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Dedicated to my wife 

From whom I don’t wish to run away 
And who knows better than to try and change me. 
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Moths! 
Human bloody moths thought Peter Bradshaw as he 

strolled towards the flashing lights. They were stronger than the 
chip shop lights, bluer than the insect killer inside the door. They 
should change the colour; it’s the blue that attracts them. 
Perhaps that’s why blue movies are popular? 

Three pints of Old Peculiar had made Peter feel old but the 
peculiar was his own doing. Pub chips and telly. If they’d started 
calling him Saint Peter behind his back then he should honour 
the holy trinity on his day off. As he worked his way through the 
ring of concerned citizens it was professional interest that drew 
him. He wasn’t a moth. He should see uniform in action again if 
he was being drawn back. 

“Come to see how it’s done or has the pub run out of beer?” 
The voice came from a patrol car and when Peter squatted down 
by its window the face grinning back belonged to Sergeant 
Newham.  

“Supervising the troops from your own snug I see. Can I 
stick my nose in? I promise to be good!” 
A wave from the car gave consent. The good sergeant didn’t like 
to disturb the scene of a crime and hoped in return that it 
wouldn’t disturb him. 

Walking into the walled yard was a step back into its 
Victorian heyday, workaday granite sets that knew horse drawn 
commerce, now a car park for commercial rent boys. The 
building had been a canal side warehouse but was now desirable 
loft style flats. A place where nobody would know anybody. The 
yard was partly roped off for building work. A ladder lay at an 
angle on the floor and a rusting skip partly blocked the exit to the 
canal side. 
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The main actress for this evening’s show was lying near the side 
of the skip. From nine feet away (three metres, I must learn to 
think metric) the injuries were not obvious but you could tell she 
was dead. She looked broken. I walked slowly nearer taking in 
the scene. Her clothing was unisex, trainers, loose jeans, two 
toned fleece with the sleeves partly rolled up, short hair. She had 
some sort of an apron, no a window cleaner’s, what would you 
call it? An apron with water proof pockets. Something to hold the 
tools of the trade. Standing now as close as I could without 
getting in the way I could see the face was resting in a small pool 
of congealed blood. The hair at the back of the head was swept up 
like a duck’s tail held there with a gory hair gel. She would not 
have approved. That’s how I knew she was a girl. Neat, precise, 
clean, mid twenties. The hair was wrong. Newham was not 
disturbed but I was. 

I’d seen too much, or the wrong thing. I’d seen too much a 
long time ago. I’d stopped to see how uniform worked and 
instead had seen how a girl’s life didn’t. I knew the face from 
somewhere. I’m sure I know the face from somewhere. I wonder 
how many times I’ve thought that?  

Newham had got out of his car as I wandered back, 
brushing biscuit crumbs off his uniform. 

“What do you reckon then?” 
Newham’s investigative methods still had style. 

“Well, there’s a light weight ladder lying on the floor. It’s 
extended enough to reach the second floor windows. Three of 
those windows are freshly cleaned and a forth half cleaned. The 
victim is wearing a window cleaner’s apron, her sleeves are rolled 
up and she has head injuries. I think it’s arson.” 

“The bucket of water we found then was probably to put the 
fire out.” 
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Newham was happy. He’d found his culprit: gravity. He could file 
this under ‘No further action required’. His favourite file. 

“Did you take anything off the victim’s head? A hat 
perhaps?” 

“No.” 
“Anything else found?” 
“A squeegee on the floor near the skip and muddy 

footprints going towards the canal, but they could have been 
made anytime.” 

“Definitely arson then. Do you know who she is . . . . was?” 
“Easy, she had one of those laminated identity cards in a 

pocket. Emma Pearson, I.T. Consultant. She must have been 
moonlighting.” 

“It’s nice to find such considerate clients. Enjoy the 
paperwork and take it easy.” 
My feet were heading home. I did know her. In the last year of 
my computer course I’d seen her several times doing something 
to the machines. She always had headphones on listening to a 
walkman. The hair disturbed me still. 

Anne was waiting up when Peter got home. 
Anne took his coat and hung it on its hanger. She would brush it 
later. The life smells of chip shop and pub clung to the coat and 
Anne went to wash her hands. The smell of death eluded her. 

“Tommy rang to say can you get in a half hour early.” 
“Why?” 
“He said he had a meeting and he needed to implement 

your security clearance and, more importantly, to initiate you 
into the coffee fund and lottery syndicate.” 
Peter sank into the armchair, the least neat thing in the house. 
Anne had his uniform back from the cleaners and tomorrow she 
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would have her old husband back: smart, disciplined and, in his 
new job, safe. 

“I met Roger Newham on my way home.” 
“Who?” 
“Roger Newham, Sergeant Newham. You met him at the 

Christmas do last year. His wife told you that he was a messy slob 
and that she was going to leave him.” 

“Did she?” 
“His shirt wasn’t ironed properly.” 

 
***** 
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Uniformed Peter walked through the foyer doors into the dream 
factory. Tommy was waiting by the main desk distracting the 
receptionist. He was the only person Peter recognized despite his 
years in the job. Headquarters was something real policemen 
tried to avoid, coming here only to seek promotion or when in 
trouble. Tommy beamed to see him, as he always did, and rushed 
him through the system introducing him loudly to everyone as he 
went. Soon they were keying a number into a side door and 
entering Peter’s new realm. Intelligence led policing systems 
appraisal and development unit. The name was bigger than the 
office. At least the side door meant he could avoid reception. A 
window would have been nice. 
 

The canteen was like all other canteens, perhaps a little 
smarter than some. Asking the receptionist if he could join her, 
he sat down stiffly, still not quite used to the uniform again. He 
chose to sit there because she was the only person in the place 
that he had been introduced to and he knew who it paid to 
become friendly with. 
 
 

“Tommy says you’ve come back to uniform to show us how 
to do the job properly.” 

“No. I came back because my wife thinks I’m too old to be 
on the streets on my own. I need a quiet backwater. She doesn’t 
like dogs; I don’t like children, so computers won.” 

“I thought all the I.T. staff were civilians?” 
“True. That’s why their toys aren’t used properly, or can’t 

be used properly. Policemen want systems designed by 
policemen. They couldn’t get an I.T. expert to become a copper 
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so they let me go on a course, in my own time naturally. The 
uniform’s so they can see me for what I am, or possibly so the 
bosses can see my rank and know how much they can ignore 
me.” 

“They won’t see much of you stuck in that office.” 
“Oh I intend to get out a lot, follow real cases, stick my nose 

in where it’s not wanted.” 
“That’ll make you popular.” 
“If I get it right they’re foresighted for letting me in. If I get 

it wrong I’m an idiot from the dream factory. Who’s going to 
follow me to my lair?” 

“We do have phones.” 
“I’ll let you know when I’m not in.” 

 
Emma Pearson’s case was already on the system. I’d seen 

the start so it would be a good one to follow through. 
The routine checks I can do without thinking. Do the basic facts 
fit naturally into the front page form? Yes. Case status; awaiting 
post mortem and coroner’s court. Clear pointers to the other 
files. The machine uses the front page when looking for similar 
cases, compiling statistics. It records facts. No room for doubts. 
Policemen are full of doubts. The machine needs room for doubt, 
a space for speculation. 
I have doubts about the hair, yet no mention of it. The 
photographs show it without drawing attention. 
The post mortem is today. I might go and see how the 
information transfers. 
The details weren’t filled in by Sergeant Newham. He’d delegated 
and remained as untroubled as this machine.   
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The pathologist was a dour soul. I’m glad I missed watching 
him perform. In the office he dressed like a thirties bank 
manager and was as keen on speculation. The fall had certainly 
killed Emma but he had noticed that both eardrums were 
perforated. Freshly so. It would appear that to have one eardrum 
perforated in a fall was not uncommon but two made him raise 
an eyebrow. How do I record the full drama of a raised eyebrow? 
 

A slightly erudite question raised in an internet forum will 
attract a couple of erudite answers and a platoon of cranks. The 
most erudite came from an American naval doctor. Not the first 
person I would have thought of for a police enquiry. His 
explanation of why two burst eardrums from a fall were unlikely 
left me looking for a medical dictionary but his experiences of 
what could cause it involved overpressure; divers rising too 
quickly; ejecting airmen, explosions. I decided to E-Mail an 
enquiry to an acquaintance in the British air force medical 
establishment together with photos of the eardrums.  
The answer came back quickly. Explosions or very loud noise. 
   

The morning found me out of uniform and by the canal. 
The underwater search team were too expensive for a wild 
thought and who would I ask for the money? If I was wrong I 
wanted to be wrong in private. One extending pole from my 
ceiling paint roller and the head off the lawn rake made a more 
discreet search team. Canals are surprisingly shallow and the 
stretch behind the old warehouse wasn’t too much of a rubbish 
tip, though the path did smell like a public toilet. If asked I was 
going to be a research biologist studying invasive species of 
plants but the canal was completely deserted. After about an 
hour I found it. A Walkman with the headphones still plugged in. 
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I carefully bagged it and phoned in. I wanted a witness to the 
location now I knew I wasn’t a fool. The copper they sent was just 
surprised to see me working on my day off. 

I had planned some routine work for the morning but the 
phone rang before I’d even logged on. Laura, the receptionist, 
sounded very formal. The assistant chief constable wanted to see 
me and I was to go to his office straight away. Called to the 
headmaster’s office. I must put a book down my trousers. 

The A.C.C. had a guest with him when I entered. Not a 
policeman and he was treating him as an equal. Hand stitched 
lapels on his suit. 

“Have you read the forensic report on your find from 
yesterday?” 

“No sir. I wasn’t expecting a result this quickly.” 
“It seems your private enterprise was an inspiration to 

many, a bringer of kudos to the headquarters staff and an 
irritation to everybody.” 
The visitor passed a folder to me, presumably the forensic report, 
and then removed the necessity for me to read it. 

“The walkman had been expertly modified to give a short 
intense burst of noise when triggered by a radio signal. It should 
have caused intense pain but they overdid the power and it was 
enough to damage the eardrums. We suppose it was triggered 
when she leant out from the ladder to clean a window and gravity 
did the rest. Blood on the headphones matched the girl’s and the 
walkman has been identified as belonging to her.” 

“A specific target, killed remotely and looking like an 
accident.” 

“What made you suspicious?” 
“I’d seen her before with a walkman glued to her head and 

the state of her hair.” 
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The A.C.C. looked at the stranger as if gaining permission to 
reveal a confidence. The stranger spoke instead. 

“Emma was known to us. She was on the edge of a group 
interested in computers. Other people’s computers. They are a 
group that we would like to break up.” 

“And the other members of the group?” 
“We know that there are quite a few in the group but we 

know only the pen name, or is it a computer name, of one other. 
In contacting Emma he, or she, used the name Gollum and 
talked of finding its precious. Emma was to be the way in but 
someone shut the door.” 

 
 

I waited for the part where I became volunteered. I didn’t 
have to wait long. 

“You have, in your present role, a perfect excuse for looking 
into any case without raising suspicions. Your taking an interest 
in any computer related matter would also be perfectly normal. 
You are in uniform, straight forward and, most importantly, you 
have an eye for the out of place. We would like you to take a look 
at some cases we might suggest in the future and discreetly pass 
any observations back to me. The A.C.C. will supply you with a 
means of contacting me.” 

“I’m not entirely sure what you want me to look for and as 
for not raising suspicions .........” 

“What you will raise are people’s hackles. You will be an 
irritation from headquarters, a waste of space. They will not have 
inconvenient suspicions of someone that they’ve already pigeon 
holed.” 
The A.C.C. assured the visitor that there would be no problems. 
He was looking at me as he said that. The stranger left to polite 
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handshakes and as I was dismissed the A.C.C. mentioned his 
confidence in me and that those things he needed to know he 
expected to hear first. As I walked to the lift I realised that I could 
describe the suit better than the man. 
I stopped for coffee in the canteen to give myself time to think. 
The paper had Emma’s case in it. It was reported as a murder but 
was very vague as to the means. Someone had requested 
discretion. 

The next few days were spent on a royal progress around 
the real I.T. areas and the local stations. St Peter’s gospel was 
being spread. 
I hadn’t forgotten Emma, or the little chat upstairs, but it was in 
the ruminant part of my brain, digesting quietly. During the day I 
was the advocate and diplomat. My eyes were opened to the 
revelation that machines would never replace man. I do a 
convincing surprised revelation. In the evenings, at home, I 
agreed. I was living life in a comfortable pair of slippers. I had to 
accept people would sometimes try to polish them. 
 

***** 
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Simon Lauderdale made the cable news in the pub before I 

should have been there. I was allowed a drink before Sunday 
lunch providing I enjoyed a cycle ride first. The distance reading 
on the cycle meter was quite easy to beat but I needed to wait 
until the news came on again before going home. In the 
meantime the bar committee had decided it was the terrorists. 
Simon had been on the phone in the University when a nail 
bomb had exploded in the ceiling above him. He had been a 
researcher in Mathematics but now he didn’t add up to much. 
 

Monday morning in the office and I log on whilst removing 
my coat. 

“You have mail.” 
I’ve never liked the tone with which that message is passed, 
slightly sneering, slightly incredulous. Most of the messages were 
routine requests and confirmations but one was from the suit. It 
was not anonymous, that would have aroused interest, but it was 
insignificant. If I chose to follow up the origin I’m sure it would 
end as a discreet nowhere. The greyness was as good as a 
signature. 
The message told me that Simon had been a specialist in 
encryption techniques within computing and that the bomb had 
seemed very personal. I was being invited to paddle. I wasn’t sure 
how deep the water was. 
I phoned the A.C.C. to see how much I could count on his 
support if people did not want to talk to me. His P.A. said I had 
his full support in carrying out discreet enquiries. So I was on my 
own! 
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“Thought we’d seen the last of you. Don’t tell me you’re 
returning all the cups you nicked?” 

“That’s about as likely as the technicians in this place doing 
an honest days work!” 
As a student here I was too old to drink with the students, I was 
older than most of the lecturers, the technician’s room became 
my haven. Patrick, the chief technician, was ex army but liked to 
act as an old fashioned cobbler whose computer would ‘be ready 
Tuesday’. I had found him to be smarter than most of the 
lecturers but he preferred the Sergeant’s mess. 

“I hear you’ve had a visit from the terrorists” 
“And now a visit from you.” 
“What do you think?” 
“The bomb itself could have been by a terrorist group. or 

made by anyone who can read. The explosive was home made 
and standard and they said the detonator was Russian and so 
available to anyone with money and contacts.” 

“But?” 
“The trigger mechanism was far too sophisticated. All of the 

internal phones go through a switchboard. The public pay 
phones do not. Ours was outside in the corridor in a small alcove. 
The bomb was in the ceiling space in an anonymous box. It could 
have been there for months. The trigger wires were not 
connected to the phone cable directly but by an induction device. 
Again, hard to detect, the bomber rang the phone and asked the 
person who answered for Simon by name. When he came he 
must have engaged him in conversation for a minute whilst the 
area cleared and then triggered the bomb by a tone sequence 
down the telephone line.” 

“You’re very well informed.” 
“I knew the bomb squad officer’s father.”  
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“What about the man himself?” 
“He hadn’t been using our facilities for long, quite an 

isolated man. It wasn’t that he was secretive about his research 
he just seemed resigned to not being understood. He was 
probably right.” 

“A mathematician?” 
“Yes, testing encryption to destruction I believe, and before 

you ask I don’t think he was politically active. He was a bit of a 
tree hugger, Greenpeace that sort of thing but more of a 
collecting box giver than a rattler.” 

“Any enemies?” 
“At least one! The most outrageous thing he did here was 

not joining the lottery syndicate. He hadn’t raised strong 
emotions either way. People here are shocked at the manner of 
his death and feel obliged to have a sense of loss but reality is 
fairly empty.” 

“Did the officer in charge of the case ask for a log of all his 
online activities?” 

“He didn’t but I suppose he will.” 
“Well send him a copy without him asking and you could 

send me one too. In the meanwhile has your kettle stopped 
working?” 
 
 

The log showed that Simon had been a busy lad. I would 
have to find someone who could tell me what his research was 
about but I could follow his mail. He had known Emma but his 
letters to her were few and business like. She didn’t seem to write 
to him, not even in reply to his letters. They must be using other 
machines. One letter was from Gollum but it read like a game 
player’s letter. He wanted to know if Simon had found the key to 
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reaching level four. No reply. He had found the booby trap 
instead. 

Patrick rang me the next day. He rang the office, saying that 
Special Branch had given him the number. When he faxed the log 
information to the real police their ‘friends’ had reacted and 
demanded my name rank and serial number. Two hours later 
they had rung Patrick again. Now they seemed well informed and 
polite. They had asked if we could all meet in Patrick’s office the 
following day. They seemed to have forgotten to set up a 
mechanism for saying no. Patrick now said some unkind things 
about Special Branch. It was as if he thought they might be 
listening. I told him that I would be there for coffee break time. 
Neither of us felt it necessary to comment on why I would be two 
hours early. 
 

The crossword puzzle in front of me had been my way of 
putting off writing an article for the in house magazine. I had 
‘volunteered’ to write a computing related piece and had toyed 
with the idea of ‘computer generated confessions’, but feared it 
might be taken seriously. I was not in the mood to write the 
anodyne nonsense required. Now I had a real cryptic puzzle. 
 

Why would you kill a cryptographer, or need one? To 
encrypt your information or decrypt someone else’s. If he was 
coding his own information killing him would be pointless unless 
to cover it up or what he’d decrypted for you. Why then the delay 
in killing? Why the remoteness?  
If he was trying to decrypt someone else’s information would he 
be killed after he succeeded or to stop him succeeding. 
Special Branch would claim to be involved because of the 
possible terrorist connection with the bomb. The logs Patrick had 
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sent must contain the real cage that had been rattled. How did 
my man in the suit fit in? I decided to inform the ACC of my 
meeting but omitting any details. I wandered what was Gollum’s 
level four. 
 
 

“I met Roger Newham’s wife in town today, or should I say 
ex wife. They are getting divorced.” 
Anne shouted this from the kitchen as she prepared coffee. 
Bringing it through she continued :- 

“We met in that department store and went for a coffee 
there. I told her that you’d met Roger and she didn’t seem at all 
surprised about the shirt.” 

“Did she say why they were divorcing?” 
“She said a lot of things but mainly that he was set in his 

ways, in a rut, no ambition. He wouldn’t listen to anything she 
suggested.” 

“Not meant to be a married man then!”  
 

I needed my time in the armchair watching the TV with 
very little going in. I’m at my most receptive when my mind is 
empty. TV makes me receptive. The news brought me back with a 
piece on terrorists. 

“Police were gathering information about the attack to help 
prevent further outrages.” 
 

“You can tell a man wrote that,”  
Anne said without raising her head from her book. 

“Why?” 
“Because he thinks what you have done governs what you 

will do. He needs to look for an ambition. What they want to do.” 
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I wandered if Simon Lauderdale had been ambitious. 
 
 

Patrick had habits, so timing coffee time was easy, but he 
was not at ease. After he explained why, neither was I. 
 

“The log I sent was obviously important so I did some 
digging. Most of the names were obvious and easy to trace but a 
couple were not. Nothing blatant but when you traced they faded 
away. One of them was not quite so well hidden and I traced him. 
He called himself Gollum but he was really Dr. Thomas 
Philmore.” 

“Was?” 
“He’s dead. He died a few days ago.” 
“What did he die of?” 
“They wouldn’t say. He worked at Bristol University as a 

Russian Linguist and the office there wouldn’t divulge 
confidential information. I could find out. I’ve contacts at the 
university but it would take time.” 

“No, not just yet. We should spend the time looking at the 
logs and deciding what to tell our visitors, and what not to tell 
them.” 
 

***** 
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The friends, when they came, both seemed to be in their 

early fifties, wearing good but unostentatious suits. They could 
have been lower order members of the diplomatic corp. They 
took coffee, talked of their journey, and commented favourably 
on the facilities in the college. I was vulgar enough to mention 
the nature of their visit. What I took to be the senior officer asked 
if he might rely on us not to divulge any of the discussion that 
was to follow, in the interest of the nation. I would have to, of 
course, make a report to my superiors but that was understood. 
No threats of official secrets act or consequences, just England 
expects. It was the one approach that guaranteed Patrick’s 
compliance. An NCO in the presence of proper officers. 
 

“I expect you will have noticed the links with Dr. Philmore.” 
A polite way of saying that our actions did not go unnoticed. 

“His death did raise a few questions.” 
“His death?” 
“Yes, regrettable of course. It seems the doctor was a 

diabetic and took his insulin a little late. He had several goes at 
injecting but must have collapsed.” 

“And the questions?” 
“A tragic but accidental event, or so it would have been 

recorded had someone not noticed that his insulin supply was, in 
fact, some sort of sugar solution. The manufacturers swear that it 
could not have happened at their end. Don’t know quite who to 
believe. A colleague asked us to keep you in the loop and thought 
you might have some insights?” 

“How was he found?” 
“In his flat by colleagues from work. Not friends, it seems 

he didn’t really have any friends to speak of. Nice enough chap 
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but not a party animal. Used the internet a lot. Contact without 
danger sort of thing. He didn’t turn up for work, his colleagues 
became concerned, popped around and saw him, through the 
window, on the floor. They phoned the police and they found him 
dead on the floor with his insulin kit on the table. No signs of a 
struggle or of anyone else having been there.” 
 
Patrick stirred his coffee in the manner that he had when about 
to make a pronouncement, or look for a biscuit. He did both. 
 

“Is it meant to make sense?” offering the biscuits around. 
“If we take the three deaths as connected they have things 

in common. All three were planned, using technical expertise, so 
that they would only get their intended victim and without direct 
contact. All three needed knowledge of the victim’s habits.” 

“And the problem?” said the quieter friend. 
“Well, two were meant to be taken as accidents, it was by 

chance that we found they weren’t, but one was bound to draw 
interest. A bomb isn’t subtle and it’s bound to attract thorough 
attention. The technical expertise was different in each case and 
in one, the girl, they made the mistake of contact afterwards to 
remove the walkman.” 
 
There are times when I feel like I’m being taken for a walk. Today 
was a long lead day. I couldn’t see who was holding the lead but I 
could feel the tug. No! I was being patted on the head! 
 

“I am a clever boy then!” 
“Pardon?” 
“We’re being thrown biscuits. We found Gollum because of 

the little mistakes that we’re too clever to miss, or they’re too 
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clever to make. We uncovered the ‘accidents’ quickly by luck but 
we would have found them anyway if we’d looked hard because 
something had grabbed our attention.” 

“Like a bomb?” 
“How does a conman make you think a painting is 

valuable? By allowing you to be clever enough to discover it!” 
 
The quiet friend now made a contribution. Perhaps he wasn’t a 
junior after all. 
 

“We were interested in the Doctor because he spoke 
Russian and some other languages from the old Soviet block. 
Nothing cold war you understand. In fact some of the money and 
services from there can be quite hot. Did you know that codes 
can have quite a strong accent?” 

“Codes?” 
“Yes, apparently some ways of encrypting information have 

a strong American accent and others Russian or Chinese etc. 
Means nothing to me. I read History, dates were all the numbers 
I could cope with.” 

“What sort of code did Simon Lauderdale speak?” 
“Yes I can see we think along the same lines. My name is 

Lawrence by the way, I don’t think we said, and my fellow in 
crime is Harding, so naturally we get called Laurel and Hardy. 
My circle is not noted for originality. I can see that you might 
need time to mull over things so take our card and call us if you 
want a chat. Oh! My report will be very full and say nothing. 
Always a good idea don’t you think?” 
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The pair left to polite handshakes and favourable 
comments about the coffee. They were saying goodbye to a 
slightly dotty Aunt. 
 

“Oh! Before I forget I believe you knew the girl.” 
“Not knew …. We’d met.” 
“Good. Some sort of handle on the situation.” 

We had received our instructions. 
 
As the door shut behind them Patrick and I both sat, like hosts 
after the last party guest had left. Five minutes peace before the 
washing up or deciding to leave it until the morning. 

“A good double act.” 
Patrick seemed to be trying to assemble a sentence. 

“I knew a Captain like that one. So minor public school that 
you knew it was an act. He didn’t try to conceal that it was a 
performance, rather proud of it. He’d bought in to the whole 
officer, esprit de corps system; so much that you wanted to trust 
him without ever needing to believe him. Some of the officers 
born to it could barely hold a map the right way up. He noticed if 
the map was wrong.” 

“I’ve the uniform for poking about in Emma Pearson’s life. 
You’ve the contacts in Bristol for gossip about the Doctor. Shall 
we leave the local code man until we know what the questions 
are?” 

“Have you eaten all the biscuits?” 
 

***** 
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Anne was in the kitchen attacking the supper pots, making them 
stand in line and apologise for having got dirty. I could hear her 
through the serving hatch. The television, the serving hatch, both 
little theatres. I expected curtain up at the hatch any minute and 
I wanted a drink. No drinking in the auditorium. The 
management expressly forbids. I could probably summon up 
enough energy to break the chair’s gravity and go upstairs to my 
office, to my private bar, but then I would have to get the bottle 
to the shed. 
The shed had been my private bar, I like clichés, until Anne had 
spotted me. Now I drank what I liked in the office but put a few 
empties in the shed.  You only look when you haven’t found. 
Some people claim to have revelations, sudden bright ideas sent 
down through a shaft of sunlight. I can manage grey shapes in a 
fog. 
Somebody was allowing me to follow leads that came with effort 
to distract me from those that came easily with luck. I was meant 
to follow Simon Lauderdale and Thomas Philmore. Emma 
Pearson was a mistake. 
If Emma was the first and the others were meant to distract who 
knew I was looking? That anybody was looking? What was there 
about Emma that I shouldn’t look at? What makes me think that 
Emma was the first? 
I need a drink. 
I need to put the bottles in a row.   

 
 
 

The next few days were spent in a “forward planning committee”. 
I’m not sure what a backward planning committee would look 
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like but I could have predicted this one. Several senior detectives 
past their sell by date, a bean counter, a systems analyst 
auditioning for an ulcer and, as I was very lucky, a dynamic fast 
tracker making a mark for me to mop up in his wake. 
This was an “exploratory discussion” about commissioning a 
“future proofed integrated investigative and intelligence system”. 
My integrated intelligence predicted that their jargon would be 
even more out of date before we got anywhere. I had been 
obliged to produce a paper on “the practical restraints on the 
local user interface”. The detectives would ask for the moon, but 
a moon around a different planet. The systems analyst would 
describe a system not dissimilar to one they already made and 
the bean counter would practice variants on the word no. The 
fast tracker would collect for his C.V.  
My mind was on Emma. 

 
If Emma’s death was supposed to have looked like an 

accident what would  any victim before her look like? I didn’t 
know if there was a victim or victims before her but if there were, 
all I could guess is that they would be dead and it would look 
natural or accidental. I have access to information on all deaths 
but how could I reduce the numbers. If this is part of a pattern I 
shouldn’t have to look back more than, say, six months. I can 
probably eliminate any deaths that were expected to happen. 
What else? Some sort of contact with the known victims. A 
contact that left a record, because I couldn’t question the victims, 
and the same sort of contact between all the victims would be 
nice. I couldn’t count on that though. 

I had a starting point to investigate Emma. Look for the 
methods of contact with the other two victims and then search 
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for similar contacts with people that had died. What to look for 
was becoming clearer but how was still a grey shape in the fog. 
Will this committee ever end, and why is the coffee in 
committees always dreadful? 
The committee broke up half a day early deciding to allow the 
fast tracker to write a summative report. He got his name on the 
few good bits and we got our freedom. I decided to use mine by 
annoying Patrick. 

 
 
 

“Please tell me you have some coffee spare. I’d even settle 
for tea. Anything to dilute the acorn brew I’ve been drinking.” 
Patrick was cauterising a machine’s innards with a soldering 
iron. He left his patient to recover and switched on the caffeine 
life support system. I looked at the clock. Perfect timing. 

“I contacted Bristol but I’m still waiting for a reply. I just 
asked for general background and gossip because I’m not sure 
what the question should be.” 

“That was always my method; get an answer first before 
thinking of the question.” 

“How did it go with Emma?” 
I explained the delays and what passed for my reasoning, then 
the fog cleared a little. 

“How many e-mail addresses do you have Patrick?” 
“Four. Why?” 
“Because I’m trying to workout what is normal. Why four?” 
“One for work; one for friends; one for the sort of mail that 

attracts spam and one that I used to use until it did attract a lot 
of spam. I haven’t got round to closing that.” 

“Why not more than four?” 
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“Because there’s a limit to how many I can be bothered to 
check and how many passwords I can remember. 

“Emma’s mail often contains half conversations. Replies 
are missing or the original question. If she was using the same 
address from different machines I could still read it. She must 
have other addresses.” 

“Or she spoke on the phone, wrote letters, talked face to 
face.” 

“Try not to complicate my life.” 
Patrick served the coffee and I produced the packet of bribery 
biscuits. 

“How would I find the other addresses?” 
“Either by hoping she used the same postal address when 

setting them up or by logs she left on other computers. Either 
way you won’t know when you're finished.” 

“Do you suppose our friends have already done the 
research?” 

“Do you suppose they’ll tell you?” 
 

 
Back at the dream factory I wrote a short memo to the A.C.C.  
containing as little as possible and left it up to him if he 
contacted the suit. I decide Laurel and Hardy were more at street 
level. I looked for and found their card. Tomorrow. Perhaps I’ll 
ring them tomorrow. 

 
I was engaged in creative writing, my expenses sheet, when my 
mobile rang. It was Patrick.  

“I’m using the mobile as I assume your office line is 
logged.” 
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“Very cloak and dagger but I think you’re right and what 
makes you think our friends don’t record this?” 

“They probably do but they never admit to it in evidence 
and I’m not sure how the data protection act applies to dead 
people. My friend at Bristol got back to me. Mainly gossip stirred 
up by the local police enquiry. He did say that they had asked 
him for a copy of his e-mail traffic.” 

“I’ll get a copy of that from them.” 
“Don’t bother I’ve got a copy you can have. What he hasn’t 

told them yet, because he noticed later, was something odd.” 
“Odd?” 
“Yes. He had one of those accounts that you leave your 

messages on, lots of memory. The university, however, is a little 
paranoid and keeps copies of everything. The only things that he 
had erased were some spam that had got through and a few E-
Mails from one address. These seemed to be sent from different 
internet cafes.” 

“Do you have the details?” 
“I do but not the name to go with them. I go past your 

watering hole on the way home. I’ll leave them behind the bar.” 
“I think you’ve won your I-Spy badge without the letter 

drops but I owe you. Chocolate biscuits next time.” 
“Plain chocolate, not milk,” as the call ended. 

 
 
All I need now is the address owners name, though I guess it’s 
Emma’s, and a copy of all the traffic through that address. Damn! 
I forgot to ask for the deleted messages. Patrick will probably 
send them. Time, I think, to invite Laurel and Hardy for a drink. 
I must find out what their connection is with the suit, if they’ll 
tell me. 
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I rang using the number on their card. All I got was an anodyne 
answering machine. No indication of who or what they were. It 
was then I noticed how little information was on the card. I left a 
message for them to meet me in the Three Tuns, not my usual, 
the Mucky Duck. I was beginning to appreciate how much effort 
it took to be anonymous.  
At the end of the shift, remarkable only in how little I had 
achieved, I changed into my ‘Policeman out of uniform’ uniform. 
I swapped my tunic for a waterproof jacket and helmet for a cap.  
I must put a proper change of clothes in my locker. 

 
***** 
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The Mucky Duck smelt of early evening. The lights inside not 
quite competing with the sunlight and the stale remnants of 
yesterday’s excess waiting to be outshone. The cleaner’s broom 
was still in the corner. John, the barman, was pulling at a 
frothing pump. A new day or a new barrel. Finishing his task he 
wiped his hands and pulled me a pint with one hand and passed 
me an envelope, from the glass rack above, with the other. Who 
says that men can’t multitask? 

“Will you be wanting us to install a filing cabinet and phone 
for your office?” 

“No, just a better looking receptionist.” 
“Patrick said he’d included a copy of the traffic. I didn’t 

know you’d joined the traffic Gestapo.” 
“Afraid I’ll be checking your road tax on the way out?” 

 
I sat at a table in the corner, under the window, and opened the 
letter. Thank god I didn’t have to swallow it. In between sips of 
my beer I read the pages and tried to memorise them and make 
sense of them. I wouldn’t show Laurel and Hardy the papers, for 
Patrick’s sake, but I wanted to be able to relay the relevant parts. 
 
My watch said time to go. I put my glass back on the bar and, 
waving to John, went into the car park. I left the letter under the 
rear seats of the car and decided to walk. It was hard to park at 
the Three Tuns and James Bond would have had a better car. I 
was three minuets early at the Three Tuns and Laurel and Hardy 
were already there. They sat in a quiet alcove off the lounge bar 
that had once been a ‘snug’.  Both stood up as I approached and 
shook my hand with practised conviviality. Harding asked what I 
would have and went to the bar to oblige.  
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“Good of you to think of us. Do sit down. They don’t serve a 
bad pint here do they. It is nice to try somewhere different. I’m 
afraid that left to myself I would get stuck in a bit of a rut.” 
We continued in pleasant but empty conversation until Harding 
returned with my drink. They obviously both wanted to be 
involved in any business. 

“Now how can we help?” 
Such a civilised way of saying 'tell us what you know'. 

“I am guessing that Emma is the key to this affair and that 
the difficulty is that she compartmentalised her life. I know that 
some connected people died after her. I need help to see if any 
died before her. I have a list of all the addresses contacted by one 
address from different internet cafes. I need to confirm it was 
Emma and find out who it was she was contacting.” 

“You suspect some of those might now be unwell?” 
“It would be interesting.” 

Harding now added his thoughts. 
“I quite like internet cafes. They are so anonymous. It 

makes people feel secure. If people have multiple addresses they 
often can’t resist checking those as well. Once they’ve paid for 
their half hour it would seem a waste not to.” 

“Would you like us to check the traffic, before and after, 
from each machine? The internet can produce wonderful 
catches.” 

“Do you have the details?” 
I told them that I didn’t have the documents with me and it was 
easy to make mistakes trying to remember. I suggested that I 
might mail them. I thought I would leave it ambiguous as to 
whether I meant postal or E-Mail. I was given a postal address. A 
Whitehall box number. I gave them my police E-Mail address. 
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They had the courtesy to write it down as a new piece of 
information. 

“Should I send a copy to ……… , I’m sorry I don’t know his 
name. The gentleman who contacted me through my A.C.C. , or 
will you tell him? I assume he’s one of yours.” 

“Oh! That sort of thing’s well above our station in life I’m 
afraid. Sounds more like the foreign end of the market. We only 
paddle in the local water. You’re A.C.C. would be the proper 
channel for anything you want to tell him.” 
Had I been told something or warned off? I didn’t ask how they 
would acquire their information. I could guess but I wouldn’t be 
told. It probably meant more people being involved but I’m sure 
discretion would be observed. 
The business concluded we could have ended there but the 
conversation flowed for a little while longer. Good manners really 
are the rubber gloves of life. They parted with more handshakes 
and I parted with some cash for another pint.  
 
 

Walking back to the Mucky Duck took no time at all, that is 
time passing did not register at all. A thousand images seen 
through alcohol’s net curtain and not a single thought. John 
started the clock again by taking the car keys out of my hand. 

“I’ve got to go somewhere near your station and better I 
drive you than one of your comrades in a van.” 

“You must stop soliciting drunks for lifts.” 
 
John parked my car in the station car park and slipped away 
before any of his friends could see him. I took my letter and, in 
my office, copied a summary for Whitehall. 
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Home to Anne. I’ll walk past the sorting office and catch the post. 
The car should be safe ‘til the morning. An electrical fault I think.  
 

Anne did not go out on Wednesdays. She allowed herself 
one interval with the radio and a lunch time coffee but, for the 
rest of the day, put order into the house.. Since the children left it 
was not allowed to be out of order. There were outside interests 
and activities but they had their place and proper day. A 
disorganised life left things undone and vacant slots. Vacant 
empty slots. 
 

Peter was late again. It would take time  to ensure he came 
home at a uniform time, but not much time. He would be eligible 
for retirement soon and then things would run properly. Meals 
kept waiting would not disrupt the day. Peter had talked of 
holidays abroad, the odd adventure but you did not need 
adventures when you were settled. Settled at home. 

“Sorry I’m late. I had a meeting and it was the only time 
they could make.” 

“I didn’t hear the car?” 
“No. I left it at work. I need the exercise. I’m going to put on 

weight stuck in the office so much.” 
Hands washed and seated at table. 

“A  licensed office is it?” 
 

***** 
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When I got to the office in the morning my car had been moved. 
We had to leave a spare key at reception because the yard was 
small and emergencies could occur. Someone must have used it 
so reception would know what was going on. 

“You owe me Peter! You’ll be in my debt forever!” 
 

“What have I done Laura, and what have I officially done?” 
“The A.C.C. had a meeting early this morning with a lot of 

new faces, it must have been important for him to be up that 
early. It seems your car was an unauthorised blot on his yard. I 
told him you’d left an apologetic note saying that it wouldn’t start 
and that I would have it pushed to a discreet corner but one of 
the faces took the keys and said that he’d sort it out.” 

“Lunch is on me. You’re a saviour but I’ll do my grovelling 
then. Usual place? Oh! Are the keys back?” 
I found the car, by the bins, and examined the inside. It was 
exactly as I had left it. Someone had been inside my car having it 
pushed and yet nothing had been moved. I would have preferred 
some changes. The crisp packet swept off the seat? Just because 
you’re paranoid doesn’t mean that they aren’t out to get you! 
They couldn’t have found anything because there was nothing to 
find, but was somebody looking?” 
 

“Peter,  my office.” Walking back from the car a window 
had opened in the gods and the A.C.C. had issued a kind 
invitation. 
 
The flesh above his over tight collar showed a line of red. I was 
wondering if the tide of anger was rising or falling when a 
familiar voice sounded from the side of the room concealed by 
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the open door. Closing the door behind me I saw it was the suit. I 
don’t suppose that he was the car pusher. 
 
 

“My guest here has some information from two of his 
colleagues that you sent a letter to yesterday. I think that I would 
have preferred it if you had kept me informed as well.” 
 
I considered saying that I was amazed at the speed of the 
response and wasn’t expecting to have to work out what to tell 
him so quickly but “my sincere apologies sir, I will do my best in 
the future” oozed out instead. The tide line didn’t move. 
The suit handed me a folder. 

“This is the information developed from your letter. You 
seem to be making some progress and we would appreciate your 
continued effort but I must impress upon you one important 
condition. You are not privy to the wider picture and there might 
come a point, no there probably will come a point, when you will 
be told, by me, to stop the investigation and hand over all your 
material. At this point I will require your complete discretion. 
The investigation will never have taken place. I hope you have no 
problem with that?” 
Looking at the A.C.C. his face said I am completely behind what 
the man is saying but the tide had risen a little. 
Nodding curtly to the pair of us the suit left and the A.C.C. 
indicated that I should as well. As I left he forced out, 

“Try and remember whose team you really play for.” 
The A.C.C. was not a happy man. 
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Simple puzzles annoy me for their simplicity. Complicated 
interrelated puzzles annoy me too but their spiders’ webs seem 
much more real. If I juggled three balls would never be enough. 
 
