. After all it wouldn’t be in their best interest. The silver-framed photograph was still his best bet.


William paused to admire a Warhol painting of Marilyn Monroe SOCO had placed on the floor to uncover an unopened safe. He immediately went in search of the handyman Jim, who produced a set of keys that would have impressed Fagin. He had the safe unlocked within minutes. William pulled the door open, only to find the cupboard was bare.


‘Damn man. He must have seen us coming.’ Suddenly he remembered the bag lady who’d passed him earlier, pushing her laden trolley. He knew something about her hadn’t rung true, and then he realized what it was. Everything had been in character except the shoes. The latest Nike trainers.


‘Damn,’ he repeated as Jackie appeared in the doorway.


‘Have you found anything worthwhile?’ she asked. ‘Because I haven’t.’


With a flourish William held up the plastic evidence bag containing the silver-framed photograph.


‘Game, set and match,’ said Jackie, giving her boss a mock salute.


‘Game, I agree,’ said William, ‘possibly even set. But while Booth Watson’s appearing as Rashidi’s defence counsel at the Old Bailey, match is still to be decided.’
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No one was willing to sit at his table until they were convinced he wasn’t coming back.


When Rashidi came down to the canteen for breakfast on the third morning after Faulkner had escaped, he took his place at the top of the empty table, and invited two of his mates, Tulip and Ross, to join him.


‘Miles will be out of the country by now,’ said Rashidi as a prison officer placed a plate of bacon and eggs in front of him. He was the only prisoner whose bacon had no rind. Another officer handed him a copy of the Financial Times. The prison staff had quickly accepted that the old king had departed, and a new monarch now sat on the throne. The courtiers were not alarmed. The new king was the natural successor to Faulkner, and more importantly would make sure their perks were still forthcoming.


Rashidi scanned the stock exchange listings and frowned. Marcel and Neffe had dropped another ten pence overnight, making his company vulnerable to a takeover bid. He could do nothing about it, despite being only a couple of miles away from the Stock Exchange.


‘Not good news, boss?’ asked Tulip as he forked a sausage and stuffed it into his mouth.


‘Someone’s trying to put me out of business,’ said Rashidi. ‘But my lawyer has it all under control.’


Marlboro Man nodded. He rarely spoke, only asking the occasional question. Too many questions would make Rashidi suspicious, the Hawk had warned his undercover officer. Just listen, and you’ll gather more than enough evidence to make sure they won’t be releasing him any time soon.


‘What’s the latest on the supply problem?’ asked Rashidi.


‘Under control,’ Tulip assured him. ‘We’re making just over a grand a week.’


‘What about Boyle? He still seems to be supplying all his old customers, which is eating into my profits.’


‘No longer a problem, boss. He’s being transferred to a nick on the Isle of Wight.’


‘How did you manage that?’


‘The transfer officer is a couple of months behind with his mortgage payments,’ said Tulip without further explanation.


‘Then let’s pay next month’s in advance,’ said Rashidi. ‘Because Boyle’s not the only inmate I want transferred, and it’s less risky than the alternative. What about you, Ross? When will you be leaving us?’


‘I’m off to Ford Open some time next week, boss. Unless you want me to stay put?’


‘No, I need you back on the street as quickly as possible. You’re far more use to me on the outside.’
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IN PRISON, THE Jews and the Muslims are the only sects who take their religion seriously. However, it’s the Christians who manage the largest attendance at any service.


Every Sunday morning the prison chapel is packed with sinners, who not only don’t believe in God, but in most cases have never attended a church service before. But since attendance means a prisoner will be out of his cell for over an hour, they see the light and join one of the largest congregations in London that morning.


It takes almost the entire prison staff to accompany the 700 converts from their cells to the chapel in the basement, where the chaplain welcomes his flock of black sheep with the sign of the cross, and doesn’t deliver his bidding prayer until the last inmate has settled.


The chapel is the largest room in the prison: semicircular, with twenty-one banked rows of wooden benches facing an altar dominated by a large wooden cross. Most prisoners know their place. The first two rows are filled with those few white sheep who have actually come to worship. During prayers, they fall on their knees and cry hallelujah whenever the chaplain mentions God. They also pay attention during the sermon. Not so the rest of the flock who make up the vast majority. They also have their own pecking order and, unlike any other place of worship that Sunday morning, the most sought-after seats are at the back.


