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14 July 1979


‘YOU CAN’T BE serious.’


‘I couldn’t be more serious, Father, as you’d realize if you’d ever listened to anything I’ve been saying for the past ten years.’


‘But you’ve been offered a place at my old college at Oxford to read law, and after you graduate, you’ll be able to join me in chambers. What more could a young man ask for?’


‘To be allowed to pursue a career of his own choosing, and not just be expected to follow in his father’s footsteps.’


‘Would that be such a bad thing? After all, I’ve enjoyed a fascinating and worthwhile career, and, dare I suggest, been moderately successful.’


‘Brilliantly successful, Father, but it isn’t your career we’re discussing, it’s mine. And perhaps I don’t want to be a leading criminal barrister who spends his whole life defending a bunch of villains he’d never consider inviting to lunch at his club.’


‘You seem to have forgotten that those same villains paid for your education, and the lifestyle you presently enjoy.’


‘I’m never allowed to forget it, Father, which is the reason I intend to spend my life making sure those same villains are locked up for long periods of time, and not allowed to go free and continue a life of crime thanks to your skilful advocacy.’


William thought he’d finally silenced his father, but he was wrong.


‘Perhaps we could agree on a compromise, dear boy?’


‘Not a chance, Father,’ said William firmly. ‘You’re sounding like a barrister who’s pleading for a reduced sentence, when he knows he’s defending a weak case. But for once, your eloquent words are falling on deaf ears.’


‘Won’t you even allow me to put my case before you dismiss it out of hand?’ responded his father.


‘No, because I’m not guilty, and I don’t have to prove to a jury that I’m innocent, just to please you.’


‘But would you be willing to do something to please me, my dear?’


In the heat of battle William had quite forgotten that his mother had been sitting silently at the other end of the table, closely following the jousting between her husband and son. William was well prepared to take on his father but knew he was no match for his mother. He fell silent once again. A silence that his father took advantage of.


‘What do you have in mind, m’lud?’ said Sir Julian, tugging at the lapels of his jacket, and addressing his wife as if she were a high court judge.


‘William will be allowed to go to the university of his choice,’ said Marjorie, ‘select the subject he wishes to study, and once he’s graduated, follow the career he wants to pursue. And more important, when he does, you will give in gracefully and never raise the subject again.’


‘I confess,’ said Sir Julian, ‘that while accepting your wise judgement, I might find the last part difficult.’


Mother and son burst out laughing.


‘Am I allowed a plea in mitigation?’ asked Sir Julian innocently.


‘No,’ said William, ‘because I will only agree to Mother’s terms if in three years’ time you unreservedly support my decision to join the Metropolitan Police Force.’


Sir Julian Warwick QC rose from his place at the head of the table, gave his wife a slight bow, and reluctantly said, ‘If it so please Your Lordship.’
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William Warwick had wanted to be a detective from the age of eight, when he’d solved ‘the case of the missing Mars bars’. It was a simple paper trail, he explained to his housemaster, that didn’t require a magnifying glass.


The evidence – sweet papers – had been found in the waste-paper basket of the guilty party’s study, and the culprit wasn’t able to prove he’d spent any of his pocket money in the tuck shop that term.


And what made it worse for William was that Adrian Heath was one of his closest pals, and he’d assumed it would be a lifelong friendship. When he discussed it with his father at half term, the old man said, ‘We must hope that Adrian has learnt from the experience, otherwise who knows what will become of the boy.’


Despite William being mocked by his fellow pupils, who dreamt of becoming doctors, lawyers, teachers, even accountants, the careers master showed no surprise when William informed him that he was going to be a detective. After all, the other boys had nicknamed him Sherlock before the end of his first term.


William’s father, Sir Julian Warwick Bt, had wanted his son to go up to Oxford and read law, just as he’d done thirty years before. But despite his father’s best efforts, William had remained determined to join the police force the day he left school. The two stubborn men finally reached a compromise approved of by his mother. William would go to London University and read art history – a subject his father refused to take seriously – and if, after three years, his son still wanted to be a policeman, Sir Julian agreed to give in gracefully. William knew that would never happen.


William enjoyed every moment of his three years at King’s College London, where he fell in love several times. First with Hannah and Rembrandt, followed by Judy and Turner, and finally Rachel and Hockney, before settling down with Caravaggio: an affair that would last a lifetime, even though his father had pointed out that the great Italian artist had been a murderer and should have been hanged. A good enough reason to abolish the death penalty, William suggested. Once again, father and son didn’t agree.


During the summer holidays after he’d left school, William backpacked his way across Europe to Rome, Paris, Berlin and on to St Petersburg, to join long queues of other devotees who wished to worship the past masters. When he finally graduated, his professor suggested that he should consider a PhD on the darker side of Caravaggio. The darker side, replied William, was exactly what he intended to research, but he wanted to learn more about criminals in the twentieth century, rather than the sixteenth.
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At five minutes to three on the afternoon of Sunday, 5 September 1982, William reported to Hendon Police College in north London. He enjoyed almost every minute of the training course from the moment he swore allegiance to the Queen to his passing-out parade sixteen weeks later.


The following day, he was issued with a navy-blue serge uniform, helmet and truncheon, and couldn’t resist glancing at his reflection whenever he passed a window. A police uniform, he was warned by the commander on his first day on parade, could change a person’s personality, and not always for the better.


Lessons at Hendon had begun on the second day and were divided between the classroom and the gym. William learnt whole sections of the law until he could repeat them verbatim. He revelled in forensic and crime scene analysis, even though he quickly discovered when he was introduced to the skid pad that his driving skills were fairly rudimentary.


Having endured years of cut and thrust with his father across the breakfast table, William felt at ease in the mock courtroom, where instructing officers cross-examined him in the witness box, and he even held his own during self-defence classes, where he learnt how to disarm, handcuff and restrain someone who was far bigger than him. He was also taught about a constable’s powers of arrest, search and entry, the use of reasonable force and, most important of all, discretion. ‘Don’t always stick to the rule book,’ his instructor advised him. ‘Sometimes you have to use common sense, which, when you’re dealing with the public, you’ll find isn’t that common.’


Exams were as regular as clockwork, compared to his days at university, and he wasn’t surprised that several candidates fell by the wayside before the course had ended.