Laurel and Hardy had been busy. It was Emma in the internet 
café and Harding had been right. She had another address that 
had been used to make travel arrangements. There were E-Mails 
to Simon and Thomas that needed considering and some to a 
new player. A recently dead new player. A few details were 
included.  He was Russian, a banker, and died in London. Before 
Emma. 
I’m not sure how long I stared at the spider’s web but it was clear 
I needed to follow the Russian. Was he really called Boris? I 
needed to clear my mind. I needed lunch. 
 
Lunch with Laura was pleasant. Normal. It seems a rare 
commodity. 
 

***** 
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The reception was in the upstairs function room of the “guess 
which town you’re in” hotel. The reps had been moved to the 
isolation bar and replaced by an audition for “Country Life”. The 
small talk came with a free magnifying glass and the buffet table 
almost looked like a welcome distraction. I had been warned not 
to drink too much. 
 
This was a “Renewal of Vows” party. Anne’s sister had been 
married before the big bang but her husband, Cedric, hadn’t 
suffered enough. Now I had to suffer this on a day off. The 
celebrant (how close that is to celibate) was in finance. That is he 
made a lot of money by ensuring that other, more deserving, 
people didn’t. He had been talking to me for about five minutes 
and I carelessly found myself listening. 

“I suppose that when you retire you’ll want to take on 
something to keep yourself occupied? I think you’ll find that 
securities are better than security.” 
I laughed a little in case it was a joke. 

“Seriously, your computer skills might prove very saleable 
in financial circles. Finances have very few borders now and a 
computer is all the passport they need. Computer fraud is what 
you should be in. Stopping it, that is, not committing it!” 
Another laugh called for I think. 
Dancing followed and I hadn’t drunk enough. In the corner I 
tried to think what would be suitable music for this sort of dance. 
Pavorotti sings Bob Marley came to mind or the top ten covers 
that Woolworths used to sell. I remembered old films of Young 
Conservatives doing The Twist. 
The taxi ride home was cordial whilst we dropped people off. The 
last part was in silence. I knew better than to ask. I would be told 
soon enough. 
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As Anne took off her shoes, I’d never seen her kick them off, I 
called that I was going for a walk. I needed to clear my head. The 
silence at home was far too loud.. 
 
I walked down suburban roads, taking off my tie and pushing it 
down deep into a pocket. A police car passed and flashed its 
lights. I must know him but I couldn’t see inside. I waved.  
The streets are clean and evenly lit. An accountant’s Eden. 
 I remember street lights that made pale circles of light. The 
darkness gave an echo to your footsteps as you rushed from pool 
to pool coming up for air. A night walk was a gothic adventure. 
Now they have sanded off the dangerous corners and coated it all 
in Polyurethane.  
I liked looking for patterns and order but order itself I despised. 
No one keeps completed crosswords. 
What was the sequence? Boris the banker died first, in London. 
Then Emma the I.T. worker died locally, possibly meant to look 
like an accident. Simon, the code expert, died whilst working on a 
Sunday in a way designed to draw attention and then Thomas, 
the Russian linguist, on the Monday at home. Was his death 
meant to look like an accident or meant to be discovered? 
Were the deaths connected? They were in contact with each other 
in a covert way. I don’t know the details of Boris’s death but the 
other deaths were all different. All they had in common was that 
they were planned, sophisticated and aimed at a specific target 
whilst keeping the killer at arm’s length. Except, perhaps, for 
removing the head phones.  
The other link was the suit. The puppet master. Tomorrow I must 
follow Boris. Tonight … I must preserve hope. 

 
***** 
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“I’ve come to collect your team’s computer “assessment and 
training appraisal forms, PCA 42 and TAF 96. I trust they have 
been completed.” 

“Certainly, they’ve been filed with a hole in the corner 
hanging on a string in the bog.” 

“Not just your evidence you recycle then?” 
“I knew you wouldn’t be able to keep away. Have they 

moved you to school crossing patrol yet?” 
“It pains me to say this but I need your help. Something I’m 

doing to keep myself busy touches on one of your cases. Boris, 
the Russian banker that was killed in London.  I’m told that you 
were working on something here concerning him. I’m supposed 
to see how information flows between different systems and, 
whilst I can call up the information easily enough, I wanted to 
talk to your team to see what didn’t get into the system.” 

“Sounds a bit like a rubber shoe job.” 
“Exactly! Have a word with them to give me more than 

name, rank and  serial number. Anything that didn’t get in and 
should have will suddenly appear, with the right date. I’m ironing 
out the creases in the system not climbing the promotion ladder.” 

“Any trouble from you and I’ll tell Anne what you just said! 
Grubby was in charge of that case. He knows you well enough but 
I’ll give him the nod anyway. Call in again on the way out. You 
can fill me in on the gossip from the dream factory so that I’ll 
know what to avoid.” 
 
 

Grubby was Jonathan Cox. Someone had decided that his 
mother liked apples and the name stuck. It suited him. 
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I found Grubby from his directions on the mobile phone. A 
would be bistro that had sunk back to transport caff. The grease 
jockey looked the sort who wouldn’t know you if your boss 
phoned. I took the safe option of a large tea and sat to watch 
Grubby wipe his plate with bread. He was wearing a suit where 
the trousers were a cousin of the jacket and needed earthing near 
a petrol pump. 
He arranged the knife and fork on the now clean plate and, 
leaning back, held his tea mug without actually lifting it from the 
table. He stared at me. A long pause. He was either going to tell 
me the facts of life or try to sell me a car. 

“You’re looking very pretty in your uniform but it does give 
my office a bad name. This is more a boiler suit and baseball cap 
sort of place.” 

“You can tell everybody I’m investigating you for fashion 
crimes. Has Ross called you yet to say you can talk to me?” 

“No; but I’ll talk to anybody. How’s the family by the way?” 
“Fine. The youngest has finished university and got a job 

straight away. She’s living in France. It’s just me and Anne now. 
How’s your tribe?” 

“Getting bigger everyday. We’ve two more grandchildren. 
The neighbours think we’re running a nursery school but Carol 
likes it like that and the noise just washes over me. When I’m 
home that is.” 
I could see Grubby in a Dickens novel. 

“Now what can I do for you. I assume you want something.” 
“I’m just following cases where different departments and 

areas are involved. I’m telling you it’s to improve the data flow 
but I’m really looking for people that are passed it.” 

“Early retirement?—I’m guilty. I did it, or should that be I 
didn’t do it?” 
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“The banker that was murdered, Boris, a Russian believe it 
or not.” 

“Now that we were accused of not doing properly. We got 
a request from a London based squad to look into Boris. No 
computers involved just a phone call to Ross. They said that they 
were following a group from Russia, Albania and places ending 
in Stan. Nice people involved in drugs, prostitution, people 
trafficking, that sort of thing. They made them sound like the 
Russian mafia. Boris’ name was on some list they had found and 
his address was on our patch. They asked us to look him over. 
We ran checks on him and I went for a chat but he seemed 
straight up. He was here legally. He had a steady job. I was the 
one that spoke to him and he seemed quite a decent bloke. We 
talked to the neighbours and ran background checks but nothing. 
Ross passed that on to the London squad. Knowing Ross that 
would have been in triplicate. If information systems should have 
been involved they would have been. A little while later London 
rang again. Boris had been found murdered in a small office he 
rented in London. When we said we didn’t know he had an office. 
They were not complimentary. We went to his address here to 
search the place hoping to find some connection.” 

“Anything?” 
“The only dodgy thing we found was that he had two 

passports. A kosher one in his name and another with his photo 
but a different name and details. The experts told us the second 
was a fake. Quite a good fake but it wouldn’t have stood up to a 
close examination from immigration. The false name was Stefan 
Stanovitch. They also told us that it wasn’t that unusual where he 
came from. I didn’t want to know why. We had found his 
immigration papers, which were genuine, in his real name. They 
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gave his airport of entry and the date so we followed that up. 
Now comes the strange bit.” 

“Strange?” 
“The flight was from Albania but Boris was not on the 

passenger list, however, Stefan Stanovitch was. Immigration say 
they checked that flight carefully but nothing unusual was 
logged. When the airline checked it’s records they found Boris 
had taken off two hours before the London flight, heading for St. 
Lucia. St. Lucia had no record of him but there had been 
problems with the system. He had been to the island a couple of 
times before on visits connected with the banking industry.” 

“Our boy seems to have a split personality.” 
“Didn’t he just! We passed this on to London and from 

them we got the details of his death. Nothing for us to do as the 
murder was on their patch but in the spirit of sharing. 
At first sight he was killed by being beaten up during a robbery. 
The room was broken up and so was he. The pathologist found, 
under the bruising, what could have been rope restraint marks. 
He also found the marks of electrocution burns. It was the 
beating that killed him though. They re-examined the room and 
found that the smashed up computer had a power lead with bare 
ends. They matched the burn points. The rest of the machine was 
so broken that it took a while before they noticed that the hard 
drive was missing. The files and desk had been emptied on to the 
floor but they thought that the rest of the smashing was 
camouflage.” 

“Did anybody hear anything?” 
“No. The whole block was made up of small rented offices. 

It was probably in the evening and if anybody else was in the 
block then they weren’t saying.”  
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“So it looks like a search and a little torture by some 
unpleasant people.” 

“It seems so and no indication if they found what they were 
looking for. I presume the Russians are the obvious guess?” 

“It would be my guess but could you E-Mail copies of the 
immigration papers and the stuff you got from the airports and 
airlines?” 

“Only if you send in an official request so that we can be 
seen to be following data procedure.” 

“I thought you wanted early retirement?” 
Grubby downed his, by now probably cold, tea and pushing back 
his chair went to settle his bill. I was waving on the way out when 
he called out. 

“There were some photos of him with a girlfriend we 
haven’t been able to trace. A description is on the system but I’ll 
send you a copy of the photos.” 
I waved a thank you. I’ll have my chat with Ross later. I’m sure 
that there will be a later. 
 
 
What did we have? A Russian banker that could be in two places 
at once. A connection with Albania and St. Lucia. A need for an 
office and some unpleasant friends that were convinced he had 
something they wanted, probably Russian friends.  
 
I was in uniform so John let me into the back room. Like old 
times. The journey hadn’t registered. I’m not sure it was even 
intentional but now, why not. Probably my meal break. I chose 
smoky bacon flavoured from the a la carte menu. I might try a 
pickled egg for the main course. Then I pretended to think. 
Emma had made travel plans on the internet. Where and when 
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hadn’t registered. Was that part of the case or just jealousy. Anne 
would not go abroad. Travelling just for the sake of travelling was 
just for the people who weren’t settled. Teenagers on a gap year. 
My year had gaps. Had it been Albania? That would not have 
been my first choice. Greece possibly or Italy seemed much more 
attractive. A tropical island perhaps, with the right company. 
Boris had chosen the wrong company. There were a lot of balls in 
the air. John came in the back as the pub was empty.  

“You won’t be in Sunday evening will you?” 
“No.” 
“Good. You can check these pub quiz questions out then. 

See if you think they’re suitable. It’s hard to work out what level 
to pitch them at.” 

“Well if I know the answers they’re too easy.”  
One of the questions was what is the capital of Albania?  And the 
answer? Tirana. I had better get back to the office. The gods were 
pushing me.  
 
 
Still on autopilot I was drifting to my office when Laura came 
down the steps. It wasn’t lunch time, or home time, or any time 
of significance and she was carrying her bag and coat. She was 
red and flustered, a small autumn flurry deciding which way to 
blow. 

“I normally have to at least say hello before I have this 
effect.” 
I didn’t merit a reply and didn’t get one. Just another part of the 
world she was trying not to explode at. I turned and walked away 
from the building with her. My silence might have been tact but 
really I couldn’t think of anything to say. We came to the end of 
the road. 
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“Coffee?” 
She nodded assent and I steered her into a Starbucks. The ritual 
of my getting served gave Laura the time to settle at a table, 
putting her coat over the chair and her bag by her side. She tried 
to look composed but only managed resigned. 

“I’m supposed to say I’m a good listener but I don’t know if 
that’s true anymore. If it ever was. Too many people telling me 
too many lies. I am good, though, at saying stupid things to 
disguise the fact that I’m keeping my mouth shut!” 

“It’s nothing really. I’ve told them that I’m going home sick. 
That I don’t feel well; but really it’s just one too many people 
trying to blame me for their own inadequacies. I’m good at my 
job. I don’t need undermining at work as well as everything else. 
It just got too much” 

“Finish your coffee whilst I go and get the car. I’ll take you 
home and listen properly.” 
Three hours later I left Laura’s flat. Sometimes things happen 
that you didn’t mean to happen. Sometimes you only discover 
what you meant afterwards. 
 
 
It had been raining and the streets, going home, were wet and 
washed. A storm leaving the world fresh and ready to start again. 
The next few days I planned as a hectic round of my ‘proper job’. 
I’d taken an afternoon with Laura that I didn’t want questioned if 
my schedule looked less than full. Events don’t always follow the 
plan. On the second day I was ‘invited’ to meet Laurel and Hardy. 
Official clandestine meetings seemed even better camouflage and 
probably less boring. The meeting was to be in an hotel room, 
which didn’t seem at all like them. I had them down as pubs full 
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of horse brasses. Three o’clock sharp, again not in character. My 
string was being pulled. 
 
The hotel was designed to offend no one and to appeal to even 
less. If it had had a corporate flag it would have been beige. At 
least the lift didn’t have music. I knocked on the door at one 
minute past three, always the rebel, and the door was opened by 
a stranger. Through the open door I could see Laurel and Hardy 
and a second stranger. The string was pulling harder. 
 

“How good of you to come.”  Lawrence held out his hand as 
a perfect host. 

“Would you like a drink? The bar is a little limited I’m 
afraid but I’m sure we can find you something.” 
I accepted a whisky. The sort of brand you only see at airports. It 
wasn’t very good. I was waiting for the strangers to talk whilst 
pointedly not watching them. I didn’t have to wait long.  

“These two gentlemen have been looking forward to 
meeting you. We share a common interest.” No names? Beige 
people. 
 

“We’d like to bring you up to speed on one or two things 
and Lawrence here says you can respect a confidence.”  An 
American accent that had had the exact location educated out of 
it. The room must be theirs. 

“If it helps turn up anything of mutual benefit Lawrence 
here will keep us appraised.” 
Lawrence smiled agreeably but said nothing. 

“We take an interest in the movement of money between 
countries when it involves certain groups. The movements are, of 
course, electronic in nature and, as such, are subject to scrutiny. 
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A group of eco-activists we were watching started receiving 
relatively small packets of money but very frequently, amounting 
to a substantial sum. It was being transferred to their account in 
Panama from one in Albania probably, we think, via St. Lucia. An 
account we knew represented Russian Mafia money. It was quite 
difficult to confirm because the coding was odd. When we looked 
at the Albanian account no money was going to Panama but 
similar sums were going to St. Lucia. We experienced problems 
trying to examine the St. Lucia account. You have to appreciate 
that many of these countries prefer not to have their systems 
examined. We informed a colleague of Mr. Lawrence here of 
these transfers because we know he had an interest in the group 
as well. The Panama account, like the St. Lucian one, has become 
difficult to examine but before the Albanian one followed suit we 
noticed the account was being run by a Russian called Boris 
Gavlik. This, I believe, is your point of interest.” 

“You say that the Panama account has become hard to 
follow?” 

“Yes, such things do happen but the timing was 
unfortunate. That account started to use a different encryption 
system which I’m told is quite difficult. It would be nice to know 
where the money is now but why the Russian Mafia would be 
supporting such a group also has us puzzled.” 

“Do you have any background information on Boris?” 
“No. Until the connection with the Albanian account he was 

not known to us or, it would appear, to any of our sister 
organisations. He would appear to have just been a banker.” 
When I asked for a print out of the transfers he became very 
uneasy. It was obvious that a word in my ear and hard evidence 
were different matters. He was not keen to be traceable. 
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“Well I’m sure we can accommodate you.” Said Lawrence, 
taking back control. 

“We’ll give you a print out from us but with the details 
changed in an agreed way. You know the sort of thing. All the 
dates a month out. The amounts in pence instead of dollars. 
Usable by you but not traceable. Is that all right?” 
The American looked agreeable, if not entirely happy, and the 
meeting came to an end. 

“We’ll keep you informed of anything that turns up, and 
thank you for your help. Most informative.” Lawrence addressed 
this remark to the Americans as he and Harding shepherded me 
out of the room. A room that five minutes later I could not 
describe. 
At the entrance to the hotel Lawrence promised to get the 
documents to me and said he would phone me to tell me how 
they had been altered and to check if there was anything else that 
they could do to help. We shook hands and they left to find a taxi. 
I was left puzzled as to what I had become involved in. 
 

***** 
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I don’t know why I spotted her. Old habits?  I just expected the 
standard of surveillance to be higher. I was walking to the park 
and she was posing next to a shop window. It would have been 
ordinary if I hadn’t recalled the same image from earlier in the 
day when I was in uniform. 
I had taken to walking, meandering, through parks and my old 
haunts after work before going home. To exercise or exorcise? 
The weather was getting better now and the time was mine. She 
was an intrusion. 
As I entered the park so did she. It felt more like being 
approached than followed. A hesitant approach like memories 
from my teenage years. 
She dressed like, and was the right age to be, a student. A final 
year student. Past rebellion and into debt. Oxfam chic. I sat down 
on a bench and, at last, she seemed to make up her mind. 

“Are you investigating Emma’s death?” 
Sweeping her skirt underneath her, although she was wearing 
trousers, she sat on the bench beside me and stared intensely. I 
thought I’d just been asked if I “knew the Lord”. Such 
earnestness brings out the worst in me and I wanted to say “we 
ask the questions” but instead … 

“Why do you ask?” 
It was like opening a shaken beer bottle and holding up my hand 
I said, 

“Start again, slowly, and this time pause for breath.” 
“My father told me to contact you, well the police, and I’d 

seen you at college. I’ve been so worried. I don’t know what I’ve 
got myself into. It seemed the sort of thing you should join and 
Emma was so enthusiastic, her boyfriend too. She said that now 
they could make a difference; they had a future, but now they’re 
both dead, killed. I don’t know whether to be sad or frightened.” 
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The bubbles left and she sat slumped, flat. 
“Your father was right and I’d like you to come in later and 

make a statement.” I gave her my card. 
“In the meantime don’t worry. I’m sure you’re just a 

bystander, but it would help me if you could tell me something 
about Emma, her boyfriend and the organisation. What did she 
want to make a difference to?” 
For the next half hour I was father confessor. I granted her 
absolution and she granted me a little clarity and a lot of fog. 
The boyfriend was Boris and they had become a serious item, 
about to sail off into the sunset. The organisation was a 
campaigning green movement. They made all the right noises but 
they were not very effective. Recently, however, things had 
changed. They could  afford things; poster campaigns; buses to 
demonstrations; media impact. Just as things were starting to 
happen Emma and Boris had said that they were going to leave 
for pastures new. Now, it would seem, a very small piece of 
pasture. 
She could add nothing about how and when they died. She 
seemed to think Emma died first, but did say that Emma had met 
Boris in Albania. Emma had been attending some sort of meeting 
or conference. Albania kept coming up and I’m not sure I could 
even find it on the map. 
Home, I was late but talking to girls in the park wouldn’t appear 
in my excuses. 
 

***** 
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Coffee with Laura at lunch time was becoming a pleasant habit. A 
local café not the canteen. The rule was no shop talk. We both 
tended to break rules. I have interests but no hobbies. I was not 
seeking structure just a wind blown leaf. Laura had a thousand 
interests and was frustrated trying to follow them. Neither of us 
was trying to change or affect the other. We were just enjoying 
the company. 
She was nine years younger than me but our mental age, our 
behavioural age, seemed the same. Perhaps I hadn’t grown up. 
She had looked after her mother until her death a couple of years 
ago. The death had affected her for a long time but now she was 
aware that something was missing. Her problem was knowing 
what it was. 
The idea of travel appealed, not that she had had a chance to do 
much, but not beaches. Not a fortnight in the sun and bars. She 
wanted to see things, to experience things, to live a bigger life. 
She didn’t seem ready to settle for being settled. 
Albania came up in conversation when I broke the rules and 
mentioned work. If it was possible she knew less about Albania 
than I did. The difference was that for her a world of unknowns 
was exciting. Perhaps I was older. I just imagined bad food and 
lumpy beds. 
We walked back to the factory. For me regrets that our lunch was 
over but lighter of step for it having been. I knew better than to 
hide our shared lunchtimes. Openness is the sign of innocence 
and policemen are nosy. Tommy had commented last time but 
seemed content with my reply that Laura was better looking than 
him. 
Tommy was waiting when we got back but his attention was 
entirely on me. 

“Retirement planning.” 
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“I’m sorry Tommy but if that’s a password from your being 
a spy kit then I don’t know what the response is.” 

“I’m due to retire soon and I’ve been sent on courses for 
retirement planning, financial management, tax matters, part 
time careers that sort of thing. I found them very informative. 
I’ve just been sent lots of forms and I thought of you. I’ve left 
some on your desk.” 

“I’d thought of bank robbery as a second career, any 
courses on that? No, you’re right, I should give it some thought. 
I’ll look at the forms. Thank you Tommy.” 
 
Little things trigger my most devious thoughts. I was knocking 
on the ACC’s office before sensible thoughts could replace them. 
To be fair to the ACC he really did operate an open door policy. It 
was not entirely his fault that most people didn’t want to open it. 
He looked no more irascible than usual so I launched straight in. 

“My enquiries for your government friend seem to keep 
returning to Albania and the banking sector. I have a relative 
who wants me to consider working in anti computer fraud when I 
retire and he has banking contacts throughout the world. I also 
have a colleague who wants me to apply for courses on post 
retirement careers. A course in Albania would obviously be an 
unusual option but I thought that your friend might be interested 
in arranging my travel there if I could set up the banking 
contacts. Perhaps it could represent a forward looking initiative 
for the department in view of the increasing internationalisation 
of computer fraud and the need to develop international 
cooperation. A preliminary study obviously.” 
The ACC was enough of a political animal to recognise the 
buttons I was pushing. His reply was also predictable. 
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“If it can be arranged without a financial implication for my 
budget and my visitor is happy about local sensitivities then a 
preliminary study would accord well with our forward looking 
policies. I would expect to hear about any side issues, I have 
every confidence that you would act with discretion but the final 
decision and responsibility must be with my colleague. Thank 
you for bringing this to me. I’ll get back to you.” 
 
I left the ACC’s office before either of us could indulge in 
thinking. I’d tell Anne tonight that Tommy wanted me to go on a 
retirement course and that I might talk to her sister’s husband 
about some post retirement possibilities that he’d mentioned. 
Albania would come up later. I could do nothing else until the 
suit decided if he wanted to play. I wondered if he or Laurel and 
Hardy would have Albanian police contacts. 
I wasn’t working over the weekend and Anne announced that we 
weren’t getting enough use out of our National Trust 
membership. The weather was forecast to be fine. 
“The gardens at some of the local houses will be starting to be 
worth visiting. It’s interesting to see what can be achieved when 
you have time.”   
 
The house was not that local, nor small enough to be called a 
house, but the weather held its promise. 
It was owned by the duke of somewhere else as if even his name 
was held by an absentee landlord. I’ve often wondered why 
Leeds’ castle isn’t in Leeds. 
The house pretended to be Italian or from Venice but was built 
by solid English hands. Real Venetian houses had falling plaster 
pretending to be marble. 
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Most of the grounds had been landscaped into looking English 
whilst the formal gardens pretended to be French. A Frenchman 
wearing English tweeds. 
We had a Devon clotted cream tea in the walled garden. The 3 on 
the clotted cream’s bar code said it came from France and the 
jam came from Spain. More absentee landlords. Anne looked as 
if she belonged. I felt the need for a tradesman’s entrance. 
On the way home Anne enthused about small corners of the 
gardens whilst keeping secure the two infant pots of Rosemary. 
“Did you hear that American woman in the tea gardens? Such 
enthusiasm. English stately homes really are the envy of the 
world.” 
When I put the key into the front door lock the servants all 
seemed to be asleep.  
I will horsewhip them in the morning.  
 

***** 
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The morning post was waiting in my pigeon hole in reception. 
The usual collection of buff enveloped dreariness. Laura was not 
there for a wake up banter so I scanned the notice board for 
corporate inspiration. The usual out of date blood donation 
sessions and invitations to find god or a hockey team. I noticed 
my initials on the holiday roster and wondered who else had my 
initials. 
 
The usual start of the week prevarication had me cleaning the 
coffee machine and emptying biscuits into the tin before starting 
on the post. The first few envelopes were opened read and placed 
into the life is too short bin. 
The slightly thicker envelope had no address, just my name, and 
looked like the sort of internal mail that brings bad news. It 
contained a pouch of documents from a travel agency and a 
passport. The passport looked slightly travel worn as did the 
photo of the owner: me. It was stamped in places and contained 
old and new visas. The tickets were for Albania in about three 
days time. Now I remembered the roster. The suit would appear 
to have said yes. Stuck to the document pouch was a note that 
just contained an E-Mail address and a password. I wonder if 
there would be any point in changing the password. I have to 
read the E-Mails but I have to have a coffee first, and a biscuit. 
 
The E-Mail account contained one message from an address I 
didn’t recognize but which was copied into the contact list. 
It informed me that I had a hire car booked at the airport in 
Albania; a hotel reserved and a bank account that I could draw 
on using the passport. I had an appointment at the central police 
station in Tirana and, later, one with the manager of the bank 
where Boris had worked. The letter was not signed but gave the 
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impression that it was confirmation of a request I had made. I 
must use this travel agent more often. Was it via Laurel and 
Hardy or the suit? The greyness smelt of the suit. 
Forwarding this to my normal address along with a copy of the 
passport and travel documents, I felt a little less deniable. Two 
printed copies followed: one for me and one for the A.C.C. 
My last envelope contained a bank statement where the account 
details had been blacked out. Lots of small transfers over a short 
period of time. 
 
The A.C.C. was just entering his office when I caught him. He 
ushered me in without me seeing his secretary. Passing him the 
E-Mail, as he wished to be kept informed, I really watched to see 
how informed he was. His manner gave nothing away but when 
he dated the letter and filed it himself I drew my own 
conclusions. My chance remark that someone in the station had 
already placed me on the holiday roster raised the blood line on 
his neck. He would be making enquiries. 
Laura was in reception when I passed. I was full of the news that 
I was off to Albania and that the job had some perks after all. As 
it happened she was going to be off then too but nothing so 
exciting. She was quite jealous. Enough people heard. 
 
My plans for the day now changed. A day on the internet learning 
how international transfers worked and some background on 
Albania. Tackling Anne I could look forward to later. 
 

***** 
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Anne’s sister’s husband, Cedric, wasn’t in the phone book but he 
was in our family one. Unlisted phone numbers speak volumes; 
little of it complimentary. He answered my call straight away. 
Perhaps unlisted people miss the calls. I explained that I would 
like to meet some Albanian bankers so that I could have a 
legitimate basis for talking to the local police about banking 
security. He said he could do better than that because a group 
was having a security seminar as Albania was getting a lot of bad 
press in banking circles. Bankers having circles probably explains 
the conversations I have with my bank manager.  
The seminar wasn’t free but he could get me on it as a British 
police rep. and would send me the paperwork along with 
background reading. I thanked him enough so that it would get 
back to Anne through her sister.  
I really was impressed. I thought a lot of his talk about 
international contacts had been hot air. 
My next call was to Tommy. I told him I wanted to go on this 
seminar as part of my retirement planning. I would let the fee 
part emerge as a pleasant surprise. If it was a problem I had the 
money in the bank account from the “friends”. 
With my key in the lock I paused for a few seconds. I needed to 
be focussed but in truth events were driving me. The lioness’s 
den was waiting. 

“Is that you?” 
I always want to reply no but silence is more politic. 

“My sister phoned and told me where you are planning to 
go. Cedric was good to help, I trust you thanked him. I hope that 
you don’t expect me to go with you!” 

“I’d like to make it a holiday but the truth is that it will be 
work. I have to leave from Gatwick in three days and I have a lot 
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to arrange before then if I am to use this for a secure future. I 
hope you have no problem with the secrecy?” 

“Secrecy?” 
“The banking seminar is open and above board but I am 

told to be discreet when dealing with the locals, which means a 
little secrecy. This is not my way of doing things but I am warned 
that personal phone calls will probably be monitored so only 
phone me if it is necessary. 

“I don’t like that idea.” 
“At the moment, if you want me to succeed, I have to do 

things their way.” 
I hung up my coat and changed my shoes for slippers. On the 
stand next to the coat rack was an envelope with the reading 
material Cedric had promised. He had probably had it couriered. 
Important people do. 
I sat in an armchair to read until meal time. There would be 
plenty left for dessert.  
I would fill in the paperwork tomorrow and have it couriered 
round. 
 

***** 
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I couldn’t see Tommy when I entered the Dream Factory so I 
asked at Laura’s desk. I didn’t know the receptionist there but I 
asked her anyway. She looked confused, probably a temp. When I 
asked her where Laura was she seemed to be on firmer ground. 
Laura had probably been the one to brief her. 

“She’s off on holiday, that’s why I’m here.” 
“Anywhere nice?” 
“I think she said the Lake District but I might have got that 

wrong.” 
“Ah! The land of Kendal Mint Cake. If she comes back with 

a sun tan it will probably be rust!” 
Just then Tommy came past so I thanked the temp. and got in 
step with Tommy. 

“Any news?” 
“If you mean have I found out how much your request will 

cost, I have. For some reason the A.C.C. approved it. Have you 
got incriminating photos?” 
As he wanted no financial implications to his budget I suppose 
the load had been passed on. 

“The A.C.C. recognizes the need for a thrusting proactive 
response to emerging cyber crime.” 

”Just a holiday then?” 
“If it was I would be taking Anne.” 
“Don’t worry. I will tell her you said that. Does the A.C.C.’s 

largess extend to Blackpool?” 
“Are there any criminals in Blackpool? Apart from the ones 

that claim to be chefs?” 
“Keep an eye on that one Jennifer and file his time sheets 

under fiction.” 
“Talking of creative fiction I need to go and ask for help 

from a London crew and convince them that it’s their idea.” 
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Going into my office I had decided on my Albanian strategy. I 
would use Boris as a concrete example to follow in my search for 
international cooperation. For this I needed the London crew to 
want me to do it. It would give me solidity and explain why I was 
asking the questions I would be. I needed the contact details 
from Grubby and I knew he read his E-Mails in the morning 
before his quest for food. I suspect the London crew would be 
known to the suit. 
I got an E-Mail back from Grubby with impressive speed giving 
all the details he knew, which wasn’t a lot, and a request to 
include him out. I sent a copy of these details to the suit with the 
suggestion that I could hang part of my Albanian enquiries on 
this investigation and a précis copy to the A.C.C.  
Before I had finished making and drinking my early morning 
caffeine shot my mobile rang with a call from London. I don’t 
remember giving out my mobile number! 

“I hear you are prepared to help us with our Albanian 
problem. Can you manage an appointment at 5 at King’s cross 
railway police station?” 
I said I could and thanked them for choosing a police station that 
was easy to find for a non Londoner. I was getting practiced at 
diplomacy. 
A good mornings work and now I needed a drink. John at the 
mucky duck had lots of contacts in London that were strong 
advocates of free enterprise and he might tip them the wink that 
talking to me would not be bad for trade. 
I could also call in at Gatwick airport to tidy up my travel plans. 
A pint was definitely part of a working agenda. 
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I remembered that I had not looked at the document about bank 
transfers. 
I thought that it would drive me to drink so I should look at it 
first. There were in fact two sets of transfers. One from Albania to 
St. Lucia and one in to Panama. They did not match completely. 
The ones that did match were for odd amounts and this made the 
matching more obvious. Once I remembered the coding the ones 
that did match started as having an odd number of Leks, not odd 
as in unusual but odd in the sense of not an even number. The 
matching transfers to Panama were all about two working days 
later. The ones in to Panama did not seem to have many details 
as to where they came from just the identification of the bank. 
Whoever matched these sets must have access to a huge amount 
of data and powerful surveillance software. 
I was right, it did drive me to drink. 
 

“A pint of your finest beer John or better still something 
drinkable.” 

“It’s customers like you that make it a joy to be part of the 
service industry.” 

“You’re a service industry? I thought you just had difficulty 
deciding which side of the bar to be. If you’re offering service I 
need a favour.” 

“It doesn’t cost anything to ask and even less for me to say 
no.” 

“I want to know about Russians and their like in London. 
Probably into money laundering amongst other things and not 
averse to using very heavy persuasion. 
I could ask the Met. but I want the uncensored version. Nothing I 
am told will get back to the ears of the Met.” 
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“I know somebody who would know and wouldn’t mind 
telling you if you can convince him that your only interest is in 
doing over the Russians and that nothing would come back to 
him. With him it is personal so it won’t be warts and all. Just 
warts.” 
John wrote down a name and phone number and passed it over. 

“you won’t need a letter of introduction, he doesn’t like 
things written down. I’ll phone him and tell him that you are a 
bastard but a relatively straight bastard.” 
I paid John for his help by trying to increase his bar profits. 
Time to catch a train to London. I’ll phone Anne on the way to 
tell her I’ll be late home. 
 

***** 
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A young railway policeman at King’s cross helped me find his 
station. 
The front desk sergeant directed me to a set of rooms with the air 
of someone used to the idea of cooperation being a one way 
street. 
I didn’t like the officers in the room. They were the memories 
from a hundred pointless conferences. Met. officers convinced of 
their patrician status by virtue of having being born in London 
and too lazy to move away. Not much of a virtue. Good. It’s 
always easier to lie to people that know that they are superior to 
you.  

“Let me put my cards on the table. My present job is to 
follow information systems to help avoid the screw ups where 
people think that they know more than they do. I came across 
your Russian through a policeman who gave him a clean bill of 
health without finding out all the facts. I have the chance to 
follow up on his background as part of a seminar I am attending 
in Albania as part of my retirement package. It will do my 
retirement career no harm at all if I can use him as an entry point 
to understanding international fraud. It will also put a fine gloss 
on my present job. Should it result in furthering police work here 
I know where the credit should go. After all I am off to pastures 
new.” 
Or help me and you will get all the brownie points without any 
work on your part. I didn’t voice that part, of course, nor did I 
mention that I knew Grubby and that his ignorance was brought 
about by their lack of help. 

“Help me understand what you think he was up to and why 
his Russian friends took such exception to him and what they 
were after. We can set up a mechanism where I pass on to you 
what I find. Perhaps our mutual friend can act as a conduit?” 
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“We think that he was trusted to transfer funds with a 
Russian interest to a more convenient foreign bank. The funds 
did not all arrive and the theft could have been in the recipient 
bank. Unfortunately for our Russian they had contacts in an 
American organisation that had the ability to watch and match 
lots of different accounts and that suspected the money had 
arrived in a different account in a different country. These 
suspicions were confirmed when he did a disappearing act. 
Obviously not a good enough act as they knew the people who 
had provided him with the false passport. 
We assume that they wanted to be reunited with their money and 
thought the information might be on his computer. 
Unfortunately the interrogation was more enthusiastic than 
skilled. After they overdid the questioning they stole the hard 
drive and crudely made it look like a violent robbery. We don’t 
know if they gained any information from the hard drive.” 
What followed was a reiteration of the evidence and the injuries. 
It seemed that the people involved were unknown and if a lowly 
member was found he would know nothing. I told them nothing 
using a lot of words. 
I learnt nothing about the nature of the group I was talking to. I 
did get the name of the officer in charge ostensibly for the 
passing back of information but really to use in conversations 
with the Albanian police. 
Phoning the number that John had given me I was given the 
name of a pub. I might get on with these people. …… I didn’t. 
The pub was easy to find but not worth finding. The houses 
around it had been whatever the opposite of gentrified is. I 
became convinced that they should smell of boiled cabbage. 
The pub itself had once had a snug and a lounge but now it was 
one large room dominated by a football TV. Not even a 
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dartboard. The barman, that I took to be the land lord, heard 
everything but would remember nothing. I was greeted by a 
middle aged man with tattoos mainly hidden by smart casual 
clothes. I recognised the voice from the phone. I responded to the 
greeting by asking him what he was having. He seemed to have 
no doubts as to who I was. I don’t suppose the pub attracts many 
casual visitors. We took our drinks to a table by the window. I 
was definitely on his ground. I decided to skip the small talk. 

“John tells me you are the man who knows all the players 
and what is going on.” 

“I stay healthy by being careful who I talk to.” 
“Good. The ones I’m interested in are quite careless with 

other people’s health. I’m sure that you and your friends would 
be better off without them.” 

“If you mean the Russians, the planet would be better off 
without them.” 

“That’s exactly who I mean. The more you can tell me about 
them the more I can pass on, suitably cleaned up, to those that 
can make their lives difficult.” 

“I say Russians. Most of the bosses are but the hired help, 
the muscle, are from all those little countries that Russia used to 
run. The bosses are involved in schemes that most honest villains 
wouldn’t touch but they are at least business men. They don’t 
want to attract attention because it’s bad for business. The 
“muscle” is in a different league; out of control and not that 
smart. With that Russian banker that got hurt I was told the 
bosses just wanted their property back plus a little punishment to 
stop others getting ideas. The animals just wanted their fun. That 
makes life difficult for everyone. You can’t do business with 
people you can’t trust.” 

“What was the property the bosses wanted back?” 
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“Laundered money in a bank account they couldn’t identify 
never mind control. No details on where the money came from 
but obviously something and quite a lot of it.” 

“Names would be nice.” 
The man handed me a sheet of paper. On it were names divided 
into the powerful and the muscle. The list was typed. No hand 
writing to incriminate the provider. This man was organised and 
careful. I would retype the list onto the Metropolitan police 
headed notepaper that I had borrowed and pass it on to the suit 
with a request to thank the police for all their help. If there were 
any leaks in the system I could at least direct the flow of the leak.  
 

***** 
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The train to Gatwick takes forever. The British rail system uses a 
different dictionary. Express; Sprinter; Pacer all mean slow. It 
was written in the time of the horse, but it means I have time to 
think. 
The Metropolitan police didn’t seem to really know what was 
happening. They could have been playing their cards close but I 
felt someone else was doing the shuffling. The suit was using 
them like he was trying to use me. Being used by people does not 
bring out the best in me. The angel in my head says it is because I 
prefer to be open and cooperative. The devil on my shoulder 
thinks it’s because I’m bloody minded. 
The pub man, he never did tell me his name, had a clearer set of 
values. He preferred home grown duplicity and violence. Some 
things were intrinsically wrong. His essays on moral philosophy 
were probably marked at a young offenders unit with a sock full 
of batteries. He at least understood the name of the game. 
Missing money that was probably still Awol.  I would probably 
use a copy of the names written on Met. notepaper for my 
enquiries with the Albanian police. A photocopy would be most 
authentic. 
I was late at the airport but Laura’s plane was not for another 3 
hours so she was still waiting in the café. Intensely aware of video 
cameras I went to a table that I thought was in a blind spot and 
afterwards she came casually over. If I was caught on camera it 
would look like the hugs and smiles of a happy chance encounter 
and not an assignation. She gave me the name of her hotel. It was 
booked through an agency in her married sister’s name. I gave 
her the duplicate of her sister’s passport. It was a good fake. 
Quality is expensive. We shook hands and she went airside. I 
would not wait for the plane to take off but I would risk airport 
food. Life is full of danger.  
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Anne was in bed when I got home. I ate the fish and chips I had 
bought in the shed so as not to pollute the kitchen. Plates ruined 
the taste anyway. Her body stirred in acknowledgement of my 
coming to bed. Words had their time and place but it was not 
here. 
Lying in bed awake is supposed to give you time to organise your 
thoughts. I just get time to consolidate my confusion. Tomorrow 
I would be busy if I was going to be prepared for my flight for the 
following day. As I fell asleep the thought struck that I was 
heading for the entrance of a long dark tunnel. 
 