The most powerful sit in the back row and conduct their business with those seated in front of them. Assem Rashidi sat in the middle of the back row, a position that until recently had been occupied by Miles Faulkner. Tulip sat on his left, with Ross on his right.


Slips of paper were continually being passed to the back, detailing prisoners’ requirements for the coming week: drugs, alcohol and porn magazines being the most popular items, although one prisoner only ever wanted a jar of Marmite.


‘Our first hymn this morning,’ declared the chaplain, ‘is “He who would valiant be”. You’ll find it on page two hundred and eleven of your hymn books.’


The pilgrims in the front two rows stood and sang lustily with heart and voice, while the dealers at the back, whom Christ would certainly have thrown out of the temple, continued trading.


‘Three rocks of crack for cell forty-four,’ said Tulip, unfolding a piece of paper. ‘Thirty quid.’


There wasn’t much Rashidi couldn’t supply, as long as the payments were met by the end of each week. No one gets more than a week’s credit in prison. Three of the guards acted as couriers, which earned them more in a day than they received in their weekly pay packets. Two were responsible for bringing the goods into the prison, while the third, the most trusted, collected the payments from wives, girlfriends, brothers, sisters and even mothers.


‘. . . to be a pilgrim.’


The congregation sat back down, and a young West Indian prisoner stepped forward to read the first lesson.


‘And I saw the light . . .’


Tulip handed the boss another order, for a wrap of heroin. ‘The bastard hasn’t coughed up for the past two weeks. Shower job?’


‘No,’ said Rashidi firmly. ‘Just stop supplying him, that way we’ll soon find out if he’s got any money on the outside.’


Tulip looked disappointed.


‘I think one of the couriers must be taking a cut,’ he said, ‘because our profits were down by over two hundred pounds last week. What do you want me to do about it, boss?’


‘Make it clear that if it happens again an anonymous report will land on the governor’s desk and both his sources of income will dry up overnight.’


‘Anything else, boss?’ Tulip asked after he’d taken the last order.


‘Yes. My evening meals last week were lukewarm by the time they arrived in my cell, so change our outside caterers.’


‘Will do,’ said Tulip as the congregation sat back down.


‘The text of my sermon this week,’ announced the chaplain, ‘is taken from the Book of Exodus, chapter thirty-four. When Moses came down from Mount Sinai . . .’


‘What’s the latest on Detective Sergeant Warwick?’


‘Not much longer for this world,’ said Tulip. ‘I only wish it was me doin’ the job.’


‘Not until the trial is over. You can then take care of DS Warwick. Make it a slow, painful death so his colleagues will think a second time before they cross me.’


Ross felt sick.


‘Thou shalt not kill,’ said the chaplain.


‘Amen,’ said Ross quietly.


‘Let us pray,’ continued the chaplain. The first two rows fell on their knees. ‘Almighty God . . .’


‘When the time comes,’ said Rashidi, ‘send a dozen roses to his widow, and leave her in no doubt who sent them.’


Ross listened carefully to every word that passed between them. He would have to get a message through to the Hawk as quickly as possible so Warwick could be warned. Like Rashidi, he also had a prison officer who could be trusted to pass on messages to the outside world, although in his case he didn’t expect to be rewarded. Ross would have to make sure he was cleaning the corridor outside Senior Officer Rose’s office after breakfast the following morning.


‘When they send you to Ford Open next week,’ said Rashidi, breaking into his thoughts, ‘get in touch with Benson, who controls the drug supply there, and warn him that if I don’t get my cut, no more junkies will be transferred to Ford.’


Ross nodded.


‘Anything else, boss?’ asked Tulip.


‘Yes. Have you sorted out my other problem?’ asked Rashidi, turning his attention back to Tulip.


‘Sure, boss, but it won’t come cheap – several of the guards will expect a backhander.’


‘Pay them. That’s one luxury I’m not willing to sacrifice.’


‘Then a hooker will be brought to your cell soon after lights-out.’


‘Any news of Faulkner?’ asked Ross, aware that all the Hawk’s leads had gone cold.


‘They’ve just offered me his cell, so I think we can assume he’s out of the country by now. I’ve got another appointment with his lawyer tomorrow morning, so I may find out more then.’


Having asked his one question, Ross continued to listen.


‘Have they fixed a trial date yet?’ asked Tulip.


‘September 15th. And tomorrow I’ll find out how much evidence they’ve come up with after raiding my apartment.’