After what felt like an interminable two-week break following his passing-out parade, William finally received a letter instructing him to report to Lambeth police station at 8 a.m. the following Monday. An area of London he had never visited before.
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Police Constable 565LD had joined the Metropolitan Police Force as a graduate but decided not to take advantage of the accelerated promotion scheme that would have allowed him to progress more quickly up the ladder, as he wanted to line up on his first day with every other new recruit on equal terms. He accepted that, as a probationer, he would have to spend at least two years on the beat before he could hope to become a detective, and in truth, he couldn’t wait to be thrown in at the deep end.


From his first day as a probationer William was guided by his mentor, Constable Fred Yates, who had twenty-eight years of police service under his belt, and had been told by the nick’s chief inspector to ‘look after the boy’. The two men had little in common other than that they’d both wanted to be coppers from an early age, and their fathers had done everything in their power to prevent them pursuing their chosen career.


‘ABC,’ was the first thing Fred said when he was introduced to the wet-behind-the-ears young sprog. He didn’t wait for William to ask.


‘Accept nothing, Believe no one, Challenge everything. It’s the only law I live by.’


During the next few months, Fred introduced William to the world of burglars, drug dealers and pimps, as well as his first dead body. With the zeal of Sir Galahad, William wanted to lock up every offender and make the world a better place; Fred was more realistic, but he never once attempted to douse the flames of William’s youthful enthusiasm. The young probationer quickly found out that the public don’t know if a policeman has been in uniform for a couple of days or a couple of years.


‘Time to stop your first car,’ said Fred on William’s second day on the beat, coming to a halt by a set of traffic lights. ‘We’ll hang about until someone runs a red, and then you can step out into the road and flag them down.’ William looked apprehensive. ‘Leave the rest to me. See that tree about a hundred yards away? Go and hide behind it, and wait until I give you the signal.’


William could hear his heart pounding as he stood behind the tree. He didn’t have long to wait before Fred raised a hand and shouted, ‘The blue Hillman! Grab him!’


William stepped out into the road, put his arm up and directed the car to pull over to the kerb.


‘Say nothing,’ said Fred as he joined the raw recruit. ‘Watch carefully and take note.’ They both walked up to the car as the driver wound down his window.


‘Good morning, sir,’ said Fred. ‘Are you aware that you drove through a red light?’


The driver nodded but didn’t speak.


‘Could I see your driving licence?’


The driver opened his glove box, extracted his licence and handed it to Fred. After studying the document for a few moments, Fred said, ‘It’s particularly dangerous at this time in the morning, sir, as there are two schools nearby.’


‘I’m sorry,’ said the driver. ‘It won’t happen again.’


Fred handed him back his licence. ‘It will just be a warning this time,’ he said, while William wrote down the car’s number plate in his notebook. ‘But perhaps you could be a little more careful in future, sir.’


‘Thank you, officer,’ said the driver.


‘Why just a caution,’ asked William as the car drove slowly away, ‘when you could have booked him?’


‘Attitude,’ said Fred. ‘The gentleman was polite, acknowledged his mistake and apologized. Why piss off a normally law-abiding member of the public?’


‘So what would have made you book him?’


‘If he’d said, “Haven’t you got anything better to do, officer?” Or worse, “Shouldn’t you be chasing some real criminals?” Or my favourite, “Don’t you realize I pay your wages?” Any of those and I would have booked him without hesitation. Mind you, there was one blighter I had to cart off to the station and lock up for a couple of hours.’


‘Did he get violent?’


‘No, far worse. Told me he was a close friend of the commissioner, and I’d be hearing from him. So I told him he could phone him from the station.’ William burst out laughing. ‘Right,’ said Fred, ‘get back behind the tree. Next time you can conduct the interview and I’ll observe.’
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Sir Julian Warwick QC sat at one end of the table, his head buried in the Daily Telegraph. He muttered the occasional tut-tut, while his wife, seated at the other end, continued her daily battle with the Times crossword. On a good day, Marjorie would have filled in the final clue before her husband rose from the table to leave for Lincoln’s Inn. On a bad day, she would have to seek his advice, a service for which he usually charged a hundred pounds an hour. He regularly reminded her that to date, she owed him over £20,000. Ten across and four down were holding her up.


Sir Julian had reached the leaders by the time his wife was wrestling with the final clue. He still wasn’t convinced that the death penalty should have been abolished, particularly when a police officer or a public servant was the victim, but then neither was the Telegraph. He turned to the back page to find out how Blackheath rugby club had fared against Richmond in their annual derby. After reading the match report he abandoned the sports pages, as he considered the paper gave far too much coverage to soccer. Yet another sign that the nation was going to the dogs.


‘Delightful picture of Charles and Diana in The Times,’ said Marjorie.


‘It will never last,’ said Julian as he rose from his place and walked to the other end of the table and, as he did every morning, kissed his wife on the forehead. They exchanged newspapers, so he could study the law reports on the train journey to London.


‘Don’t forget the children are coming down for lunch on Sunday,’ Marjorie reminded him.


‘Has William passed his detective’s exam yet?’ he asked.


‘As you well know, my dear, he isn’t allowed to take the exam until he’s completed two years on the beat, which won’t be for at least another six months.’


‘If he’d listened to me, he would have been a qualified barrister by now.’


‘And if you’d listened to him, you’d know he’s far more interested in locking up criminals than finding ways of getting them off.’


‘I haven’t given up yet,’ said Sir Julian.


‘Just be thankful that at least our daughter has followed in your footsteps.’


‘Grace has done nothing of the sort,’ snorted Sir Julian. ‘That girl will defend any penniless no-hoper she comes across.’


‘She has a heart of gold.’


‘Then she takes after you,’ said Sir Julian, studying the one clue his wife had failed to fill in: Slender private man who ended up with a baton. Four.


‘Field Marshal SLIM,’ said Sir Julian triumphantly. ‘The only man to join the army as a private soldier and end up as a field marshal.’


‘Sounds like William,’ said Marjorie. But not until the door had closed.
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WILLIAM AND FRED left the nick just after eight to set out on their morning patrol. ‘Not much crime at this time of day,’ Fred assured the young probationer. ‘Criminals are like the rich, they don’t get up much before ten.’ Over the past eighteen months William had become used to Fred’s oft-repeated pearls of wisdom, which had proved far more useful than anything to be found in the Met’s handbook on the duties of a police officer.


‘When do you take your detective’s exam?’ asked Fred as they ambled down Lambeth Walk.