When I got into the office in the morning Laurel and Hardy were 
waiting for me. They apologised for the intrusion but claimed 
they thought it necessary. 

“I said the only numbers I knew were dates as I read 
history. My colleague, however, read sums and he has noticed 
something in one of the E-Mails from Simon Lauderdale. It 
contains a large number that’s supposed to be about a bank 
account but is really a large prime number plus one written 
backwards. Don’t ask me what sort of person notices things like 
that. It can’t be healthy. Apparently prime numbers are the holy 
grail of cryptography. We have not passed this on to our mutual 
friend. We feel we have more in common with you as you are 
about to retire and so are we. We should discuss retirement plans 
to see if we can be mutually supportive. Laura can probably 
benefit from retirement advice as well.” 
My reaction to this last sentence must have shown. 

“I apologise for being vulgar. Time is very short but that is 
not an excuse. I hope that you can believe that our interests are 
mutual and what we see and what we tell are often different. Tell 
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our friend what you must but keep your own council. You will 
need help on the cryptography side and we could have reasons to 
help.” 
If the idea was to win me over to their side whilst worrying me 
about what they knew it was a success. Good manners suggest 
standards of behaviour which you want to believe in. 
 
The morning journey to the airport was a dream , meaning I was 
half asleep most of the time. The flight was at a civilised hour so 
that to get there in time for check in I had to get up at an 
uncivilised one. All my years of shift work meant that I can 
manage on auto pilot. 
Unlike Laura I was flying on a real airline. I was still flying cattle 
class but I was Sir and instructed to have a good flight. My bag 
checked in it was now time to try my new passport. Looking 
nervous at passport control is normal. The suspicious ones are 
the over nonchalant. It is a difficult balance to strike and bad for 
your blood pressure. The process took a few seconds and no one 
in a trench coat followed me. I realise that following would be 
done on security cameras but I resisted the temptation to look for 
them. 
An hour to try the fine cuisine of Gatwick or buy a paper and 
attempt the crossword. 
I settled for a coffee and multiple visits to the toilet. When the 
P.A. system said that they were boarding at gate 34 I believed it 
even though I know it meant queuing not boarding. 
A window seat, a minor victory and no adjacent three year old or 
whining seven year old behind. I can look forward to three hours 
of boredom punctuated by the meal you would send back at a 
restaurant and a variety of purchasing opportunities. I should 
have bought the crossword. 
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ALBANIA 
 
The usual rush when we landed even though the final outcome 
would be decided by the luggage belt. I stayed seated and 
adjusted my watch. 
Collecting my case I headed for passport control, no problems, 
and customs where it was nice to see real customs officers. I read 
once, I think, of a country whose death penalty was carried out 
by being shot as you walked along a corridor from cell to exercise 
yard without ever knowing which day it would happen. British 
airport customs is like that. 
Avis was near arrivals and I apparently had a car booked. The 
usual formalities and the car was duly delivered. I took the car 
after a careful check for damage and drove to the nearest parking 
place where I loosened the fuse for the horn. 
Taking the car back I pointed out the fault and had, after much 
pressing of the horn button, a different car delivered. I’m sure 
the new car also had a tracking device but I try not to make life 
easy. 
Driving a new car in a new country and a new city is a trying 
experience and I was pleased to reach my Hotel unscarred. The 
Hotel was discreet but pleasant and I thought about changing my 
room but decided that pointless paranoia was too tiring. I asked 
for a safe box and I decided to keep all the documents I wanted 
read in there.  
 
The Leks I had changed before leaving meant I wouldn’t have to 
go to the bank until the morning. I had enough for a taxi and a 
meal. I hailed a taxi outside and I thought of asking him to take 
me to his cousin’s restaurant. Instead I asked for the nearest 
reasonable restaurant. The result was probably the same. The 
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meal was good enough to forget quite quickly. It repeated itself 
neither on the brain nor the stomach. The waiter’s English was 
better than my Albanian so perhaps my phrase book wouldn’t be 
overused. The beer, or lager, was drinkable so I decided on a 
period of people watching at the bar. Sad to say no man in a 
homburg hat was watching me. I walked back to the hotel along 
the route the taxi had taken. If I was followed they were very 
good. I should get a map at the hotel and work out the route to 
Laura’s hotel. 
 
The evening saw me at a bar with Laura. There should be a word 
for what I felt. Excited and relaxed at the same time. She was 
having an adventure. 
 
Her camera was nearly full already, it didn’t have a huge 
memory. I offered to dump them onto a CD through my laptop 
but she said she had found a place that would print them and put 
them on a disc. I suggested changing the date on the camera so 
that the indexing wouldn’t arouse suspicions. She said her 
solicitor would need the correct date. Admiring other people’s 
pictures is difficult when they capture a memory you don’t share. 
I will admire later pictures. We discussed our plans for the 
morning but not this evening. When we hailed a taxi she gave the 
driver the name of her hotel. 
 
It was closer to my first appointment than my hotel but I still got 
up early enough to catch a taxi back. It would be better turning 
up in my hire car and I needed to wash and change. I tried to 
make no impression in the foyer of either hotel. The security 
cameras told me I was deluding myself. 
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My appointment was not at the main police station but at a 
discreet one close by. I parked in what I took to be the visitor’s 
car park and was buzzed in to the main foyer. The sergeant at the 
front desk was young with an immaculate uniform and a very 
organised desk. Showing him my letter of introduction, which 
was written in English, he gave every sign of understanding it. 
Presenting an Albanian letter at the average English nick would 
probably get you arrested. 

“If you care to wait here Sir, I will see if the officer 
concerned is available.” 
I couldn’t pin down the accent. American? South American? I 
have no idea what a Cuban  English accent sounds like but I 
settled for that. A very brief phone call and the lad smiled and 
continued to tidy the already immaculate files. I wouldn’t want 
him by my side for a drunken Friday night pub brawl but the 
paperwork afterwards would be immaculate. A graduate entry 
destined for higher things I assume. 
The lad’s older clone came out, shook me by the hand, and 
ushered me into an office that was remarkably unremarkable. It 
takes effort to give a room no personality. I gave him my 
introductory letter but although he read it I had the impression 
that he had already been briefed. 

“I’d like to thank you for seeing me. I’ve not been in your 
country long enough to have made any progress but I hope we 
can be of help to each other, Meeting people in the flesh is always 
helpful I think.” 

“I’m sure that we can help each other. Albania has, in some 
circles, still got a reputation that attracts the wrong sort of 
people. We want to attract money into the country, naturally, but 
not the sort that brings problems. We have enough problem 
people of our own.” 
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!I have here a list of the wrong sort of people from London. I 
doubt if they will make their way here except perhaps the more 
important ones. A list is always useful, in the future, for seeing 
connections.” 
I gave him a copy of the Met’s list and he made a photo copy and 
handed it back. 

“You’re right, intelligence is always useful. I will make sure 
that it is seen by the right people.” 
He then gave me a quick briefing as to the problems with 
international money and the effort his country was making to 
become more transport and internationally acceptable. It was a 
nicely prepared speech. 
He gave me his card with his name Besnik Dosti and said he 
would be pleased to talk on the phone if I needed, or could offer, 
any further help. On the way out he casually reminded me that I 
was not a policeman in this country. Message received. I loudly 
thanked the desk sergeant, in the officer’s hearing, for being very 
courteous and helpful. It doesn’t hurt to get on with the people 
who control access. I was happy to find my car still there with 
nothing under the wipers. I headed now for the bank where my 
money was deposited. No mysterious car followed me. I found a 
parking spot within a short walk of the bank and checked I had 
my passport and bank details. My passport had been accepted at 
immigration but now money was involved. If I made my living by 
fraud I would have a peptic ulcer by now.  
There was no queue at the bank cashier’s window to give me time 
for my anxiety to grow so I presented my passport, by now my 
very fake feeling passport, at the security window and tried my 
practised phrase book Albanian. The cashier replied in stilted but 
intelligible English and asked me to wait outside a small office 
for a manager. My wrists could already feel the handcuffs. 
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The manager, a genial looking man in his late twenties, ushered 
me into the office where we sat in equal chairs at a small desk 
with a computer. Looking at my passport he typed in my details 
and then in English too good to be from an Englishman said. 

“I see that you are the police delegate at the banking 
conference”. 
My surprise must have registered. 

“No police state involvement. When a reasonably large sum 
of money is deposited from abroad most countries now want 
details of where the money came from and for what purpose. It is 
to combat money laundering though why they think money 
launderers would tell the truth is never explained. I think that 
your position must count as trustworthy so would you like 
temporary debit card that doubles as an ATM card? It will make 
your stay simpler.” 
I thanked him for his consideration and filled in the inevitable 
forms using the hotel as my address. He gave me a card and a pin 
number in an envelope plus the cash I had asked for. 

“If I meet someone from your bank at the conference I will 
be sure to tell how well I have been treated.” 
I think it was the correct answer. 
On the outside of the bank I noted where the ATM was and 
resolved not to use the debit card and to always use the ATM 
card at the same bank, one near my hotel, the same amount each 
time. Card transactions are too easy to trace. I realised that I had 
forgotten to ask what the amount was that triggered enquiries 
about provenance. I can ask at the conference and how repeated 
smaller amounts are spotted. 
 

***** 
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The two men that followed me from the bank were not 
policemen. It’s not just criminals that can spot a copper. I 
wondered who had alerted them. They had the sort of confidence 
that comes not from a position of authority but from a physical 
presence. A car was following them which made them more 
obvious as it was going too slowly. 
When I got to my car the two men got into their car. I childishly 
waited until their car had to pass but soon after I set off it was 
behind me. Despite it being a strange city it was easy to lose them 
thanks to well timed traffic lights. I kept an eye out for it and any 
other car that they could have radioed but nothing. 
I expected to be out of my depth in banking circles but not in 
police or criminal ones. I resolved not to lead them to Laura and 
to be wary of people passing on information. 
 
 
The hotel room welcomed me from the corridor. The arm chair 
was comfortable and the air conditioning isolated me from the 
day so far. Looking out the window was probably better than the 
TV. I was too high to see if the match stick men on the pavements 
below included my shadows. The idea of a shower was attractive 
but the glue on the chair was quite strong. 
The shower was powerful with a well controlled temperature. 
Hotel bathrooms make you take advantage of them like the 
napkin in a restaurant. The towel was large; dry and fluffy, 
becoming a toga as I made wet footprints back to the chair. A 
cold beer would now be perfection but my new found decadence 
didn’t include using a mini bar. Couldn’t include.  
The program on the window hadn’t changed so the towel became 
my focus. Why are hotel towels so much better than the ones at 
home? At home they become sad reminders of past abuse. Here 
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you throw them into the bath and the hotel’s fairies turn them 
into fresh ones. People steal everything from hotels but you can’t 
steal the hotel fairies.  
Professional curiosity gets the better of me. How do the hotels 
keep their towels? Weaving the hotel name into the towel would 
deter some people but for others it would make them more of a 
souvenir. These were good quality but plain. If you take a towel 
they will bill you for it. How would I steal a towel without being 
billed? 
When house keeping prepares a room for the next guest they 
know how many towels should be in the room but they can’t 
identify an individual towel that’s not marked or numbered.  If I 
wanted to steal a towel I would wait until the morning, when the 
hotel fairy’s trolley is in the corridor, and steal a dirty one; store 
the dirty one in my bag and later steal the clean one from my 
room putting the dirty one in the bath. Why would that work? 
Because you only count the ones you expect to be stolen. If you 
did an inventory of the dirty ones at the end; unlikely; you would 
not know where it had disappeared.  
I wish my Delphic oracle was clearer. I suppose oracles are 
supposed to make you work.  
Towels; money: both steal able and unmarked but when is it 
counted and are there places where you wouldn’t expect theft? At 
least I have questions to ask. I just have to understand the 
answers. 
The first convention meeting would be in their hotel this evening. 
I was not in the convention hotel. I didn’t want to be that much 
under a magnifying glass. I gather it was to be a social get to 
know you event and that most of the delegates would be arriving 
today. This afternoon I had my own get to know you meeting. I 
had been threatened with culture so I put on my gallery shoes. If 
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a million icons beckoned I could at least be comfortable, perhaps 
not the religious spirit. I prefer the wine and wafer part of my 
cultural mass. 
Dressed for this afternoon and evening I took a taxi from outside 
to the convention hotel, entered and then left immediately via the 
underground car park. A couple of streets away I took another 
taxi towards Laura’s hotel but gave the address of a theatre two 
streets past it. James Bond would have been proud. I saw 
nothing en route but if they were any good I wouldn’t. I also had 
worries about drivers being questioned later on. 
The smile with which Laura greeted me reminded me what I was 
protecting. Sitting down for a few minutes before being bustled 
out would have been nice but she was ready to go with the engine 
running. Guide book in hand we were off. I probably need 
improving but I’m not sure I wanted it.  

The second gallery had a café which was the most welcome 
exhibit. I wanted her day to be a memory for us but my mind was 
churning. One painting stood out but only because the title was 
translated as “looking the other way”. 
Misdirection. That’s what magicians call the method of making 
you look the other way at a critical moment. 
With the towels you distract yourself. You’re looking the other 
way because of expectations.  
I’m told that with money movement no physical cash is moved, 
so what is moved. What, when and where? 
Laura is talking to me but I have not heard a word. I feel relaxed 
telling her that. No pretences. I don’t even pretend to like the 
pictures she does. Left to myself I would not have gone around 
galleries in the first place. Is that pretence? No! The desire to be 
in her company is real. We could have been touring sewage 
works or tractor factories. 
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“Is this what you expected Albania to be like?” 
“I’m not sure I had any expectations. I still haven’t. I’m just 

reacting to what happens. I don’t believe that we are here 
together. I don’t want to believe I just want to react.” 
The hand grasp was more than words. 

“Can we go back to your hotel?” 
There were no words in answer but I was led by the hand. 
 

***** 
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I wasn’t late for the conference meeting but I would be if I didn’t 
move quickly.  
I still walked several streets away before hailing a taxi. Instinct 
told me to be on my guard twice as much when there did not 
seem to be a reason. 
 
The hotel foyer was alive with people checking in. A large notice 
board was manned, sorry personned, by a female suit. She had a 
clip board and sets of welcome packs. I assumed that she would 
speak English as I had not bothered with my phrase book. I 
announced myself and she ticked me off. I ticked myself off. The 
welcome pack included a badge with my name and that I 
represented the British police. I resisted the temptation to pin it 
somewhere silly realising I was not a student. I was there to 
network and gain information. Answers would be even nicer. 
Thinking for a few seconds I realise my sort of people would be at 
the bar and even if they weren’t I could be disappointed in 
comfort. 
 I sat next to a group of Americans and looked forward to my first 
problems with language. One looked at my badge and told me to 
join them as he was not prejudiced against Limey bastards. 
Seeing, from his badge, that he was from Chicago I asked him if 
that was now the home of the Mafia. His companion said they 
wouldn’t let him in as he “showed no respect”. 

“True. My wife said that I’m a rude bastard. That was 
probably the nicest thing she said to me at the divorce case.” 

“A wife talking to a husband! That sounds quite rude.” 
“True again! Have another drink. If I don’t rack up the 

expense account my boss will think I wasn’t working.” 
“Cheers! I’ll have another beer. It’s surprisingly drinkable. 

What have you done wrong to be sent here?” 
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“We have to be seen to be trying to keep abreast of the 
criminal fraternity and my boss thinks that I’m the nearest thing 
they have to a criminal. From him that’s probably a compliment. 
And yourself?” 

“I’m here to learn how to steal money in case I need to steal 
some for myself. I need to listen to the technical talks about 
money movement so that I can do it without being caught.” 

“First mistake. Technical stuff is what they’ve already 
thought of. You’re looking for what they haven’t thought of. 
Besides you won’t understand it. I’m not sure they do. Most of 
the papers will be delivered by mindless bureaucrats who want a 
paper delivery on their C.V. You only need notice who they are so 
that you don’t get into a conversation with them later. What you 
need are the basics to understand what is really going on. They 
don’t come more basic than me.” 

“A tutor, just what I need. Tell me how do they really move 
money from a bank in one country to a bank in another?” 

“They don’t. Not physically if they can help it. Money is 
heavy and some bastard is likely to steal it, besides it would be 
very slow. Cash is just a token that you might have faith in after 
all. We just move electronic faith. We are moving credit facilities. 
John Doe in bank A tells bank B to give Bill Smith credit. Credit 
will also sometimes move the other way so at the end of the day, 
or month, bank A and bank B will add up all the credit moves 
and will work out much they owe each other and, if they trust 
each other, keep a running check on outstanding credit. At some 
point they might exchange credit token in the form of cash or 
gold but as these are only tokens they are as likely to use some 
other made up item like a form of bond. The only difference if it’s 
between countries with different countries with different 
currencies is agreeing on an exchange rate and that is done at the 
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initial exchange of credits. This sounds like banks trust each 
other, which they don’t, so a further complication is that they 
indulge in various forms of insurance. Who trusts insurance 
companies?” 

“So bank A doesn’t care if the money goes to the right 
person, only how much A and B owe each other at the end of the 
day?” 

“Essentially, yes, but if A sends it to the wrong person or 
the wrong amount bank B might not pay up. So they take care 
that it is the right amount and the right person. By right person I 
mean the person John Doe says. Accuracy and record keeping 
are the key and a certain amount of trust.” 

“What if the money I’m sending is not really mine?” 
“Now we are into money laundering. Making cash 

disappear or seem to have come from a legitimate source. A good 
way is to buy something valuable that you can sell anonymously 
for cash. Nobody buys houses or boats for cash these days. Too 
much paperwork. Oddly the only ones who might are those that 
won’t use the law if you have sold them something not Kosher. 
Those known to have other forms of enforcement.  Kruger Rands 
used to be popular but gold or diamonds would do.” 

“Or drugs” said one of his companions. 
“To make the money source seem legitimate you need a 

cash business like a casino. Who knows where your profits have 
come from?” 

“People used to buy chips for cash, lose a little, and then 
cash the chips in again with a receipt. You can then ‘prove` your 
cash is gambling winnings. Not something you can do often”  
came another addition. 

“Thank you for the tutorial. I need to digest that. Can I 
bother you again if my ignorance expands?” 
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“Sure! Hands across the ocean and all that. I won’t mention 
your name to my boss except on my expense account. He might 
expect me to use you for information you shouldn’t give.” 
I don’t mind you asking. If I don’t want to or can’t give it you can 
always supply the answer he wants and suggest it comes from 
me.” 

“I thought I was the criminal: but now for some serious 
drinking. What are you having?” 
The rest of the talks, those we got to, passed in a haze. I don’t 
think I missed anything. One man kept referring to ‘smurfing` 
and I resolved to ask Mr. Chicago, or Chuck as I thought of him, 
what it meant. Another time, perhaps, when the ceiling stopped 
spinning. 
 

 
***** 
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The taxi to my hotel involved no James Bond moves but the 
driver did view me with suspicion. I assume because he thought I 
might be sick. 
The shower helped but the bed did not. It wasn’t fitted with a 
gyroscope. Keeping my eyes open helped but did nothing for 
getting to sleep. I needed to keep the light on to stop the walls 
conspiring. My childhood bedroom wallpaper had little rosebuds 
for me to count. The ceiling and walls here were plain white but 
the lights produced a pattern of shadows. I tried to imagine 
rosebuds in the shadows but all I kept seeing were little blue 
Smurfs. If I took drugs other than alcohol I suspect I might now 
have rubber walls. 
I woke up with a mouthful of sawdust. If I woke up I must have 
fallen asleep but I don’t remember it. The clock said 6 a.m. Too 
early for breakfast but too late to go back to sleep, even if I could. 
Cleaning my teeth washed out some of the sawdust and another 
shower made me a little human. Coffee would improve matters 
but that would have to wait. Tea and coffee making facilities did 
not include the possibility of it being drinkable. 
My room had internet so I decided to spend the waiting looking 
up Smurfing. 
It would appear that money launderers would have small 
amounts of money paid in by little people to a central account in 
order to avoid the questions being asked when large amounts of 
money were moved. 
A human banker might spot odd transaction patterns but with so 
much traffic it had to be spotted by a machine. The computers 
had to be told what to look for and bring to the attention of a 
human. If people know the rules I suppose that they can be 
circumvented. Single very large transactions are questioned as I 
had been by my banker. How big is large? It seems to vary but be 
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about 10 thousand seems to be common. Smurfing avoids that so 
the machine looks for lots of smaller amounts to one common 
account that is later moved to somewhere questionable.  What is 
questionable? The account of somebody thought to be worth 
watching or to a country with banking rules that are lax or 
secretive. 
The clock now says that an outside café should be open. I don’t 
breakfast in hotels. I don’t have a soul but I like my surroundings 
to pretend. I finish dressing and take a notebook and my encoded 
list of bank movements with me in search of humanising coffee. 
 
The café I enter is a workman’s café. The locals have a glass of 
something, probably alcoholic, next to their coffee. The very 
thought makes my stomach contract but the coffee smells good. I 
settle for a coffee, pastry and something that might be orange 
juice. I use the word coffee but the rest I point to. I have had 
worse breakfasts and I settle with my notebook, bank sheets and 
a second cup of coffee within hailing distance of being human. 
I decode and transcribe the bank sheet with dates taking care to 
put no headings on the columns or account details. I could just 
turn up at the bank where Boris worked or phone for an 
appointment but I decided instead to phone Besnik to put in a 
word for me. As I had been reminded I was not a policeman in 
this country and I suspect that the real police here were not to be 
ignored. I would go to the conference again this evening to meet 
people. I didn’t really understand the papers but the networking 
might be useful. Meanwhile I would get some business cards 
printed. Exchanging cards seemed to be expected. 
 

***** 
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I phoned Besnik from a public box. The bar phone was too 
public. I got his sergeant first but he remembered me and quickly 
transferred me. I explained that I wanted to be accepted at the 
bank and that I wanted only to look at specific accounts for a 
limited time period and that breaking confidentiality is not on 
my agenda. Any suspicious findings I would share with the bank 
and obviously with him. I did not want to upset anybody or 
exceed my authority. He said he would phone the bank and get 
back to me. I gave him my mobile number. The police could 
afford the roaming charges. 
I had seen a machine that printed business cards in the railway 
station when I had looked in as I was walking to Laura’s. I’m not 
sure why I had looked in but curiosity was second nature. The 
taxi ride was short but I must return to the A.T.M. before I run 
out of cash.  
The machine in the station had a language selection button so it 
was easy to follow. I had to select a picture but they didn’t have 
handcuffs or a truncheon so I settled for an Owl. I don’t know 
why. The card gave my name; mobile number; E-Mail address 
and my title with the police. The letters would mean nothing but 
they were pretty and impressive. The phone rang and I was told 
that an appointment had been made for two hours time and that 
I should get full cooperation. He gave me the name of the official 
I had an appointment with and reminded me that I would keep 
him informed. I thanked him and reassured him that it was my 
interest to be of help. For once I was telling the truth. I took a 
taxi to the ATM and then on to the bank. I was far too early but 
food would be acceptable. I must start using my hire cars. 
Perhaps a trip into the country with Laura? I’ll mention it and let 
her plan it. The meal in the restaurant was terrible. I should stick 
to taxi drivers’ cousins. The meat had been killed to stop it dying 
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and the ‘sauce’ was made from wallpaper paste. The vegetables 
were, I thought, out of a can from the Crimean war. I avoided a 
sweet and coffee to give the stomach pump operator a chance. 
My language skills were not up to complaining but I didn’t leave 
a tip. 
I was early for my appointment but the manager did not keep me 
waiting. He seemed genuinely keen to help. 
I told him I was looking into some aspects of Boris’ death which 
might be related to an account. He seemed to be surprised that 
Boris was dead and genuinely upset. I gave him the account 
number and the dates and he called them up on a screen. The 
account showed the transfers, but to St. Lucia not Panama, a lot 
more and less often but two days earlier than some of the dates. I 
asked if Boris was in charge of any other accounts and we found a 
second account with the earlier dates and amounts from St. Lucia 
to that account. It also showed movements to Panama that 
matched my figures and transfers to a third account the same day 
as the transfers from St. Lucia but for a value of 1% of the large 
amount. The third account showed transfers of the 1% to St. 
Lucia. 
I asked who owned the second and third accounts? 
The second account was owned by the same people as the first 
but all the paperwork went through Boris. The third looks like it 
may have been owned by Boris himself.  

“Would you have questioned the second account for money 
laundering?” 

“Now I look at it I might the system wouldn’t. A large 
amount in and repeated small amounts out is the very opposite 
of what it would expect.” 

“And the third account?” 
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“That looks like a commission. The only odd thing is that it 
was sent separately assuming you knew the two accounts were 
connected. I might now guess that the commission was suspect 
but it was too infrequent and insignificant for the system to flag.” 

“Thank you for your help. If I find out anything I’ll let you 
know.” 

“If Boris has any relatives please pass on my condolences. 
You didn’t say how he died” 

“He caught something unpleasant from a fellow 
countryman.” 
 
 
Back in my hotel I typed up a summary of what I had been old 
and E-Mailed it to Besnik with a copy for Laurel and Hardy via 
Patrick’s E-Mail address. Now I really needed to go to the 
conference tonight to try and network. I phoned Laura to say that 
I couldn’t come over tonight but tomorrow we would go for a ride 
in my hire car if she would plan a route. I’m not sure, on 
reflection, why I trusted the phone, but it was mobile to mobile 
and, as it happened, she was not in her hotel. 
 
 
The conference seemed to be in full swing when I got there 
meaning that papers were being read in the conference hall and 
smaller meetings were scheduled for other rooms. The lounge 
near the bar was well stocked with independent workers. The 
female suit that had ticked me off was on point duty and I asked 
her if there were any representatives from St. Lucia. My best 
smile was rewarded with a couple of names. If she had asked I 
was going to say that I had promised to make contact but I had 
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forgotten the names. She didn’t ask but seemed pleased to have a 
function. 
Chuck was in the bar lounge and, taking him a drink, I showed 
him the names that I had written down. He recognised one of the 
names. 

“He’s a stand up guy. I’ve met him at a couple of these 
junkets. He’ll be in the conference now as he has to write reports 
for his boss but when he meets his boredom threshold he’ll come 
in here and I’ll introduce you to him. How’s your day been?” 

“Interesting. I’ve talked to a policeman and a banker and 
tried to poison myself with local food.” 

“How did you pay for the food?” 
“With cash.” 
“By cash I assume you mean Leks?” 
“Yes. The waiter asked me how I would be paying when I 

ordered.” 
“The correct answer was I will pay for my meal in Leks but 

the tip will be in Dollars.” 
“I never knew money was so complicated. I’ve usually 

solved the problem in the past by not having any. I seem to be 
making mistakes all the time. How do banks avoid making 
mistakes when they move money, I’m sorry I mean credit?” 

“They don’t. The movement involves a combination of man 
and machines and that’s bound to go wrong. It’s like those old 
fashioned movies aboard ships. The bridge sends an order to the 
engine room. They call the order back and the bridge repeats it in 
confirmation. Bank A sends instructions to bank B with 
encryption and check codes. If it appears to be ok it repeats it 
back to bank A who confirms by resending. Lots of these 
messages are being passed so each job is given a number so that 
mix ups can’t happen. All this is done with a secure system that 
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splits the data into little packets. As you can imagine the chances 
for errors to creep in are high so the robustness comes from 
rejecting dubious instructions.” 

“I’ll pretend to understand that.” 
“Here comes your man now. The paper must have been 

really boring. John! Over here! This is Peter, John. A British 
policeman serving arrest warrants on people escaping from 
meetings.” 

“Pleased to meet you John. As a fellow escapee let me buy 
you a drink.” 

“When a policeman buys you a drink either the evidence 
against you is thin or he wants something. I will not sell myself 
cheaply. I’ll have a malt whisky.” 

“You’re right.” I caught the barman’s eye and ordered a 
whisky. 

“I do want something. If what I want is difficult or illegal I’ll 
raise the payment to two whiskies. I’m investigating some 
strange transactions in an Albanian bank involving possible 
movements to a bank in St. Lucia. They look strange at this end 
but I need to know if they’re strange at your end. I don’t need 
details of the account or account holder, although I would like 
them, but I would like to know if they seem Kosher. 
I can give you the Albanian account number, dates and amounts 
and the account number and bank in St. Lucia.” 
I passed him a print out of the information and one of my new 
business cards. He looked at both closely. 

“It happens to be my bank. My boss is not big on disclosing 
confidential information and going behind his back might 
involve me in a career change. If I can tell him the British police 
think we might be the target for a scam and you turn out to be 
right I’ll get a pat on the back, he’ll take the credit and I might be 
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able to avoid writing summaries of boring pointless papers. It 
will probably be a three whisky favour.” 

“Cheers! That’s helpful. Why did you come out of the 
meeting early?” 

“I’ve heard the speaker before and some fiction does not 
improve with the retelling. I’ve got his handout and just to read 
that I’ll need a drink. Besides, Al Capone here and I have a deal. I 
have to go to the meetings and he has a bigger expense account 
than me so he gets the reports I write for my boss, plus the truth, 
and I help him pad his expenses.” 

“Division of labour: it’s the American way.” 
From his name tag I notice that he really is called Al but Galasso 
not Capone.  
 
 
Evenings of drink leave few memories. Not because of 
drunkenness but because sobriety throws a blanket of reason 
over what was important. A walk in the fog, finding your way by 
touch and shadows has it’s magic killed by being repeated on a 
clear day. I remember I must ask John or Al for a copy of the 
reports but not clearly why. Probably to flesh out my reports to 
somebody when I get home.  
I couldn’t have stayed too long because I woke up in my hotel in 
the morning only feeling slightly crippled. The return to the hotel 
holds no memories.  
This morning I’m taking Laura for a car ride. I remember when 
but not where. The haziness makes it feel like a first date. I phone 
and agree to pick her up away from her hotel. A first date hiding 
from her mother. 
The journey there is depressing. In a taxi you are free to see more 
but notice less. Driving yourself you are obliged to look at the 
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everyday. It feels like a town struggling to cast off the overcoat of 
a recent past.  
 
Meeting Laura brightens the day. Her clothes reflect a smile and 
my clouds lift. Not a first date but a companion. Her choice is a 
coastal drive from Vlore to Sarande. I find the starting point on 
the map, calculate a route and turn human. The journey to the 
coast is full of inconsequential conversation and I realise that 
what I feel is called  happiness. I am relaxed and happy. I was the 
first to see the sea and called it out like a three year old. I wanted 
to get out and put my feet in the sea to claim it. No flag just 
imperial toes. Instead I forced myself to wait until we reached a 
more isolated spot to perform our baptism. My Venus had 
already emerged from the sea. We found a cove, parked and took 
the sea into our liturgy. It was not isolated enough for other 
sacraments but whatever sins of the flesh I was spared were 
made up for by my thoughts. I was happy and did not even feel 
guilty about being so. The coast was unspoilt like you reminisce 
about after they build concrete hotels. What you forget is that 
unspoilt means nowhere to stop for a beer and a meal. Real 
unspoilt should be development free except for the beach café 
just where you feel the need. 
We stopped again just for a walk down the beach to throw stones 
at the waves. Back at the car I opened the boot to reveal that I 
can plan and be sensitive. A picnic. We took it back to the beach 
and reclaimed our kingdom. 

“I wouldn’t want to live by the beach but close enough to 
visit easily.” 

“Why not?” 
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“The sea has moods and you wouldn’t want to live with 
somebody moody. Visiting and finding a good mood would be 
different. If you find a bad one you can always move on.” 

“Where would you like to live?” 
“Mountains near the sea. Somewhere where people wanted 

to know what you did yesterday but not a lifetime ago. 
Somewhere that you belonged without being owned.” 

“And if we could achieve that?” 
“I like the word we!” 

The picnic finished, she wrapped up the remains, wrapped her 
arms around me and we dozed on the beach. Buzzing flies woke 
us. Every pearl has it’s grit. We finished the beach drive; had a 
drink in a pleasant café and drove back to her hotel. I parked the 
car in an underground park so the car could not be associated 
with the hotel and spent the night in happiness. My mind was 
working on quarter formed plans but I knew what the outcome 
was if not the details 
 
The following afternoon my hotel room felt empty and 
oppressive. So much so that I attended one of the formal 
meetings so that I would have a reason for feeling empty. We 
broke for a tolerable coffee and I was accosted by a beaming 
John. 

“My boss looked into your account. Humans could see it 
was odd but no machine would. The account revealed lots of 
transfers that were wrong. The transfers were rejected and 
returned and then reprocessed for a hundredth of the amount. 
Once would have been understandable but repeatedly becomes 
suspicious. The machine would not have been suspicious because 
it caught the fault as it was supposed to. I’m not sure what you 
would call machine smugness but I’m going for cybersmug. We 
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are not sure how it’s a scam but my boss is convinced it is. My 
boss is already taking credit which means I’m in your debt.” 

“I think that it is a fraud but I don’t think that you are being 
defrauded so much as used. When I understand it properly I’ll let 
you know so that your boss can be a fiscal genius.” 

“Excellent! Let’s go and let Al buys us a drink and you can 
explain to both of us the scam. It might end up, for the first time 
for me, with these conferences being useful. Not so useful that I 
have to come back, obviously, but perhaps my own office with a 
carpet and two windows. A man can dream.” 
Al was holding court as a latter day Falstaff. He seemed pleased 
to see us and got the drinks in. John told him that I had 
uncovered a scam and that he was about to be in the know. 

“As far as I understand it so far you send a credit 
instruction from account A in bank A to account B in bank B but 
with a deliberate mistake. The denial is sent back to account A 
but it gets diverted to account C in bank A which thinks it is the 
first move from B to C. Account C moves one percent to account 
D in bank A and then account D moves this to account B 
pretending to be account A. Account B thinks that this is a 
correction to the first attempt and transmits an acceptance. I 
need to work on the message sending and the encryption but the 
end result is that account A thinks it has sent money to B. B 
thinks it has only received a little money from A and C thinks it 
has received a lot of money from B and sent a little to D and D 
thinks it has sent a little to B. With luck everybody’s accounts 
balance and in reality a lot of money has moved from A to C 
whilst looking to bank A like it has been moved to B.” 

“So hot money has moved from one account in bank A to 
another whilst looking as if it has transferred to bank B?” 
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“Correct! Bank B has not lost but has been used. The loser 
is the owner of account A and the winner is the owner of account 
C.” 

“And the owner of account A will think Bank B has robbed 
him?” 

“To make things more murky account C is owned by the 
same people as account A. They might not, however, know that 
they own it.” 

“Sounds like plausible denial.” 
“Your boss was right you are the criminal type. I need to 

work on the details but when I know I’ll give both of you them if 
you give me a copy of your reports.” 

“That also sounds like plausible denial.” 
 
 
I felt very pleased with myself having got a grip on the essentials 
but realised I would need help with the details. Laurel and Hardy 
seemed the obvious choice for help. If I was right the money was 
not here and in all probability not in Panama either. The one 
percent in St. Lucia was probably thought of as a business 
expense and would, in any case, probably be appropriated by 
John’s boss. Understanding the details here might set me in the 
right direction for Panama but they had time enough to develop 
other methods there. Helping the locals would close down a part 
already finished with but what do I tell the suit and allow the 
Russians to know? 
I need to talk to Laurel and Hardy but in a secure way. My useful 
work here is done but I need to develop my tale for the A.C.C. 
and Anne. I need Anne’s brother in law to hear the right things. 
Going back into the formal meeting I introduced myself to 
everyone I could and gave out my business card. I gained a lot of 
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cards in return and wrote a brief thumb nail sketch about the 
person in a notebook cross referenced to the card. By the end of 
the evening I had established a real presence and probably 
damaged my brain forever. At the very least I had no soul left for 
any cross road sales. 
I escaped to my hotel feeling drained but with just enough energy 
to E-Mail Patrick to ask Laurel and Hardy to phone me. My bed 
was a welcome port. 
 
 

***** 
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The phone ringing woke me in the morning. The clock said it was 
getting up time anyway but my body was not a believer. 
The call was from Laurel so Patrick must have been very prompt. 

“I hear that you have not made yourself known at the 
British Embassy. I know that you like  to do things properly so I 
have made an appointment for you there this  evening. If you can 
phone them for the details I would be grateful.” 

“Thank you for your concern and help. I will certainly do 
that.” 
Laurel still had a certain discreet style. 
I phoned the Embassy and was put through to someone in trade 
who said I had an appointment with an honorary something who 
had decided to meet me in Kolonat to avoid the lack of parking 
outside the Embassy. Kolonat is apparently the Albanian clone of 
McDonalds. Such class and easy parking.  
A McDonald’s style breakfast would not have been my first 
choice to assuage my delicacy but I was here and the coffee was 
drinkable if not good. By my second cup I was getting restless as 
punctuality was normally part of Laurel’s armoury of manners. A 
diner in the next booth asked for the sugar and when he returned 
it I could see a note had been added to the serviettes in the 
caddy. It took an effort of will not to read the note straight away 
and react to the sender. Prudence led me to take a handful of 
serviettes and head for the toilettes. When I returned the sender 
had gone and I finished my coffee slowly, paid the bill, and 
headed for my car. The note had just been the address of another 
venue, a café, and a time. I looked up the street on my map from 
the car and, finding that it was within easy walking distance, 
decided to leave the car where it was parked. I took the map with 
me as I had no intention of going directly and I would like to find 
my car again afterwards. None of my spy film watching had been 
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wasted. My journey included going in and out of shops and 
doubling back. I drew a line at swallowing the note but flushing it 
down the toilet had seemed good. The café, when I found it, was 
clean and bright and there was Laurel hiding in plain sight. I 
asked if the seat at his table was taken and sat down. A chance 
meeting of two English tourists. 
Laurel apologised for the cloak and dagger but reminded me that 
Boris had thought he was being careful. 

“Don’t forget to phone the Embassy and complain about 
the no show at the Kolonat. They probably log complaints.” 
I didn’t ask how he got the Embassy to help or how he got here so 
quickly as I’m sure that it would be well covered. I did thank him 
for coming as I needed the information I was going to give him to 
be private. Any leaking was to be in our control. I handed a typed 
summary of the facts I had gained and of my speculations. In 
return he gave me the key to a post office box that he had set up 
in my name. 