Ross knew exactly how much evidence they had, even whose photograph it was in the silver frame.


‘Any hope of me taking over your cell when you move into Faulkner’s?’ asked Tulip.


‘Consider it done,’ said Rashidi, who understood about rewards every bit as much as punishments. He nodded to a prison officer to let him know he would need to see him after the service.


‘The blessing of God Almighty, the Father, the Son and the Holy Ghost.’


‘Amen,’ said all three of them in unison.
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‘How are the twins?’ asked Christina.


‘I don’t get much sleep nowadays,’ admitted Beth, who was pushing the pram as they strolled around Hyde Park together. ‘They always seem to work in tandem whenever they want something. I’m perpetually exhausted, and suddenly full of admiration for my parents.’


‘I envy you,’ said Christina, looking down at the twins wistfully. ‘How’s William coping with the added responsibility?’


‘He’s wonderful whenever he’s at home, but if I’m to continue doing my job, we’re going to have to employ a full-time nanny which will cost almost as much as I earn.’


‘Worth every penny,’ said Christina, ‘especially if it gives William more time to track down my husband, who seems to have sailed away for a year and a day.’


‘There’s not a great deal he can do about Miles while he’s preparing for the Rashidi trial.’


‘If half the things the press say about that man are true, I hope he rots in hell.’


‘Where no doubt he’ll once again meet up with Miles,’ said Beth.


‘Do you think their paths crossed in Pentonville?’


‘William’s convinced of it, especially as Booth Watson will be representing Rashidi at his trial. And that’s one man who won’t be allowed to attend his mother’s funeral, not least because she’s very much alive. Though William tells me she hasn’t once visited her son in prison.’


‘Perhaps he’ll find some other way to escape?’


‘Not a chance. You can be sure he’ll be accompanied by a small army on his journey from the prison to the Old Bailey after what Miles got away with.’


‘Miles was always going to be several moves ahead of the police. His escape would have been planned like a military operation, and you can be sure he wouldn’t have left anything to chance.’


Beth didn’t respond. Although she looked upon Christina as a friend, she was well aware that William didn’t trust her. When he’d left for work that morning, he’d suggested she just listen, as Christina might well say something she’d later regret.


‘It wasn’t a coincidence that the day before he escaped from his mother’s funeral,’ continued Christina, ‘Miles’s yacht slipped out of Monte Carlo and headed for the English coast.’


‘How do you know that?’


‘One of his deckhands returned to Monte Carlo after they docked in New York, and later reported back to me. My bet is you won’t be hearing from Miles again.’


Beth recalled that Miles also had an apartment in New York. ‘What about the art collection?’ she asked.


‘Half of which in theory belongs to me. But if I had to guess, I’ll never set eyes on any of those treasures again. I scour every catalogue from all the leading auction houses in case one of them comes up for sale, but so far, nothing.’


‘What about the flat in Eaton Square?’ asked Beth as they reached the Serpentine.


‘The lease runs out in a couple of months, but I intend to renew it.’


‘How can you afford to do that if Miles has run off with everything?’


‘Because my dear husband overlooked a minor detail when he burnt down our country home and thought he’d left me penniless.’


‘I’m lost,’ said Beth as Christina took over pushing the pram down Rotten Row.


‘My estate agent called last week to tell me the local council has granted planning permission to build a dozen houses on the site. He’s already had an offer of half a million pounds for the land, and they haven’t even put it on the market yet.’


‘Well, that should take care of your immediate problems.’


‘Possibly. But I won’t be celebrating until Miles is locked back up, preferably in solitary, and half of the paintings are hanging in my apartment.’


‘Not to mention the Vermeer he stole from the Fitzmolean,’ said Beth. She glanced at her watch when they reached Albert Crescent.


‘Make sure you tell William not to waste his time looking for Miles,’ said Christina as they parted. ‘Concentrate on the paintings. Find them, and you can be sure he won’t be far away.’


Beth brought the pram to a sudden halt, causing Artemisia to burst out crying. Peter joined in moments later. Was that the sentence William had been looking for, which Christina might well later regret?
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‘William?’


William looked up to see DS Summers pushing his way through the swing doors of the canteen.


‘Jerry? What are you doing here?’ he asked, knowing only too well.


‘Same as you, I presume. I’m giving a talk on what it’s like being a humble copper in the sticks, rather than a high-flyer at Scotland Yard.’