‘Not for another year,’ replied William. ‘But I don’t think you’ll be getting rid of me quite yet,’ he added as they approached the local newsagent. He glanced at the headline: ‘PC Stephen Walker killed in the line of duty’.


‘Such a tragic accident,’ said Fred. ‘Poor bloke.’ He didn’t speak again for some time. ‘I’ve been a constable all my life,’ he eventually managed, ‘which suits me just fine. But you—’


‘If I make it,’ said William, ‘I’ll have you to thank.’


‘I’m not like you, Choirboy,’ said Fred. William feared that he would be stuck with that nickname for the rest of his career. He preferred Sherlock. He had never admitted to any of his mates at the station that he had been a choirboy, and always wished he looked older, although his mother had once told him, ‘The moment you do, you’ll want to look younger.’ Is no one ever satisfied with the age they are? he wondered. ‘By the time you become commissioner,’ continued Fred, ‘I’ll be shacked up in an old people’s home, and you’ll have forgotten my name.’


It had never crossed William’s mind that he might end up as commissioner, although he felt sure he would never forget Constable Fred Yates.


Fred spotted the young lad as he came running out of the newsagent’s. Mr Patel followed a moment later, but he was never going to catch him. William set off in pursuit, with Fred only a yard behind. They both overtook Mr Patel as the boy turned the corner. But it was another hundred yards before William was able to grab him. The two of them led the young lad back to the shop, where he handed over a packet of Capstan to Mr Patel.


‘Will you be pressing charges, sir?’ asked William, who already had his notebook open, pencil poised.


‘What’s the point?’ said the shopkeeper, placing the cigarette packet back on the shelf. ‘If you lock him up, his younger brother will only take his place.’


‘It’s your lucky day, Tomkins,’ said Fred, clipping the boy around the ear. ‘Just make sure you’re in school by the time we turn up, otherwise I might tell your old man what you were up to. Mind you,’ he added, turning to William, ‘the fags were probably for his old man.’


Tomkins bolted. When he reached the end of the street he stopped, turned around and shouted, ‘Police scum!’ and gave them both a ‘V’ sign.


‘Perhaps you should have pinned his ears back.’


‘What are you talking about?’ asked Fred.


‘In the sixteenth century, when a boy was caught stealing, he would be nailed to a post by one of his ears, and the only way he could escape was to tear himself free.’


‘Not a bad idea,’ said Fred. ‘Because I have to admit I can’t get to grips with modern police practice. By the time you retire, you’ll probably have to call the criminals “sir”. Still, I’ve only got another eighteen months to go before I collect my pension, and by then you’ll be at Scotland Yard. Although,’ Fred added, about to dispense his daily dose of wisdom, ‘when I joined the force nearly thirty years ago, we used to handcuff lads like that to a radiator, turn the heat full on, and not release them until they’d confessed.’


William burst out laughing.


‘I wasn’t joking,’ said Fred.


‘How long do you think it will be before Tomkins ends up in jail?’


‘A spell in borstal before he goes to prison, would be my bet. The really maddening thing is that once he’s locked up he’ll have his own cell, three meals a day and be surrounded by career criminals who’ll be only too happy to teach him his trade before he graduates from the University of Crime.’


Every day William was reminded how lucky he’d been to be born in a middle-class cot, with loving parents and an older sister who doted on him. Although he never admitted to any of his colleagues that he’d been educated at one of England’s leading public schools before taking an art history degree at King’s College London. And he certainly never mentioned that his father regularly received large payments from some of the nation’s most notorious criminals.


As they continued on their round, several local people acknowledged Fred, and some even said good morning to William.


When they returned to the nick a couple of hours later, Fred didn’t bother to report young Tomkins to the desk sergeant, as he felt the same way about paperwork as he did about modern police practice.


‘Feel like a cuppa?’ said Fred, heading towards the canteen.


‘Warwick!’ shouted a voice from behind them.


William turned round to see the custody sergeant pointing at him. ‘A prisoner’s collapsed in his cell. Take this prescription to the nearest chemist and have it made up. And be quick about it.’


‘Yes, sarge,’ said William. He grabbed the envelope, and ran all the way to Boots on the high street, where he found a small queue waiting patiently at the dispensary counter. He apologized to the woman at the front of the queue before handing the envelope to the pharmacist. ‘It’s an emergency,’ he said.


The young woman opened the envelope and carefully read the instructions before saying, ‘That will be one pound sixty, constable.’


William fumbled for some change, which he gave to the pharmacist. She rang up the sale, turned around, took a packet of condoms off the shelf and handed it to him. William’s mouth opened, but no words came out. He was painfully aware that several people in the queue were grinning. He was about to slip away when the pharmacist said, ‘Don’t forget your prescription, constable.’ She passed the envelope back to William.


Several amused pairs of eyes followed him as he slipped out into the street. He waited until he was out of sight before he opened the envelope and read the enclosed note.




Dear Sir or Madam,


I am a shy young constable, who’s finally got a girl to come out with me, and I’m hoping to get lucky tonight. But as I don’t want to get her pregnant, can you help?





William burst out laughing, put the packet of condoms in his pocket and made his way back to the station; his first thought: I only wish I did have a girlfriend.
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CONSTABLE WARWICK SCREWED the top back onto his fountain pen, confident he had passed his detective’s exam with what his father would have called flying colours.


When he returned to his single room in Trenchard House that evening, the flying colours had been lowered to half mast, and by the time he switched off his bedside lamp, he was sure he would remain in uniform and be on the beat for at least another year.


‘How did you do?’ the station officer asked when he reported back on duty the following morning.


‘Failed hopelessly,’ said William, as he checked the parade book. He and Fred were down to patrol the Barton estate, if only to remind the local criminals that London still had a few bobbies on the beat.


‘Then you’ll have to try again next year,’ said the sergeant, unwilling to indulge the young man. If Constable Warwick wanted to wallow in self-doubt, he had no intention of rescuing the lad.
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Sir Julian continued sharpening the carving knife until he was confident blood would run.


‘Two slices or one, my boy?’ he asked his son.


‘Two please, Father.’


Sir Julian sliced the roast with the skill of a seasoned carver.


‘So did you pass your detective’s exam?’ he asked William as he handed him his plate.


‘I won’t know for at least another couple of weeks,’ said William, passing his mother a bowl of brussel sprouts. ‘But I’m not optimistic. However, you’ll be pleased to hear I’m in the final of the station’s snooker championship.’