“The speed and reliability of the post here is such that I will 
use a secure channel to generate a message here that will be 
placed in the box. I will send you a text with an offer from your 
phone provider for a cheap phone update to tell you that you 
have a letter. Leave any reply in the box and text this number 
with any message that contains the number 27.” 
All this was done very quietly and then he switched to a 
conversation about Albania loud enough to be heard by waiters 
and passers by but not so loud as to be vulgar. He recommended 
places to visit and things to see and I talked about the coast and 
the weather and was very English. He got up to leave and shook 
my hand saying that he hoped we would bump into each other 
again. Then, returning to his quiet voice as we were now close. 
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“One thing of concern, our American friends had the details 
of the transfers to Panama but claimed they knew the source of 
the funds. How?” 
After Laurel’s departure I sat down to finish my coffee and study 
my map in proper tourist mode. In reality my mind was chewing 
at his last question whilst my eyes discreetly took in all my 
neighbours. Their faces were stored in my brain’s paranoia file. 
A slow saunter back to my car. No more James Bond, as the 
whereabouts of my car was not a secret. I called in at the Kolonat 
to use the phone there to complain to the Embassy. They were 
very sympathetic and, I assume, logged the number of my call. 
Nothing to do now but wait and enjoy Laura’s company. If I 
needed to worry about something there was always the question 
about the Americans and what to leave carelessly in my strong 
box. It was probably too nice a day.  
 
I had what was, for me, a lot of money still left in my bank 
account. I would have to pay my bills but it still would leave a 
good residue. I had not been told to keep accounts and I won’t be 
coming back. Is the money mine? It must be as it’s in my 
account, or rather the account of the person on my passport. 
Changing a lot of it into dollars would make it more portable and 
probably get me better service.  The exchange rate will be terrible 
but Leks are monopoly money anyway. If the suit expected some 
of the money to go on facilitating information he won’t be 
expecting receipts and should the account become cash it won’t 
leave the same kind of trail. I can pay Laura’s bills from the 
account as she is not registered in her name and we will be 
leaving after I pay. I must phone Laura and ask her to book a 
good restaurant and anything else that appeals to her. 
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My taxi pulls up at my usual place near Laura’s hotel. 
She is dressed radiantly but only some of it is the clothes. The cut 
and the cloth emphasise the spring of life in her step. A disease I 
am willing to catch. I feel the infection suffusing my body and my 
cares and worries burn away in my new fever. I’m a little old to 
be a teenager. We go to catch another taxi and now the bounce is 
in my step.  
Even though I am more than occupied by the moment a little bit 
of me has to run in parallel. It’s the way I’m wired. The thoughts 
are on how to make this last. I’m very clear on what I don’t want. 
That is the thinking of a teenager. 
The restaurant was an excellent choice.   
She must have taken advice. If it is owned by the cousin of the 
advice giver it is a cousin with talent and style. 
At the end of the meal I was too full and well watered to be 
dragged on to the small dance floor but dragged I was and, 
surprisingly, I enjoyed it. I must be the person in my passport 
because this is not me. New identities are not just paperwork. 
New identities have to be complete, ask Boris. 
 
From the dance floor to the bar. Back to my real age. I need to 
understand what Laura wants. Pillow talk is fine but in vino 
veritas. She is still a teenager. She knows what she doesn’t want. 
Not back to a life time in a job that she is good at but not 
appreciated for. Not a life time alone. Not enjoying things she 
cannot share. 
I agreed to not a life time of slow comfortable decline. Not being 
moulded where the only way to fit into the mould is by throwing 
important parts out. We both needed adventures to continue but 
what price are we willing to pay? 
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In vino veritas but the pillow is the place for dangerous truths. A 
taxi back to her hotel but with little sleep in prospect. We both 
knew we were shaking the dice and hoping for a double six. 
 
 
Breakfast in a small café down the road. Breakfast but almost late 
enough to be lunch. Breakfast together with a new resolve. I 
never understood the significance of a wedding breakfast before. 
Today I am being taken to watch old American films with 
Albanian sub titles. I think I will scrub the sub titles. The cinema 
is an old picture palace but the royalty are not at home. They 
have let the building to the servants. By the entrance a man is 
begging and playing, on the penny whistle, what must be the 
Albanian Greensleeves. All the musicality had been sanded away. 
I threw some monopoly money into his hat but he hears us 
talking- 

“Thank you America. Yankee dodgers. The land of the free!” 
“Not guilty. We are English not Yankees1” 

The old film was just that: old. Few of the actors were born in 
America but it didn’t matter. They were all from somewhere. 
When you knew the American hero was really Italian it stopped 
mattering, so long as you knew. I could tell an Albanian I was 
English; American; Australian or from Gibraltar and they would 
believe me but not if I pretended to be Albanian. 
We wandered the streets afterwards just for the pleasure of doing 
something together. I would find a reason, a church, then she 
would find a record shop, then we would find an ice cream shop. 
Trying on the clothes of life to see what fits. We should have been 
talking about our plans, the risks we were taking, what to throw 
away, what to keep. Instead what flavour of ice cream we both 
liked seemed more important.  
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The bar said food and live music. It said it in at least six 
languages. It would be impolite not to go in after they had gone 
to such trouble. The music was a woman singing at a keyboard 
and another playing a stringed instrument I couldn’t put a name 
to. The string player would sometimes harmonize with the 
singer. I had no idea what they were singing about but it seemed 
to be the right degree of sad. Laura found white wine went with 
the music. I picked beer. We applauded after each song. We may 
have been the only ones but we were getting drunk together and 
the musicians seemed to appreciate it. 
 
My phone rang. Fortunately I had it on vibrate only and so it did 
not break the mood. The text message did. I had a letter waiting 
at the box.  I couldn’t pick up the letter until tomorrow but 
through the beer I was convinced I was on the way. No idea 
where. Laura’s flight home was in a couple of days and mine 
about the same. My flight was changeable if I wanted. I doubted I 
would. 
The night ended back at Laura’s hotel. We both knew it might be 
the last for a while and we had both just drunk enough to be 
comfortable just lying together. 
 

***** 
 



Kit Kirk 
 

101 

The letter was in the box as expected.  I forced myself to wait 
until I was having breakfast before opening it. Laurel said that he 
agreed with my basic ideas and that they thought that they 
understood the message switching, including copying the job 
numbers and sending some messages off into space to keep 
things tidy. They thought that the switching was through 
computer code inserted at the Albanian end and now, 
presumably, removed. Boris was the probable candidate for that. 
The Americans must also have someone at the bank to know that 
the second Albanian account was Mafia money. He must just 
have access to account records as he seemed to know the 
ownership but not the movement method. How did the Russians 
get to hear? They probably didn’t understand the method as they 
didn’t know that the Panama account seems to have done a 
sideways jump. That account seems to be empty as well which I 
don’t think our mutual friend knows yet as he seems to have been 
looking for where the first Panama account went to before the 
coding changed. The good news is that our large prime number 
hadn’t been used up to this point. By the time you get home we 
should be one jump ahead. In the meanwhile muddy the water at 
your end for the Russians and Americans. They could be the 
same person. 
 
I thought about the last part and didn’t like the thought. If I just 
muddied the water the Russians had a simplistic way of making 
it clear again. Boris can testify to that. The muddying has to be 
done by someone else. I assume the Russians will know that I am 
the suit’s lap dog. I need to get him to put his size tens in the 
mud. Any obscuring of the issues that he then uses will act as 
confirmation. My computer back at my hotel is due to be busy. 
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I type a summary of my ideas on the scam plus some of the 
details supplied by Laurel which I E-Mailed to Al, John and the 
A.C.C. with a request to send a copy to the suit. I print one copy 
to store in the strong box in case the other systems aren’t leaky 
enough. 
I wrote a memo to myself as an aide memoire that nearly all the 
money went to the one account in Panama and that others will 
check if it is still there. I E-Mail this to myself and again lodge a 
copy in the secure box. I write a letter to Laurel and Hardy for 
the post office box to say when I will be back, my intention to 
help with our retirement plan and to make sure all enquires point 
to our mutual friend.  
 
I needed to put my affairs in order; an unfortunate choice of 
phrase. I phone my bank and arrange to be able to conduct my 
account by the internet. The manager warned me that any 
international transfers would probably not be at a favourable rate 
but that there should be no problem. I had to choose a password. 
I thought of Laurel and Hardy but opted for Besnik instead. Not 
as secure a password but giving less away. Going to a local A.T.M. 
I drew out my maximum cash for the day. I intended this for 
presents. My debts I would pay by debit card. 
 
Present shopping seemed to take hours. I bought a bottle of good 
whisky for Al and John. A table cloth and place settings for Anne 
that the shop assistant said were of high quality and fashionable, 
at least that’s what I think she said. I then ran out of ideas for 
Anne’s brother in law; Tommy and John from the Mucky Duck 
so I went back to the whisky shop. Duty free might have been 
cheaper but I wanted things done. 
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Calling in at the conference hotel I gave Al and John the bottles 
and John said he had already E-Mailed me his reports. I thanked 
them again and promised to be in touch, which might be true. My 
liver and I avoided the liquid thanks. 
I also needed to be sober to drive to the airport and hand in the 
car. I would do the rest of my travelling by taxi rather than risk 
my flight through an argument with the hire company. As it 
happened the return was straight forward and paid for by my 
debit card. Would it have been so if I was in a hurry? 
 
Back in my hotel I packed most of my stuff; emptied the safe box, 
they’d had plenty of time, and told the front desk I was leaving in 
the morning so that my bill would be ready which it already was 
so I paid it with my card. 
I planned to spend the evening with Laura as we would be going 
to the airport at different times and I needed what time was left. 
In a days time we would be back on stage and it was important 
that we knew the script. She was very quiet when we met and, 
probably, so was I. It wasn’t doubt just unsaid things being 
actively unsaid. I had plenty of cash left so I gave her my card 
and pin number so that she could withdraw cash tomorrow to 
pay her bills. Nothing traceable. 
The evening meal was pleasant but tense and I wanted beyond 
reason to go back to her hotel and stay the night. What was 
reassuring was that she wanted it too. Prudence won. I could feel 
my old life sliding back and it was like a snake trying to put its 
old skin back on. 
 
I was up very early in the morning. Sleep must have happened 
but it didn’t feel like it. A shower made a small improvement and 
finishing packing my bags and checking my documents set me in 
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motion. I was still an automaton. The taxi came on time and I 
was far too early at the airport. I had to stare at a coffee waiting 
for the checkout to open and then passed through security. I was 
waiting in the wings for the first night and my stomach had 
caught the lift to the basement. I would plan my actions on the 
flight and, in the meanwhile, fail to complete a crossword. The 
news in the English paper did not belong to my world. I was the 
one that had changed not the world. I was an impostor. 
 
I couldn’t remember if I had told Anne when my flight was due 
in. I certainly hadn’t contacted her to tell her and I wouldn’t have 
expected her to meet me anyway. Reunions would be played at 
home. 
 

***** 
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ENGLAND 
 
Passport control was a long wait to be waived through with the 
most cursory of glances. I’m hoping that they are more alert than 
they look. Having collected my bags and passed unchallenged 
through customs I went into the toilet to safely stow my passport 
and retrieve my English papers and cash card. The English would 
not have cameras in the toilet. We do have standards. 
Going to the cash machine the man behind me quietly said he 
had a car outside and with a forcibly casual glance saw that 
Hardy had come to meet me. 
We left separately together and I found Laurel at the wheel of a 
car and got in. He picked up Hardy just around the corner. We 
would probably be on camera, unless he knew where they were, 
but would certainly not stand out. 

“Did you have a good flight?” 
“Compared with a three hour wait in a dentist’s surgery 

yes.” 
“Would you like some anaesthetic before I start my 

extraction?” 
His pulling into the car park of what looked like a pub for the 
workers in the adjacent industrial park seemed to indicate that it 
was a rhetorical question. In the lounge we stuck out like a sore 
thumb and so, probably, would anybody taking an interest in us. 
Hiding in full sight again. 

“We are going to take a risk now: I think a calculated risk. 
Can I assume that you are interested in our retirement planning? 
I appreciate that this puts you in a difficult position after a 
working lifetime following the rules. You will think carefully 
before you answer as this could have a profound effect on all our 
lives and those close to us?” 
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“I have no problem with breaking out of my straight jacket 
but I don’t want to change it for a box like Boris.” 

“Is your travelling companion also party to your plans?” 
“She is but we need better plans.” 
“Good! We will work on the plans. I think that our mutual 

friend is inclined towards using and discarding us. How do you 
feel about reversing that policy? 

“If you mean a fall guy he would be my first choice so long 
as neither of us is clumsy.” 

“My thoughts precisely. I won’t insult you by saying I’m not 
greedy but I do know where my interests lie and there is more 
than enough to go around. Here is a mobile. Don’t use it for 
anything else. I’ll contact you when I have some more 
information.” 

“Agreed! My only request is that you stay away from 
Laura.” 

“Of course. That is completely understood.” 
We finished our drinks and I noticed Laurel had been drinking 
alcohol free. I liked the care that he took. 

“Where can I drop you?” 
“The railway station at home.” 

The journey home was filled with conversation that would have 
fitted in to a vicarage tea party. Not that I have ever indulged. 
At the railway station I drank tea until a train that I could have 
caught pulled in then I went for the bus to home. 
   
The anxious flurry of pulling my bags off the bus left me at the 
bus stop in a quiet pool of inactivity. Shouldering one bag and 
pulling out the handle of the other I set off for home. The very 
familiarity made me feel me more of a stranger than in Albania 
because I was seeing things from a fresh perspective. The eyes of 
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a foreigner. You could not imagine the street having a public life. 
Each domestic castle had a garden moat and a barbican front 
porch. The curtained windows maintained a lookout against 
besieging Jehovah’s witnesses. A row of maiden aunts with 
cardigans done up to the last, top button. Crossing the short 
front drive drawbridge I opened my castle keep and laid claim by 
placing my bags neatly in the entrance hall. Had I come home or 
was I an invader? Certainly not a conqueror. No fanfare. No 
garlands strewn at my feet. The hallway mirror confirmed my 
existence but little else. I knew better than to call out my arrival. 
The heralds don’t turn out for the goat herd. 
Anne must have heard me come in as she opened the kitchen 
door to tell me to put my dirty washing in the utility room. 
Coming home at the wrong time was a big enough disturbance to 
the domestic routine without me adding to it. I entered my 
washing as directed, putting aside my wrapped present, then put 
all my paperwork on my desk to sort later but the private things 
went into my file marked computer manuals. I collected the 
present and broached the kitchen. 
 
Anne was rinsing things to go into the dishwasher whilst pots 
bubbled meekly on the hob. I noticed, not for the first time, that 
all pot handles were organised so that the ones on the left 
pointed left and those on the right to the right. It made sense, 
keeping the handles away from adjacent flames, but food should 
be about the senses not sense. 

“I’ve bought you a present from Albania. Where would you 
like it?”  

“I don’t think the kitchen is a suitable place for foreign 
presents. Do you? I’ll open it after we’ve eaten so you can put it 
on a side table in the dining room.” 
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My audience was at an end so I collected a fruit drink from the 
fridge and withdrew to the dining room placing the drink on a 
coaster. I collected the paper from the hallway stand and took it, 
the drink and the coaster to the living room to catch up with the 
lives of others. Important people with lives. 
By the time I had read those parts of the paper that required an 
I.Q. higher than the ink I could hear Anne putting the table on 
parade. I did not move. I would be called when required. Looking 
around the room I played the game of what would you rescue if 
the house was on fire? My answer … Me. A flippant thought but 
real enough. I didn’t dislike the home but I had no connection. 
If this was a middle age crisis I had left it very late and it wasn’t a 
crisis. It was a vacuum. Dinner was delivered. I was called to 
duty. Anne was a reasonable cook of what she did cook. A 
surprise would have been a surprise. 
I would still only rescue me. 
Admitting to yourself how dissatisfied you are is opening a door 
to a large empty room. It is frightening not welcoming. 

“I had a visitor whilst you were away. A very nice gentleman 
in a good suit. I didn’t get his name. He said you were doing 
some work for him whilst abroad and wondered if I had heard 
from you. I told him I hadn’t and that you were not in the habit of 
discussing work. He said that he would be in touch when you got 
back. He seemed much more respectable than your usual 
colleagues. I trust you made a good impression.” 

“I think that the A.C.C. will be pleased and your brother in 
law should get favourable reports. I must get to see him and 
thank him for the contacts and arrangements. You have not 
opened your present yet.” 
She wiped her hands carefully on the serviette and went to where 
the present was lying. It was not the childhood Christmas present 
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opening of energetic anticipation but the maiden aunt that saves 
the paper and string.” 

“That’s very nice. I will put it away and save it for a suitable 
occasion.” 
I think that meant the next time that the Albanian ambassador 
comes to tea. 
What was the suit doing visiting? He was either checking if I was 
a blabber mouth; working out my family relationships, or passing 
a message of the `I know where you live´ variety. I think he has 
plans for me. I must return the compliment. 
There was no ´how was the trip´ or ´what was Albania like´ or ´I 
missed you, did you miss me?’ It was not a lack of caring but a 
stone had been thrown into the pond, the ripples had died away 
and now the surface was re-polished. No more stone throwing 
needed. Anne had not changed. If any thing she was more Anne 
than ever. I had not fallen out of love with her. I had drifted into 
being a different person. Certainly not a better one. I had lived a 
life of rules. Maybe I had even believed them. I don’t disbelieve 
them, even now, but I no longer want to play. I can understand 
William Webb Ellis picking up the ball and running with it. I 
think that I might have wanted to puncture it too. 
Anne started to clear away the meal and I took my coffee and 
coaster to watch the news on the T.V.  If there was anything of 
interest I didn’t remember it when I woke up in the chair. The 
house was quiet. Anne must have gone to bed. I extracted my 
bathroom things from my bag and followed her. 
 
I’m sure that you can’t get jet lag flying from Albania. I’m sure 
but my body isn’t. Rolling over and going back to sleep was a 
good plan but getting up and going to the toilet was a better one. 
It was probably what woke me in the first place. In the bathroom 
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the mirror confirmed my worst fear. I was still me and if I was 
death warmed up he was using a fifty watt heater. My morning 
routine raised me to that in between state of being too awake to 
go back to bed and too asleep to face the world. Especially a 
world that contained people.  
Anne was still asleep so I collected my clothes quietly, dressed in 
the bathroom and left a note on the kitchen board saying I was 
going into the office and that I was unsure of my return time. 
The car started first time and the steering wheel was on the 
correct side. I must try to remember which way to go round a 
roundabout. My usual place in the car park was occupied so I had 
to find another, which didn’t improve my already fragile state. 
I went through reception on my way to the canteen and, seeing 
the same girl on Laura’s desk, stopped to pretend to be sociable. 

“Laura still not back?” 
“Not yet. Still on holiday, I think. H.R. wants my agency to 

let me stop on after her return so I expect I will get to hear all 
about it. She’s had very good weather. I never seem to be that 
lucky.” 

“Does that mean if she comes back brown it won’t be rust? 
We’ll be able to compare tans. Not that I got to do much sun 
bathing. I’m off to the canteen now to load up on cholesterol for 
half an hour. Could you see if the A.C.C. is available for a chat 
this morning? I’ll be in my office after the canteen.” 
The canteen was quite busy with both ends of a shift change. 
Coffee; orange juice, my token gesture to healthy eating but 
bottled so it won’t be too healthy; eggs; bacon; sausage and fried 
bread. Oh to be in England now that aneurisms here. There 
should be white bread and butter. You can’t mop up the plate 
with fried bread no matter how hard you try. Even if I wasn’t 
better I now felt better so I was ready to brave my office. Opening 
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the door gave up that unused smell. The cleaners must have been 
in as the waste paper basket was empty but the room was still full 
of damp reproach. I had collected my mail between the canteen 
and my office and started to refill the waste paper basket. Some 
people had to kill a lot of trees to be really useless. The mail 
rendered down to about three useful items all of which could 
have been delivered by E-Mail. My E-Mail tray was about as 
useful. One from Anne’s brother in law Cedric welcomed me back 
and suggested that I get in touch for a chat. I intended to do that 
anyway. Lots of invitations to things that I didn’t want to attend a 
few of which I would. 
The phone rang to say I had a meeting with the A.C.C. in ten 
minutes which made me very inclined to press the delete button. 
The A.C.C. looked genuinely pleased to see me. It is sometimes 
hard to tell with the politically savvy but this looked real. It 
would appear that John’s banker boss had phoned him to thank 
him for my unearthing a fraud and hoped that this would lead to 
mutually advantageous co-operation at their level. I have no idea 
what that means but it obviously put me in the A.C.C’s good 
books. A pleasant change. I had to explain to him how the fraud 
worked, I think he understood, and then, probably to his 
surprise, that computers were not the solution to the problem 
but the cause. I explained that in order for a computer to check 
lots of transactions to spot the suspicious you have to define what 
looks suspicious and if the criminals know these rules they can be 
used to conceal fraud. I was telling him that humans were better 
than computers at police work which is what he wanted to hear 
and now he had evidence for it. I omitted to mention that 
computers were only used because there was too much data for a 
human to process. I will leave it to my discussions with the 
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computer people as to how to make the computer search criteria 
less rigid, more fuzzy. 
I told him about the depth of contacts I had with bankers and the 
Albanian police if he wanted to consider some sort of 
international co-operation initiative. I didn’t mention how this 
could lead to international jollies for himself and his wife. Some 
things you could rely on his seeing for himself. Neither of us 
mentioned the suit and that suited me as I didn’t feel fully 
prepared. At least I had one person that seemed happy. 
To lower the tone I mentioned that I would be trying to ‘dialogue’ 
with the Panamanian bank but this would probably not mean a 
visit. He seemed content with me spreading the co-operation net 
on the cheap. 
 
A good morning’s work. Now I needed to set up a meeting with 
Laurel and Hardy followed by Anne’s brother in law. Contact 
with Laura must wait until she’s back at work. Phone calls leave 
traces. 
The mobile that Laurel had given me only had one number in it 
under the name of ‘international consultants’. I phoned and a 
woman answered by asking who I wanted to speak to. I said 
Lawrence and that seemed to be sufficient. Lawrence came on 
the phone and he welcomed me back. I said that I would like a 
meeting with both of them and he said that he would phone me 
back with a time and place. The entire phone call was less than 
four minutes and I knew that things were starting to move. 
I needed to renew my acquaintance with real beer before my liver 
rejects my body as being a foreign object. I could always phone 
the in-laws from the Mucky Duck. That’s agreed then by my 
committee of one. 
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“Good day comrade! Did you bring me any cheap bar staff 

back from Albania?” 
“I was going to but they all spoke good English and so 

wouldn’t fit into your emporium. Just a pint of bitter please to 
check if I still like it.” 
John poured my pint and then made a great display of checking 
my money for Albanian intruders. Which reminds me I have 
accounts to sort out. 
I phoned Cedric and asked him if he would like to meet me for a 
chat. I suggest now in the Mucky Duck. He didn’t seem to need 
much persuasion so I gave him directions and told him that I 
would tell his wife that we met in my office, which is nearly true. 
I was half way down my second pint when he arrived. I got him a 
gin and tonic and took our drinks to a quiet corner. The pub was 
nearly empty at this hour.  

“I’d like to thank you again for all the contacts. They were 
very useful. The papers at the meeting itself were a little dry and 
beyond me but I have copies and summaries if you would like to 
see them.” 
It wouldn’t  hurt if Anne heard that I had been working. 

“I heard that you managed to uncover a new means of 
committing a fraud. I told you that you have a future after the 
police. It didn’t harm my reputation either. Networking is very 
important in this game so you need to keep your contacts open.” 

“I see now that you are right. I intend to do just that, in fact 
I would like to open one more.” 

“Excellent! You know that if I can help you only have to 
ask.” 

“As a matter of fact I hope you can. The fraud I discovered 
in Albania didn’t stay in Albania. It moved on to Panama. I would 
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like to follow it up. It probably won’t lead anywhere and I doubt 
if I could get funding to visit Panama but I like things to be tidy.” 

“I have a contact here in England with good Panamanian 
connections. They are a secretive lot over there but if I tell him 
that you have uncovered a fraud in Albania and you might help 
him uncover a matching one in Panama he might have a good 
self interest reason for helping. It will be a good test of your 
diplomatic abilities which are also important in this job. Talking 
of diplomacy you say that this meeting was at your office?” 

“It certainly was. I had better describe my office so that you 
can hold up under interrogation. Can I fortify you with another G 
and T?” 
The rest of the conversation was social filler. He promised to talk 
to this contact and give him my phone number. I promised to 
send copies of the papers and summaries. I described my office. 
He described a golf game. After that my memory switched off. 
After he left I stared into my beer and became maudlin. I had 
told him that I like things tidy. I don’t. I quite like tidying things 
up in my mind but a tidy life is one step away from the grave. 
Like golf! 
 
John had left a newspaper on the table, part of his campaign for 
enhanced customer service economy style. I glanced through it 
idly. The paper contained an advert for a coastal sailing course. I 
needed something to give me exercise and a new interest. The 
sight of the sea in Albania had stirred a latent, a very latent, 
inclination. I could afford it with the money left from my 
Albanian account and I could tell Anne that you meet the right 
kind of people in sailing; which is probably true. It at least 
sounds true. It also gives me occasional time away. Not much 
coastal sailing where we live. 
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I give them a phone call and they promise to E-Mail me their 
brochure. I’m strangely excited at the prospect. I sailed a little in 
my youth. Mainly simple dinghies. It’s more credible than golf. I 
still haven’t contacted Laura but she will be back at work soon 
and we can re-instigate coffee. That would be normal. 
 
The office beckoned. My real office. I needed to make a display of 
some police related work. In my position I could probably get 
away with very little, for a while, but it won’t hurt to don the 
breast plate of industry. A full set of armour might get in the way. 
I decided to risk my health with one of John’s bar meals first. I’m 
sometimes quite slow to learn. 
Driving back to the dream factory I felt to be in ballast. The 
sailing course must be on my mind. 
Back in my Trapist cell, are they allowed to talk on the internet, I 
logged on and checked my E-Mails. The brochure was there so I 
sent that to the printer. Some of the other mails were questions 
from the brain dead which I answered with links to other sites 
that might have more patience than me. The police entrance test 
should really include a brain scan. 
I write a general file about the Albanian scam, how it works and 
the part played by blind reliance on computer rules. Next I write 
several E-Mails to the computer professionals I know asking for 
their comments on making systems more robust. I questioned 
the possibility of making the rules more nebulous and in spotting 
patterns not just rule breaking. I wove the file into the E-Mails, 
much more personal than an appended file and more industrious 
looking without more work. 
I used a utility that I had written a while back to post them off at 
set intervals and then log off. The art of looking busy at work was 
capable of being computerised. 
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John’s bar meal had started to set so I packed my print out and 
slipped out quietly for a coffee in a café on the way home. 
Anne was having a tea break when I got in. Not a mug on the 
kitchen work surface tea break but a full blown tea pot; milk jug 
and sugar bowl in the dining room. It would appear that tea 
tastes better when you pretend to be at the Dorchester. I asked 
her if there was enough in the pot for me and the answer came in 
the form of a reminder to bring a saucer and something to stand 
it on. Pouring my tea I put the printed brochure on the table and 
started my sales pitch. 

“Your brother in law says I have to establish lots of social 
contacts if my retirement career is to blossom.” 

“It seems to have worked for him.” 
“That’s the problem. His contact field is the golf club and I 

don’t play. I could learn but that field is already crowded. I need 
to find something different that attracts the right sort of people. 
Something I could be good at. It occurred to me that I used to sail 
a little in the dim and distant past and sailing certainly attracts 
the people I need to get on with. A totally different class of boat 
of course and if they owned the boat I would have to be a useful 
crew member. I found this course I could do that gives me a 
certificate to say that I am a competent crew member.” 

“I expect it is expensive?” 
“The five day course is not cheap but it is reasonable. The 

brochure is here. I have a little money put to one side that I could 
use. I think it would be an investment. I am told that the social 
events in a sailing club are much more civilized than in a golf 
club. I’m not sure what they meant by that but I assume that if 
you own your own boat you are unlikely to be a social outcast.”  
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“I hope you don’t expect me to learn. If I want to get wet I’ll 
go to a spa. I’m sure I would get sea sick and all that salt water 
can’t be good for your hair.” 

“Think about it. If you want to come along I’ll book two 
places, otherwise just one. The accommodation is mostly on the 
boat but I’m sure we could find somewhere in the evening to 
have a bath and use the toilet.” 

“Just book one place. Meeting the right sort of people does 
seem a good idea but my doing this course does not. Finish your 
tea. I need to get on.” 
Anne used the tray that I had not noticed to bustle the tea things 
away. The brochure was on the table unread. She would have 
wanted to see it if it had not been there. I will phone and apply 
tomorrow. I suppose I should ask for a reading list so that I am 
not the class dullard. When I know the dates I shall arrange my 
work schedule to match. Some of the Albanian money will be 
going to a good cause and I’m strangely excited at the prospect. 
 

***** 
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My mobile phone rang and when I answered it was the 
Panamanian banker that Cedric had promised to contact. He 
lived about ten miles away so I offered to meet him in a pub we 
both knew. Not the mucky duck. My stomach would not forgive 
me that. He thought tonight would be a good idea and I thought 
that I recognized a fellow escapee. I told Anne that I was going to 
meet a contact Cedric had given me and I took the silence to be 
permission. 
 
The pub had a large car park and a fenced children’s playground, 
a pub born in the sixties. Not from a tradition of mail coaches 
and busty serving wenches but of returnees from package 
holidays in the sun. Having experienced outdoor, family friendly, 
restaurants an English shadow was created. Not Paella but 
chicken in a basket; a playground that could be used for two 
months of the year. The food will have become better but you can 
look in vain for a dart or cribbage board. Busty barmaids are still 
on the menu. 
I had agreed to meet at the bar. There were two men at the bar. I 
assumed that the tattooed greaser was not the banker. I 
approached the middle aged man. 

“Peter Bradshaw. You must be ……” 
“Victor Castillo; not the famous one, he’s from Chile.” 
“I’ll pretend to have heard of him. My ignorance I’m sure.” 
“He’s a painter. Not really my taste.” 
“Can I get you another drink?” 

I ordered a pint for myself and a G and T for Victor. We moved to 
a small corner table that seemed to be one of the few places for 
drinkers rather than diners. This was a critical moment so I must 
tackle it with confidence. 
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“Did Cedric tell you what my problem was?” 
“Only in very general terms.” 
“As a member of the British police I am interested in the 

bank accounts of dubious people but my interest at the moment 
is in banks being defrauded. I have uncovered one such fraud in 
Albania but the money has been moved to a Panamanian bank. I 
suspect that this bank has been, or will be, subject to a fraud. In 
this I suspect that the bank will either suffer a direct loss or be 
known for a lack of security. I’m sure that a loss of credibility will 
amount to a serious loss in itself.” 

“We certainly rely on our reputation but that includes a 
reputation for privacy.” 

“This is what the fraudsters rely on. I don’t want to break 
any confidence nor am I interested in where the money comes 
from. I know where the money comes from. I want merely to tell 
you how the last fraud worked. I doubt, but do not know, they 
will use the same system again. I will tell you the name of the 
account and the dates of transfers. I doubt the money is still in 
the account. The fraud will be in the way it moves on. I would like 
you merely to look at the account and see if everything is above 
board. I would also like to supply you with a list of names of 
people to see if the bank has had dealings with them. Again I 
don’t want to know details of their financial position but I’m 
suggesting that you could cross reference with my suspect 
account. If my guess turns up anything interesting I hope that 
you will tell me what you can.” 

“I will have to run this past my boss as he is very wary of 
compromising the bank’s position.” 

“Understood! I know that I put you in a difficult position 
but the last person who helped me in Albania ended up with a 
delighted boss that could claim all the credit for himself. He 
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didn’t forget the one who had really done the work but the gain 
was a very discreet one.” 

“I’m sure that you must have met my boss?” 
“No but I know how to play by the rules and try to help 

those that help me.” 
At this point I passed him the account of how the Albanian fraud 
had worked plus the Panamanian account details and a list of the 
people I knew about. I think the meeting went well and I had 
danced around the privacy problems in ballet shoes not hob 
nailed boots. 
My real business was done but it would be rude to end it there. I 
think he needed some social break in his life and I could 
sympathise with that. No acting needed. We talked about Albania 
and banking conferences, which he seemed to find as shallow as I 
had; the British police; the state of the economy and sailing. I 
told him I was thinking of doing a course and he said I was on to 
something. Poor people don’t sail. 
I think he was looking to break out but probably never would. I 
gave him my Police business card and we parted as friendly 
conspirators. He said he would be in touch when he knew 
anything. I pretended to leave at the same time but then went 
back for another pint. I don’t get enough time to think. 
 
 
Honest people’s reaction to the police I still find strange after all 
these years. He couldn’t tell me about an account because as an 
organ of the state police were connected to tax men and fraud 
squads but as an individual policeman I could be trusted to help 
him help the bank because I had implied integrity. If only life was 
that simple. I suspect that knowing where the money is now 
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would not be simple. If it was the suit wouldn’t need me. If the 
suit finds out, or thinks that, I will be shut down. 
The Americans knew things they shouldn’t but they were not 
completely accurate. What is their connection with the suit or 
with the original owners? Every time I learn 
Something, or I’m thought to have learned something, I become 
a little more dangerous and a little more redundant. I need to 
plan my exit strategy before it is planned for me. For some 
reason I trust Laurel and Hardy. I hope that this is not 
misplaced. 
Beer makes me maudlin and after a while does not improve my 
thinking. Time for home. I had drunk too much to drive but I’m 
no longer mister responsible. 

I must have got home safely because I wake to my bedroom 
wallpaper. Not a police cell or hospital ward. If gaps in your life 
are signs of being an alcoholic I am a junior member. Perhaps I 
need a five step program. I get up and make a quiet breakfast. 
Laura is back today so I will go into work when I can focus. I have 
two legitimate meetings today. In the morning with a group of 
people who want to use computers to audit police performance. 
It was not clear if they meant using a computer for the audit 
process or auditing individual policemen by the way they use 
computers. One will set policing back by six months and the 
other by five years. I’m not sure which way round that will be so I 
had better prepare for both. For the second meeting I was invited 
to contribute to a debate in my old Uni on “This house believes 
that computers are an agent of the state.” I was not the main 
speaker but they had a tradition of organising speakers from the 
floor. I was thinking of suggesting a second Turing test. Can you 
tell if the correspondent on Facebook or Twitter is a real human 
being or a policeman. Uni debates are not about discovering 
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truths but on unleashing spleen and stand up comedy. It means  
I will have a chance to chat with Patrick. 
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With my breakfast safely stowed, I hope safely, I headed for 
work. Laura was at her desk so I politely asked her about the 
other girl. It would seem she was now doing some vital admin. 
for a senior officer. I’m sure the crime figures will tumble as a 
consequence. I complimented her on her sun tan, she said mine 
was better. Fifteen all. I went to my first meeting with the elation 
that might get me through the first five minutes. I emerged three 
hours later wondering if I had fallen down a rabbit hole. I would 
take Laura for lunch in a nearby café. Lunch was delightful. I told 
her about my planned sailing course and we wondered if we 
could grab an evening during it. The prospect appealed. I must 
make the booking. 
 
The debate was in the late afternoon. Evening debates might suit 
the more traditional universities with students living in college 
halls but many of our students had to go home to relieve the 
child minder and cook tea. The less tied down could continue the 
debate in the pub afterwards. 
For my part in the debate, by invoking the Turin test, I cast the 
policeman as the mindless machine and that the machine was 
the state. The fact that I was graduate of the same college and a 
policeman and, presumably, chosen to speak because I might be 
able to string a sentence together, would not trouble the logic of 
the process. 
Debates teach you that you mustn’t let facts get in the way of a 
good prejudice. Public speaking does not worry me because, as a 
policeman, I am used to being observed and having to command 
attention. Being mouthy doesn’t hurt either. I quite enjoyed the 
debate. It was no more inconsequential than my morning’s effort 
and it had relieved me of some of my more pressing bile. I 
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withdrew to Patrick’s room before all of the back slapping 
replaced my bile. 

“I’ll let you know after we have had a chat if I think you 
are a policeman or a human being.” 
Patrick had obviously listened to some of the debate. 

“I think I’ll be a policeman. I’m not that keen on human 
beings.” 
 
Patrick told me that, whilst I was away, he had won some more 
information on Simon Lauderdale and Thomas Philmore. The 
details that grabbed my attention were Thomas also spoke 
Spanish and Simon had worked in Panama. Thomas’s Spanish 
was not part of his university work but good linguists appear to 
have this annoying habit of collecting languages. He liked to 
travel and Spanish allowed him to visit countries a little warmer 
than Siberia. Someone thought Panama had been one of the 
countries but they were not sure. Simon’s work had been in 
several countries in the region and had been connected to his 
interests in encryption and security. 

“I think you should know someone’s been trying to access 
my files. Surrounded by students who play with computers I 
would be disappointed if no one tried o hack into my stuff so I 
leave lots of booby traps. Someone has tried. I don’t think they 
succeeded but it was more sophisticated than your average 
student. Perhaps the college is teaching them something after 
all.” 

“Do you have anything sensitive on file?” 
“I don’t think so, but to know that I would have to know 

what they were looking for. I’ve just got evidence of them trying 
to get in.” 
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“If it was any of my friends the bomb indicates that they 
play rough.” 

“Thank you for that reassuring thought. I assume that you 
have bought biscuits?” 
 
Halfway through my coffee my phone rang and what sounded 
like the woman who had answered my phone call to Lawrence 
checked that she had the right person. Assured that she had she 
gave me a time, tomorrow evening, and a location, the pub that 
we had first met in. It was fortunate that it suited me as a 
negotiation was not part of the system. Two more gulps of coffee 
and it rang again. This time Victor said he wanted to meet me 
tomorrow afternoon at the same pub as last time. He had some 
interesting news but wanted to impart it in person. The timing 
seemed perfect and I felt things were moving on. 
I spent the rest of the hour talking with Patrick about nothing 
and then dragged my body home. I would have the morning to 
get my thoughts organised. 
Parking the car in the drive I let the engine die and sat back in 
the silence. The sailing  brochure was in the door compartment 
where I kept the maps so I took it out and just holding it made up 
my mind. I would apply on line tonight and download some 
reading material to be one step ahead. Navigation would be my 
weakness so a little bed time reading on that would be a good 
sleeping aid. 
 