‘Hardly. I’m giving an introductory talk on drugs, to a lot of raw recruits who are just out of school and wouldn’t know a drug if they saw one.’


William picked up a briefcase and placed it on the table in front of him. He opened it to reveal a dozen small plastic boxes containing samples of every illegal drug from heroin to Ecstasy tablets.


‘Impressive,’ said Summers, helping himself to a cup of tea. ‘But not as impressive as finally catching up with that villain Rashidi and putting him behind bars. I hope you’ve got enough evidence to nail him, because I’m told he’s as slippery as an eel, and you can be sure he’ll employ the best silk money can buy.’


‘You know him?’ asked William.


‘Only by reputation. But a couple of his lowlife scum work Romford and Barking. We’ve noticed that their supply chain has dried up recently, thanks to you and Superintendent Lamont.’


‘How do you know Lamont?’


‘He was my first gaffer when I began life on the beat in Romford. He was transferred to the Yard a couple of years later, so I haven’t come across him since. How is the old bastard?’


‘He took early retirement, so I haven’t seen him recently.’


‘Why would he do that?’ said Summers, almost to himself. ‘He can’t have been more than a year or so away from qualifying for a full pension.’ He dropped a couple of sugar lumps into his tea before asking, ‘So what’s it like being at the sharp end?’


‘I spend half my time filling in forms and arresting junkies who should be in hospital, not prison. But if you come across the new supplier for Romford, please let me know.’


‘You should keep an eye on the Payne family,’ said DS Summers. ‘They control the drugs supply on my patch, but they’re not big enough to take over Rashidi’s empire. In fact, they’ll be praying he gets off. Because without the shark, the minnows don’t get fed.’


William made a written note of something he already knew, and a mental note that Summers hadn’t mentioned the Turner family.


‘And congratulations,’ said Summers, selecting a chocolate biscuit. ‘I hear you’re the first of our intake to be made up to detective inspector. Not that anyone will be surprised.’


‘Promotion has its disadvantages,’ said William with a sigh that he hoped wasn’t too exaggerated.


‘Like what?’ asked Summers, rising to the bait.


‘Not much overtime payment for inspectors, though we’re still expected to put in the same hours.’


‘That’s part of the deal if you want to join the officer class,’ said Summers. ‘Which is one of the many reasons I’m happy to remain in the ranks. Are you married?’


‘Yes, and we have twins, so despite the promotion, we’re only just about making ends meet,’ said William, hoping to tempt him into an indiscretion.


‘That’s why I’m still a bachelor,’ said Summers. ‘Better get going. I’m on in five minutes,’ he added, finishing his tea before grabbing the last chocolate biscuit. ‘If I hear on the grapevine who the new supplier is, I’ll give you a bell.’


The two men shook hands, before Jerry left for the classroom. William wasn’t sure if the supposedly coincidental meeting had served any useful purpose. The Hawk had arranged for both of them to address the new intake at Hendon so that bumping into each other wouldn’t look too obvious. But even then, he’d had to sit in the canteen drinking cold tea for over an hour before Summers had finally appeared, and he wasn’t convinced he’d ever hear from him again.


The Hawk had already allocated DS Paul Adaja and PC Nicky Bailey, a raw recent recruit, to watch Summers around the clock. Bailey was patrolling the streets of Romford as a constable, while Adaja remained undercover. Back at the Yard, DS Jackie Roycroft continued to work closely with William, alongside another recruit to the team, DC Rebecca Pankhurst, who kept them all on their toes.


The Hawk wanted to know who Summers’s friends were, who he met up with after work, whether there were any unexplained entries on his crime sheets. Did he have an informer? Who was his latest girlfriend? Was she a WPC?


Adaja and Bailey had been able to answer some of these questions within days, but others remained a mystery.


Summers may have been a bachelor, but when they swapped stories in the canteen PC Bailey had reported that there was no shortage of WPCs who were happy to succumb to the young detective’s charms. She also told William about Summers’s impressive record as a thief catcher, and the fact that his arrest record was second to none. Could they be investigating the wrong man?


William wrote his report on the Summers meeting during the Tube journey back to Victoria, and would leave it on the commander’s desk before he went home.


The Hawk had said just plant the seed. ‘Because if he thinks you might be in financial trouble, he could be back in touch sooner than you think.’