‘Snooker?’ said his father, as if it were a game he was unfamiliar with.


‘Yes, something else I’ve learnt in the last two years.’


‘But will you win?’ demanded his father.


‘Unlikely. I’m up against the favourite, who’s won the cup for the past six years.’


‘So you’ve failed your detective’s exam and are about to be runner-up in the—’


‘I’ve always wondered why they’re called brussel sprouts, and not just sprouts, like carrots or potatoes,’ said Marjorie, trying to head off another duel between father and son.


‘They started life as Brussels sprouts,’ said Grace, ‘and over the years the B became small, and the s disappeared, until finally everyone has come to accept brussel as a word, except the more pedantic among us.’


‘Like the OED,’ suggested Marjorie, smiling at her daughter.


‘And if you have passed,’ said Sir Julian, refusing to be distracted by the etymology of the brussel sprout, ‘how long will it be before you become a detective?’


‘Six months, possibly a year. I’ll have to wait for a vacancy to arise in another patch.’


‘Perhaps you’ll go straight to Scotland Yard?’ said his father, raising an eyebrow.


‘That’s not possible. You have to prove yourself in another division before you can even apply for a job at the holy grail. Although I will be visiting the Yard tomorrow for the first time.’


Sir Julian stopped carving. ‘Why?’ he demanded.


‘I’m not sure myself,’ admitted William. ‘The super called me in on Friday and told me to report to a Commander Hawksby at nine on Monday morning, but he didn’t give any clue why.’


‘Hawksby . . . Hawksby . . .’ said Sir Julian, the lines on his forehead growing more pronounced. ‘Why do I know that name? Ah yes, we once crossed swords on a fraud case when he was a chief inspector. An impressive witness. He’d done his homework and was so well prepared I couldn’t lay a glove on him. Not a man to be underestimated.’


‘Tell me more,’ said William.


‘Unusually short for a policeman. Beware of them; they often have bigger brains. He’s known as the Hawk. Hovers over you before swooping down and carrying all before him.’


‘You included, it would seem,’ said Marjorie.


‘What makes you say that?’ asked Sir Julian, as he poured himself a glass of wine.


‘You only ever remember witnesses who get the better of you.’


‘Touché,’ said Sir Julian, raising his glass as Grace and William burst into spontaneous applause.


‘Please give Commander Hawksby my best wishes,’ added Sir Julian, ignoring the outburst.


‘That’s the last thing I’m going to do,’ said William. ‘I’m hoping to make a good impression, not an enemy for life.’


‘Is my reputation that bad?’ said Sir Julian, with an exasperated sigh worthy of a rejected lover.


‘I’m afraid your reputation is that good,’ said William. ‘The mere mention of your name in the nick evokes groans of despair, with the realization that yet another criminal who should be locked up for life will be set free.’


‘Who am I to disagree with twelve good men and true?’


‘It may have slipped your notice, Father,’ said Grace, ‘but women have been sitting on juries since 1920.’


‘More’s the pity,’ said Sir Julian. ‘I would never have given them the vote.’


‘Don’t rise, Grace,’ said her mother. ‘He’s only trying to provoke you.’


‘So what is the next hopeless cause you will be championing?’ Sir Julian asked his daughter, thrusting the knife in deeper.


‘Hereditary rights,’ said Grace, as she took a sip of wine.


‘Whose in particular, dare I ask?’


‘Mine. You may well be Sir Julian Warwick Bt, but when you die—’


‘Not for some time, I hope,’ said Marjorie.


‘William will inherit your title,’ continued Grace, ignoring the interruption, ‘despite the fact that I was the first born.’


‘A disgraceful state of affairs,’ mocked Sir Julian.


‘It’s no laughing matter, Father, and I predict that you’ll see the law changed in your lifetime.’


‘I can’t imagine their lordships will readily fall in with your proposal.’


‘And that’s why they’ll be next in line, because once the Commons realizes there are votes in it, another sacred citadel will collapse under the weight of its own absurdity.’


‘How will you go about it?’ asked Marjorie.


‘We’ll start at the top, with the Royal Family. We already have a life peer willing to present a primogeniture bill to the House, which would allow a woman to succeed as monarch if she was the first born, and not be pushed aside by a younger brother. No one has ever suggested that Princess Anne wouldn’t do as good a job as Prince Charles. And we’ll cite Queen Elizabeth I, Queen Victoria and Queen Elizabeth II to prove our case.’


‘It will never happen.’


‘In your lifetime, Dad,’ Grace repeated.


‘But I thought you disapproved of titles, Grace,’ said William.


‘I do. But in this case it’s a matter of principle.’


‘Well, I’ll support you. I’ve never wanted to be Sir William.’


‘What if you became commissioner, and earned it in your own right?’ said his father. William hesitated for long enough for his father to shrug his shoulders.


‘Did that poor young woman you were defending last week manage to get off?’ Marjorie asked Grace, hoping for a break in hostilities.


‘No, she got six months.’


‘And will be out in three,’ said her father, ‘when she will no doubt go straight back on the street.’


‘Don’t get me onto that subject, Dad.’


‘What about her pimp?’ asked William. ‘He’s the one who should be locked up.’


‘I’d happily boil him in oil,’ said Grace, ‘but he wasn’t even charged.’


‘In oil?’ said her father. ‘We’ll have you voting Conservative yet.’


‘Never,’ Grace responded.


Sir Julian picked up the carving knife. ‘Anyone for seconds?’


‘Dare I ask if you’ve met anyone recently?’ asked Marjorie, turning to her son.


‘Several people, Mama,’ said William, amused by his mother’s euphemism.


‘You know exactly what I meant,’ she chided.


‘Fat chance. I’ve been working on the roster for the past month, seven nights in a row, finishing up at six in the morning, by which time all you want to do is sleep. Then you’re expected to report back for duty two days later to start an early shift. So let’s face it, Mum, PC Warwick isn’t much of a catch.’


‘Whereas if you’d taken my advice,’ said his father, ‘by now you’d be an eligible barrister, and I can assure you there are several attractive young women in chambers.’


‘I’ve met someone,’ said Grace, which silenced her father for the first time. He put down his knife and fork and listened intently. ‘She’s a solicitor in the City, but I’m afraid Dad wouldn’t approve of her as she specializes in divorce.’