The house greeted me with its clean silence. Anne had left a note 
to tell me that there was some supper in the fridge and that she 
had gone to bed with a headache. I played on line for a while with 
a plate of supper dangerously near the keyboard. Then, hiding 
the forensics, followed her to bed. 
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The reading had not helped. I couldn’t sleep with a head full of 
uncertainties rattling my brain. I could fill my head with 
navigation problems instead. Meditators that claim to be able to 
empty their minds are either lying or had nothing in them to 
start off with. I don’t think I’ve had an empty head in my life. 
Perhaps when I’m asleep. I suspect not even then. 
Anne was already up when I woke. I could hear the vacuum 
cleaner. I will have breakfast in a café on my way to my first 
meeting. It will break the journey and give me thinking time. 
The café was not one I had been in before but it looked like a 
proper café. A clientele of people dressed like local factory 
workers was a good sign. The notice board menu contained 
spaghetti on toast. My childhood on a plate. It came with tea in a 
white mug. The spaghetti came from a tin and had never been 
introduced to a tomato. Not even as a second cousin. The bread 
was proper white bread of dubious nutritional value. Perfection! 
Yesterday’s paper was by the tray of knives and forks. I used to 
like reading very old papers in the library. Apart from the 
amusement value of the old it reminded me how little of the news 
really turned out to be important. Yesterday’s news, today’s chip 
paper. That’s an anachronism in itself. How long ago did they 
stop wrapping chips in newspaper? The past is a foreign country. 
Having filled my tank with E-numbers I put some fuel in the car 
from the adjacent filling station and was on my way. 
I was five minutes early at the pub, I always am, but Victor was 
already there. I bought myself an orange juice, a sign that I knew 
I needed a clear head, and joined him. He was nursing a beer. He 
looked nervous, no agitated, and I was keen to know why. 

“I’m glad you made it. I hope that you can supply answers 
so that my boss will get off my back. I’ve never seen him so irate. 
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This was supposed to get me in his good books but at the 
moment I’m something he has trodden in.” 

“Tell me the details and I will try to help.” 
“The name you gave me, Simon Lauderdale, set off small 

alarm bells but when he examined the account and found it 
empty, but with no records of a withdrawal, the alarm bells grew 
to a full scale red alert. Loosing somebody else’s money is not 
popular in banking circles.” 

“My bet would be that it did not leave the bank. It will have 
moved to another account. The bad news is that that account will 
now, probably, be empty. Tell him about the first but let him find 
the second for himself. Why did Simon set off alarms?” 

“We employed him as a security consultant and he had 
what we think, what we hope, was limited access to the 
computers.” 

“Tell me as many of the details as you can.” 
“Many of our executives travel abroad, we have large 

international interests, they often need access to account details 
from abroad on the internet, but we need good security. Letting 
people into accounts is an obvious route for security breaches. 
It’s also a potential source of confidentiality breaches.” 

“What was Simon’s input?” 
“He said that protecting wide access with the normal 

account name and password was not secure. Human beings 
chose ones that they can remember and never change them. If in 
doubt check the name of their football club and wife’s birthday. 
He suggested keeping these but only allowing access to the point 
where you could enter them through a properly encrypted 
system. He would write a system that first required you to enter a 
large number. A prime number. He said that this was a system 
that even the C.I.A. couldn’t crack if the prime number was a 
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long one. He also said that he didn’t want to know it because the 
architects of Pharos’s tombs were killed to stop them giving the 
secrets away. He would give us a long list of prime numbers to 
choose from or we were free to choose any other if it was a prime 
number of the right length. He would set it up so the manager, 
my boss, would record the number.” 

“If they couldn’t remember their own password how would 
they remember a long number?” 

“He suggested writing it down but in a disguised form. One 
suggestion was in a list of phone numbers. Broken down into 
parts and with numbers added at the start of each to match local 
mobile numbers. To retrieve use the alphabetic order of the 
initials with, perhaps, alternate sets reversed. His phrase was 
‘hiding in plain sight’.” 

“Was this implemented?” 
“Yes, and it worked perfectly. That’s unusual in itself for a 

computer system. It was tested for a while and then installed 
permanently. We were happy because he allowed us to keep all 
the key facts secret. He had a good academic reputation and 
came with good references which we checked. Besides, if his 
program had contained anything like a Trojan our protection 
system would have spotted it.” 

“Was the place that the prime number was inputted 
obvious?” 

“It was hidden in plain sight under ‘foreign investment 
account number’. If you put in the wrong number you just got an 
innocuous reply.” 

“Did Dr. Philmore’s name ring any bells?” 
“Somebody thought that they recognised it. They said 

Simon had used an English person to translate some of the 
instructions into Spanish. Most of the bankers involved speak 
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good English but some of the language connected with security is 
a bit specialist. No one was sure the person he used was called 
Philmore but it rang a vague bell. He was not checked up on 
because he was, in reality, doing nothing sensitive.” 

“Tell your boss that my guess is that the money was moved 
into another account in the same bank and then moved on again 
to somewhere else. The people who owned the money will not 
complain as it was illegal anyway. It will be hard enough to find 
out where it has gone anyway so ask him, for the moment, to do 
nothing.” 

“He will not like that. I would say that he felt guilty because 
he was the one that gave him the computer access if I thought 
that guilt was in his vocabulary. I think he just feels vulnerable. 
Shooting the messenger is in season.” 

“Tell him I will get to the bottom of it and when I do I will 
pass it on so that he has a defence. In reality he was not trying to 
defraud or compromise the bank, just using it. If it is any 
consolation somebody in America was trying to poke his nose 
into the accounts and Simon’s encryption system probably 
stopped that. I can’t tell you how I know that but you will notice I 
am good at keeping secrets. 

“Give me a call as soon as you know anything that will aid 
my defence.” 

“I certainly will. I have to keep you happy in case I need 
your help again. In the meantime I’m going to have a proper 
drink. Would you like one?” 
I bought myself and Victor a beer and spent then next half hour 
calming him down. 
He left and so did I for the Mucky Duck before my meeting with 
Laurel and Hardy. 
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John was not there. He was having a day off apparently. Not like 
him to be away from his life support system. I must interrogate 
him next time. In the meanwhile I sat at a quiet table and wrote 
down what I had learnt. 
Simon had been allowed to install a computer program that 
expected a prime number in response to a question about a 
foreign investment account number. No money had been 
officially removed from the account we were following but it was 
empty. Dr. Philmore had probably been there helping. The 
computer program rang no alarm bells for Trojans or their kin. 
Simon had had good references which checked out. He had been 
at pains not to know the access code. 
I would give this to Laurel and Hardy when we met and allow 
them to run with the baton.  
I pulled into the car park of the Three Tuns reminding myself not 
to drink. I didn’t need to stay sharp with Lawrence but I did want 
to be able to drive afterwards. They were sat at the same table as 
before and we engaged in our usual semi formal pleasantries. I 
handed the paper to Lawrence which he read and then passed to 
Harding. Lawrence’s face stayed its normal passive self but 
Harding seemed to register surprise. It could have been interest. 
It could have been my imagination. 
I told them both about my intention to take a sailing course. 
Lawrence said I would enjoy it. He had learnt to sail with the 
cadets and then with a club near where he was brought up. He 
still had a skipper’s certificate for coastal waters. It was probably 
out of date by now. So much had changed. Lots of electronic 
gadgets. When he had passed it was sextants and judging speeds 
by spitting into the wind. I said that electronics seemed easier. 
He said until they went wrong which was sure to happen at night 
in foul weather. 
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“The only way I want my life dependant on batteries is if 
they are connected to my pacemaker.” 
He said he would look into renewing his certificate and we could 
go for a jaunt together after I had passed my course. He would 
have time on his hands after retirement and he had fond 
memories of sailing. Possibly deluded memories. 
I said that I had first to check that I didn’t get sea sick. 
In the meantime Harding was rereading my paper and 
enlightenment seemed to be engulfing him. He got a laptop out 
of his bag and switched it on. The pub had wi.fi. I will suggest it 
to John at the Mucky Duck next time I want to hear bad 
language. 
Harding found the bank website. A little too quickly I thought. 
He found the foreign investment account and typed in a number. 
What came up was not a benign message or a request for a user 
name and password but the single question ‘activate’? He 
answered ‘yes’ and there was a pause whilst the screen read 
‘converting’. It then asked for an account number and Harding 
typed something in. Up came our account of interest which 
showed it was empty. In a separate window some gibberish came 
up which Harding stared at. Closing both windows the question 
‘deactivate’ came up. Harding replied ‘yes’ and after a short 
pause the original banker’s page reappeared. 

“That was quite a boring magic show. Would you mind 
explaining to us mere mortals what just happened?” 
It was good to know that Lawrence didn’t know either. 
Harding explained. 

“The program that Simon set up expects a prime number. If 
you put in the one the banker chose it will probably route you 
through the expected interface. If you put in the prime number 
that we had found, do you remember, it asks you to activate 
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something. I suspect that it is a program that only gets converted 
to an active program if decrypted by the prime number I put in. 
That program when running gives me access to the accounts and 
supplies some other information which I am going to have to 
work on. When I have finished I can deactivate it and it goes back 
to looking like meaningless data that an antivirus program would 
never spot. It is a perfectly concealed back door. I just have to 
break the data on the pop up. I suspect that it might tell me 
where the money has gone. I expect I’m going to have a bit of a 
challenge but one that makes it all worthwhile in the end.” 
I thought that Lawrence would look pleased or at least 
impressed. 

“Stop showing off. There are no gold stars until that pop up 
is sorted. We now know why our friend was thwarted. Let’s not 
leave any bread crumbs for him to follow.” 
He glanced at me with a look that was the nearest I had seen on 
him to worry.  

“My office was searched last week. It was done very 
discreetly but not discreetly enough. They found nothing because 
there is nothing to find. Anything connected with our little 
enterprise is kept in my head and I vary my methods of 
communication. Probably not enough as, if it is who I think it is, 
he has connected us. The suit, as you call him, is supposed to be 
part of the foreign branch and has no business playing at home. 
It would suggest an element of private interest. We can’t allow 
that sort of behaviour so we decided to find out more about him. 
He is not as good at remaining anonymous as he thinks. We have 
his home address and his name, at least one of his names. He 
calls himself Rupert Hartbank. The name is believable enough in 
that it is not obvious but as far as we can tell he was not born and 
does not pay taxes. He certainly does not vote. He was not living 
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there during the last census nor, it would appear, anywhere else.  
People can disappear from records but it is more likely to be an 
alias. We have not searched his home because we don’t want to 
alert him.” 

“May I borrow your laptop?” 
Harding fired it up and then passed it to me if a little reluctantly. 

“When I was looking for my last house I used this website. 
It’s what the estate agents use. It lists houses and what price they 
sold for. It should help us find out when he moved in and which 
estate agent he used. I am assuming he bought it rather than 
rents it.” 
I found the property. Judging by the price he paid Rupert is 
doing rather well. With the date, address and price it was easy to 
track down the estate agent. 

“I will give the agent a visit tomorrow. It’s a long drive but 
the stakes are high and so worth it. A police uniform will be an 
advantage. If a plain clothes detective turns up people want to 
see warrant cards and, once in the habit of questioning, they can 
get carried away. A policeman in uniform doesn’t get asked; 
especially if he is carrying a blue clipboard and asking routine 
questions. It all seems too boring to question. They might note 
your serial number but if you are not wearing your helmet they 
assume that you are the local police.” 

“Good but try not to alert anyone. In the meantime we have 
a pop up to decipher which I hope will get us closer to our goal.” 
Having concluded our immediate business the conversation 
turned first to sailing and then to Harding’s hobby sport which 
was, apparently, skiing. When I first started I knew people whose 
hobbies were football and darts. Perhaps fishing for the social 
isolates. Have I changed or has the world? It would appear that 
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Lawrence’s Sailing qualifications would be valid again if he could 
log a few hours which he said he intended to do. 
 
Back at home I checked out the estate agent again and found a 
few more sales about the same time. I printed them all out, with 
the one I was interested in, in the middle. I then prepared a few 
fake questionnaires and printed them under the local police 
force’s heading which I borrowed from the net. I was ready for 
the morning. Was I ready for Anne? 
The evening meal was eaten in near silence. I tried to ask her 
what she was doing tomorrow but for every ten words of question 
I got one word of answer so I gave up. She never did like 
conversation at meal times but this was a little extreme. If I had 
done something I couldn’t think what. At least nothing she might 
know about. My mind was full enough anyway working out my 
tactics for tomorrow. 
The journey took longer than I had expected and parking was 
hard to find so when I entered the estate agent’s shop I didn’t 
have to act tired and exasperated. The manager, there were two 
people in the shop, invited me into his office. A policeman in 
uniform is probably bad for business. I explained that I was 
looking into a case of money laundering. It was really routine and 
we weren’t really questioning him but some people were, we 
suspected, buying property as part of a money laundering 
scheme and we were interested as to how they managed to 
conceal their identity. I had a list of people who had bought 
property through him in the time slot we were interested in. 
Almost certainly none of them were implicated but if he could 
help me with the process by which they checked identity I could 
finish and go for a cup of tea. It would help if the fact of my 
enquiring was not passed on to the people concerned, possibly 
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because one of them might be involved but more likely because 
the others would give me grief and it had been a long enough day 
already. He seemed pleased that I was not asking questions 
about himself and that he would soon be rid of me. People expect 
a policeman in uniform of my age to be given tedious work. I 
wrote down all the answers and tried not to draw attention to my 
real interest. Rupert had little by way of credit rating because he 
had been abroad a lot. He made up for this by supplying 
references. The estate agent had not contacted them but had 
checked that they existed through the electoral role. One was 
Raymond Harrington. Identical initials meant nothing but it was 
a possibility. 
The drive home was equally long so I stopped at a service station 
that had an internet café. Aimed at reps. I assume. The coffee 
had been kept warm since the second world war and was 
probably toxic. Raymond was listed on the register but his home 
had been sold about the same time as Rupert had bought his. If it 
was one and the same person I was in luck because Raymond had 
been born and the census showed he had parents. He went 
missing from his parents home when he was about nineteen but 
he showed up again at Exeter University reading Geography. So 
much for recruiting from Cambridge. Raymond was a real person 
but was he Rupert? I knew Raymond played rugby at college 
because the union was good enough to share archival 
information with the internet. The local paper had photos of the 
teams at the time. Raymond was not in the first team but one of 
the pictures from a lower team could have been the suit. Not 
definite yet but encouraging. I left the internet café and went 
next door to the proper café. I had a tea to treat the coffee 
poisoning and a cinnamon Danish to boost my blood sugar.  
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From a phone booth in the foyer I phoned Lawrence and was 
actually put through to him. I told him what I thought I had 
found out and he told me that they had probably cracked the pop 
up. They were being cautious as Simon had probably been 
devious enough to lay booby traps. They thought he hadn’t 
because to get as far as we had seemed unlikely. If they were 
right the information was all they could have hoped for. A 
meeting was needed to plan the way ahead. The meeting place 
would take a little organising so he would phone me on the 
mobile in the morning. I could feel the hole getting deeper but I 
wanted to dig. 
When I got in Anne was wearing a face. 

“You have not been straight with me!” 
“In what way?” 
“I found a passport with your picture in it but not your 

name and a bank book with the name on the passport.” 
“I’m not sure how you find something that was not lost. I 

was working undercover in Albania. Partly because what I was 
doing was diplomatically sensitive and, I suspect, partly because 
that’s what they always do. The bank account was for expenses 
and I could hardly have that in a different name. I went along 
with it because I didn’t want anything coming back to my home 
life.” 

“What do you mean undercover. You were supposed to be 
at a banking conference to benefit your retirement possibilities.” 

“I was doing both. What better way to get in with the 
banking security people than to make a real achievement. Ask 
your brother in law. My name has credit. The people involved 
know that a false name is a necessary evil.” 
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The face was still there but now it was a, don’t think you can get 
away with things, face. I spent the rest of the evening reading a 
book on navigation. It would help if I knew where I was going. 
My course started not this weekend but the next. I could justify 
what I had been doing recently as police work. I could even 
claim, with only a slight stretching of the truth, that it was 
sanctioned by the A.C.C.  I might have a problem claiming that 
for my course so I had better get some police work done. The 
type I was, allegedly, paid for. Tomorrow the office. 
The office was a small world as my mind was on a bigger stage. 
Laura was at her desk when I entered and my duplicate self was 
obvious to no one, I hope. I was elated but stony faced. She had 
the weekend of my course off and would be there for whatever 
time we could grab. A desire to grab her and celebrate was 
suppressed by loud flippant remarks in contrast to the quiet way 
I had been told. It was hard been seventeen but even harder 
being seventeen again. 
The computer was on and I dealt with the E-Mails: all tedious. I 
needed to make an impact; leave a trace of activity. I was 
supposed not only to look at how my forces IT was functioning 
but also how it interfaced with other forces. Or didn’t. I might 
take an interest in the Russians on the London patch I had 
visited. That was bound to leave a trace. I used the list of players 
I had been given. That way I could claim that I was using the 
resources available to me. 
If the arrests and questioning were only a fraction of what they 
had been up to then they were very busy little bees. For the lower 
orders it was mainly violence and extortion. For the higher ranks 
it was suspected offences against corporate governance. Guess 
which ones were being pursued? I would suspect a fix being in if I 



Chasing Peter’s Pence 
 

138 

didn’t remember how arrogant and lazy the officers involved 
were. 
If all the continuing requests for regular updates were acted on 
my footprint would match a very large Yeti. 
My mobile vibrated to tell me that I had a message. It was an 
SMS from an unknown number. It just had a date, tomorrow, a 
time and the name of an hotel with a room number.  No name. 
I’m assuming Laurel and Hardy, if not I could soon appear on my 
own computer file.  
I had a whole afternoon to be busy. I contacted some of the 
people I had written to about making bank security search 
criteria more fuzzy. They had nothing to say but would probably 
try to bill the police for saying it. Auditors generate a lot of visible 
paper work read by the right people. 
I was home on time which, compared with recently, meant early. 
Anne was pleased, I think. After her little chat I was coming to 
heel and making our life a more ordered place. 
My prize for being good was to make the place untidy by 
watching the news on the TV. There were problems in the 
middle-east. No problems in the middle-east would be news. The 
football results confirmed that I didn’t care and the weather 
forecast confirmed that it didn’t care about me. I had to choose 
between a police series and a travel program about Norway. I 
chose the off switch. My navigation book had some problems I 
was going to try. If I was cast adrift in an open boat without a 
calculator I would be in trouble. I used to think Columbus 
presuming that America was India was a little sad. I would have 
thought it was Bournemouth. I was that confident of my abilities 
I programmed the Sat.Nav. with the address of tomorrow’s hotel 
and went to bed.  It would be nice to sleep. I must try it 
sometime. My mind became fixated on who blew up Simon and 
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why. A Russian beating someone up and getting carried away I 
could understand but a bomb is not meant to give you a 
headache. Another hour without sleep and a light bulb came on. I 
had assumed the phone call was to make sure he was there when 
the bomb went off but what if it was to make sure he wasn’t. If he 
was told to be somewhere else and he didn’t follow instructions 
the bomb would have been a credible warning that went wrong. 
Without a recording of the conversation we would never know 
but it made sense. Making more sense does not make it right. If 
I’m right it seems a little subtle for the Russians. 
Waking up in the morning is always a good clue that I must have 
fallen asleep. I don’t remember it but I am grateful that the 
morning found me awake and mildly alert. The thoughts about 
Simon were still present and still unresolved. 
The journey, needlessly governed by the Sat-Nav, was boring and 
I arrived at the hotel early. The outside of the hotel did not 
inspire entrance so I drove past and found an adjacent café with 
a car park. Breakfast was dull and not cheap so I had no 
conscience about leaving the car in the park and walking to the 
hotel. I avoided the reception desk and assumed that they 
followed the usual convention of the first number being the floor. 
The lift was clean and I thought of all the lifts that I had ridden in 
making enquiries. Perhaps tower blocks attract the incontinent. 
Lawrence opened the door when I knocked and graciously 
beckoned me in. Harding was making coffee with a filter: not the 
hotel’s instant sachets. Next to the coffee was a plate of hotel 
sandwiches. Harding offered me a cup which I happily took. I 
noticed the bed was rumpled and when Lawrence saw me looking 
he explained that he was convinced that the hotel staff thought 
that the pair of them were gay and that this was a tryst. It would 
be a shame to disabuse them as it gave them a reason for being a 
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little secretive. I’m not sure how I would fit in but it was nice to 
note how careful they were. 
With coffee in hand I started the proceedings by reiterating what 
I thought I had found out about the suit. They said that they were 
convinced that I was right and that they had discovered another 
alias with the same initials, Richard Harris. Keeping the initials 
was careless. 
They had cracked the pop up and the money was still there in the 
second account. The person who had constructed the account, we 
assume Simon, was very careful. The money had never entered 
and, therefore, had not had to be accounted for because it had 
always been there. If previous statements were looked at they 
contained no movements but did include charges and interest 
payments. If you went back far enough it was a blank. The money 
seemed to have appeared well before it had disappeared from the 
first account. In fact from well before it had even appeared in the 
first account. No reason for connecting the two and unlikely to be 
noticed. The money was controlled not by a signature but by an 
account number and a pass code. It could be done in person or 
remotely. 
If it was to disappear we had to exercise even greater care. After 
all we had cracked the system, admittedly with a lot of luck. 
Others also could get lucky. The reports made the delicate dance 
begin. I decided to make my intentions clear as a prolonged 
dance would cause me confusion and doubt. 

“I take it we all want to take advantage of this occasion by 
giving the money a good home?” 

“I think that is agreed.” 
“The questions that now arise are how do we divide the sum 

and how do we get away with it?” 
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“For the first part I propose one third each. Any attempt at 
cheating one of the others must lead to us all being losers. We 
must display trust and integrity. What we know of the suit 
indicates that he has designs on the money and not for Queen 
and Country. The Russians think the money is theirs despite 
having gained the money corruptly. They will not stop looking 
until they think that they know who has it. The obvious solution 
is to make the suit the fall guy. To do to him what he most 
certainly intends for us. We must make the money available to 
us, leaving no trace, and supply a few traces pointing towards the 
suit.” 

“I am a respectable policeman with a long reputation for 
honesty. What makes you think I have changed and that I can be 
trusted?” 

“Laura. How much you tell her is up to you but we expect 
you to do it in such a way that we are safe.” 

“Laura is on board. What did you mean by ‘what we know 
of the suit’?” 

“The second alias has been, and still is, living well beyond 
his means. If his employers knew he would be shut down or used 
by them. We have set up a shipping company in the name of this 
alias. It can be operated remotely as it would be if he had set it 
up. When I think of Panama I think of shipping. This shipping 
company will be doing business with our bank account. We need 
to work out the details to make it watertight.” 

“I know a man with a lot of expensive property in London 
who wants to go back home to India. He wants to run a business 
there to support his ageing parents and then to pass the business 
on to his son. I am not one hundred per cent sure how he came 
by the property but his ownership is real enough if not entirely 
known to the taxman. He wants to sell up but does not seem able 
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to. Perhaps the taxman is a bigger problem than I think. He 
might be interested in a trade. We ship material to start a 
business and he transfers the property to us. I’m sure that he 
knows enough talented lawyers and accountants to make this 
possible through, let’s say, a holding company.” 

“That sounds like it has possibilities. We will have to do it 
discreetly. Give us his name and address and we will follow it up. 
As he knows you we will have to make the arrangements. You 
can’t become invisible but we can.” 
I gave him the details. Too late to pull up the drawbridge. 
I finished my coffee and started on the sandwiches. Whilst Laurel 
and Hardy worked on the property and shipping deal I would 
have to find a way to legitimately know the name of our brimful 
account so that, once it’s empty, I can give the suit a reason to 
close me down and I can repay the help of  Victor. The suit will 
make enquiries about the account and leave traces. If he doesn’t 
leave traces we will have to help him out. I need to think about 
making sure the Russians get to hear what I want them to hear. 

“A worry has occurred to me.” 
“Go on.” Lawrence looked concerned. 
“I was thinking about Simon’s bomb. What if the phone call 

was meant to get him away from the blast so that it would be a 
frightener but he was not very compliant?” 

“It would certainly cast doubts as to who planted the bomb. 
The only help I can think of is how long the call took. If it was 
meant to kill him it would go off as soon as he answered and 
identified himself. A significant delay might mean he was sent 
away on a fool’s errand but it went wrong. I’ll look into it.” 
We spent the next half hour talking about sailing and hobbies. 
Harding was thinking of doing another degree; possibly in 
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America. If I didn’t know any better I’d think they were telling 
me to mind my own business in a very polite way. 
I left the room whilst they stayed. They had to give the 
chambermaids something to gossip about. On the way out I 
noticed the lack of cameras. They chose the venue well. I 
presume not for the first time. 
 
I had promised Anne that I would drive her, in the morning, to a 
National Trust pile. I collected some information sheets from the 
tourist information on the way home. Anne would not look up 
such things on the net. Paper information sheets were real and 
true. The exact same information on a computer was to be 
distrusted. I resisted the temptation of telling her, reminding her, 
that Marx and Engel wrote pamphlets. We sat, after tea, with her 
enthusing over the leaflets and me looking at similar information 
on my laptop. We were so civilized I was allowed a glass of beer; 
with suitable precautions of course. The historical artefacts in the 
home impressed Anne with their quality and signs of gracious 
living. With me the policeman came out. I was impressed by their 
historical provenance which is polite for who they were stolen 
from. What was that half remembered truism? It is a crime to 
steal the deer from the land but not the land from the deer. I 
might be capable of a little self justification myself. That is, of 
course, quite different. 
Anne was determined to make a day of it which I didn’t mind as I 
was going to have next weekend. I couldn’t bring myself to dislike 
Anne, I had helped to create her, but I could no longer relate. We 
had gone past the points and we were heading down different 
tracks. If I follow this analogy I will start thinking of derailments 
and crashes. My mind took a morbid turn and I thought of 
pensions and life insurance. Anne was set up to be well provided 
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for. These, fortunately, had been instigated a long time ago and 
were quite kosher. 
I stopped up after Anne went to bed to work on my navigation 
problems. I would never admit it but I was beginning to enjoy 
their deterministic logic. Perhaps Harding really was going to do 
another maths degree in America. 
We set off in the morning at about a civilised ten. The journey 
was straight forward and Anne had plans for a village café, 
beforehand, with tea and cakes. I should have been wearing a 
tweed suit. Fortunately I don’t have one. 
The house had ropes to keep the peasants away from the chairs. 
As usual the cloth on the chairs was worn at the front by people 
who had been too well brought up to be comfortable. By the third 
room my dance card was already full. 
The garden was too formal and French until I entered the walled 
kitchen garden. There I found my place. I was more hob nailed 
boots on a pile of horse dung than perfumed handkerchiefs and 
powdered wigs. The thought occurred to me I was a ‘Bons’, a 
reverse snob. 
We had something in the teashop and bought some overpriced 
souvenir biscuits. If it had been a school trip I would have bought 
a postcard for my mother and a rubber. We don’t mature we age. 
It was getting dark as we headed home and I surprised myself 
into admitting that I had quite enjoyed it. I will put that right 
tomorrow. 
 
I was not sure of my position at work for time off at the weekend. 
I could argue that my Albanian trip was either part of my 
retirement resettlement or part of my police function. Either way 
it should not have eaten in to my holiday entitlement. I decided 
to chance my arm and put my name down on the holiday roster. 
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It was not as if someone had to cover my absence. Most of the 
bosses didn’t even really what my job was and I wasn’t going to 
enlighten them, even if I could. I put it down as ‘sports training’ 
and I assume they would presume either golf or, if they had an 
even lower opinion of my fitness, bowls. I had a few days to 
shine. I’m sure I was told, in the beginning, that I had a 
supervising officer but it’s rude to remind people. 
I was due to give a talk to the W.I. on modern policing. People 
were unlikely to fight me for that. The local school had been 
promised a visit by the school’s liaison team and that was 
pencilled in, which I would confirm. A few school uniforms 
milling around would be remembered by the hierarchy who 
needed to be elsewhere. I could revisit grubby and my old team 
to update them on what a fine job the Met. had been doing. They 
wouldn’t care except to have things to throw back at them if they 
tried to show off. I had a couple of useless committees that liked 
being liaised with and a dozen local stations to show my face in. 
It would be even better if they questioned my presence as it’s all 
good for my profile. 
I had plenty to keep me busy and I will start when I’ve had this 
cup of coffee. 
 
Laura had been at her desk when I put my name on the holiday 
roster. Her name was not on it but I think she was planning a 
family emergency. I had suggested lunch and she would tell me 
then. In the meantime a few E-Mails to people who collect them. 
 
Thursday came after what had seemed like a month.  I would 
travel down tonight to be ready for first thing in the morning. I 
must find out how many bells that is. 
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I had consumed, wasted, almost a week and I was looking 
forward to something with a purpose. Anne had wished me a 
good course, which I think she meant, and reminded me to be 
careful which was as much a habit as anything. 
The journey down to the coast was long and tedious and the hotel 
soulless but welcome. Most of my nights would be, I think, on 
board. I phoned the course organiser to say I had arrived and to 
enquire of the system for the morning. 
 
The morning wasn’t sure if it was promising weather or 
threatening it. I had a solid breakfast that I hoped I would retain. 
The group met at the quayside. We were briefly shown the boat, 
the very small boat, and then taken to a classroom. My 
preparation meant I wasn’t the class ‘Dumbo’ but I would have 
time to correct that error. We sailed on the afternoon tide after 
we had been fitted out with things to keep us dry and alive. I was 
in that space between exhilaration and fear. The days flew. I was 
too busy to be sea sick often. The captain was fond of telling us 
that Nelson was sick all the time, making it sound like he was on 
last week’s course. We had a study break on Sunday afternoon 
which coincided with Laura who had come down on Saturday 
evening. She hit me for calling her my ‘dockside doxie’. The 
afternoon and evening were a delight but I had a theory and 
practical exam on Monday and I didn’t do a lot of revision. I 
passed exams best when I was relaxed and Laura did her best to 
comply. 
The theory test in the morning I found easy. I had been reading 
my theory books, but the practical was physically and mentally 
hard. It was like doing a driving test whilst the examiner threw 
buckets of water over you. I was relieved and surprised when I 
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passed. I now have a shiny certificate and a lot of aches. I might 
have a slight sun tan. 
I am now officially ‘competent crew’. It was like when I passed 
my driving test and I realised how useless all the other drivers on 
the road might be. 
Laura had stopped over and we had a chance to celebrate. I was 
driving back so it could not involve alcohol but we thought of 
other ways. She came home in my car as she had come down by 
train. It felt very comfortable and real. 
It was late Monday when I got home and I was due at work in the 
morning so I went straight to bed with no supper. Anne was 
already in bed and stayed awake long enough to ask how the 
course had gone. I’m not sure if she stayed awake for the answer. 
I woke up in the night with waves breaking over me and spray 
obscuring the stars. It was either a dream or a very faulty hot 
water bottle. I won’t ask Freud what waves breaking over me 
meant. I might not like the answer. 
 
At work ignoring Laura was even harder than normal. I showed 
her my new certificate which I had brought in to get it framed. 
She feigned more interest than Anne had, despite prior 
knowledge. 
My office held one E-Mail of interest, the rest would wait. Lucille 
and Henrietta had asked me to phone. I assume that Laurel and 
Hardy were joining in the retained initials gambit. 
I phoned from a public phone outside and I was again put 
through. I must have earned some trust. Lawrence said that the 
early negotiations for property development had gone well and 
we should meet to discuss details. He also asked if I was now 
‘competent’ as he had planned to log a few hours. When he had 
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logged enough to be able to hire a boat could I come out to play? 
Only if he was more competent than me I replied. 
The meeting was to be in the ‘Mucky Duck’. I can rely on John’s 
eyesight getting worse. I phoned John and asked if we could use 
his back room. He had the decency to not even ask. 
I bought Laurel and Hardy a drink and walked them through to 
the back room. The pub had been very quiet and those present 
came with guide dogs. 
I had never seen Lawrence so bubbling over. You probably had to 
know him quite well to even notice but he must have good news. 
“Your property owner was perfect. We suggested importing 
motorcycles and all terrain vehicles to furnish a retail unit or two 
and fill a large warehouse with backups and spares. China would 
give us a good contract if we arranged the shipping and once he 
was established as a good customer your man should have no 
problems with further orders. At first we would ship the vehicles 
and a forklift to our own warehouse and label the crates as 
machine parts. Your man would rent the shops and his 
warehouse and we would ship extra machines to compensate for 
that cost. When our warehouse gets emptied and the contents 
covertly moved to his, some people would jump to conclusions 
about the label ‘machine parts’. I know enough people to smooth 
the imports. We would buy the equipment and charter the boat 
straight away and he would find a way of transferring the title 
deeds of the properties to a holding company and pay the 
transfer costs. I made it clear that there should be no financial 
connections between us and he was pleased enough to get rid of 
the property to not have an enquiring mind. My offer to complete 
one shipload before any property movement eased his worries. I 
propose that the holding company quickly exchanges these 
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buildings for several smaller ones and build a profile as a 
property developer.” 

“You seem to have things in hand. I must know that I can 
end up with the smaller properties with no way to connect it to 
Panama.” 

“We all need that. Shall we proceed?” 
“Certainly. When the account is empty can you text me with 

a code word to let me know so that I can get the suit off my back 
when he has nothing to find.” 

“What word would you like?” 
“The phrase ‘The new appointment time is confirmed ’.” 

I decided that it was time to be vulgar despite the company. 
“So that I can plan my future actions I would appreciate an 

estimate, a guess, as to the value of property I would end up with 
after expenses and adjustments. I won’t hold you to it but I 
would like a rough idea.” 
Harding thought for a few seconds and then wrote a number on a 
piece of paper. He must have been thinking about the figure for 
himself in order to be that quick. I picked up the paper and read. 
My eyebrows must have risen because a quick smile passed over 
Lawrence’s face. I ripped up the paper into fine bits and burnt it 
in the ash tray. 

“Will that be enough for your plans? 
“My plans will be adequately accommodated by that. In fact 

I think I will have enough left over to buy you both a drink.” 
We moved to the bar even though I was already drunk with 
emotions. We sat on stools at the bar and I ordered three pints of 
dark ale which I knew John took a pride in. The drinks came and 
we all concentrated on the first couple of sips. Lawrence called 
John over from the end of the bar. John was obviously 
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anticipating a complaint which would be an excellent way of 
getting banned. 

“This pint makes it a pleasure to be British. I have to 
compliment you on its quality.” 
The look on John’s face would have been worth photographing. 
He knew his beer was good, which it was, but compliments were 
as rare as a Liverpudlian speaking English. He had a two 
hundred watt face. In any other place it would mean John would 
remember him but if anybody enquired here John would have 
total amnesia. It had taken me about two years to be that 
forgettable. 
The beer must have been spiked with amphetamine as my mind 
was supercharged. I know that having a lot of capital attracts 
attention and questions. To be invisible you really need a steady 
income and you need to pay taxes. I don’t know if a holding 
company can pay taxes or if it has to be an individual. If it has to 
be an individual it can’t be me as I will need to disappear if I am 
to escape Anne, the suit and the Russians. I could become 
another person but if I did that illegally the Russians might get to 
hear like they did with Boris. Laura could be the individual but 
there might be detectable connections between us and protecting 
her was important. 
I bought another round but I must have seemed distracted 
because Lawrence asked if there was a problem. I told him that I 
might have to obtain new identities for myself and Laura that 
were not traceable, even by people in contact with the illegal 
trade. 
Harding said that creating new personalities was something of a 
speciality of his. A passport is not enough, you have to have 
National Insurance records; a driving license; health records; tax 
records; credit ratings and a host of other bits of paper. I needed 
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to give him my medical number so that he could create a 
matching health profile and passport photos. He would need the 
same for Laura. What he won’t do is keep the same initials so if 
you have initialled cuff links now would be a good time to lose 
them. He can only do British.  
Will you be doing the same for yourself I asked. I must learn not 
to be so nosy but he didn’t seem to mind. 

“No. I’m not going anywhere until I can do it quite 
naturally. If I go anywhere I want to be able to come back. I am 
quite attached to where I am.” 

“I think I would like you to create two new identities 
reasonably soon. Would it be possible to make us married or 
should we marry for real later on? Married for real would create 
entries in the marriage register but would it attract attention to 
our lack of birth?” 

“Traditionally we choose someone who was born at the 
right time but died young. You would be surprised how many 
people die young without leaving a record. Often they die abroad 
and nobody bothers to inform the authorities. Sometimes people 
change their name and die under their new name. Those are 
better as we know of them but can lose any record of a name 
change. They lived and died under their new name. You will not 
have to use their name for long as we will register a new name. I 
will try to find someone in roughly the right area but then you 
can fictionally move to near where you really were brought up as 
this makes your memories more reliable. I like to match new 
names to names in a school log book. You must tell me the 
schools you went to so I can pick a forgettable name. I assume 
that you will not be going to any school reunions?” 

“Not in my new name or old. I would like to leave some 
parts of my past firmly in the past. I’m sure that Laura feels the 
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same. If you can keep our first names the same so much the 
better but I will rely on your judgement. I assume that this will be 
expensive?” 

“Not at all! Payments leave records which is just what we 
don’t want. I will take extreme care because if they find you they 
can also find me. Trust me, I am good at this.” 

“I do trust you for just the reason you gave. I will give you 
the things you want and Laura and I will marry later on, probably 
abroad. In my new profile you could make me a computer 
engineer now retired. I will get Laura to suggest her profile. I will 
post you all the material you require in the next few days if you 
give me a suitable address.” 
Harding gave me post office box address and said it would take a 
few weeks. 

“You told me the name of the suit you had discovered. 
When I start to drop him in it I need to use a name that can’t be 
traced to something that we might know.” 

“I would prefer you used Richard Harris assuming that 
nobody knows that we found it.” 

“I have no intention of leaking any information directly. I 
know someone who comes across the less bright elements of the 
Russian group and despises them. He could let things slip and let 
the Russians annoy the suit. This will probably reflect back on to 
the Russians which is what my man really wants.” 

“Don’t get too creative. Simple is best.” 
I thought about this and I’m sure that he is right. The man I am 
thinking of will know that I am being devious anyway. 

“I need to talk to someone reliable and discreet about 
holding companies. Do you know any Accountant with no 
curiosity and a bad memory?” 
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“No such creature and I wouldn’t trust him if he did exist. I 
can send you some briefing papers prepared by our fraud 
department that, if you can stomach their version of English, 
should prove both instructive and tell you what investigators will 
be looking for. I will E-Mail them to you at work as it is in 
keeping with what is expected.” 
Any distraction that I had felt, or shown, was now consigned to 
the delete file. My vindictive side could now become creative. I’m 
certain that the suit at least wants to dump me and probably 
dump me in it. I believe in the principle of don’t get mad get 
even. I’m still not sure which of the mysterious deaths were down 
to the Russians and which down to him. I think Boris was crude 
enough to be the Russian inspired thugs but the rest is confusing. 
I’m most confused about Simon. 
I need to contact Laura and tell her about the new identity. 
Perhaps ‘tell her about’ is a bit strong but events have their own 
momentum and I’m sure that she will agree. Actually I’m not 
sure but that is part of the attraction: part of being a born again 
teenager.  

“Did you find out what the time delay on the phone call to 
Simon was?” 

“I did. It was nearly six minutes. It’s not definitive but I 
think that it’s consistent with trying to get him out of the way. A 
warning that went wrong.” 

“That would be my guess. I would suspect the suit. It was 
too subtle for the Russian thugs and the connection with the 
detonators a little too obvious. My doubts would stem from what 
would have happened if it had worked? The bomb would still 
have attracted attention.” 