Unlikely, thought William, as it was Jerry Summers who’d originally come up with the nickname Choirboy when they were both at Hendon.


[image: image]


‘Detective Superintendent Lamont?’


‘Who wants to know?’


‘DS Jerry Summers, sir. You won’t remember me, but—’


‘Slippery Summers,’ said Lamont, laughing. ‘How could I forget? Thanks to your undercover work, we put most of the Payne gang away. So why the call?’


‘I heard you’d taken early retirement, sir.’


‘Who told you that?’


‘DI Warwick. We were both speaking to the new recruits at Hendon last week.’


‘Were you indeed? And what else did that little prick have to say?’


‘Not a lot. In fact, he clammed up when I told him you were my first gaffer.’


‘You still haven’t answered my question.’


‘I was wondering if you’d already got another job, because you never struck me as the retiring type.’


‘I’ve got a couple of irons in the fire,’ said Lamont, ‘but that doesn’t mean I’m not open to offers.’


‘That’s good to hear, sir. Because I might have something that would appeal to you. Best not discuss it over the phone. Perhaps we could meet somewhere private?’
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‘WOULD YOU LIKE my seat, sir?’ the young woman asked politely.


‘No, thank you,’ said the commander, touching the brim of his trilby, and suddenly feeling his age. Damn it, he thought, I’m not yet sixty, although he had to admit his daughter was older than the considerate young woman.


Several passengers got off at the next stop, which allowed the Hawk to sit down. He opened his morning paper. POLICE CALLED TO CONTROL PICKET LINE AT WAPPING was the headline. He began to read the article, but his mind drifted back to the meeting that was about to take place. Ross Hogan, his undercover officer, had recently been released from Ford Open Prison, so once again he went over the questions he needed answered. He felt like a child about to finally open a long-awaited Christmas present. At the next stop he stood to offer an elderly woman his seat, which she gratefully accepted. Not dead yet.


When the train pulled into Victoria, the Hawk was among the first to get off and join the lemming-like crowd scurrying towards the escalators. He showed his pass to the ticket collector at the barrier, before emerging into the bright morning sunlight.


He tried to gather his thoughts as he made his way slowly along Victoria Street in the direction of Scotland Yard. But when he was halfway down he turned right, left the crowded pavement, and entered a small quiet square dominated by a magnificent cathedral. Ignoring a few worshippers and the simply curious who were making their way towards the entrance of the Roman Catholic Church’s principal place of worship in England and Wales, he walked slowly down the right-hand side of the vast red-and-cream brick building, not stopping until he reached an inconspicuous entrance that was normally only used by priests or choristers.


He opened the door and stepped inside, confident that as long as he looked as if he belonged, nobody would question his presence. As he made his way towards the vestry, a cleaner on her knees scrubbing the stone floor looked up. ‘Good morning, my child,’ he said.


‘Good morning, Father,’ she replied as he hurried by.


On entering the vestry, he walked across to the end locker and opened it. He removed his jacket and tie, replacing them with a long black cassock, white surplice, dog collar and bands, transforming himself from commander to canon. At least he was a Roman Catholic, and the occasional deception had been approved by the Cardinal Archbishop of Westminster, if not by our Lord.


A quick check in the long mirror on the wall before he emerged once again into the body of the cathedral. He progressed slowly towards the Lady Chapel – priests, unlike policemen, don’t move quickly – and on into the nave, until he reached a familiar bronze relief of St Benedict staring down at him. He was relieved to find the confessional box was unoccupied. He stepped inside, drew the little red curtain to show he was open for business, and prepared himself for one particular parishioner who he knew would be seeking absolution and was unlikely to keep him waiting.


Moments later he heard someone enter the box, and a familiar voice addressed him through the grille that separated them. ‘Father, I have sinned and seek the Lord’s forgiveness.’


‘When did you last confess, my son?’


‘It’s been over six months, Father, during which time I committed a grievous sin by attending a Church of England service every Sunday morning.’


The commander was pleased to find his undercover officer hadn’t lost his sense of humour.


‘And what did you learn from this unfortunate experience, my son?’


‘That Assem Rashidi will be represented by the Devil incarnate when he appears in court next month.’


‘I was aware of that, my son,’ said the Hawk. ‘The Lord moves in mysterious ways. Did you find out how Mr Booth Watson rates his chances of getting his client off the various charges?’