‘I can’t wait to meet her,’ said Marjorie.


‘Whenever you like, Mama, but be warned, I haven’t told her who my father is.’


‘Am I a cross between Rasputin and Judge Jeffreys?’ asked Sir Julian, placing the tip of the carving knife next to his heart.


‘You’re not that nice,’ said his wife, ‘but you do have your uses.’


‘Name one,’ said Grace.


‘There’s a clue in yesterday’s crossword that is still baffling me.’


‘I’m available to be consulted,’ said Sir Julian.


‘Lady’s worried about social event not working? Thirteen letters. Third letter is s, tenth letter o.’


‘Dysfunctional!’ the other three cried in unison, and burst out laughing.


‘Anyone for humble pie?’ said Sir Julian.
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William had told his father that he was unlikely to win, but now it was in the bag, or to be more accurate, in the corner pocket. He was about to pot the last ball on the table and win the Lambeth station snooker championship, and end a run of six victories for Fred Yates.


Somewhat ironic, William thought, as it was Fred who’d taught him to play the game. In fact, William wouldn’t have ventured into the snooker room if Fred hadn’t suggested it might help him get to know some of the lads who weren’t too sure about the choirboy.


Fred had taught his charge to play snooker with the same zeal he had applied to introducing the lad to life on the beat, and now, for the first time, William was going to beat his mentor at his own game.


At school, William had excelled on the rugby pitch in the winter as a wing three-quarter, and during the summer as a sprinter on the track. In his final year at London University, he’d been awarded the coveted Purple after winning the Inter Collegiate Championship. Even his father managed a wry smile whenever William broke the tape in the 100 yards dash, as he called it, although William suspected that ‘re-rack’, ‘maximum break’ and ‘in off’ weren’t yet part of his father’s vocabulary.


William checked the scoreboard. Three games all. It now rested on the final frame. He had started well with a break of 42, but Fred had taken his time, eating away at the lead until the game was finely poised. Although William was still leading by 26 points, all the colours were on their spots, so that when Fred returned to the table, all he had to do was clear the last six balls to capture the trophy.


The basement room was packed with officers of every rank; some were perched on the radiators while others sat on the stairs. A silence fell on the gathering as Fred leant across the table to address the yellow. William resigned himself to having lost his chance of becoming champion, as he watched the yellow, green, brown and blue disappear into the pockets, leaving Fred with just the pink and black to clear the table and win the match.


Fred lined up the object ball before setting the cue ball on its way. But he’d struck it a little too firmly, and although the pink shot towards the middle pocket and disappeared down the hole, the white ended up on a side cushion, leaving a difficult cue, even for a pro.


The crowd held its breath as Fred bent down. He took his time lining up the final ball which, if he potted, would take him over the line: 73–72, making him the first person to win the title seven years in a row.


He stood back up, clearly nervous, and chalked his cue once again as he tried to compose himself before returning to the table. He bent down, fingers splayed, and concentrated before he struck the cue ball. He watched anxiously as the black headed towards the corner pocket; several of his supporters willed it on its way, but to their dismay, it came to a halt just inches from the edge. There was an exasperated sigh from the crowd, who were aware William had been left with a shot even a novice could have pocketed, and they accepted that a new name was about to be added to the honours board.


The contender took a deep breath before glancing at the honours board, to be reminded that Fred’s name was printed in gold for 1977, 1978, 1979, 1980, 1981 and 1982. But not 1983, thought William, as he chalked his cue. He felt like Steve Davis moments before he became world champion.


He was about to sink the final black when he spotted Fred standing on the other side of the table, looking resigned and dejected.


William leant over the table, lined up the two balls and hit the cue ball perfectly. He watched as the black touched the rim of the pocket, wobbled precariously over the hole, but remained tantalizingly balanced on the lip, and failed to drop. The stunned crowd gasped in disbelief. The lad had buckled under pressure.


Fred didn’t squander a second chance, and the room erupted when he sank the final ball to win the frame, and the championship, 73–72.


The two men shook hands while several officers surrounded them, patting both men on the back, with ‘Well done’, ‘Couldn’t have been closer’, and ‘Bad luck, William’. William stood to one side when the super presented Fred with the cup, which the champion raised high in the air to even louder cheers.


An older man, dressed in a smart double-breasted suit, whom neither of the gladiators had noticed, slipped quietly out of the room, left the station and instructed his driver to take him home.


Everything he’d been told about the lad had turned out to be true, and he couldn’t wait for Constable Warwick to join his team at Scotland Yard.
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WHEN CONSTABLE WARWICK emerged from St James’s Park tube station, the first thing he saw on the far side of the road was the iconic revolving triangular sign announcing New Scotland Yard. He gazed across with awe and apprehension, as an aspiring actor might approaching the National Theatre, or an artist entering the courtyard of the Royal Academy for the first time. He pulled up his collar to protect himself from the biting wind, and joined the stampede of early morning lemmings on their way to work.


William crossed Broadway and continued walking towards the headquarters of the Metropolitan Police Force, a nineteen-storey building covered in years of grime and crime. He presented his warrant card to the policeman on the door, and headed for the reception desk. A young woman smiled up at him.


‘My name is Constable Warwick. I have an appointment with Commander Hawksby.’


She ran a finger down the morning schedule.


‘Ah, yes. You’ll find the commander’s office on the fifth floor, at the far end of the corridor.’


William thanked her and headed towards a bank of lifts, but when he saw how many people were waiting, he decided to take the stairs. When he reached the first floor, DRUGS, he continued climbing. He passed FRAUD on the second floor, and MURDER on the third, before finally reaching the fifth floor, where he was greeted by MONEY LAUNDERING, ART AND ANTIQUES.


He pushed open a door that led into a long, brightly lit corridor. He walked slowly, aware that he still had a little time to spare. Better to be a few minutes early than a minute late, according to the gospel of St Julian. Lights were blazing in every room he passed. The fight against crime knew no hours. One door was ajar, and William caught his breath when he spotted a painting that was propped up against the far wall.


Two men and a young woman were examining the picture carefully.


‘Well done, Jackie,’ said the older man, in a distinct Scottish accent. ‘A personal triumph.’


‘Thank you, guv,’ she replied.


‘Let’s hope,’ said the younger man, pointing at the picture, ‘this will put Faulkner behind bars for at least six years. God knows we’ve waited long enough to nail the bastard.’