“I suspect that the investigation would have been run by the 
suit. He would have gained access to a very frightened Simon.” 
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“If I let the Russians think that I suspect it was them they 
would not be very surprised. If it was the suit the Russians will be 
annoyed with him for implicating them.” 

“If they also think he is after their money they will be a little 
peeved and I don’t think that they have a forgiving nature.” 

“On a more cheerful note, how is the sailing going. I really 
enjoyed my course.” 
 
Lawrence took to the conversational gambit with gusto. Harding 
looked either tolerant or resigned. Lawrence said that he would 
soon have his permit back and he was looking into hiring a boat 
for a coastal trip. He would like to buy a small boat in the future 
but only when he had a legitimate source for the money. Perhaps 
his retirement lump sum. Harding said that he had been 
accepted by M.I.T. but had not confirmed yet. Like the police 
they had retirement transition plans and he would like to swing it 
as a part of that. He said what his thesis or topic would be and I 
could pretend that I understood but I didn’t. Something to do 
with number theory. I thought all maths was about numbers but 
apparently not. 
We drifted into conversations about foreign visits and I described 
Albania as a tourist spot, which it could be, and I gathered 
Lawrence was fond of France which somehow didn’t surprise me. 
Harding sang the praises of the Lake District and, strangely, 
Holland. We were not a very adventurous lot. 
A few more pints and the pair said that they had to go. Lawrence 
bade John goodbye and I decided that I must cultivate his style. 
Perhaps not that likely. 
I had to talk to Laura and I decided that visiting her at home was 
worth the risk. I left the car at the pub and took a bus. Following 
a bus in a car is quite difficult as they stop and start. Nobody else 
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got off at my stop and nobody was waiting. Laura opened the 
door and switched on a smile that sobered me up. 
A couple of hours later I remembered why I had come. I was 
drunk but not that sort of drunk.  

“I’ve had the offer of a make over.  A new, documented, 
identity.  A good one with all the right paperwork.  I even asked if 
we could be married or in a position to safely get married later 
on.” 
 Laura wanted to know if that was a proposal. I told her that I 
was not getting down onto one knee as that was dangerous at my 
age. Her face told me that I had better answer properly so I told 
her that it most certainly was. Her behaviour over the next 
twenty minutes suggested that I had been accepted. Pulling away 
at last I told her that I needed her medical number, the name of 
her school and what fictional profession she wanted. She chose 
secretary so that she could be confident in any answers.  
Things were getting close and serious. I would need to disappear 
but she could just quit and leave officially. She could have two 
identities if she thought she could handle it. The new one and she 
could retain her real passport for if she wanted to come home 
and visit friends. She said she would retain her old passport just 
in case but immerse herself in her new identity. It would mean 
keeping the old passport very safe but it was less complicated 
that way. Did I have any ideas as to where?  I suggested Portugal 
but not the Algarve. She thought about it and I could tell that the 
idea appealed but she still wanted me to set out my reasons. 

“My idea is to live on the rental income from a property 
portfolio. I want the money to plainly come from England with 
the tax paid so that I have the minimum explaining to do and so 
the authorities will not be interested in me. This means 
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somewhere safe with reciprocal tax arrangements. That means 
Europe.  
I want to be obviously English so that I can buy Branston pickle 
and bacon but with minimum chance of bumping into someone 
who will recognise me. I will change my appearance a little to 
make that more likely. Nothing silly. Just a beard and a different 
haircut. Perhaps different clothes.  I will be happy to stay away 
from the tourist haunts like the Algarve but only because I’m 
antisocial not frightened. From Portugal we can go on holiday to 
anywhere in the world and the weather is quite good. It will 
mean learning Portuguese but my brain could do with waking up 
anyway. I thought about Spain or France but we are in more 
danger there of being spotted. How do you react to these ideas?” 

“It sounds like the sort of adventure I’ve always wanted. 
Different but not involving the danger of Malaria or Cholera. I 
will get some ‘teach yourself Portuguese’ but do it in secret. It will 
make me feel like James Bond.” 

“You don’t have to leave until after I have vanished. You 
could spend a little time becoming more discontented so that 
your leaving the job will seem natural and unconnected.” 

“Becoming discontented with my job should not prove too 
difficult.” 
 
We spent a little time seeking out her medical card and school 
records. That didn’t take long as she is very organised. She made 
me something to eat and we settled onto the sofa like an old 
married couple. A couple married the way I wanted to be. 
By now I was sober enough to drive safely. I could catch the bus 
to the pub and get my car. I could, but another half hour 
wouldn’t hurt. 
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The bus journey was cold and I was troubled in thought. How 
should I vanish? I wanted Anne to get my pension. I wanted no 
one looking for me so that meant being dead. Dead without a 
body. I still had a use for mine. No body in circumstances where 
you wouldn’t expect to find a body so nobody would look. 
Unrecognisable bodies were no good as D.N.A. is getting too 
good and gaining a spare body was not easy. If the Russians or 
the suit could be blamed for my death, that would be even better. 
The car was still in the park when I got there and started first 
time. I like reliable things. Things not left to chance. 
Anne looked down her nose when I entered. The you’ve been 
drinking look. There wasn’t even a question mark at the end; just 
a statement about something I could be reasonably expected to 
know.  

“Some people, mainly non-policemen, don’t like having 
meetings in a police station so I took them to the pub. Much 
more convivial. One of the people there was going to hire a boat 
soon and would like me to crew. Just a short trip but it will get 
me known on the circuit.” 

“I trust he will not be drinking when he is in charge of a 
boat.” 

“Of course not! He’s far too responsible, besides sailing 
with a hangover is far too unpleasant.” 

“You weren’t expecting supper were you? I’ve washed up.” 
“No. I had something at the pub. You go to bed. I’ve a few 

papers to find for tomorrow and then I’ll be up.” 
Anne went up and I searched for, and found, my medical card 
and school dates. I would get Laura’s number and post them off 
tomorrow. 
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I felt dreadful on the way to work. Not the drink or a bad 
conscience just lack of sleep. If I had any good ideas during my 
wakefulness I’ve forgotten them. I remember wondering why I 
couldn’t sleep. 
My half thoughts during the drive in were on how I could know 
the name of the soon to be empty bank account without revealing 
the real reason. I decided on an anonymous phone tip. Not very 
believable but I had turned over a lot of stones and had a good 
name for disclosure so it was not beyond the possible. I would 
call my mobile from a public call box to leave a record. When the 
account was empty I could contact Victor for confirmation. That 
would pay him back and establish the credentials of my story. 
Weak but the best that I could think of. 
I passed Laura on entering and she passed me a note that she 
said had been left for me. It was really her medical number and 
school dates but she did it so openly that it was beyond remark. 
The fraud department E-Mail was waiting for me when I logged 
on. I sent that to the printer and wrote the letter with our details 
by pen including the envelope. I would post it outside when I had 
bought a stamp. My official letters were franked ad I don’t know 
what records they keep. I could make the phone call to myself at 
the same time. My phone went with a text message that just said 
‘the new appointment time is confirmed’. Things were moving 
faster than I could get my head around. I did not have a new 
identity yet and so couldn’t, and didn’t know how to, set up my 
property company. In order to feel constructive I went outside 
and posted my letter and phoned myself. I answered the call and 
told myself the name in a silly voice. I was being silly but at least 
the length of the call would be right. 
Back in the office I phoned Victor to tell him the account name 
that had just been ‘revealed’ to me. He seemed relieved to hear 
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from me. His boss had been giving him a hard time mainly 
because his boss couldn’t find the new account. He could not tell 
me any details about the account I had named but he would be 
able to confirm, or deny, it’s existence and perhaps if it had any 
money in it. Knowing the name seemed to make him happy as he 
knew something that his boss didn’t. I hoped that he would  
make good use of it. 
Within a few minutes he texted me with one word. Bingo. 
I phoned Laura to ask her to make an appointment for me with 
the A.C.C. 
I could just use his open door policy but I like to leave trails when 
I’m behaving properly. 
The A.C.C. phoned shortly and told me to come up. It must be 
the season for quick responses. His PA ushered me through and 
he seemed to be in an affable mood. At the very least there were 
no signs of a red tide mark around his neck. 

“I’m hoping that you want to tell me what is going on. I 
know that you are going to retire soon but your loyalty is still 
here with us.” 

“I traced the money that our visitor was interested in, as 
you know, first to Albania then, with a feint towards St. Lucia, to 
Panama. The account there was moved and I have just found the 
account it was moved to. I don’t know if it is still there as 
Panamanian banking is not noted for its openness. I have 
discovered one new method of banking fraud and alerted those 
affected and I’m trying to develop a protocol to protect us from 
similar methods. I think that we have the potential to be major 
players in international banking security with the knock on effect 
that will have at reducing our local criminal activity and their 
financing. I would be pleased in any way I can to effect the 
technical elements but the bigger picture, including liaising with 
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the fraud squad, the bank of England and the international 
aspects requires a much more senior input.” 

“I agree. I’m pleased with your progress but please don’t 
think that I got to my position without being able to recognise 
bull shit.” 
He said this with a smile and the look of a co-conspirator. 

“I prefer ‘diplomatic polish’. I have, however, a problem 
that I’m sure you will want to be alerted to. Many of the people 
who have been helping me have had their offices and files 
searched. Nothing has been taken, that I know of, but I suspect 
that there are some people that are not working for the same 
team. Because of the sensitivities involved I would normally 
suspect Special Branch or something similar but one of the 
offices searched belongs to a representative of that organisation. 
At least one American organisation has been taking an interest in 
me. I don’t know what part your ‘friend’, that I was supposed to 
be helping, has played but a little circumspection might be in 
order.” 
The smile seemed to drain from the A.C.C’s face. I don’t think my 
idea that the suit was not to be trusted came as a revelation. 

“Thank you for bringing that to my attention. If you give me 
written details of your findings including the new bank account 
in Panama I will try to clean the stables.” 
 
I was now worried that my mouth had run away with itself. I 
needed to tell Lawrence all that I had said so that he could 
protect his own back. I phoned him to meet me in the Three Tuns 
urgently. I gave him a time and told him to phone me if he 
couldn’t make it. In the meanwhile I produced the written 
statement for the A.C.C. and sent it to him via the internal E-
Mail. 
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I was beginning to know the Three Tuns quite well and my pair 
were waiting when I got there. 

“I have a big mouth and I may have dropped you in it.” 
“That’s unfortunate. Get yourself a drink and tell us the 

worst.” 
I got myself a drink and sat down. 

“I had to report to the A.C.C. I had to tell him that I had the 
name of the second account in Panama so I prepared the ground 
by telling my Panama contact the name of the account and had 
him confirm it. This means the bank knows about the account 
and will probably investigate it. I got carried away and told my 
boss that people were having their offices searched and, perhaps, 
the police had a security issue. I’m afraid I told him that they had 
even searched someone in Special Branch.” 

“Don’t worry about the account investigation that was to be 
expected. I know that your boss knows about us as we gave you 
help towards Albania. He doesn’t know the details but we are not 
hidden. He is not a fool but we might be able to use him. I can 
contact him and tell of my suspicions. I can make him wary of 
being compromised and direct his suspicions towards the suit. 
Not blatantly but just help direct the thoughts he already has. 
Your boss knows that we all know each other.” 

“My beer suddenly tastes better. I really did think that I had 
been stupid. What will the bank find when they investigate the 
account?” 

“They will find it empty with the money having gone to the 
shipping company that we set up in one of the suit’s names. I can 
guarantee that the shipping company will be unhelpful. The 
company is already busy with a rented warehouse, stock bought 
and shipping contracted. Instead of leaving the spare money in 
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the account we have made shipping contracts for other 
companies some of whom will use our warehouse before 
shipping on. We don’t need to make a profit so long as the money 
becomes available to fulfil our contract. Because we don’t need to 
make a profit we are very competitive but a profit would be nice. 
Stock coming in and out of our warehouse also helps confuse the 
issue which makes our property friend harder to trace. We still 
intend to declare all our stock to be machine parts so that when 
they disappear people will jump to their own conclusions.” 

“What about the Chinese manufacturers?” 
“They will be unhelpful because they think that we are 

sanction busting and they need the orders. They don’t want to 
know where they are going. We have set up a contract basis for 
our friend separately which the Chinese think we are using as a 
legitimate front. It is not a name they will supply to anyone as it 
is not in their interest for anybody to look too closely.” 

“And if the Russians poke their nose in?” 
“They will find the money going to a company owned by the 

suit that is shipping disappearing machine parts.” 
“I thought I was devious. If the suit investigates and finds 

his own name he will think he is being set up. He needs to think 
that it is the Russians who are doing that. If the Russians get to 
know of the suit’s aliases it will help them connect their money to 
the suit when they investigate and their investigations will 
probably alert the suit to their knowledge of his aliases and make 
them the candidate for the set up.” 

“You’re right: you are devious. I will meet with you’re 
A.C.C. and alert him to his problems. I will suggest he calls a 
meeting for you to report your findings to the suit and I will be 
surprised if the suit doesn’t then try to close you down. Protest 
about no longer being involved but not too much.” 
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The meeting relaxed now that we were all satisfied that I was not 
a complete fool. It did, however, serve to remind me how easy it 
was to slip and how large the stakes were. 

“So how come you like skiing but are fond of the Lake 
District and, of all countries, Holland?” 
Harding recognised this as the drawing a line under the serious 
discussions that it was. 

“If you like fish do you give up eating cheese?” 
Lawrence said that he was in total sympathy. He would hate to 
live in a country that was always the same. He liked good weather 
but permanent good weather would be boring. You can only 
really appreciate something if you also experience its antithesis. 
This had its limits. You can enjoy going to good restaurants 
without suffering bad ones. I said that you only know they’re 
good by knowing they’re not bad. 

“People can enjoy new countries by finding that they have 
things that their homes do not. It does, however, make them 
think about what their homes do have. Can you cope with being 
an exile?” 

“I think you used the key word: home. If you think of 
England as home you are destined to be an Expat. If you are with 
people that you want to be with then that is your home.” 

“A fine philosophy until you’re told you can’t do something. 
I don’t want to go to Belgium but if I was told I couldn’t ……” 
We were in danger of getting maudlin so I got another round. 
The conversation broadened through what on earth Harding saw 
in maths to why golf should be made illegal. We parted company 
in high spirits and with calm restored. I went back to the office 
and started to read the file from the fraud people. I did that the 
wrong way round because the file became in danger of driving 
me to drink. People choose to be interested in such strange 
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things. I took the file home. It did not improve with the change in 
scenery. 
The phone rang at home and it was the PA to the A.C.C. I didn’t 
think that she got in that early and I certainly think I would be 
graced with a call. She told me that her boss wanted to see me at 
nine. I assumed that the suit would be in tow. 
I arrived, and was ushered in, at precisely nine having filled 
myself with coffee. The A.C.C. was sat at his desk and the suit 
was there with his back towards me. He turned as I entered but 
then turned back again. I was left standing whilst they sat. 

“Perhaps you could summarise what you have uncovered 
for our guest?” 
I was being subjected to power games but being viewed as a bit 
player suited me. I repeated my party piece taking care not to 
know if the second Panamanian account was full or empty. The 
suit pretended to take notes but he only seemed interested when 
I mentioned the name of the second account. After I had finished 
he offered his pronouncement. 

“An excellent job. Well done. You do, however, remember 
that I said there would come a time when I would ask you to 
withdraw as there were implications that were outside of your 
remit. That time has come so I hope that you have no problem 
with forgetting that this ever happened?” 

“I can forget that this case ever happened but I have 
become involved with banking security in general and there are 
people who will still be contacting me on the general topic. If I 
don’t respond that will attract even more attention.” 

“Understood but the Panama accounts are out of bounds. Is 
that clear?” 
I looked to the A.C.C. partly to assure him that I knew I took 
instructions from him. 
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“That will be the end of his involvement. I’m pleased we 
could be of some assistance.” 
The look the A.C.C. gave me said I was dismissed and should 
leave but that he would continue fighting the good fight.” 

“Goodbye sir. Thank you for your time.” 
On my way back to the office I noticed one car that was out of 
place. The policeman in me noticed the number but it was 
probably a pool car. 
An  hour later, going to the canteen, I noticed the car was gone 
but in it’s place was one that I thought belonged to Laurel and 
Hardy. The A.C.C. was being blown in all directions. 
My breakfast, being late, fuelled my resentment. I thought the 
power games I had been subjected to were to my advantage, 
which they were, but annoying non the less. I didn’t blame my 
boss; his games were not for my benefit, but the suit had stoked 
my vindictiveness. My spleen needed whatever it was that 
medieval doctors did to spleens. 
In my office I took the typed sheet of the Russian players and 
looked up on the net the telephone number of what I took to be 
one of the main players. I then drove to the railway station and 
took the first train out of the county, I wanted the call I was 
about to make to come from a place that I was not connected 
with. Most phones these days display the number calling. When I 
got off the train I went for a coffee to compose myself and work 
out my script. I called the number from a phone in the station 
concourse. When it was answered I asked for the person by name 
using my best false voice. I tried not to over do it. Mainly I used a 
false accent. When my victim answered I confirmed that I had 
the right person so that he would know that I knew his name. I 
told him that I had been informed that he had lost some money 
to a Panamanian account and that he was keen to recover it. I 
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had the account name and the various aliases of the culprit. Was 
he interested? He said he was but what did I want in return? I 
said that for the moment nothing but in the future I might want 
to call on him to give somebody a slap. Did he remember the film 
where two strangers agreed to kill each other’s wives and because 
they were strangers they were untraceable? I didn’t want 
anything so dramatic but the principle is good. I would give him 
a codename so that if I asked for a favour in return he would 
know it was me. He said that was fine providing I didn’t want 
anything stupid so I gave him the information and the codename 
shergar. 
Five minutes and the cat was amongst the pigeons and my 
money was on the cat. 
On the train back I had time to ponder who would investigate the 
account first and how. Was there a way of seeing how they did it 
without leaving a trace myself. 
I had a little fantasy about who I could donate the slap to but 
thought I would probably save it for eventualities. 
 
I picked up my car from the station car park and found the 
mortgage to pay the ticket. If I knew who owned the parking 
rights I would have my first candidate for the slap. 
I went to the library to use the internet. I wanted to look up the 
different formats for property ownership and how you could 
transfer valuable property without money being seen to change 
hands. I might understand Wikipedia better than the briefing 
papers but I didn’t want to leave a record of looking. I emerged 
little wiser but having decided to contact my property friends 
accountant when I had my new identity. I must find out who the 
accountants are. My friend will tell me and the degree to which I 
can trust them. I wrote down what I had done and posted it to 
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Laurel and Hardy’s PO box then texted them to say that they had 
a message. Keeping people in the loop is important for all of us. 
Time for home and a slump in front of the TV. I was exhausted. 
 
I was now officially off the case so I had better be seen to be 
doing my day job. There was a child abduction case that had been 
going nowhere for a week so I decided to see if the IT was up to 
the job. The enquiry ran over three police areas so, although ours 
was the lead, the interconnectedness was important. There were 
some universal systems and some unique to each force. As in 
most major enquiries the number of statements was growing 
exponentially and I asked the officer in charge if there was 
anything I could do. I think that what he suggested is illegal in 
ten American states. 
He rang me back about an hour later and told me that he had a 
child of roughly the same age and was a little on edge. He said he 
would be grateful if I looked at the system to see if there was 
anything that they had missed or could be improved upon 
providing I did not get in the way. I told him my kids were all 
grown up now but I could quite understand his reaction. 
I spent the next two days really doing that job going home each 
night exhausted. I made a few improvements that seemed quite 
paltry when her body was found in the home of a relative. The 
details might help the evidence in the upcoming case or, heaven 
forbid, in the next case. 
 
I got up to go to work feeling quite empty and directionless. 
Coffee was all I could face before I left. The car was parked in the 
drive as normal and I went to get in but the seat was not quite in 
the right place. I couldn’t even work out if it was too close or too 
far away but I knew it was wrong. Anne never went into my car 
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not even to clean it. I tried to remember if I had moved it but I 
was sure I hadn’t had a reason to. 
I got out and knelt down by the open door to examine the seat 
and then I noticed the wire under the dashboard. I felt sick but 
quite sure I was right. Sure enough to risk being thought a fool. I 
left the car as it was and went indoors to use the land line. I was 
not going to use a mobile near the car. Twenty minutes later the 
neighbours were treated to police cars with flashing lights 
followed by the land rover of the bomb squad. They took one 
quick look of my wire and listened to my story and then told the 
police to evacuate the nearest houses. I will be popular. I was told 
to move away and I didn’t need telling twice. A little robot with a 
camera took over and the bomb squad officer told me it was a 
bomb. He was a lot calmer than I was and I had no intention of 
going anywhere near it. An hour later it was declared safe and I 
just wanted to collapse. 
The officer in charge raised my pulse again by showing me the 
bomb. He assured me that it was safe. He said that the amount of 
explosive wasn’t that high. It wouldn’t have affected the local 
houses but it was located under the dashboard above where I sat 
and would have made me sing soprano. The wire I had seen was 
connected to the brake light so it was arranged not to go off when 
I switched on, Chicago style, but after I had pressed the brake 
about eight times. I would have been in traffic when I had my 
little accident. He said that the triggering electronics was quite 
sophisticated and the detonators were Russian. That sounded 
familiar. 
After they had gone and I had fended off the neighbours’ 
questions Anne decided that I shouldn’t go into work. I decided 
that stopping at home was worse. Besides I would have to make a 
statement. 
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When I got to the dream factory my tribulations had travelled 
before me. I assume via the police cars that had been in 
attendance. How do you answer the tenth person that asks ‘how 
are you’? The answer ‘alive’ sounds tetchy. Laura looked stunned 
but I couldn’t take her to one side even though I wanted to. 
Tommy was convinced that he was in some way to blame. His 
reasoning was beyond me but I could assure him that he was not. 
The A.C.C. was in the entrance hall. I’m not sure if he was just 
passing through or had come down specifically. He told me that 
he expected me to visit him and he looked genuinely concerned 
or perhaps guilty. 
Tommy took me into his office and told me to write a statement 
which he would direct to the right people including the union. 
I’m sure that I wanted to shout ‘you failed’ too loudly. I complied 
with Tommy because he wouldn’t give in and I believed that he 
would distribute the statement. I then went to see the A.C.C. and 
managed, on the way, to slip Laura the name of our café and a 
time without being seen. 
The A.C.C. heard me speaking to his PA and came out to get me. 
He really did seem concerned and now, perhaps, a little cross. 
Not cross with me but with the world.  

“Who did this to you?” 
“I don’t know but the bomb had similarities to the one that 

killed Simon Lauderdale.” 
“In what way?”  
“Both had sophisticated triggers and Russian detonators. 

Both would have taken talent and nerve to install. Both were 
aimed at a specific person but there were differences. Mine had 
commercial explosives whilst Simon’s was home made. Simon’s 
might not have been meant to kill him but mine was.” 

“Do you think it was the same bomber?” 
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“I do and both connected to the investigation of your friend. 
I think the Russian detonators are a red herring and I don’t mean 
that as a pun.” 

“You suspect our friend is involved don’t you?” 
“I have not ruled him out.” 
“We will doubtless have the press here soon. Go and see the 

press liaison 
officer and she will handle all that. If tackled yourself say it is 
subject to an enquiry. I will try to find out what is going on but I 
don’t expect that they will be helpful. In the meanwhile be 
vigilant and careful. There’s nothing to say that they can’t try 
again.” 
I phoned the press liaison officer and told her that Tommy had 
my statement. She told me to stay out of the way until the press 
get bored which, she said, can happen quite quickly if you give 
them nothing. 
It was nearly time to meet Laura so I decided to follow her advice 
and stay out of the way. 
I was half way down my coffee and making progress on my 
Danish when Laura walked in. She looked worried to the point of 
being haggard. 

“Now I can say ‘thank god that you’re alright’. The person 
who first told me that there was a bomb in your car didn’t know 
if it had gone off. Can you imagine what I was thinking? I just 
want to know who put it there and do you think that they will try 
again? Don’t lie to me. It won’t make me feel any better just more 
afraid if I think that you’re holding things back.” 

“I don’t know and, as a consequence, I don’t know why, so I 
can’t say if they will try again. I am behaving as if they might. My 
best guess is either the Russians or the man I call the suit. It is 
meant to look like the Russians which makes me inclined to 
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think the suit. I don’t really know but I intend to make things 
unpleasant for both of them.  

“Don’t do anything to provoke them. I just want you in one 
piece. The rest is not important.” 

“I don’t want to frighten you but I want you to be extra 
careful. They might be tempted to get at me through you. I don’t 
think they know about our relationship and let’s keep it that way. 
When I disappear you will probably be on your own for a while 
whilst I get things sorted. I need you to set up a Skype account 
that has no connection to you so that we can have a secure means 
of talking in internet cafes. I will do the same and we will swap 
addresses. If I need to contact you I will leave a message from 
John Lewis telling you a day and time to collect your goods. The 
Skype time will be two days earlier and four hours later than 
English time. Will you remember that?” 

“I will have to.” 
“Now let’s talk about something nicer; about our plans and 

our wedding.” 
“I’m not promising to obey!” 

 
We talked about what sort of place she would like in Portugal and 
which countries she would like to visit on holiday. We talked 
about her sister and was there any way she could come to the 
wedding. We talked about colour schemes in houses and I told 
her that no room was to have more than six cushions. 
I could tell that the worry was still there but now it was covered 
in hope. She had to go back to work and I had to continue staying 
out of the way. 
 
The phone from Laurel and Hardy rang and a voice said:- 
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“I hear that you’ve been in the wars. Can we meet but 
somewhere different? Security seems to be an issue so I’m going 
to suggest my car. I can pick you up at the railway station and we 
will drive somewhere quiet and park up. Is that alright?” 
I said that sounded like a good idea and, looking at my watch, 
said I could be there in an hour because I was walking. 
Nobody followed me to the station and people trying to kill you 
makes you very paranoid so I was sure. The car was not there 
when I got to the station but about two minutes later it pulled up. 
Either very good timing or one of them was out of the car 
looking. I got in the back and without a word being said we drove 
to a country lane by the side of the river. It would have been 
impossible to spy on us without standing out. 
When we were parked Lawrence said:- 

“What happened?” 
I gave them a quick resume of the facts without any speculation. 

“Who do you suspect?” 
“It can only be the suit or the Russians. I have upset a lot of 

people in the past but that would be too much of a coincidence. 
The style of the bomb suggests the same people who got Simon 
and the detonators suggest a Russian connection but I don’t buy 
that. Apart from being too obvious the Russians use muscle that 
are not too subtle. The fate of Boris seems to be more their style. 
I’m inclined to think the suit for both Simon and my little 
present.” 

“I think we agree but what if we assume it was the suit and 
get it wrong?” 

“The Russians are going to be very smug and try again. My 
concern is that I don’t know why the suit would be after me now 
that I have bowed out.” 
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“If he has found the name of our shipping company he 
might think that you have not really bowed out. He hasn’t had 
much time and we have no evidence of any one making enquiries 
about the company and we have been watching. Our guess is that 
he has been living beyond his means and plans to jump ship. He 
doesn’t want to leave any body that could follow him, or he has 
just lost the plot.” 

“The bomb would have made me disinclined to follow. If he 
is sweeping things under the carpet I assume that could include 
you.” 

“The thought had occurred to us. Normally having a go at 
us would be a dangerous ploy but if he has lost the plot …..” 

“I need to stop the suit for good and if the Russians get 
blamed so much the better.” 

“By that I assume you mean playing the same game?” 
“I do. I need you to get me something untraceable. I need 

some Russian detonators and a quantity of explosives, enough to 
make two medium sized bombs. I will do the rest.” 

“We wouldn’t normally approve of violence but we appear 
to be unable to avoid it. I would prefer to avoid the part where it 
is applied to me.” 
To get him away from the topic before too many questions are 
asked I tell him that I had intended talking to Mr. Property’s 
accountant. I had tried following the briefing notes but I wasn’t 
convinced that I understood. Harding quite bluntly said not to do 
that. Of course he would be the one dealing with accounts and 
numbers. He said that he was going to set things up for the two 
of them and it would be better if he did the same for me at the 
same time. More people meant less security. His plan for them 
was a limited company holding rental property with each of them 
as the share holder. The company would have a paid manager 
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dealing with the tenants and maintenance and as shareholders 
they would be paid a dividend. It was more tax efficient and 
anyone holding that amount of property who did not try to be tax 
efficient would be suspicious. The rest I did not understand. 
Something about transferring the property by deed of gift and 
mechanisms for dealing with stamp duty and capital gains tax. I 
told him he would make a good con man as I trusted him without 
really understanding a word. His laughter broke the tension. I 
asked him to do the same for me but to put it in the name of 
Laura’s new identity. He said that was a match with his ideas. 

“How are our new identities getting on?” 
“I have both your passports and you should soon have your 

medical records, credit ratings, tax records and national 
insurance contribution records. You will be pleased to know you 
will be entitled to a full pension.” 

“Perfection. One slight problem, when I move abroad an 
income will be nice but I will need some capital to set up a home, 
car, that sort of thing.” 

“Already thought of that. Withdrawing capital out of the 
property early on would be difficult but Lawrence and I have a 
little capital put aside some of which we can give you in exchange 
for a small adjustment to the property share.” 

“Do you sell time shares in Ibiza as well?” 
“By the way your new names are Peter Jones and Laura 

Ward.” 
“I sound like a tailor.”  

The car started and we drove down the lane until we came to a 
small bistro pub. I realised that in all the excitement I had eaten 
very little. We sat down at the bar to wait for a table. The news 
came on the TV and I was an item. No picture just a brief report 
with a little speculation about there being an Irish connection. 



Kit Kirk 
 

175 

Lawrence asked if he should paint shamrocks on my Russian 
request. 
After our meal they drove me back to the railway station and I 
caught a bus home. I think people will understand me leaving my 
car at the office. 
Anne couldn’t question me properly as every five minutes the 
neighbours came round to ask if I was ok and to tell me that they 
had seen me on the news. I told them I couldn’t talk about it as 
the security people were looking into it but I was sorry if I had 
caused them a disturbance. In fact I think I had inserted a little 
interest into their probably drab lives. 
The phone rings several times during the evening. Anne answers 
each time and, when it is a reporter, demands their name and 
paper or agency. She sounds like someone who plays bridge with 
their editor’s wife and they ring off. The neighbours ring and she 
is much more polite but when a reporter rings and pretends to be 
a neighbour, all of whom she knows, she uses expressions I 
didn’t know she knew. By the end of the evening the phone goes 
straight to answer phone. If reporters try to knock on the door I 
will answer but nobody does. If ever I go again to a house 
besieged by reporters I shall arrest every reporter that gives me 
half an excuse. I shan’t sleep tonight. Not conscience but bile. 
 
I cycle in to work in the morning. Any reporters around and I 
plan to cycle down alley ways but I’m today’s chip paper. 
At work my car has been moved, which is understandable, but 
there, in the park, is the suit’s car. Not a pool car after all. If I 
parked where he is I would be shouted at. I assume he has been 
invited in, or called in, by the A.C.C. I have a word with a cop that 
drives a big Transit who I know is a militant left winger. I point 
out the car and suggest that friends of the bosses can do what 
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they want. He suddenly needs to move his transit and can’t with 
the car where it is. I suggest telling Laura as she keeps the keys 
and he storms off. I phone through and tell her what is 
happening. She tells Mr. Transit that she hasn’t got the keys but 
she should have them. She phones up and tells the suit that Mr. 
Transit will come up and get the keys and move it. She tells Mr. 
Transit to bring the keys to her after he has finished as the boss 
man can get his own keys. It all goes to plan and I photo copy the 
keys. 
The suit collects the keys later in a mood, but still checks the 
keys. If he is looking for traces of soap or Plasticene he will be out 
of luck. Laura asks me what all that was about and I tell her I 
don’t know. I never saw the keys. I took a note of the make and 
model of the car to use later. 
After the suit was gone I used the A.C.C’s open door policy to ask 
him what was going on. He said that the chief constable had said 
that he would have a word in the right ear because our man was 
going off the rails. In the meanwhile he had called him in just to 
rattle his cage. I don’t suppose he will change but at least I had 
marked his card. The chief constable does not like his officers 
being targeted and I don’t think I have seen him so vexed for a 
long time. He does know the right people. I thanked him for his 
efforts and he said that he tried to protect his own. 
I checked my car carefully when I found it. The seat had been 
moved but that would be because the person moving it had not 
even bothered to put it back. I still took time and care. I had 
decided to be paranoid and alive. 
 
I had the suit’s address so, in the evening, I drove there. I drove 
down the road without stopping but I photographed his house. 
The car was there in the drive and in the photo I could see no 
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cameras or security lights. He is either careless or over confident. 
I had a little D.I.Y. planned to correct that. I wiped the photos 
from my camera. 
In my youth I had made radios and simple electronics and I had 
kept up the interest. I had even followed a simple electronics 
module during my computer course. At the time I just thought it 
was an easy credit. Time to do a few sums. The circuit I opted for 
was a simple photo resistor triggering a relay when subjected to 
light. The circuit would not work until a simple timer circuit had 
armed it. The idea was a box that could be put in the boot of a car 
with a short time delay that would trigger a relay when light 
entered the boot. The person planting it would only have to put 
the box in the boot; press the switch to start the timing circuit 
and close the boot. The surprise would be for whoever opened 
the boot. Could any body else open the boot? It is possible but his 
suspicious behaviour suggested that was not likely. 
One thing I needed to check. Did the car have an alarm and 
would it be triggered if the boot was opened with a key? My 
friend the internet could answer that but I will do the search at 
the library. 
Radio shack is no more, at least where I live. Maplins has enough 
bits to keep me happy and has two stores nearby. I can get the 
bits from different stores. 
My shopping list includes a relay; a photo resistor; a timer chip 
and various resistors and connectors. I buy Veroboard and a 
good quality battery. I had been told, I forget by whom, that a lot 
of bombs fail because of poor quality batteries. I also want a U/V 
light of the sort that they use for checking bank notes. I buy these 
from the different stores and decline when they ask for my 
address to send me coupons. 
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I also buy nail varnish remover and plastic gloves from the 
chemist.  
In my shed, at home, I put a plastic sheet on the work bench and 
don gloves. I examine the components for batch number, 
including under U/V, and remove all the marks with the nail 
varnish remover and glass paper. When they are perfect I 
assemble the circuit making sure that the soldering is good. I 
want it not only to work but also to look professional. With a 
substitute battery, to preserve my good one, I test the circuit and 
set it for a twenty minute delay and sensitive to any light. It is 
perfect so I put it into a plastic bag. The forensic boys will get 
nothing from me. I even plan to throw the solder away when I 
have finished and completely clean my soldering iron. 
My library search says that the car has an optional alarm but it is 
not triggered by the boot if it is opened by a key. He could have 
modified the car but life has to have some risk. I can reduce it to 
the minimum but not remove it completely. 
 
I needed to make a key which means I need a blank. I know a key 
shop that has a display outside that I could make lighter or I 
could try to buy a blank. I opted for theft. I found myself going 
equipped and I was surprisingly good at it. I took more than one 
blank to confuse the issue. There were no cameras to make life 
difficult. Crime prevention really are falling down in their work. 
Back in my workshop I made a key that matched the photocopies 
perfectly. I made sure there were no burs to mark the lock. When 
the key works I will dispose of it in a land fill skip and burn the 
photocopies. I just need the working parts. 
Lawrence calls and says he has left a box containing the parts in 
exactly the spot where we had parked before. I drove there and 
found the box behind a tree. I checked to see it was the box I 
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wanted and then took it to my shed. I took a lot of time cleaning 
the parts and removing any marks. The detonators came with a 
sheet defining the trigger voltage and current. It was in Russian; 
Arabic; Chinese; English and a variety of other languages. Death 
is multinational. It was well within my parameters and, selecting 
slightly less than half the explosives I assembled my present. The 
box was cleaned and then wrapped in Christmas paper which I 
thought was a nice touch. Any prints on the bomb would belong 
to the investigating police. Not that unusual. The clean box was 
put into a plastic bag. I put the rest of the explosives and 
detonators in a plastic bag, wiped the outside of that and put it 
inside another bag. This I buried at the edge of a nearby 
ploughed field close to the roots of a tree. The plastic sheet I 
burned. I scrubbed my hands until they were raw even though I 
had been wearing gloves. The solder was thrown into a bin 
streets away and the iron was cleaned with a file and re-tinned 
with a different solder. If I now don’t get investigated by the 
forensic boys I will feel cheated.  
When I was finished I put the plastic wrapped box in the boot of 
my car and went  through what I had done in my head. Had I 
missed anything? The only thing I had no control over were the 
explosives and detonators and I doubted that they were traceable 
even if I had not cleaned them. I was set. That evening I drove to 
the Three Tuns taking care not to be on the car park video. I got 
myself a drink and noticed and then left via the toilet emptying 
my glass on the way and leaving it on a wall outside. I drove to 
the suits house. I parked in the next street and walked with the 
box in my bag. 
I walked as if I had a destination but I was aware of anybody 
around. If there was anyone I would have walked on. The street 
was empty. I was wearing leather gloves and when I was near I 
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took the box out of my bag and removed it from the plastic bag. 
This was the period of maximum risk. I entered the drive; 
opened the boot; placed the box; worked the switch and closed 
the boot. I walked out of the drive and every fibre in my body 
wanted to run back to my car, Instead I walked calmly on and 
returned to my car by a parallel street. I had been on the look out 
for cameras and saw nothing. There was one at the entrance to a 
corner shop but I took care to avoid that. 
My drive back to the Three Tuns took forever and I parked my 
car in the same spot which was in a video blind spot. I emerged 
into the bar through the toilet and I had never been away. I 
ordered another drink and engaged the bar man in conversation 
to make sure I was remembered. I drove home and went to bed 
after a shower. I had been sweating profusely despite it being 
cold. 
 
The morning was an agony as I tried to be normal despite the fact 
that I don’t have normal days. I drove to work and had breakfast 
in the canteen. I worked in my office with E-Mails whilst I had 
the news on in case of reports. Nothing. Tommy popped in as a 
trauma counsellor but I couldn’t tell him what my real trauma 
was. Nothing all day. I went home convinced that I had failed. I 
couldn’t go down the street to check. The news came on the ten 
o’clock news: a bomb blast, one person killed. They did not give 
the name of the street or who was killed but the district was the 
right one. I didn’t sleep easily that night and I wouldn’t until I 
knew. 
 
When I went into work in the morning the anti-terrorist squad 
was waiting for me. They wanted my help. Somebody I knew had 
been blown up and the device had similarities with mine. Did I 
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have any ideas? I asked who had been blown up they said Rupert 
Hartbank. I told them I didn’t know the name but could they 
describe him. When they did I said ah! You mean the one I call 
the suit. My A.C.C. had been talking to him because I suspected 
him of being responsible for my bomb. I had no evidence and it 
sounds like I was wrong. They said he was one of the funnies and 
they had their work cut out to pin it on anyone. I asked them for 
details to see if it was like mine and they said he had been blown 
up when he opened the boot of his car, which was in his drive, in 
order to put his brief case in. The bomb was triggered by his 
opening the boot and the detonators were Russian like yours. 
I asked if I could speak to the senior officer in private. He 
followed me to my office. 