‘He’s confident he’ll get him off the most serious charge, of heading up a drugs cartel, because he’s convinced you don’t have enough evidence to persuade a jury.’


‘We’ve got more than enough,’ said the Hawk, ‘as he’ll discover when he sees the list of items we’ll be presenting for the jury’s consideration.’


‘But Rashidi assured me the flat was cleared of any incriminating evidence just before our boys turned up.’


‘He left behind a wardrobe full of tailored suits and a dozen handmade shirts that just happen to fit him perfectly.’


‘As they would thousands of perfectly innocent people, as Booth Watson will point out. He’ll also suggest you have no proof that Rashidi ever owned or occupied the flat.’


‘Then he’ll have to explain away the photograph that was found on the bedside table in the master bedroom.’


‘He’ll say there’s no evidence that the “A” stands for Assem.’


‘It doesn’t,’ said the Hawk. ‘But he’ll still have to explain what a picture of his mother was doing on the bedside table.’


A short whistle was followed by the words, ‘Ouch. His sweepers are going to regret leaving that behind. It could condemn Rashidi to twenty years.’


‘Amen to that,’ said the commander. ‘What else did you learn from the heathens while you were away, my son?’


‘The prison rumour mill thinks Faulkner made it to the States. New name, new passport and new identity. But he must still be active in the art world, because his house in Monte Carlo is on the market and there are no longer any of his pictures hanging on the walls.’


‘They left on the same boat as Faulkner,’ said the Hawk. ‘Although so far nothing’s come up on the open market.’


‘Faulkner’s too bright to make that mistake. He’ll lie low for a bit, and if he sells anything it will be to private buyers.’


‘Were you able to find out his new name, or pick up any clues about where he might be?’


‘No, Father. But Rashidi thought it was unlikely to be New York, as that’s the first place the FBI would look. In any case, Faulkner’s Fifth Avenue apartment was also put up for sale just weeks before he escaped, and surprise, surprise, minus the fixtures and fittings.’


‘I’m guessing the paintings are all in one place. But where?’


‘I’ve no idea, boss.’


‘Then leave that to me. Your next job will be to try and find out who’s running Rashidi’s empire in his absence, so he can share a cell with him in the near future.’


‘I already know the answer to that question, but for obvious reasons I won’t mention his name. I’ve left that particular piece of information in the usual place. However, I should warn you there’s a coincidence you’re not going to like.’


‘I’m intrigued.’


‘Anything else, sir?’


‘Yes. After you’ve committed some of the more wanton sins you were denied in prison, we’ll meet again and I’ll tell you all about a certain Detective Sergeant Summers.’


‘Who he?’


‘Not now. Bless you, my son, and be assured you are absolved of your sins. Go in peace.’


The Hawk waited for a few moments, praying that no other sinners would seek absolution while he flicked through his notebook to check that all his questions had been answered.


Satisfied, he tucked the notebook back in his cassock pocket, slipped out of the confessional and made his way towards an offertory box that was surrounded by candles, not many of which were alight. He glanced around before taking a small key out of a trouser pocket and deftly unlocking the box to find a few coins, mainly copper, and an empty Marlboro cigarette packet wedged in one corner.


He looked up to see the Virgin Mary staring down at him. He returned her enigmatic smile before removing the red-and-white pack and slipping it into his other pocket. He locked the offertory box and made his way slowly back to the vestry, confident no one had witnessed his sleight of hand.


A few minutes later, Commander Hawksby slipped out of the side door of the cathedral and headed for Scotland Yard. He had two things on his mind: who had taken over from Rashidi as the new drugs supremo, and what could Ross have meant by a coincidence he wasn’t going to like? That would have to wait until the boffins in the basement had taken the empty cigarette packet apart and revealed its innermost secret.
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‘William’s already left for work,’ said Beth, holding a baby’s bottle in one hand and the phone in the other. ‘Can I pass on a message?’


‘No, I want to tell you both the good news in person,’ said Christina.


‘Clue?’


‘You’re worse than William.’


‘Why don’t you come round for a drink this evening? It’s William’s turn to bath the twins, so with any luck he’ll be home by seven.’


‘That’s something I can’t wait to see,’ said Christina. ‘I’ll be with you soon after seven.’
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When the commander arrived back at Scotland Yard he went down, not up, taking the stairs to the basement, where he walked quickly towards the office at the far end of the corridor. He didn’t knock before entering ‘spook world’.