‘Agreed, DC Hogan,’ said the older man, who turned and spotted William standing in the doorway. ‘Can I help you?’ he asked sharply.


‘No, thank you, sir.’


While you’re still a constable, Fred had warned him, call anything that moves ‘sir’. That way you can’t go far wrong. ‘I was just admiring the painting.’ The older man was about to close the door when William added, ‘I’ve seen the original.’


The three officers turned to take a closer look at the intruder.


‘This is the original,’ said the young woman, sounding irritated.


‘That’s not possible,’ said William.


‘What makes you so sure?’ demanded her colleague.


‘The original used to hang in the Fitzmolean Museum in Kensington until it was stolen some years ago. A crime that still hasn’t been solved.’


‘We’ve just solved it,’ said the woman with conviction.


‘I don’t think so,’ responded William. ‘The original was signed by Rembrandt in the bottom right-hand corner with his initials, RvR.’


The three officers peered at the right-hand corner of the canvas, but there was no sign of any initials.


‘Tim Knox, the director of the Fitzmolean, will be joining us in a few minutes’ time, laddie,’ said the older man. ‘I think I’ll rely on his judgement rather than yours.’


‘Of course, sir,’ said William.


‘Do you have any idea how much this painting is worth?’ asked the young woman.


William stepped into the room and took a closer look. He thought it best not to remind her of Oscar Wilde’s comment on the difference between value and price.


‘I’m not an expert,’ he said, ‘but I would think somewhere between two and three hundred pounds.’


‘And the original?’ asked the young woman, no longer sounding quite as confident.


‘No idea, but every major gallery on earth would want to add such a masterpiece to its collection, not to mention several leading collectors, for whom money wouldn’t be an object.’


‘So you haven’t got a clue what it’s worth?’ said the younger officer.


‘No, sir. A Rembrandt of this quality is rarely seen on the open market. The last one to come under the hammer was at Sotheby Parke Bernet in New York.’


‘We know where Sotheby Parke Bernet is,’ said the older man, making no attempt to hide his sarcasm.


‘Then you’ll know it went for twenty-three million dollars,’ said William, immediately regretting his words.


‘We are all grateful for your opinion, laddie, but don’t let us hold you up any longer, as I am sure you have more important things to do,’ he said, nodding towards the door.


William tried to retreat gracefully as he stepped back into the corridor only to hear the door close firmly behind him. He checked his watch: 7.57. He hurried on towards the far end of the corridor, not wanting to be late for his appointment.


He knocked on a door that announced in gold lettering, ‘Commander Jack Hawksby OBE’, and walked in to find a secretary seated behind a desk. She stopped typing, looked up and said, ‘PC Warwick?’


‘Yes,’ said William nervously.


‘The commander is expecting you. Please go straight through,’ she said, pointing to another door.


William knocked a second time, and waited until he heard the word, ‘Come’.


A smartly dressed, middle-aged man with penetrating blue eyes and a lined forehead, making him look older than his years, rose from behind his desk. Hawksby shook William’s outstretched hand and pointed to a chair on the other side of the desk. He opened a file and studied it for a few moments before he spoke. ‘Let me begin by asking you if you are by any chance related to Sir Julian Warwick QC?’


William’s heart sank. ‘He’s my father,’ he said, presuming that the interview was about to come to a premature end.


‘A man I greatly admire,’ said Hawksby. ‘Never breaks the rules, never bends the law, but still defends even the most dubious charlatans as if they were saints, and I don’t suppose he’s come across many of those in his professional capacity.’ William laughed nervously.


‘I wanted to see you personally,’ continued Hawksby, clearly not a man who wasted time on small talk, ‘as you passed out top in your detective’s exam, and by a considerable margin.’


William hadn’t even realized he’d passed.


‘Congratulations,’ the commander added. ‘I also noted that you’re a graduate, but chose not to take advantage of our accelerated promotion scheme.’


‘No, sir. I wanted to—’


‘Prove yourself. As I did myself. Now, as you know, Warwick, if you are to become a detective, you will have to be transferred to another patch. With that in mind, I’ve decided to send you to Peckham to learn the ropes. If you’re any good, I’ll be seeing you again in a couple of years’ time, and then I’ll decide if you’re ready to join us here at Scotland Yard, and take on the first division criminals, or if you should remain in the outer reaches and continue your apprenticeship.’


William allowed himself a smile, and settled back in his chair only to be shocked by the commander’s next question.


‘Are you absolutely sure you want to be a detective?’


‘Yes, sir. From the age of eight.’


‘It’s not the white-collar criminals your father comes across that you’ll be dealing with, but the worst scum on earth. You’ll be expected to cope with everything from the suicide of a pregnant mother who can’t take being abused by her partner any longer, to finding a young drug addict with a needle sticking out of his arm who’s not much older than you. Frankly, you won’t always be able to sleep at night. And you’ll get paid less than a manager at Tesco.’


‘You sound like my father, sir, and he couldn’t put me off.’


The commander stood up. ‘Then so be it, Warwick. I’ll see you in two years’ time.’ They shook hands again; the obligatory interview over.


‘Thank you, sir,’ said William. After closing the door quietly behind him he wanted to leap in the air and cry Hallelujah, until he saw three figures standing in the outer office looking directly at him.


‘Name and rank?’ said the older man he’d seen earlier.


‘Warwick, sir. Constable William Warwick.’


‘Make sure Constable Warwick doesn’t move, sergeant,’ said the older man to the young woman, before knocking on the commander’s door and going in.


‘Good morning, Bruce,’ said Hawksby. ‘I hear you’re about to arrest Miles Faulkner. Not a moment too soon.’


‘I’m afraid not, sir. But that wasn’t why I wanted to see you . . .’ was all William heard before the door closed.


‘Who’s he?’ William asked the young woman.


‘Detective Chief Inspector Lamont. He heads up the Art and Antiques unit and reports directly to Commander Hawksby.’


‘Do you also work for the art squad?’


‘Yes. I’m DS Roycroft, and the chief’s my gaffer.’


‘Am I in trouble?’


‘Up to your neck, constable. Let’s just say I’m glad I’m not in your shoes.’


‘But I was only trying to help . . .’


‘And thanks to your help, you’ve single-handedly managed to scupper a six-month undercover operation.’


‘But how?’


‘I suspect you’re about to find out,’ said DS Roycroft as the door swung open and Detective Chief Inspector Lamont reappeared, glaring at William.