“What I am about to tell you might lead you on a wild goose 
chase and I’m not sure how sensitive it is. You could check with 
my A.C.C. before you tell your crew. I had been working for the 
suit on a case of disappearing money before he called me off. The 
money came from a group of Russians and if the A.C.C. gives me 
permission I can supply their names. I thought that the suit was 
in some way responsible for my bomb and the Russians were 
being set up. I might have been wrong. As you implied 
these people are a little murky and the leads will be as straight as 
a cork screw. You need to check with the A.C.C. and probably the 
chief constable as this is out of my league.” 
He thanked me for the information and said that he would 
proceed with tact. 
I asked him if he thought that it made it more or less likely that I 
would get another bomb? He said that he really didn’t know but 
advised me to proceed as if it was more likely. I told him ‘thank 
you for improving my day’ 
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It was amazing how this conversation made me feel divorced 
from the events. I was a victim not a player. I didn’t really feel 
bad as I was still convinced that he was the author of my bomb. I 
was just better at it. I don’t think Darwin included the survival of 
the nastiest. 
Laura button holed me in the canteen. It was empty enough to 
snatch a few quiet words.  

“Were you responsible for that?” 
“I don’t have easy access to explosives but I won’t pretend 

to be sorry. I couldn’t have been his only enemy.” 
“You were planning something.” 
“True but not as drastic and now it’s not necessary.” 
“What am I supposed to know if asked?” 
“Everything as it was except the photocopying. That never 

happened.” 
“I would like my life to be a little less exciting and you in 

one piece.” 
“We can agree on that!” 

I told her that I would come round her house tomorrow night 
and she could unwind then. 
I will travel there by bus in case the anti-terrorists have technical 
leanings. They don’t seem to be interested in me but I don’t 
suppose they would tell me if they were. 
Laurel and Hardy texted to say that the left bank meeting at six 
was cancelled. I took that to mean meet them by the river at six. I 
shall drive most of the way and then walk. I presume that they 
will have listened to the news. 

The chief constable was seen going up to the A.C.C’s office 
and the dream factory’s gossip production team was at fever 
pitch. I retired to my office to listen to the news on the internet. 
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An Islamic group had claimed responsibility and I thought 
‘you’re welcome’. 
 
I got to the river exactly on time and the car was there waiting. I 
don’t think it had been there long. It had just started raining and 
the ground under the car was wet. I got in the car and the 
atmosphere was tense. 

“I trust nothing can come back to us?” 
“I was very careful and there will be no forensics even if 

they collect all the bits.” 
“We don’t really approve of anything so drastic but we 

appreciate that it was necessary.” 
“We just have the Russians to worry about now.” 
“Is that what the rest of our kit is for?” 
“No. I have specific plans for that which I will tell you about 

soon. You will approve and nobody gets hurt. The Russians are 
probably due for a hard time from the anti-terrorists. I don’t 
suppose that they will fall for that Islamic claim although it might 
be useful to them to pretend to. 

“Remember to keep everything low key. We have some 
paperwork for you.” 
He handed me a bulky envelope which I did not open. Being 
careful of forensics becomes a habit. 

“Some of Laura’s papers are not in there. We have them but 
we are using them to set up bank accounts. The business account 
and the personal account have to be separate but both require an 
address. One of our managed properties is a block of flats and we 
will use one of these as an address for the accounts. The post 
comes through the office at the bottom where the manager works 
and he will divert any post that is in Laura’s name. We can set up 
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a current account for you on the same basis if you want and you 
can make an address change from abroad.” 

“Perhaps later on. At the moment I want to keep Laura’s 
name and mine completely separate. I don’t know this manager 
but I will take your word that he is safe. I don’t need an English 
account so urgently as my pension, when I get it, can go to a 
Portuguese account.  On second thought I will have an account if 
you can make sure there is no link between my account and 
Laura’s” 

“I will do that. Please learn your new identity so that it 
becomes second nature.” 

“Will my going sailing with you draw attention to our 
relationship?” 

“It doesn’t matter. It is far from secret. In fact trying to 
keep it secret would draw more attention.” 

“I will claim a mutual interest in sailing.” 
“Which is, in fact, true. I’m hiring a boat next week if you 

want to come.” 
“I certainly do and I will be very open about it. I will tell you 

about my plans for the rest of your kit on the trip.” 
Harding had been very quiet. He pointed out that unlike me he 
was staying around and he needed to be bullet proof. I told him 
that I wasn’t keen on his choice of phrase but I would make my 
contacts through Lawrence if he preferred. 
Harding apologised and said he was distracted getting all the 
property and identity details right and he is always convinced 
that he might have missed something. He had accepted the 
American offer and was near to the point of taking retirement. 
I said I intended to be leaving soon but I would like to make the 
Russians’ life difficult first. I had already pointed the anti-
terrorist squad in their direction and they tended not to let go.  
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I asked Lawrence to phone me with the trip details and I said my 
goodbyes. I walked back to my car and put the envelope in the 
glove box. I would look at it when I had plenty of time. 
Anne was waiting for me when I got home. She had heard the 
news and had at first thought it might be me. When I told her 
that it was the man in the suit that had visited her whilst I was 
away she seemed even more worried. 

“The idea of your going back to uniform was to make you 
safer not to attract all the shadowy characters that you seem to be 
meeting. 
My hardened heart, and it was getting harder, could suspect that 
Anne was shaken by the departure from the regularity and 
certainty of her life. A grandfather clock that had suddenly 
developed an occasional erratic tick. A hardened heart perhaps is 
wrong. It was like an action photograph where you had missed 
the subject but caught his shadow. I know we used to have 
something in a previous life and that was worth something. I was 
going to hurt her but she would be financially secure. A poor 
exchange but could I do better? She wanted to know how I felt 
which was not her usual conversation. I told her that I was 
anxious, which was true, and it was affecting my work, which it 
wasn’t. 
The evening was full of TV and banality. I was not comfortable in 
my skin and ready to move on. 
I was surprised to find I slept soundly that night. What that tells 
me about my state of mind I wouldn’t like to say. My lifelong 
standards were slipping and the idea that the ones getting hurt 
were those that deserved it was plainly not true. Do I really need 
to feel good about myself? Apparently not. 
I drove in to work with heartburn. Perhaps my conscience was to 
be found in my stomach. 
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Tommy was there and greeted me, or was there specifically to 
greet me. I suspect Anne might have phoned him. He had his 
counsellor’s hat on. He said one contact with a bomber merited a 
visit to the force’s shrink but two gives you the gold plated 
version. I told him to take my place and that would be my way of 
getting my own back on the shrink. He said he would tell Anne so 
I gave in. He walked me, like a recalcitrant school boy, to a part 
of the factory I had never been in. In five minutes I was sat in an 
arm chair whilst the shrink read a file. 

“You don’t need my help. You are fine and you have seen a 
lot worse. All you need is to be left to get on with your job. You 
don’t need a big hug and if you were that delicate you are in the 
wrong job.” 

“I’m glad we’ve had this little chat. I feel much better now.” 
“Tommy told me to threaten you with Anne.” 
“Now I am traumatised.” 
“Tell me how you really feel and what you want.” 
“I feel frightened but it takes the form of hyper vigilance. I 

feel that I’m not being told everything but I’ve been there before. 
I am mildly paranoid but I always have been.” 

“Are you sleeping?” 
“Sometimes but I have always been erratic.” 
“Eating?” 
“Too much and I float on coffee.” 
“Sex?” 
“No thank you! I’m sorry but I couldn’t resist. Not wildly 

sexually active but no change recently. I’m sure that I would fall 
into the vague category of normal.” 

“What do you need?” 
“I would like a week off soon. A friend is going to hire a 

boat and I can go sailing with him for a week. I can look for 
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bombs behind the waves. A period of complete relaxation would 
be better than a dose of anti-depressives. Not that sailing is 
relaxing but you know what I mean.” 

“I can’t write a prescription for that but call me when you 
know and I will make it happen.” 
I shook his hand and I actually felt better. Tommy was outside as 
my escort and he asked how it went. 

“I told him you were gay and we were having problems.” 
“He didn’t improve your scripts I see.” 
“He is actually very good and down to Earth. You can tell 

your next victim that he has my seal of approval.” 
“Good Now get on with some work.” 
“You could have been a diplomat.” 

I walked back with Tommy but went on to the canteen to top up 
my coffee sea. 
I looked around the canteen, as if for the first time, and it was 
dreary and institutionalised. I had spent a large part of my life 
using these warehouses for human beings. I won’t miss them or 
uniforms. Does it help to be dissatisfied when you retire? It 
makes a fresh start more desirable. 
I finished my drug and went to my office picking up my envelope 
from the car’s glove box. In my seclusion I open the envelope and 
examined the contents. I was impressed. The passport did not 
look new and I took notice of where and when I was born. I had 
been to college and had run up some debts which I had paid off 
and my insurance stamp payments had a few gaps in the right 
places but I had sufficient for a full pension. The pension people 
did not have my address so I would have to write to them from 
Portugal. I had started an early retirement from my job six 
months ago so I presume I have been travelling. I had a lot to 
memorise. I looked at the documents for Laura. The ones I had 
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looked as well researched. I put hers into a separate envelope to 
pass to her this evening. 
I will write my time line to match my documents to help me 
memorise them and check their fidelity. I am still pleased at how 
well they look constructed. I put mine back into the envelope and 
thought where I could put them. Anne couldn’t find this passport 
and I didn’t want to leave it in the office. Until I think of 
somewhere better I will ask Laura to look after them. I put both 
envelopes into my brief case. I now broke my normal routine and 
got my head down for half an hour. The half an hour was nearer 
to two and when I woke up I felt worse. 
I drive to a place where I can park near a bus stop. The park is 
well lit and covered by cameras. I think the person who planted 
my bomb is dead but thinking and knowing are different. I catch 
the bus to just past Laura’s and walk back. My briefcase makes 
me look like an old fashioned tally man. Laura lets me in as soon 
as I knock. She is still pleased to see me but I can feel a certain 
reserve. I am on probation. 

“You obviously have things on your mind so tell me what is 
troubling you.” 

“A man you know that we thought had planted your bomb 
dies from a bomb like yours. The bomb was in his car. A car for 
which you had made photocopies of the key. You tell me to forget 
about the photocopying and that the bomb wasn’t you. Why 
would I not worry” 

“I was going to make a copy of the key to plant 
incriminating evidence because I know that he was living beyond 
his means and was collecting enemies. I wanted him off my back. 
I had severed my relationship with him but he wouldn’t let go. 
You’re right, I thought that he had planted my bomb. I now think 
that the bomber thought I was still working for him and that we 
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were both targets. I am trying to make sure that everybody 
knows we were finished before the bomb. If I suspect anybody 
now it is the Russians. It was their money and Simon died from a 
similar bomb. If you think about it Simon dying was not in the 
interest of the suit. Unfortunately I don’t think it was in the 
interest of the Russians either. Their treatment of Boris suggests, 
however, that they are not always completely in control.” 

“Does that mean you might get another bomb?” 
“It means that I’m being very careful just in case. As it 

happens I can tell you that I think I am going to die from a bomb. 
Die quite soon and leave you for good. My crystal ball also tells 
me that you will go to Portugal, meet and marry a man called 
Peter Jones who might have some of my good looks.” 

“A bomb will kill you?” 
“I can’t tell you the details because then you won’t have to 

act. All I can tell you is that the reports of my death will be 
greatly exaggerated. I will tell you what to expect much closer to 
the time but I can tell you that I intend using this body for a 
while yet.” 

“I won’t pretend to understand, or be happy about it. I 
suppose I will have to trust you.” 
She gave me a big hug and the tension had nearly gone. I gave 
her the envelope and explained why some things were missing. 
Soon she would have a business account saying she was the share 
holder in a property company and a current account receiving 
dividends from the rental business. The accounts say she lives in 
one of the properties but when she marries the current account 
name will change and the address change to her married address 
in Portugal. She will get the missing papers soon which she must 
keep secret and safe. She will have a lot of facts to learn about her 
new life which she must be word perfect in. In the meanwhile I 
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would like her to look after my papers as she is the only person I 
completely trust. 
She looked at her papers and then with a very serious face she 
looked at me. 

“This will not do. This will not do at all. I hate my name.” 
“Do you also hate the name Laura Jones?” 
“Quite a lot, but not as much.” 
“I do believe we are heading for our first married 

argument.” 
 
We had a pretend fight but there was no pretence in the fact that 
she fought dirty. We were then forced to make up, which took 
quite a long time. 
 
I caught the bus back to my car which I examined carefully 
before getting in. Switching on the engine raised my blood 
pressure but, fortunately, not the roof of the car. I got home 
exhausted. Anne asked how my day had been. I told her I had 
seen a shrink. 

“About time!” was her reply. I told her I needed sleep and I 
went to bed. 
 
Anne was making breakfast when I got up. This was not normal. 
Normal was I had nothing or a cup of coffee and a cough. I sat in 
anticipation of a comment or a demand but nothing. At last she 
said that I was not behaving normally and that she was worried. I 
said in what way was I not normal and she replied that I was 
tense, preoccupied, not myself. I did not help when I said that 
someone trying to blow you up would do that. 
On the way into work I realised I was being watched. Anne; the 
shrink; Tommy; Laura and for all I know the A.C.C. None of this 
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was in a bad way but out of genuine concern. I probably was not 
behaving normally but not for the reasons that they assumed. I 
would have felt ashamed of putting people through this but my 
values had been blunted. I hope not for ever but I suspect they 
would at least be changed forever.  
I parked my car, not in the usual place, which was occupied by a 
contractors van, but where I could find a place. Despite having 
had breakfast I went to the canteen as part of a routine. A 
comfort routine, although there was little enough comfort in that 
barn. I forced the coffee down and played with some toast and 
then went to my office. On the way I passed where my car should 
be. An empty space was there instead. I checked up and down in 
case my memory was at fault and then my Transit driver 
approached me and said:- 

“I’ve moved it. It was in the way. You had left the keys in 
which told me it wasn’t locked so I could do it without going 
through the system. I don’t like to give the bosses ammunition. 
Don’t worry there are no more scratches on it than before.” 
He got no reply from me, not even the expected cursing, as I 
walked away to find my car. It was parked sensibly near the end 
of the yard. 
I opened the door carefully and, kneeling by the open door, 
looked intensely inside. I became aware of the Transit man 
behind me.  I became aware of him lifting me to my feet. A crowd 
gathered including Tommy who led me back to the canteen. 

“Have a coffee, no arguments, and then I am taking you 
back to the shrink. I won’t say that you are not well because if I 
do I know how you will react and I know that then I will be the 
one not feeling well.” 
I drank the coffee, that I did not want, and told Tommy that I 
was searching the car because you cannot be too careful. It was 
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not an illness, just being careful. Tommy agreed with everything 
I said and then led me back to the shrink. I was beginning to 
know my way. His secretary led me in straight away. I got the 
feeling I was expected. 
 

“This is not good. You said you were hyper-vigilant but this 
is more like paranoia.” 

“Do you need me for your diagnosis?” 
“That’s much better. A policeman that holds psychiatrists in 

contempt I can cope with.” 
“I think everybody is over reacting. I over reacted about the 

car. I might point out that my over reaction last time kept me 
alive. Tommy over reacted for the best of reasons and I expect 
that you will over react.” 

“How should I react?” 
“That’s much better. That sounds like a shrink. I must start 

asking criminals how they would like to be arrested.” 
“Good. I can now put a big tick against the box that says 

normal. Normal for a policeman that is. Seriously I can 
understand the over reaction. Last time it saved your life but you 
can surely see that if it continues it is not good for your health.” 

“Of course I can. This holiday I have planned is my version 
of therapy. Can I have the evening drinks on a prescription?” 

“Only if you write one for me.” 
I then had a ten minute lecture on coping strategies. 
Tommy was surprised when I came out so soon. I told him that I 
had told the shrink that you were still gay and that you were 
making unreasonable demands. He recommended having you 
castrated. 
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The A.C.C. was in the yard when I was led past. He took one look 
at me and said go home. To hear is to obey. I went back to my 
non lethal car and drove home. 
Anne was surprised to see me so I told her that I had been sent 
home for swearing at the teacher. When she demanded the real 
answer I told her I was going barmy. Surprisingly, 
uncomfortably, she seemed to accept that as a reason.   
The next day was a rest day anyway which was a waste of a good 
excuse to skive. I had planned a visit to town to lighten my wallet. 
I needed a new waterproof coat that could withstand real 
weather. I liked sailing but I was not so keen on being wet, which 
is a bit of a contradiction. I would pay a visit to the library and 
the electronics shop. I would buy a paper and do the crossword 
in the park. That seemed like a full day. I told Anne over 
breakfast, twice in two days, that I was going to town by bus. I 
was not going by bus because I was paranoid but because parking 
was a pain. I told her to mount guard on the car which she told 
me was not even remotely funny. Humour in adversity is not one 
of Anne’s strong points. She was probably right. 
The bus came on time and I noticed nobody noticed me. Not 
even the driver taking the money. If I got on holding an axe 
dripping blood they might notice, but for me it was studied 
indifference. I was thinking what makes for anonymous travel? I 
thought of the London underground and realised it was people 
too wrapped up in themselves. Soon I would need to cross the 
channel and leave no mark and Euro star was closer to the 
underground than a ferry. On the way back I will practice being 
anonymous. The outdoor pursuits shop had a sale on and not one 
of the twelve months long type. I found a good jacket that was 
really a ski jacket but very waterproof with a big wired hood and 
Velcro on the sleeves. It was fairly long and matched with a pair 
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of waterproof over trousers. Even in the sale the price gave me 
palpitations but I am stuck in an earlier decade, or two. Whilst in 
the shop I also bought a marching compass with a good sighting 
plate and a lock on the compass card. I know taking sightings 
with a hand held compass is not very accurate but it suited me. 
The electronics shop had a cheap sat. nav. module which said it 
could download positions via a data line. I bought one for cash to 
play with. 
The library was crowded. Had these people no jobs? The answer 
is probably no. I had to wait for a vacant computer so whilst 
waiting I looked at a teach yourself book on Portuguese. My 
brain is too old to learn a new language easily. A computer 
language possibly but a language involving people is frightening. 
Frightening but necessary. I might buy a tape for the car. That 
would be fairly anonymous. 
When a machine became free I looked up the system for Euro 
star and then the data sheet for the module I had bought. Instead 
of printing it I wrote down the salient points. It seemed within 
my capabilities but a little playing would soon test that. I spent 
the rest of the time looking at locations in Portugal. I was looking 
for somewhere pleasant with reasonable housing and a low 
number of English expats. I didn’t want no expats, as I didn’t 
want to be a zoo specimen, but with few transients. Not on the 
coast as that was expensive but within an easy drive. I thought a 
small town as opposed to the country or a big city. I ended up 
with three or four possibilities but no real idea. Trying out a few 
places until I felt comfortable seemed the best option. 
I bought a paper outside and went for a business lunch in a Thai 
restaurant which was filling and agreeable. The park was empty 
except for one woman with two toddlers trying to ruin the ducks’ 
diet and a man with a dog busily not seeing it make a mess. I was 
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soon engrossed in the crossword and ended with only two clues I 
couldn’t get. I gave up and read the news. It was depressing. I 
moved to the next bench and watched the ducks. I can cope with 
being idle. Up to a point. On the way back to the bus stop I went 
into a bookshop and bought the simpleton’s guide to Portuguese 
tape. I thought of covering the label with a Best of Cliff Richards 
label but I thought that would stand out more so I just scraped 
off the label and wrote side A and side B on it with felt tip. It 
looked like a rip off tape. 
Before catching the bus home I made sure that I had the right 
change. I got on the bus and sat next to the window reading my 
paper. Nobody had to talk to me to get on or off and when I got to 
my stop there was nobody next to me to disturb. Even I wouldn’t 
remember me. 
Anne said that the jacket was well made and looked serviceable. 
Praise indeed. She also said that the rest of my wardrobe needed 
a good sort out and I confirmed in her mind that I was ill by 
agreeing with her. I told her I would pack a few things and take 
them to the Oxfam shop so that I could make a fresh start. I 
really intended to store them at work so that I could go to the 
ball. The amount of clothes I could pack for my sailing trip would 
be limited even if I claimed I would spend some evenings in a 
hotel ashore. For my plan to work I would need to leave some 
things on the boat anyway. If I had to sacrifice my camera and 
other toys I could always buy new ones in Portugal. New and 
better. During the evening I managed to convince Anne I was 
more relaxed and, if not better, at least going in the right 
direction. I told her that I was not sure that this securities idea 
was a good plan for my retirement as it had seemed to attract 
problems. She said it was possible to do it as a normal person as 
you didn’t have to go looking for trouble. Look at Cedric. I didn’t 
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tell her that I think Cedric was bored enough to end up on a tall 
building with a telescopic rifle. I went to bed with the image of 
Cedric in a Balaclava helmet and that was not conducive to sleep. 
I had to go into work in the morning. It was like going in to 
school when you hadn’t done your homework. Worse it was like 
going in when you had copied your homework and you were 
convinced you would be found out. 
I played my new tape on the journey and it confirmed I was 
terrible at languages. The repeating things out loud was a 
distraction though, especially to the people in the next car at the 
traffic lights. I could now tell people my name; my job and where 
I was from. All the sort of things I intended to keep quiet about. I 
was waiting for the section on making sure my beer was large 
and cold. 
Tommy came out as the welcoming committee when I pulled in. 
He asked me how I was and I told him I only do philosophy in 
the afternoon. I don’t think he was expecting a sensible answer 
and I didn’t disappoint. Laura came out and said that the A.C.C. 
wanted to see me in an hour. I told her I could have my 
resignation letter written by then. In my office, away from the 
spotlights, I sank into my chair and looked at the blank screen. 
The mobile rang. It was Lawrence saying that the boat trip was 
this Friday from Lymington and I could get there by train as he 
had heard that cars make me nervous. I didn’t ask who the grass 
was as I’m sure he wouldn’t tell me. I thanked him and asked him 
for the time and what he would like me to bring. He said warm 
waterproof clothes and a box of decent beers. Food we would sort 
out in the Marina. I could bring some sensible conversation as he 
was in need. We would spend most nights on the boat with forays 
into harbour towns as night sailing left him, literally, cold. I told 
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him that was the best news I’d had for days and I would phone 
him when I had checked the train times. 
I went up to the A.C.C’s office with a much lighter step. The 
head’s office and no book down my trousers. The A.C.C. was all 
concern and compassion. He said he felt partly to blame as he 
had got me into the debacle. I told him I was a big boy now and I 
was supposed to be able to fend for myself. 

“The force’s psychiatrist tells me you have plans for a weeks 
break sailing.” 

“Yes. One of the people I met through this so called debacle 
is very civilized and we plan to go sailing for a week in the Solent. 
It is probably cheaper and more effective than anything the 
psychiatrist can devise. I shall deny saying this but the 
psychiatrist strikes me as being very sensible and he thinks it’s a 
good idea.” 

“Is this week definite?” 
“Yes. Friday if that is possible?” 
“It’s my job to make it possible. I would be failing in my 

duty if I didn’t look after the well being of my men. If I forgot 
there are a thousand employment directives to remind me, not to 
mention your federation rep.” 

“I appreciate that. I will try and cease being a problem as 
soon as is possible. As a last go at being a problem did you or the 
chief constable get anywhere with the possible Russian 
connection?” 

“I didn’t but I think the anti-terrorists are looking into it 
and they tend not to be very communicative unless they want 
something.” 

“My retirement is coming at the right time as I am getting 
too old for this.” 
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“Put your initials on the holiday roster and I will complete 
the arrangements.” 
I thanked him for his time and efforts. I actually meant it. 
I filled in the holiday roster on the way back to my office and 
Laura saw me do it. I pretended to discuss the roster with her but 
said I would phone her at home. 
In my office I looked up the trains to Lymington and noted the 
times I could get there if I started at a sensible time. There were a 
few waits at stations where I changed but I prefer that to an 
anxious rush. I phoned Lawrence and we agreed on an arrival 
time. He sounded quite enthusiastic, even excited for him. I had 
one further request. 

“If I arrange it with Laura can Harding visit her on one of 
the evenings whilst I am away.” 

“Quite possibly but why?” 
“She will probably have to do some of the financial 

arrangements on her own after I’ve disappeared. It is important 
that they know each other so that no mistakes occur. He can also 
answer some of the questions she is bound to have and, possibly, 
give her the other papers. She doesn’t know that I solved our 
little problem with the suit but she is aware of everything else. I 
appreciate that there is something to be said for keeping people 
apart but, in this case, I think that the advantages outweigh the 
disadvantages.” 

“I don’t think there will be a problem but if there is I will 
phone you. If he does phone Laura to make arrangements I will 
tell him to say that he is selling life insurance.” 
I spent some time dealing with E-Mails from the brain dead and 
then looked up the reports for the suit’s death. Either they were 
not getting anywhere or they didn’t fill in public reports. I also 



Kit Kirk 
 

199 

checked the files on Simon’s death and all the rest. Again no 
progress. 
I could go to the canteen for a coffee or to a café outside. I 
decided on a walk to the library with a coffee on the way, or on 
the way back. The library was nearly empty so I got a machine 
straight away. Perhaps all the unemployed people had got jobs or 
it was too early for them. I looked up the stations near 
Lymington that I could get to and the trains to the Euro-star 
terminal in Kent. I looked at the Euro-star trains to Paris which I 
thought offered the best anonymous journeys south. It all 
seemed quite possible and I could buy tickets in advance using 
cash. 
The computer gave a map for the waters around Lymington but I 
could find little on water depths or currents. I assume that the 
yacht will have marine charts but it was frustrating. Instead I 
looked up the depths for working scuba divers. I wanted the 
depth at which they could find the things I wanted them to find 
but was too deep for an extended search to be reasonable. I had 
been told that searching with cameras was not very reliable. I’m 
not sure that I believe that but I do know that extensive searches 
are expensive. 
The maximum depths were too large for most of the waters I 
would find so I think that a strategy of strong and varied currents 
would be better. 
I ordered a coffee and Danish in the coffee chain shop near the 
library. My research had told me that they drink a lot of strong 
coffee in Portugal so, perhaps, I should start treating my 
addiction now, or after this coffee. 
I was getting caught up in the process and deceit was becoming 
too easy. Sometime I will have to stop and think and make sure 
that there is something left of me. The old me was also an act. 
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Perhaps it wasn’t when I started off in the police but, to be 
honest, I’m not sure now that I remember. The Danish must be 
sending me maudlin. 
I phoned Laura’s mobile and she was still at work. I told her that 
I was going for a weeks sailing on Friday and that whilst I was 
away she would probably get a visit from Harding who would be 
able to take her through all the financial arrangements and her 
change of identity. When he phones to make to make the 
arrangements he would probably say he was selling insurance. 
She must clear everything in her mind and make sure she can 
contact him again if she had problems. She can be completely 
open with him as we are all in this together. She wanted to know 
if I would be coming round and I said probably not until after my 
sailing trip. I was trying to reduce our contacts, not through lack 
of desire but through security. If, in the future, she wanted me to 
phone her to discuss something she could pass me an empty 
envelope at reception and I would understand.  
I returned to my maudlin Danish and had a good think about my 
electronics plans. 
I had a couple of days to fill at work before my trip. I’d started 
the habit of leaving the car at work and making most visits by bus 
or foot. It was in keeping with my frame of mind. I needed to be 
overtly busy but with nothing that taxed my brain. There were 
plenty of people able to send me down fruitless paths. Mainly in 
the spirit of awkwardness I sent off a couple of E-Mails to 
enquire if police records needed a small section, which was 
security protected, to record the activity of the anti-terrorists and 
special branch. I know the answer. The only people who would 
end up with access are the very people who wouldn’t fill it in 
anyway. Not very productive, but in keeping with my reputation. 
I thought of sending an E-Mail to Grubby to see if he was 
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following the force’s directives on personal fitness but the worry 
would have made him order another plate of egg and chips. It is 
easy to fill a day with mindless bureaucracy but I find it difficult 
to do it with a straight face. 
At home I spent time in my shed playing with my Sat-Nav. 
module. I could get it to send location data to some logic that 
would react when set parameters were exceeded. I could set the 
parameter details with small switches. It meant I could trigger a 
relay if I went, say, further North and further East than a fixed 
point. This was exactly what I wanted. I unplugged the 
components and tidied away. I would buy new components later 
so that they could be of a different make and clean. I told Anne I 
had been working on something to make a noise to frighten away 
cats. Anne, the gardener, was not fond of cats. 
 
Thursday night came as a relief from a mindless life. I packed 
carefully including my new compass and my camera. I was ready 
for the morning and looking forward to it. My packing was in a 
bag with wheels so I could get to the station by bus. I made a 
show of sealing the car doors with sellotape. Burglars come with 
duplicate keys but how many carry sellotape? 
Friday morning I was at the station early. I quite like train 
journeys but on this one I was practising being invisible. A 
newspaper is the secret. No English person would interrupt 
someone reading and an open paper is quite a good barrier. At 
the various changeover stations I did not go into the buffet but 
noticed how easy it would be to hide in the toilets. Hiding in the 
toilet on a train is not a good option because people waiting 
become cross. When I got to Lymington I had to remember if it 
was the town or the pier I wanted. I chose the town and there was 
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Lawrence waiting for me. He was dressed the part and another 
man was with him. 

“Let me introduce you to Clive. He owns the boat and he 
will be coming with us on the first day.” 

“Hello. I’m pretending to be there to show you the ropes, 
literally, but in reality it’s to check that you won’t kill yourself 
and, more importantly, break my boat.” 

“If it won’t convince you that I’m a hopeless drunk I could 
murder a pint. I hope you don’t drink at the yacht club?” 

“If I wanted to mix with that sort I would have continued 
working in the city. Do you object to a working man’s pub?” 

“Only if you expect me to work.” 
They walked me to the boat in the marina to put my bag on the 
boat. A very nice boat. Then we followed Clive down narrow 
streets to a pub that looked like a pub. 
After I bought the first couple of rounds of quite acceptable beer I 
ventured a personal conversation with Clive. 

“Why do you sail if you don’t like the sailing types at the 
club?” 

“Why do you work with criminals if you don’t like them?” 
“In general I do like criminals at least the honest ones that 

know they’re criminals. It’s other policemen I’m not always keen 
on plus the criminals that pretend to be respectable.” 

“So it’s fakes you don’t like. The club is full of gold plated 
fakes or should I say gold braided. There are seven Admirals in 
there for every able seaman. There are more real sailors in this 
bar than in the entire membership of the club.” 

“I suspect that you are not keen on them.” 
“I would welcome a hurricane to blow the club away except 

it would damage my boat, which I do care about.” 
“Have you known Lawrence long?” 
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“We were at Uni. together. I also read useless subjects 
which is why I went into the city. Having no brains there is not a 
handicap. You do need a strong stomach though to put up with 
the people they put in charge.” 

“Do you live in Lymington?” 
“Notionally yes. You have to be fairly local to stand a 

chance of a mooring. Local plus prepared to pay silly fees. In 
reality my house here is more a holiday home. I still spend most 
of my time in London.” 
Quite a few drinks and a meal later we returned to the boat. I’m 
glad I was not navigating. I was having problems with my 
bearings. 
Lawrence and Clive were in the big cabin. I was in the small one. 
They talked into the night and I opened the window as wide as I 
could and went to bed and sleep. God’s light was still off when 
they woke me. Apparently he doesn’t arrange tides at civilised 
hours. 
Most of the sailing was, at first, run by Clive but Lawrence took 
over and was obviously good at it. I took over what I had 
discovered I was good at. Position potting and navigating. I’m 
sure that Clive knew where we were anyway but I practiced using 
the sextant to take double angles on shore landmarks and using 
the triple legged protractor to plot my position which I checked 
against the depth gauge and G.P.S. I had a chance to try my hand 
held compass which Clive frowned at but in a dominantly 
wooden boat seemed tolerably accurate. It was good enough for 
me to get a feel of how the boats heading related to our actual 
track in different winds. When I took a new position my 
estimates tallied. The boat had all the modern aids but I would 
only rely on the G.P.S. in a fog and as a double check. I could feel 
Lawrence and Clive watching me and I think I passed. 
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“A few more years and we might make a decent sailor of 
you.” 

“My main worry is heavy shipping lanes and the man on 
watch being drunk.” 

“That makes two of us which is why, when possible, we will 
avoid them. I don’t fancy an argument with a ferry. The thing at 
the top of the mast is supposed to make us more visible on Radar 
but that supposes someone is watching the screen.” 

“You have so little faith in your fellow human you should 
have been a policeman.” 

“Only when the pay goes up.” 
 
The sailing was good. The boat was quite fast and handled well. It 
was not a thoroughbred race horse or a carthorse. More a quality 
hunter. Clive saw some boats whilst we were going well that he 
told us to back off and give them lots of sea room. He obviously 
recognised the boats and was not a fan of their captains. Sailing 
is obviously a social minefield. Clive also liked his boat too much 
to risk silliness. 
I was in charge of the navigating when we returned to the 
mooring. It was not an easy task and I wanted to get it right. I’m 
sure Clive would have countermanded me if I got it wrong but I 
didn’t. The secret was to work out the depths and tides from the 
charts before starting the run. Knowing which way the boat was 
heading and which way it was travelling was not the same thing. 
It would take practice to get the deviation right. 
By the time we moored and I could practice my knots I was 
shattered. I was fine until we stopped and then it hit me. 

“Have I earned a drink?” 
“If you sail sober then the evenings merit a libation or 

three.” 
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“Will you navigate or should I get my compass?” 
Clive led the way to a different but an equally lower orders pub. 

“How did I do?” I said halfway down my first pint. 
“I was pleased to see you doing real navigation and not 

glued to the G.P.S. Lawrence tells me you have recently done a 
competent crew course and I would say you were competent 
crew.” 

“Seeing how much you obviously love your boat I shall take 
that as praise indeed.” 

“I would like, at some time, a go at sailing the boat in case I 
have to throw Lawrence to the sharks.” 

“I would be more worried about Lawrence taking over if 
you went swimming. Maths was never his strong point. I would 
probably find the boat moored in Southampton.” 

“I resent that suggestion but, unfortunately, I am forced to 
agree.” Lawrence looked intent on getting drunk. 

“The pub had music and people attempting to sing. We 
became drunk enough to join in and, more importantly, drunk 
enough not to know how bad we were.” 
Clive navigated us back to the boat and then bade us goodnight. 
He said he was due in London in the morning and that he trusted 
us to look after his baby. We thanked him goodnight and 
collapsed into our bunks. 
The morning wasn’t very early and so we missed the tide proper. 
We had time to take the boat out with the outboard until we were 
in a suitable channel to set the boat up. My stomach was grateful 
that the swell was slight; unfortunately so was the wind. We 
could have worked the boat hard to get a little speed but we were 
both happy just to potter. It gave us a chance to have a chat now 
that we were alone. Lawrence asked me what my plans were for 
disappearing. 
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“I plan to be blown up at sea.” 
“I hope that I’m not included in this disintegration and that 

Clive gets a few bits of his boat back?” 
“I will run my plan past you so that you can tell me what 

you think.” 
“Good. Remember I’m not very keen on anything 

dangerous.” 
“The boat has a small tender, a RIB at the stern for getting 

into shallow parts. I will cut my finger on some gear near to it 
and notice that the tender has a first aid box. I should go to the 
main cabin to get the big first aid box but I am lazy and I am 
dripping blood. I just want a plaster which I will replace later on. 
I open the first aid box in the tender and I discover that it 
contains not first aid equipment but a bomb. It does not go off 
just because I open the box. I can tell because I am still alive. 
Looking in I see what looks like a small G.P.S. device on top of a 
battery connected to the detonator and the explosives. It looks 
like it will go off when we reach a certain position. No indication 
of how close we are to that position and if we will pass it on the 
way back. The electronics are in the way of the detonator wiring. 
Because it hasn’t gone off I decide to lower the tender and let you 
get the boat out of the way. I intend either to pull the detonators 
or, more likely, dump it overboard. When you are well away I tell 
you that I am about to deal with it but it goes bang and the boat 
and I are lost. You make a small search but find nothing. You 
radio in and return home. In reality I have fitted the bomb with 
an anti-handling device in the form of a tilt switch hidden under 
the G.P.S. To enable the bomber to plant the bomb safely it was 
fitted with a safety pin to arm it. I place the bomb on its side so 
that the tilt switch is working and you pull the pin out from a safe 
distance with a string. When they search the site they can find 
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bits of boat and bomb but the currents have taken me away, if I 
wasn’t blown sky high in the first place.” 

“And where are you?” 
“I left the boat, probably the previous day, and have caught 

the Euro-star to Paris and all stations south.” 
“Your picture will be in the news and somebody might 

remember you from the train.” 
“I will make sure that doesn’t happen and I will phone you 

from Paris to tell you I am clear before you go ahead.” 
“The blood from the cut?” 
“I don’t want to do that too early as the blood has to be 

reasonably fresh. I will extract some blood using a syringe and 
seal it from the air so it won’t clot. The boat has a small fridge to 
store it and you can splash it about at the right time. I can’t 
supply bits of flesh for the tender as I intend keeping mine but 
explosives and the currents will explain that. If my body is in bits 
in strong currents they won’t expect to find bits of me washing 
up.” 

“It sounds a good plan but give me time to think about it.” 
“That’s reasonable. I need to talk with you about the fine 

details but I have given it some thought and I have planted the 
idea that my bomber might still be around.” 

“There’s a lot to be taken in. Can we get on now with a little 
sailing?” 
Now that was out of the way I could relax. Lawrence had not 
rejected the plan out of hand and he was no fool at judging if a 
plan was workable. 
 
As if the gods were listening and waiting their turn the wind 
freshened and the boat started to hum. It made you feel alive, at 
least for the time being. 
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I took a turn at sailing the boat and I then appreciated how alive 
it was. On water the speed seems much greater than on land and 
the whole boat trembled and strained. I think that somewhere 
like Cape Horn would frighten me to death. 
 
The day passed without Lawrence mentioning my plan once. All 
the talk was centred on sailing. We headed home at the end of 
the day and negotiated the run to the mooring as if we had been 
doing it all our lives. We were both somewhere between pleased 
and smug. 
 

“Can you find the pub we were in yesterday” Lawrence 
asked me after we had tied up and cleaned the boat. It would 
seem I was back to being the navigator. 

“I’m too tired to try cooking on the boat and the food at the 
pub was acceptable.” 

“If I can’t find that pub my nose will find another.” 
As it happens I found the same pub. I must have been more 
aware last night than I thought. We settled in a window seat and 
when Lawrence had checked for active ears. 

“Your plan sounds well thought out and, in principal, I 
agree but I want to work on the details. I might phone Harding 
and ask him for comments. We are all in this together and 
Harding is good with details.” 