‘Good morning, sir,’ said a white-coated lab assistant, looking up from his microscope. ‘It must be important for you to come in person.’


‘It is,’ said the Hawk, as he handed over the empty Marlboro cigarette packet.


‘Then I’ll get to work on it immediately and send the results up to your office as soon as I have them.’


‘I’ll wait,’ said the commander, taking a seat.


The scientist nodded before returning to his desk. With the help of a pair of tweezers, he extracted the thin sliver of foil from inside the cigarette packet, before laying it on a bronze plate. The Hawk reflected that he would for ever be in debt to Professor Abrahams for introducing him to the Electrostatic Document Analysis machine, which was now part of Scotland Yard’s standard investigation kit, and had proved far more reliable than most witnesses, not least when it had come to proving that Beth’s father, Arthur Rainsford, was innocent of murder.


The young scientist placed a sheet of Mylar film on top of the foil, then took a tiny roller from the shelf above him, and moved it slowly over the entire surface of the film until all the air bubbles had been removed.


He then put on a pair of dark safety goggles before switching on an infrared corona, which he held an inch above the bronze plate, scanning it backwards and forwards to identify any indentations on the surface. He next picked up what looked like a pepper pot and sprinkled photocopy toner across the silver paper until it was fully covered. He waited for a few moments before gently blowing the surplus toner off the plate. Finally, he peeled away the thin layer of Mylar film, and bent down to see if his experiment had produced anything worthwhile, well aware that the Hawk was now standing over him, waiting impatiently.


He stood aside to show that he’d finished, and the Hawk stared down at the tiny letters that had appeared on the surface of the silver foil. It didn’t take him long to realize what the coincidence was, and the line Booth Watson would be taking when he presented the case for the defence.


‘Impressive,’ was the Hawk’s immediate reaction. But Rashidi would still have to explain the photograph in the silver frame, which Booth Watson wouldn’t be able to dismiss quite so easily.
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‘He hasn’t got back from the Yard yet,’ said Beth as she opened the front door to find Christina standing on the doorstep, clutching a bottle of champagne.


‘Then this will have to wait until he does,’ she said, ‘which will give us a chance to bath the twins.’


‘But I want to hear your news!’ cried Beth. ‘When it comes to time, William can’t always be relied on. To quote him, crime doesn’t necessarily fit in conveniently with the twins’ bath time. So, can I assume you’ve found a new man?’


‘No, but I’ve found the old one,’ said Christina, as Beth put the bottle of champagne in the fridge. ‘And before you ask any more questions, the answer is no. Not until William gets back.’


‘Then you could be staying overnight,’ said Beth. They each picked up a twin and carried them upstairs to the bathroom, Artemisia and Peter basking in the extra attention they were getting and gurgling with delight. They both heard the door slam and a few moments later William marched into the bathroom to join them.


‘Just in time to dry the little monsters and put them to bed,’ said Beth, ‘while Christina and I go downstairs and enjoy a glass of champagne.’


‘What are we celebrating?’ asked William as he wrapped Peter in a towel.


‘Christina won’t tell us until you’ve put them to bed.’


‘Fine by me,’ said William, as the two women abandoned him to his task. This was always his favourite time of the day. In fact, he didn’t go back downstairs until he’d read another chapter of PC Plod and the twins had fallen asleep.


He strolled into the living room to find Beth topping up Christina’s glass with champagne.


‘Just in time,’ she said, ‘otherwise we might have polished off the bottle before Christina gets round to telling us what we’re celebrating.’


‘Should I assume you’ve got a new boyfriend?’ said William, trying to look interested.


‘No, you should not,’ said Beth, handing him a glass. ‘I’ve already asked that question, and I’m none the wiser. So, shush.’


‘Well then, you must have sold the land at Limpton Hall for an exorbitant amount?’


‘Old news,’ said Beth. ‘Shush!’


They both stared at Christina expectantly, but she couldn’t resist taking another sip of champagne before saying, ‘Miles is dead.’
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‘WHEN AND WHERE is the funeral?’ demanded the commander even before William had sat down.


‘Geneva, sir. Ten o’clock tomorrow morning.’


‘How did he die?’


‘The local police report says he suffered a heart attack during the night.’ William opened his notebook. ‘A maid discovered the body early the following morning. A line of cocaine and a credit card were found on his bedside table.’
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