‘Come in, Warwick,’ he said. ‘The commander wants another word with you.’


William walked tentatively into Hawksby’s office, assuming he was about to be told that he was back on the beat. The commander’s smile had been replaced by a grim look, and this time he didn’t bother to shake hands with PC 565LD.


‘You’re a nuisance, Warwick,’ he said, ‘and I can tell you now, you won’t be going to Peckham.’
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‘YOUR LAST DAY in uniform,’ said Fred as they left the nick and set out on their evening patrol.


‘Unless I’m not cut out to be a detective,’ said William. ‘In which case, I’ll be back on the beat in no time.’


‘Balls. You’ll make a name for yourself, and everyone knows it.’


‘Only thanks to you, Fred. You’ve taught me more about the real world than I ever learnt at university.’


‘Only because you’ve led such a sheltered life, Choirboy. Unlike me. So which unit will you be attached to?’


‘Art and Antiques.’


‘I thought that was just a hobby for people with too much time and money on their hands, not a crime.’


‘It can be a very lucrative crime for those who’ve worked out how to find a way around the law.’


‘Enlighten me.’


‘There’s a scam going on at the moment,’ said William, ‘where professional criminals steal paintings without any intention of selling them.’


‘You’ve lost me,’ said Fred. ‘Why steal something you don’t intend to sell or pass on to a fence?’


‘Insurance companies are sometimes willing to make a deal with a go-between rather than pay out the full amount on a policy.’


‘A fence in an Armani suit?’ said Fred. ‘So how do you nick ’em?’


‘You have to wait until they get too greedy, and the insurance company refuses to pay up.’


‘Sounds like a lot of paperwork to me, so I’d never have made a detective.’


‘Where are we patrolling tonight?’ asked William, well aware that Fred didn’t always follow daily orders to the letter.


‘Saturday night. Better check the Barton estate and make sure the Suttons and Tuckers aren’t spoiling for a fight. Then we’ll head back to Luscombe Road before the pubs close. Might even find a drunk and disorderly for you to arrest on your last night on the beat.’


Although William had spent two years on probation with Fred, he knew almost nothing about his private life. He could hardly complain, because he himself was just as secretive, but as it would be their final patrol together, he decided to ask Fred something that had often puzzled him.


‘What made you join the force in the first place?’


Fred didn’t answer for some time, almost as if he was ignoring the question. ‘As I’m never going to see you again, Choirboy,’ he eventually replied, ‘I’ll tell you. To start with, it wasn’t in the first place. And was more by accident than design.’


William remained silent as they turned into an alley that led to the back of the Barton estate.


‘I was born in a tenement block in Glasgow. My father spent most of his life on the dole, so my mother was our only source of income.’


‘What did she do?’


‘She was a barmaid, who learnt soon enough that she could earn a damn sight more doing favours on the side. Trouble is, I’m still not sure if I was the result of one of those favours.’


William didn’t comment.


‘But the cash dried up when she began to lose her looks, and it didn’t help that my father gave her a regular black eye if she didn’t come home on a Saturday night with enough cash to pay for his next bottle of whisky and the chance to back another fourth-place nag.’


Fred fell silent, while William thought about his own parents, who usually went out to dinner and the theatre on a Saturday night. He still found it difficult to comprehend the tyranny of domestic violence. He’d never once heard his father raise his voice in front of his mother.


‘London’s a long way from Glasgow,’ prompted William, hoping to learn more.


‘It wasn’t far enough for me,’ said Fred, flashing his torch down an alley and grinning when a young couple scurried away. ‘I was fourteen when I left home. I jumped on the first tramp steamer that would have me. I’d seen half the world by the time I was eighteen and landed up in London.’


‘Is that when you joined the force?’


‘No. I still looked on them as the enemy. I spent a few months stacking supermarket shelves before becoming a bus conductor. Soon got bored with that, so decided to join either the army or the police. If the police hadn’t interviewed me first, I might be a general by now.’


‘Or dead,’ said William, as they walked onto the estate.


‘You’re just as likely to be killed in this job as you are in the modern army,’ said Fred. ‘I’ve lost seven colleagues in the past twenty years, and far too many others, injured and invalided out of the force. And at least in the army you know who the enemy is, and you’re allowed to kill them. We’re expected to handle drug dealers, knife crime and gang warfare, while most of the public prefer not to know.’


‘So why did you stick at it when you could have chosen a far easier life?’


‘We may have come from opposite sides of the tracks, Choirboy,’ said Fred, ‘but we do have one thing in common – we’re both a bit bonkers, but at least we’re doing the job we were destined for. And let’s face it, I’ve never had a job that’s half as exciting or rewarding as being a Met copper.’


‘Rewarding?’


‘I don’t mean financially, although if you put in the overtime, the pay’s not too bad. Deprehendo Deprehensio Vitum,’ said Fred. ‘Overtime Solves Crime.’


William couldn’t stop laughing, and Fred added, ‘Don’t worry, it’s the only Latin I know. What I enjoy most about the job is that no two days are ever the same. And, more importantly, this is my manor, and I know almost everyone who lives here. They may not always be one big happy family, but they’re my family, and although I’d never admit it in the canteen, I like to kid myself I’ve made a difference.’


‘And you’ve got two commendations to prove it.’


‘Not to mention three suspensions, but as I’ve only got a few months left before I hang up my truncheon, I won’t be stepping out of line again. Wouldn’t want to do anything that would affect my pension,’ he added as they strolled off the Barton estate.


‘It’s quiet tonight,’ said William.


‘They saw us coming, and like rats, they disappeared down the nearest drain. They’ll reappear the minute we’re out of sight. But then, we wouldn’t want any trouble on your last night on the beat, would we, detective?’


William laughed, and was about to ask another question, when Fred glanced across the road and said, ‘Silly old moo. But I don’t suppose she knows any better.’


William suspected that another piece of homespun philosophy was about to be dispensed, although he couldn’t see what Fred was going on about.


‘Number twenty-three,’ said Fred. ‘Mrs Perkins.’


‘Burgled a couple of weeks ago,’ said William. ‘A TV and a VCR, if I remember correctly.’


‘Five out of ten,’ said Fred. ‘Now earn the other five.’


William stared at No. 23 but was none the wiser.


‘What do you see, Choirboy?’


‘Two empty cardboard boxes.’


‘And what does that tell you?


William tried to think like a thief catcher, an accolade only given to those who, like Fred, could smell a crime even before it took place.


Fred let out an exaggerated sigh. ‘Mrs Perkins’s insurance company must have paid up, so she’s now the proud owner of a new television and VCR. But what she doesn’t know is that a burglar often returns to the scene of the crime a few weeks later, well aware there will probably be a brand-new TV set for them to steal. And in her case, she’s actually advertising the fact. All the villain has to do is wait until she goes out one evening to visit her friend Mrs Cassidy at number ninety-one, then pop back in and rob her a second time.’


‘So what should we do?’ asked William.


‘Have a quiet word with her, and suggest she destroys the evidence,’ said Fred as he knocked on the door of No. 23. Mrs Perkins answered almost immediately, and once Fred had explained why two policemen were standing on her doorstep, she hastily removed the boxes, thanked him, and offered them a cup of tea.


‘That’s good of you, Mrs Perkins, but I’d better get on.’ He touched the rim of his helmet before they continued on their round.


‘When do you start your new job?’ Fred asked after they’d walked a few more yards.


‘I’m taking a couple of weeks’ holiday in Italy before reporting to Scotland Yard on the first of October.’


‘Lots of pretty girls in Italy, I’m told.’


‘Most of them framed.’


‘Framed?’


‘In gold.’


Fred laughed. ‘I’ve never been to Italy, or even Scotland Yard for that matter, but I’m told they’ve got the finest snooker room in the Met.’


‘I’ll come back and tell you what it’s like . . .’


‘You’ll never come back, Choirboy. Lambeth has just been the first rung on what I expect will be a very long ladder. But be warned, on your way up you’ll come across plenty of snakes who’ll be only too happy to send you back down a ladder, and some of them will be wearing blue uniforms,’ he said, rattling a shop door to make sure it was locked.


William chuckled. Never a shift went by when he didn’t learn something from Fred.


‘Evenin’, Jacob.’


‘Hello, Fred.’


William looked down at a man who was sitting cross-legged on the pavement, nursing a half-empty bottle of whisky. When he was first on the beat, Fred had taught him that there were four types of drunks: the sleepers, who fall into a drunken stupor, and when they eventually wake up, go home; the harmless, who are usually drowning their sorrows and are rarely any trouble; the lovers, who want to take you home and try on your uniform; and the aggressive ones, who are looking for a fight and consider a policeman fair game. Fred could identify each category at a dozen paces, especially those looking for a fight, who regularly ended up spending the night in a cell, and were often a completely different person the following morning. William had come across all four types over the past couple of years, and thanks to Fred’s common sense and strong right arm, he only had one or two bruises to show for it.


‘Which category?’ asked William.


‘Drowning his sorrows. Spurs must have lost this afternoon.’


‘How do you know that?’


‘Jacob’s as good as gold when they win, but if they lose, he’s a lost cause.’


They turned into Luscombe Road to see a few locals making their way home from the Marlborough Arms.


‘Disappointing,’ said Fred. ‘Luscombe Road isn’t what it used to be since the council cleaned it up. I was hoping we might come across a drug dealer, or even Lenny the Snitch, so you’d have something to remember from your last night on the beat.’


‘We could always arrest her,’ said William, pointing to a girl in a short black leather skirt who was chatting to a man through an open car window.


‘What’s the point? She’ll only spend the night in a cell, pay a fine in the morning, and be back on the game tomorrow evening. It’s not the girls I’d like to nick, but the pimps who live off them. And one in particular,’ Fred added.


The car sped away when the driver spotted two policemen in his rear-view mirror. They ambled on towards the town centre, Fred regaling William with stories, some of which he’d heard before but were worth a second outing, and others that he wasn’t sure hadn’t been embellished with the passing of the years.


William was going to ask Fred about his retirement plans when his mentor grabbed his arm and pulled him into the nearest doorway, suddenly no longer the friendly neighbourhood bobby but transformed into a policeman who’d spotted a real criminal.


‘It’s our lucky night,’ said Fred, nodding in the direction of a giant of a man clutching a terrified girl by the neck. ‘I’ve been after that bastard for years. Don’t bother reading him his rights. That can wait until he’s banged up in a cell.’


Fred drew his truncheon, leapt out from the shadows, and began running towards the assailant, causing several other girls to scatter like pigeons in every direction the moment they saw him. William followed and quickly overtook the old timer, who was not only thirty years older, but hadn’t won the 100 yards in his last year at school.


The thug looked round and, seeing William heading towards him, let go of the girl, who fell on her knees, whimpering. That was when William saw the knife, but he was only a couple of strides away and committed to the tackle. He dived low, hitting the man just below the knees, causing them both to crash onto the pavement. By the time William had recovered, the man was already back on his feet. William instinctively raised an arm to protect himself as the knife was thrust down. The last thing he remembered was the shock of the blade entering his chest.


‘Officer down, officer down! Urgent assistance required in Luscombe Road!’ shouted Fred over his radio, as he leapt on the assailant.


[image: images]


His eyes opened. He blinked and looked around the unfamiliar room. His parents and sister were standing by the side of the bed, and a senior officer he didn’t recognize was stationed by the door. Three pips on each epaulette indicated that he was a chief inspector.


William gave his family a weak smile as he tried to sit up, but he could only manage a few inches, suddenly aware that his chest was heavily bandaged. He slumped back down.


‘How’s Fred?’ were his first faltering words.


None of them seemed willing to answer the question. Finally the police officer stepped forward and said, ‘I’m Chief Inspector Cuthbert, and I’m sorry about this, Constable Warwick, but I have to ask you some questions about what happened on Saturday night, because as you well know, we can’t hold a suspect for more than twenty-four hours unless we have enough evidence to charge them.’


‘Of course, sir,’ said William, once again trying to sit up.


The chief inspector opened a large brown envelope and extracted several black-and-white photos of different men, one of whom William would never forget.


‘Is that the man you attempted to arrest on Saturday night?’ asked Cuthbert.


William nodded. ‘But why do you need to ask me, when Fred could identify him in person?’


OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/orn.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/title.jpg
JEFFREY
ARCHER

NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN

OOOOOOOO





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/cover.jpg
Featuring William Warwick
DETECTIVE CONSTABLE

eltirey
cher

BRFG | OBAL No.l BESIESEDEE R