“I welcome as much input as possible. You only get the 
chance to die once so I intend to do it well.” 
That was it. The most important decision of my life and it was 
made in less time than I take to choose from a menu. 
During the evening I fell into conversation with the locals over a 
game of darts. I don’t think Lawrence is a darts player and he 
seemed reluctant to score. The locals asked what I was doing in 
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the town and the answer sailing did not go down well until I told 
them I didn’t own a boat but acted as crew. I got the impression 
that Kensington Admirals were not to their liking. I didn’t tell 
them I was a policeman as that might get the same response but 
they accepted that I worked with computers and I wasn’t allowed 
to discuss it for security reasons. They told me their children 
were on computers all the time and that it was softening their 
brains. I told them it didn’t affect mine as it started off soft. 
I was not a complete disgrace at the darts but the outcome was 
not in much doubt and they let me buy their drinks. I would have 
lost a lot more money at dominoes. 
The locals walked us back to the boat, which they recognised. 
Apparently the owner was ok as he drank beer and not Pimms. 
On a sliding scale it would appear that Pimms was lower than G 
and T. 
 
The next two days passed just sailing. Lawrence must have 
phoned Harding but I’m not sure when. Maybe when he went to 
buy a paper. 
The following day he bought some string. We hove to down the 
coast and lowered the boat with me in it to see how easy it was.  I 
fixed one end of the string to part of the tender with an elastic 
band and Lawrence moved away and, at a distance, pulled the 
string. We wanted to test if it was practical. The string we had 
partly floated, which helped. I would not want a wave, or sudden 
movement, pulling the pin too early so I must give it reasonable 
resistance without the chance of it jamming.   
We now sailed west through the narrow channel between the 
mainland and the Isle of Wight.  A few miles on we came to the 
narrow entrance that led to Christ Church. My research told me 
that Christ Church had a suitable train station and I wanted to 
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see it. In particular I wanted to see its cameras. The channel to 
Christ Church proper is quite shallow so, with difficulty, we 
found somewhere to moor the boat and went in on the RIB. 
We tied up and went to check the shops. The boat could do with 
more supplies. The sort of snacks you eat when hungry but are in 
no position to eat properly. On a long journey I would not only 
get scurvy but also put on a lot of weight. The train station was 
suitable with plenty of camera blind spots especially if I bought 
the tickets in advance. The trains going past were moderately full 
but not crowded. All seemed fine. It would be better if it was 
raining and I could have my coat hood up. On the way back 
Lawrence worked the boats on his own as he would have to when 
I stayed on. 
The journey back through the narrows would be harder for one 
but not impossible. 

“When the boat blows up the electronics will probably 
break up and most of it will be lost but I can’t rely on that so it 
has to be fully functioning.” 

“That I agree with. The search will probably be quite 
thorough.” 

“I can make the bomb trigger by position or speed. Position 
would seem the best. The easiest would be when it is more North 
and more East of some set values. We need to pick a spot where 
we won’t have gone but probably would be by the end of the 
week. The exact spot is not important because that is not what 
will really trigger it.” 

“A position East of the Isle of Wight would be ok. 
Somewhere we would go on a longer run when we were used to 
the boat. I will look at the charts tonight and pick a spot.” 

“Remember it’s not somewhere were we would have been 
that week. I want a reason for the bomb not going off.” 
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“Will the components be untraceable?” 
“They were for the last bomb. I will clean everything and 

build it in a similar way to the last one. It will give the forensic 
boys something to play with. I am worried about not having bits 
of me in the boat remains. If you could say that I appeared to be 
blown up and out of the boat but it happened so quickly you 
weren’t sure.” 

“I think I’m going to be in shock.” 
“I only need you to plan one more thing.” 
“What’s that. Nothing complicated I hope?” 
“Your speech at my funeral. I would like it to be moving.” 
“I might not go. I will still be in shock and probably in need 

of bringing my retirement forward as I’m not sure if they were 
after you; me, or both of us.” 
I must remember to leave some clothes in the boat when I die. I 
will be wearing quite a few but I can’t wear all of them. 
We moored in Lymington and Lawrence checked the charts until 
he found a suitable spot. I copied the co-ordinates down and I 
must remember to destroy that copy afterwards. 
 
We had one more day’s sailing and then the owner would be back 
to check for scratches. We were both determined to make it a 
good day’s sailing. We could visit the site of our future explosion. 
That reminds me Lawrence must pick a spot for the real 
explosion where he won’t be overlooked and the currents are 
strong and erratic. On the day he can change his mind if people 
are around. 
 
At the end of the last day we pulled into the mooring point and 
we were tying up when Clive’s car appeared. He might have 
timed it well but I suspect binoculars on our approach. 
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He spent the time asking us about the sailing which we enthused 
about whilst giving the boat a good clean. I didn’t see him check 
for damage but I’m sure he did. I would have. 
I had a train option quite late so we took him to the pub as we 
were all starving. To annoy me he beat the locals at darts whilst I 
kept score.  
I meant to keep a running observation on the train home but, 
interrupted by train changes, I slept for the major part. It was too 
late for a bus when I got in so I caught a taxi. By now I was wide 
awake whilst longing for sleep. Sleeping on journeys has that 
effect on me. Anne did not seem to hear me come in so I made 
some supper and read the paper. I must have fallen asleep in the 
chair as light coming through the window woke me: that and the 
pain in my neck. Anne found me in the kitchen making coffee so 
I made some for her as well and breakfast toast for two. She 
wanted to know how I was feeling but not really about the 
sailing. I told her that the sailing had made me feel much better 
which, apart from the recent pain in my neck, was true. I had a 
shower and a change of clothes and I was ready for work. 
 
I was greeted at work by a friend’s inquisition. Tommy and Laura 
caught me going through reception. Tommy said he couldn’t see 
the attraction of being wet and sick but was pleased to see that I 
looked better. Laura said she would catch me later in the canteen 
and she would hear all about it then. I mouthed a time which she 
nodded to. 
Somebody had been in my office whilst I had been away apart 
from the cleaners. 
I would casually ask Tommy who, next time I see him. I wanted 
people to know that I noticed without seeming to be back to 
being paranoid. It was probably innocent. Somebody seeking a 
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hiding place, something I had done myself often enough. None of 
the drawers had been disturbed and I would have noticed if they 
had. Nevertheless it reminded me not to leave anything there 
unless I wanted it finding. I assume it would be given a good 
going over when I had disappeared. I checked my E-Mails and 
replied to those needing a reply. None were particularly 
important but took up the time until my meeting with Laura. 
Laura was in the canteen when I entered and, collecting my 
coffee and cake, I asked if I might sit next to her. Manners make 
me feel better. She asked quite loudly about my sailing trip as if 
trying to establish the normality of the conversation. I told her 
about it enthusiastically and then threw in a question about any 
visitors she may have had. 

“He came during the week and was very nice. We sorted 
everything out and I have all the documents. I don’t need to do 
anything else but I can contact him again if I feel the need. He 
will contact me if he needs to. I feel much more confident now.” 

“That’s good. I’m glad you’re sorted. I got most of my 
arrangements made as well.” 
Laura now launched into all the gossip I had missed whilst away. 
In truth I hadn’t missed it. It would seem that the A.C.C. had had 
enough visitors to start the rumour mills grinding. The 
conversation was really about nothing but it made me feel very 
relaxed. Back in the office I had some more E-Mails. One was a 
reply, of sorts, to one of the speculative E-Mails I had sent out 
before my trip. It was pointing out that Special Branch did have 
their own computerised data system but they don’t want the 
great unwashed near it. The mailer was right. The system was 
there, if not very visible, but it was access denied. I found the 
address of the front man for the funnies and sent him an E-Mail. 
I said that the secrecy worried me because it was easy to tread on 
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peoples toes and I would like to incorporate a flag in the main 
system if one of our customers was of interest to them. I said I 
would like to discuss with him how it could be done without 
drawing unwanted attention. I might get a response. What I 
really wanted was the ability to find out what was going on in my 
neck of the woods. 
I then concentrated on the mundane statistical returns. That 
really did need automating except it would remove creative 
control. 
I was surprised to get an E-Mail back from my spook. He 
suggested a meeting, in a couple of hours, in a wine bar. I have 
standards but I suppose I can suppress them. I should have spent 
the next hour working but I really spent it working out what I 
wanted to know. The wine bar contained an assortment of 
‘somethings in the city’. I know what the something is but I’m 
told it is legal.  
 
One man stood out and I decided he was my man. When I was at 
school I had a history teacher who wore a three piece suit under 
his academic gown. The suit was made of a material they stopped 
making after the war and was probably knife proof. The word 
fustian comes to mind. It had the distinctive smell of formal 
academia. My man was dressed like this but without the gown. 
The tie probably meant something but not to me. He looked up 
from his small glass as I approached and it was obviously my 
man. 

“I assume you are my appointment. Nobody else looks 
likely. What can you recommend to drink?” 
He caught the barman’s eye and pointed to his drink. Another 
one came for me. Obviously not a man to over use words. 
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“Peter I assume? I’m Roger, head of section. I believe that 
you are already acquainted with one of mine, the late Rupert 
Hartbank.” 

“Acquainted would be a little strong. We have met but I 
know nothing about him.” 

“I’m pleased to hear that. We try not to encourage talkative 
people.” 

“I need to hoist my true colours up the mast. I do want to 
improve our computer systems. That’s my job but I want to know 
what is going on. Somebody tried to blow me up and that’s not in 
my job description.” 

“I too prefer plain speaking. I want to know what went on 
between you and Rupert.” 

“I met him in the company of my A.C.C. and he wanted me 
to follow up on a group of dissidents who were playing with 
computers. They were moving hot money between countries and 
he wanted to know how the main players were connected. I had 
the feeling that the money was of more interest than the people. 
He chose me because I use computers and I am nosey. I traced 
the money from Albania supposedly going to St. Lucia but in 
reality to Panama. I uncovered a scam system in the process. I 
worked on the Panama account and discovered the original 
account had been emptied to another. I passed on this 
information and he pulled the plug on me as he had said he 
would. The main players were Russian and a lot of people got 
hurt in the process. Your man got hurt and when somebody tried 
to give me the same treatment I put the pulled plug back in. I am 
supposed to think that the Russians hurt the computer people 
but I’m not convinced. I am prepared to believe they hurt your 
man as he seemed to be going feral. What I am really interested 
in is who is after me and why.” 
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“That seems a reasonable breakdown. I don’t know who is 
after you but I would guess the Russians. They probably don’t 
know you have pulled out. I think you are right about my man 
going feral so I suppose he could have friends and it’s them after 
you.” 

“I would like you to put the word out that I know nothing 
and that I would like to keep it that way.” 

“I can but the world is such that I might not be believed.” 
“I assume you have people looking in to his extra curricular 

activity?” 
“Of course but the problem is always who guards the 

guardians?” 
“I assume he recorded all the information I gave him but I 

would like your bloodhounds to be in touch so I know what is 
going on.” 

“He recorded information but who can tell if it is complete. 
I will get in touch if we are not sure.” 

“I will try and help as I would like this behind me. Perhaps 
you can also get someone to send me ideas on how you would 
like our computer files flagging with your interest. That way I can 
be seen to be doing my real job and not playing away.” 
Our business seemed to be finished. I didn’t try to engage him in 
social conversation as I don’t think he was programmed for it. I 
finished my drink, thanked him for his time and shook his hand 
by way of goodbye. 
On leaving I realised I knew little about the man. He was head of 
section but what section. Another one that I could give a better 
description of the clothing than the man. I would guess ex 
military and probably a good public school. Good but not 
outstanding. I don’t know if his bloodhounds will be in touch but 
I did not want to labour the point.  
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I am signed out to visit the ‘funnies’ so I can afford the time for a 
meal and perhaps a visit to the library to research Portugal some 
more. 
I went home to an attentive Anne. How was my first day back? I 
don’t remember her being like that with our children but perhaps 
I wasn’t listening. I told her it was boring but fine. I think she 
approves of boring. 
I went to my workshop and cleaned it so that when I put a plastic 
sheet down it would be forensically dead. I needed to buy some 
new solder and parts. I had the G.P.S. unit which I would need to 
make spotless but I could work on the design. I could poll the 
location into a memory chip and then compare the digits of the 
location to see if they exceeded my chosen values. I was going to 
put in switches so I could set the parameters but the whole job 
was going to look custom made so I chose to make it a fixed 
comparison. I checked my polling ideas worked and then worked 
out a design for the rest. I needed to buy a few components 
including a tilt switch and an arming switch. I would spread the 
purchases out over the next few days. Most of the components 
were generic but I would add a few to my list so that the bits 
could not be easily matched. Anne was never surprised at me 
working on electronic toys as it kept me out of the house and was 
harmless. I hope that this wasn’t harmless. 
After supper Anne told me that one of her acquaintances had 
been holding forth about a W.E.A. course she was doing in 
Spanish and that it stopped her brain ageing quite as quickly. A 
foreign language would be out of the question for Anne as she 
would never use it but she had been good at Latin at school and 
was thinking of reintroducing herself to it. They also did local 
history with visits to nearby buildings of interest. I told her that 
when I retired it would do her good to pursue an interest and she 
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should look into it. I’m not sure if she was impressed by my 
approval or the chance to have a reply for her Spanish scholar. 
When I went in to work in the morning the A.C.C. had more 
visitors with cars that were obviously too good for normal 
policemen. After they had left I went to see the man who looked 
noticeably tired and harassed.  

“I shouldn’t blame you for all the visits I am getting but, in 
truth, I do. It would appear our man was, in part, probably 
working for himself and was using us to get to the money. Some 
people suspected you might be part of it but I have tried to 
squash that. I’m not sure that in doing so I didn’t become a 
suspect myself.” 

“They can’t believe that one of their own had become rogue 
which only leaves us.” 

“They can pin me down but I can’t return the favour. My 
hands are tied.” 

“Mine aren’t. I am about to retire. I have a vested interest in 
not being blown up and I have just been talking to their boss. I 
might be able, with your help, to get them to reveal more than 
they would wish.” 

“That would take away some of my annoyance but it would 
have to be of your making. I still have to play politics.” 

“Can you fix a meeting for all of us? I would like it to be 
more of a demand than a request to put them on the back foot.” 

“That would give me great pleasure.” 
I was now fired up with ideas racing so instead of my office I 
went out to buy some electronic parts. I not only used the two 
electronic shops I had before but I bought some of the 
commonplace items in various hobby shops. I had enough parts 
to buy for my lethal toy and also a movement detector to trigger 
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my camera. I needed something to show for my time in the 
workshop. 
I was becoming a regular in the library. I didn’t need to check the 
co-ordinates for my explosion but I am a little obsessive. I had 
not really used my Portuguese tape much so I used one of their 
language course books and I checked the train routes to Portugal 
again. I might mix trains with busses so that I was harder to 
follow. I had been thinking about a foreign bank account to 
transfer my pension to. I might rent in Spain long enough to set 
up an account there that I can then operate in a paperless way on 
line. My English account should not be breached but I wanted to 
make life difficult if it was. 
 
If anybody oversaw my Police activity I would be labelled, at best, 
as lazy but I am, at the moment, invisible. I try to think what will 
happen if my life was investigated after my demise but there are 
too many variables. If I am labelled lazy I should be able to 
withstand the shame. 
At home Anne told me she had the prospectuses, or is it 
prospecti, for the W.E.A.  and was quite taken by them. She 
would have to wait until a new session started but that was not 
long. I told her to go for it and then went to my workshop. 
The cleaning of the components took time and care but I wanted 
to be sure. Even if the chances of the bits being recovered were 
small. I built the circuit to a high standard using the new solder. 
Testing was difficult because I had to make sure the data dumped 
properly from the G.P.S. and then, by inserting data into the 
memory, that the trigger worked. I had bought a first aid box to 
mount it all in and I fitted the arming switch so that it would pull 
cleanly when the box was on it’s side and the tilt switch working. 
I just had to collect the explosives and detonators and mount 
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everything securely. I would leave that to later. I wasn’t keen on 
accidents. The box was sealed into a plastic bag and stored safely 
away. I now built the camera electronics and put it into a pretty 
box. Anne couldn’t tell a good circuit from a screwdriver but did 
recognise a pretty box. 
I had used different solder for the camera box and left plenty of 
prints. I would clean up the workshop later after I had fitted the 
nasty bits. Until then I just folded the plastic sheet away. 
Back in the house Anne had found an old Latin text book. I don’t 
suppose its age was very relevant. She seemed pleased with how 
much she remembered but then I never thought she was 
anything but bright. Bright but wasted. I couldn’t join in as Latin 
was not big in the school I went to but I could appreciate the 
rigour. I thought of my feeble attempts at Portuguese and was 
impressed. 

“I think you might be a natural. A pity we can’t go anywhere 
on holiday where they speak Latin.” 

“Even in this country most of the historic inscriptions are in 
Latin. To make it harder most of them are abbreviated but that 
makes it more of a challenge.” 
I could pretend to care what some medieval monk thought of his 
mother but I don’t. 

“Have you applied for the course yet?” 
“No, but next time I am in town I will. It is time I hoovered 

the cobwebs off my brain.” 
 
The A.C.C. ambushed me at work in the morning. He was waiting 
in reception pretending to read work rosters. I hope he doesn’t 
look at mine. 
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“My two least favourite people are coming to see us this 
afternoon. I trust you will make their visit unpleasant. I will not 
join in but be assured I will cheering you on.” 

“Apart from making them uncomfortable what do you want 
to know?” 

“I want to know what brief they have and who, ultimately, 
is in control of them.” 

“The last might be difficult but I can nag away at the first.” 
“I will phone you when they are on their way. You can keep 

them waiting a little but don’t make it too obvious.” 
I went to have a coffee and to think through my strategy. I 
wanted to know their names and to find out how many of the 
suits aliases they knew. I won’t let them know I know his real 
name but I can put them on the defensive. I wanted to know how 
he could have gone rogue without them knowing and how far the 
Russians knew about him and what they thought my involvement 
was. 
I was back in my office when the phone rang to say they were on 
their way. I watched the car park until I saw their car arrive and 
took notice of the registration plate. They had arrived from the 
North so I guessed they would return that way. I looked into the 
parked car and it had the sort of refuse that you only get if the car 
is your regular transport. 
When I entered the room the A.C.C. was busy with files so the 
visitors could just sit and wait. He was normally hospitable but 
not today. 
I shook their hands and told them my name. They did not tell me 
theirs. 

“That’s the sort of thing that will get us off on the wrong 
foot. I told you my name. I will also tell you my rank and 



Chasing Peter’s Pence 
 

222 

position. I expect you to tell me yours or this meeting is over and 
I will talk to your section head Roger instead.” 
They looked uncomfortable and the A.C.C. gave them no support. 
He hid the fact that he was enjoying this. 

“My name is Toby Wilks and my colleague is Samuel 
Costock . By police ranks we are both roughly equivalent to 
detective sergeants and we are charged to look into the actions of 
Rupert Hartbank and who may have been working with him.” 

“Much better. That I can work with. It took me less than a 
week to discover he was playing away. You say his name was 
Rupert Hartbank but I trust we both know he was also called 
Richard Harris and that under his second name he was living 
well beyond his means. Either your firm knew that and I was 
being used as bait or they didn’t and they were incompetent. If I 
am bait I would like to know as being blown up will probably ruin 
my day. 
I think I might have detected a smirk from the A.C.C. but it 
disappeared quickly. 
The two guests looked uneasy and the second one now spoke. 

“We are not able to say what was, or was not, known 
beforehand as we have only recently been drafted in to sort out 
this mess.” 

“That does not inspire confidence and when my life is on 
the line I want to be confident. I presume you are going to report 
your findings to Roger but I suppose then it will pass to higher 
up. I need to know my risks are being taken seriously so I need to 
know where it’s all going to.” 

“As far as I know it will go to the director as he is obviously 
interested in anyone in the service going freelance.” 

“I’m pleased to see I am being taken seriously. I will 
obviously check to see that it has reached him.” 
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“You seem well informed which could make us suspicious 
that you might be involved.” 

“If by that you mean I take the trouble to find out what is 
going on I sincerely hope that that is true. I take it you are also 
serious. How far have you got with the Russian involvement?” 

“It was definitely their money and they knew of Rupert’s 
involvement. We don’t think that they would be stupid enough to 
go against the British security services as their stay in this 
country might be compromised.” 

“That’s the brains but what about the muscle?” 
“We think that they do as they are told. We grant you that 

they are not bright but they obey orders within the limits of their 
abilities.” 

“That’s our first point of disagreement. I think the Russians 
took out your man and tried to take me out. I would be more 
impressed if I thought you were pressing them.” 

“I think that you can take it we are, but no response so far. 
As I say I think they have more sense.” 
The A.C.C. now chose to speak. 

“Can I take it that from now on we are helping you sort this 
out and are not suspects?” 

“We never had you as serious suspects but in this game you 
have to be careful. We are pleased to see that you are cooperating 
and in my mind that takes you both off the list.” 

“Excellent. I am well acquainted with your director as is 
my chief constable and I am sure that they will be talking it 
through so that we can afford you the maximum cooperation. 
Unless there is anything else you would like to ask I think we 
have finished.” 

“We would like to take notes of all the times that Rupert 
came here and what was said if that’s alright?” 
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“Do you need me for this?” 
“No. I will have a chat with you later.” 

I went downstairs and got into my car. I parked up just north of 
the station and waited for their car. 
It came about twenty minutes later and they needed to redo their 
anti-surveillance course. I followed them to a drab office where 
they parked up and went inside. I had all I needed. 
When I got back the A.C.C. was waiting for me and I told him I 
had been for a drive to get rid of my anger. 

“I was impressed by your interview technique. I’m not sure 
we got their real names but we got at least one version. My chief 
constable will be happy to have someone to take a pop at. He will 
be a little politer than you but quite effective.” 

“I would like them to take the Russians a little more 
seriously. For all their sophistication they are not nice people.” 
Another coffee to blunt my senses. I am an addict but I won’t be 
going cold turkey. 
I drove past the drab office and the car was gone. I parked my car 
and looked at the labels by the bell pushes. The names did not 
match my two friends but then I noticed the table by the front 
door. It was piled with letters. The top of one pile had the name 
of the man who had spoken first and the name of a company. The 
company name matched one of the bell pushes. It would seem 
that my bluntness had flustered them into giving a real name. 
Real in the sense of one used often. 
I now had a name; a company name; a description; an address 
and a car registration number. I was set. 
I went to the bus station to use a phone box. I phoned my 
Russian contact when I got him I reminded him that he owed me 
a favour and the code word was Shergar. I gave him the 
information about the second of my visitors and told him he 
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needed a slap. Tell his muscle that it was just a slap, nothing 
permanent, and that he should be told to keep his nose out of 
their business. If he could wait a few days to make sure they got 
the right man it would help. 
I think that afterwards they might take the Russians seriously 
and that their bosses might be given a hard time. 
I phoned Lawrence that the toy was ready and if he could plan a 
second trip and let me know.  
I was now feeling drained and in need of solace so I drove to 
Laura’s home. It looked like she had just got home so I drove past 
and went to the off licence. They had a reasonable bottle of red so 
I parked the car nearby and walked back to Laura’s with my 
present. 
She was obviously not expecting me but seemed pleased. I 
explained that I’d had a stressful day and was in need of T.L.C. 
Two hours later and my stress levels were ironed out. I need this 
to be permanent, which I told her, and was paid with a hug. 
 
The drive back to Anne had me a traitor in a tumbrel. I should 
care but I don’t. I have to make sure that she is well provided for 
but that’s mainly a sop to my conscience. Mainly but not 
completely. We have been together a long time and at least half 
of the problems are mine. 
My tea was quiet and predictable followed by watching the news 
on the T.V.  I don’t know why I watch the news as most of the 
items I can’t or won’t relate to but it seems to be a ritual I can’t 
break. Tomorrow was a rest day but Anne had plans that didn’t 
involve me so I was free to waste my time productively.   
 
After my morning coffee I went into town realising it might be 
the last time I would be an Englishman in his own town. If, with 
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my new identity, I risked coming back to England for a visit it 
would be somewhere anonymous; a big city; probably not 
London. Last time I went there for a non work trip I bumped into 
three people from my past. Too many people go to London. It 
would probably be Manchester or Liverpool. I don’t think I know 
anybody there. I will miss pubs serving real beer; chip shops and 
probably a hundred things that I don’t know yet. English cheese; 
Branston pickle; custard. All stomach related I noticed, not 
people. I’m assuming I will make new friends and acquaintances. 
That probably depends on my ability to speak Portuguese. A 
useful skill will probably help. To fit into my profile it should be 
computer related and I could make a little money as well meet 
people. Perhaps web page design? I will get a book on it. A teach 
yourself book in Portuguese would be too much for my old brain. 
My other advantage could be speaking English. That would be a 
help in web design. Perhaps as well as Portuguese I should learn 
Spanish and French. I won’t need the money, I hope, but 
someone trying to earn a crust meets people and wouldn’t stick 
out as much. 
I went into a bookshop and bought a book on web page design 
and language; several maps of Portugal and a tourist one for 
Europe. I paid cash and I made sure that I was in a busy queue so 
that I wouldn’t be remembered. My next shop was for a light 
cheap bag again for cash. I went to the bank for extra money and 
then went clothes shopping. Nothing special, just several changes 
of clothes and some trainers plus shaving kit; tooth brush; soap 
and towels. Except for the clothes I was wearing I would have to 
leave everything else behind and at first I would be travelling too 
quickly to shop. I could take my camera onto the RIB to 
photograph the bomb and so I could take it with me. I will have 
to buy a new phone anyway so I should make sure my phone 
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memory contains nothing of importance. Wiping it completely 
would be odd. 
A pub called for lunch and a reminder of what I would be 
missing. I took all the labels and packaging off my new clothes. I 
don’t want to interest customs men. I will write my new identity 
on the bag label after I take it from storage in case it is seen. 
Where shall I store it? The boot of my car seems sensible. I was 
thinking of somewhere abroad to store my things to reduce the 
baggage I had to move but I have to leave most things behind and 
buy afresh anyway. Left luggage offices in stations are less 
common now ironically because of bombs. 
My pub meal was eatable but wouldn’t have me pining for things 
lost. 
I went for a walk around town as a goodbye tour and realised 
how much of my town is forgettable. I passed a used car lot 
which made me realise I would be saying goodbye to my car but 
I’m sure that Portugal sells second hand wonders with left hand 
drives. In the corner of the lot was a mobile home which might be 
an idea to think about later instead of renting. Can you set up a 
bank account with a mobile home as your address? There’s 
probably a rule against it. I will need a new laptop computer and 
that might be cheaper in England. I’m sure they will want to 
know my address and that would be one more record. I will 
probably wait.  What else do I have to do? It might be an idea to 
change some money into Euros. I need an address and a foreign 
account to set up an efficient foreign exchange system and I 
won’t use my new identity cash card until I’m well away from 
Paris. If the foreign exchange rate is sensible five hundred 
pounds should be enough. I called in at the bank because I had 
gone over my daily card limit and then with that cash went into a 
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foreign exchange office and made the swap. The money went into 
my bag. I will buy my tickets when I have a date. 
I go back to the car and stow my bag. I should probably not drive 
until my liver has processed my beer. I sit in the car and listen to 
my Portuguese tape. I am not a natural linguist but I have 
progressed to merely dreadful. I hope that being surrounded by 
Portuguese speakers will speed up my progress. I put the tape in 
the bag. I don’t really have a plan so perhaps thinking about it 
would help. I am thinking of getting a train from Paris to near the 
Spanish border. After that a bus through Spain to near the 
Portuguese border. I will rent somewhere cheap in Spain long 
enough to set up a bank account in Spain with a bank that has 
good internet banking. When that is working I will switch to a 
paperless account and set up a money transfer system. When my 
account is healthy I shall catch a bus to Portugal, rent a flat and 
buy a car. When I need to withdraw money I shall drive over the 
border to Spain so that my apparent country is Spain. When 
Laura moves to Portugal she can set up a Portuguese account. I 
will use my Portuguese flat as a base to look for somewhere 
suitable to rent, at first, and then perhaps to buy. I can wait until 
Laura has joined me to make the decision. When I get off the 
train in France I might make housing enquiries to leave a record 
but it depends on how rushed I am. If I have to extract money 
using my new identity card I will do it in France and certainly not 
Portugal. 
If I stay a tourist for a while I can use my tourist health card and 
set up a proper system later. When I insure the car my rental 
address should suffice. I will not have made myself impossible to 
follow but it will, at least, be difficult. 
Beer or no beer it is time to drive home. I become suddenly sober 
when I pass the field where I have buried the explosives. The 
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farmer had been tilling the land but the part that I had used has 
been left. Farmers getting environmental grants suddenly seem 
acceptable. I don’t think there is any danger but the sight as I 
approached did nothing for my blood pressure. 
Anne greeted me as I arrived. She was in the garden inspecting 
the flowers. Two were on a charge. 

“You had a phone call from a man called Lawrence. He says 
that he has booked with his friend not this weekend but the next. 
Can you phone him when you have made the arrangements? 
Perhaps you can also tell me what they are?” 

“It’s the man I went sailing with. You’d like him, he’s very 
civilized. He said he might be able to arrange another few days. I 
didn’t tell you because nothing was certain.” 

“He certainly seemed well mannered. Will you be going?” 
“I would like to as last time it made a big difference but I 

will have to check at work, firstly how do you feel about it?” 
“You certainly seemed better when you came back last time 

so I suppose it is a good idea.” 
“Shall I make tea?” 
“No: I will save a half hours cooking but I get two hours 

cleaning instead. I’ve nearly finished here. Go in and watch the 
news.” 
To hear is to obey. The main item was one group of religious 
zealots who felt obliged to massacre another group, with almost 
identical views, for the greater glory of god. I must be missing the 
subtlety of it all. 
 
When the tea things were cleared away I settled to the crossword. 
A lifetime later and I was stuck on the last two clues. I wasn’t 
pleased with the answers I did get, just annoyed with the two I 
didn’t. I have a feeling that I would take that as a metaphor if my 
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brain hadn’t turned to porridge. I did the decent thing. I gave up 
and went to bed. 
 
I parked my car at work and before I could make a move 
anywhere the window above opened and god summoned me. 
God sounded exactly like the A.C.C.  I desperately tried to 
remember, from the news last night, why god had arranged for 
one lot of his followers to finish the other lot. The A.C.C. 
probably wanted to tell me good news. 

“You’ve not heard the news about one of our friends from 
security?” 
You obviously don’t think I have or you wouldn’t be telling me is 
what I thought but didn’t say. 

“No sir. Have they caught the bomber?” 
“Of course not but they must have been asking some of the 

right questions as the one called Samuel Costock was given a 
beating last night. They’ve kept in hospital but I think that is just 
a precaution.” 

“Which one sir? I’ll go and visit him as I would like to know 
what’s going on and to show him that we are both on the same 
side.” 
The A.C.C. nodded approval and told his P.A. to give me the 
details. 
Visiting hours would give me time for breakfast. Years in uniform 
had taught me not to visit hospitals hungry. Despite being near a 
shift change the canteen was relatively quiet so I could manage a 
full English in peace. 
Having just stowed a liberal helping of canteen food perhaps 
visiting a hospital was a wise precaution. 
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I knew the city well enough not to have to park in the hospital car 
park. Paying taxes for hospitals is one thing but being extorted by 
a tarmac tycoon is quite another. 
I enquired at the front desk which ward he was on and made sure 
that he was eligible for visitors. The route march to the ward gave 
me ample opportunity to take in that special hospital smell and 
remind me why I hate hospitals. I asked at the ward’s nurses’ 
station if it was possible to visit and I was pointed towards the 
bed. Not near the door. Always a good sign. 
Samuel’s face looked like it was covered in woad but the lack of 
drips and beeping machines suggested he was a fake. 

“Your looks haven’t improved since we last met.” 
His face indicated that his brain was going through a filing list 
for who I was. The massage he had enjoyed had obviously slowed 
his brain down but then realisation dawned. 

“Somebody didn’t like the questions you were asking.” 
“The person who ‘talked’ to me was just the messenger boy. 

He didn’t say who the message was from. I was told to keep my 
nose out and I think the accent was East German.” 

“Had you been enquiring about the Russians?” 
“Yes but he didn’t say which one he was working for.” 
“I have a list of all the brains and muscle. I’m not sure how 

up to date it is but you can guarantee the brains will have an 
alibi. If you get the muscle deported they will be replaced within 
the day. Go for the brains but work on their tax position and 
financial interests. Even if you can’t get them you can make their 
stay unpleasant enough to make them want to leave.” 

“I would prefer them banged up in one of our less friendly 
jails but the list will help.” 

“I’ll leave the list at the front desk. One of your visitors can 
pick it up.” 
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The rest of the conversation was about who he had been talking 
to and what questions he had asked but the bang on the head had 
given him amnesia. 
I had put a copy of my list in the car when I was working out 
what to ask him so I collected it from the car and, asking the 
front desk for an envelope, had left it with them saying someone 
would pick it up. I didn’t want to go straight back to the factory 
so I stopped in a lay-by to listen to the radio and have a think. 
Tommy was in the yard when I got back so I dragged him to the 
canteen for a coffee. 

“I still think my bomb could have been my Russian friends 
and I’ve just been to visit one of the funnies in hospital that they 
have worked over. If they can take a pop at him they are probably 
desperate and I might still be on their list.” 

“How is that affecting you?” 
“I’m worried. Street hooligans I can cope with but these are 

seriously evil. I took this job to get away from the rough boys and 
I would like to retire normally not with my helmet on a coffin.” 

“If you are thinking like that again you should convey your 
feelings to the shrink. I’m not sure what he can do but it’s a good 
first step.” 
I thanked Tommy for being my mother and said I would take his 
advice if he promised not to tell anyone. 
The shrink was busy when I got there so I sat in the office and 
read old copies of caravan weekly. His customer came out and I 
recognised him as a frontline drunk. I didn’t say anything as I 
could remember how boring he was. I was waved into the 
consulting room and I took the magazine with me. 

“Is this a womb symbol?” 
“Only in as much as if I was in it I would be desperate to get 

out.” 
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“Not yours then?” 
“I must have made a bad impression. My secretary brings 

them in. I don’t know where from as she is not the backwoods 
type.” 

“You asked me before if I was not sleeping and, whilst that 
is my normal state, I am now having dreams. No they’re not 
really dreams as I am awake. They’re more anxiety thoughts and, 
unfortunately, not without reason.” 

“Do you want to make a confession?” 
“Yes, thank you father. I think one of the group who may 

have planted my bomb have become annoyed at being 
questioned. The foreign section officer who did the questioning 
has been worked over and I suspect I might be the next. I’m back 
to checking doors and drawers and looking over my shoulder all 
the time.” 
He spent the next half hour probing my anxieties and my 
reaction to them. In the end he said that sometimes anxieties are 
nature’s way of telling you the truth. He thought I might be a 
little paranoid but mainly my fears were well founded. As the 
A.C.C. was involved he said he would talk to him about the 
problems if he had my permission. 

“By all means. What you are saying is that I am anxious 
that I might be killed because I might be killed. That’s made me 
feel a lot better.· 

“We try to please.” 
He must have phoned the A.C.C. because I hadn’t been back in 
my office for ten minutes before the phone rang. 
The A.C.C. did not look up at first when I entered his office. 
When he did it was just to wave me to a chair whilst he 
concentrated on a file. It’s nice to know where you are in the 
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order of things. He initialled the bottom of the file and then 
looked up at me. 

“What am I going to do with you?” 
I was tempted to answer but I took it to be the rhetorical 
question that it was. 

“You’re a bit too old to have your hand held. I had you 
down as an experienced officer.” 

“I prefer to talk my way out of trouble rather than starting 
world war three. When I first started and was called to Friday 
night brawls I quickly noticed that many of the participants were 
bigger; stronger; hairier and more drunk than me. I also noticed 
that many of the macho officers got hurt quite often. I am too old 
to unlearn that lesson. If I tell people somebody wishes me ill 
health it’s because I am trying to divert that rather than looking 
for a hug.” 

“Good: I don’t do hugs. Somebody, however, threatening 
one of my officers is also threatening me and I don’t do 
forgiveness.” 

“I don’t mind being threatened. It’s happened often enough 
before. The ones I worry about don’t threaten you with 
something nasty they just do it.” 

“Who did you have in mind?” 
“Our friend in hospital asked about the Russian bosses and 

their muscle reacted. I assume that they were told to. Their 
bosses don’t seem to appreciate where to draw the line. I would 
like the bosses to be told to go away but I don’t want to be seen to 
be part of that process. I would have thought that our 
hospitalised friend’s boss would be keen to do the pushing. That 
is going to take time so my best protection is being at work whilst 
being careful. My friend that I went sailing with wants to go 
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again at the end of next week and would like me to join him. I 
would be safe there unless his thugs are very good swimmers.” 

“The chief constable is already pulling the right levers to 
have the Russians thrown out but you are right it will take time. I 
am loathe to give you time off as it feels like giving in but it might 
be a cheap option.” 

“I’ve always preferred to be cheap.” 
“Put your name down then but don’t tell anybody else. I 

have a reputation to keep.” 
From my office I phoned Laurence. It went to answer phone so I 
left a message saying I could come and he might like to send me 
details. 
I have just over a week to finalize my arrangements. If I joined 
the boat on Sunday I think I will die on Wednesday. This gives 
me a date to book tickets for the train journey and the Eurostar 
trip. Mid week will probably be less crowded. I’m not sure if that 
is a good thing or not. 
Lawrence phoned back an hour later and told me a meeting time 
at our last pub. I checked the railway times and it all seemed to 
work. 
I went to the canteen when I knew it was Laura’s break time and 
sat casually opposite her. Tommy was with her so, when Tommy 
went to get sugar, I told her I would come around her house that 
evening. 
I told Tommy I was off skiving again and he said I would have 
difficulty telling when I had retired. He was really pleased that he 
had achieved something but it was against the rules to show it.  I 
was tired of talking about myself so I asked how his plans were 
going. I get the impression that without his job Tommy saw a big 
void, which is sad and will probably not turn out to be true, but 
Laura covered the awkwardness by saying that she would gladly 
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swap. Tommy’s eyebrows went up so Laura explained that 
certain people used her as an excuse to cover up their own 
inadequacies which annoyed her because she took a pride in 
being efficient. Tommy tried to calm her down by saying that the 
people trying to shift blame aren’t necessarily believed. Laura 
thanked him but said that she forgot that when it happened and 
she sometimes got the urge to move on and try something new, 
possibly somewhere new. Tommy looked concerned and told her 
to let him know when somebody was trying it on and he would 
have a quiet word. Knowing Tommy the word might not be quiet. 
I don’t like the idea of deceiving Tommy as he is essentially a 
good man. Perhaps I was once but now I am more aware of my 
deceits. 
Back in my office I went through all my files and drawers to make 
sure that when somebody cleared my office, after my demise, all 
would be in order. I couldn’t make it too good but I could make 
sure there was nothing to find. I went through my computer and 
E-Mail history and phone but again they were clean. I needed to 
get a new pay as you go phone for Laura and myself. I looked up 
my Russians on the police system and the net as a record of my 
poking about would be consistent. The muscle showed up on the 
police system but the brains suspiciously little. The one I had 
phoned, who I took to be the boss, was only on an immigration 
file as Sergei Gikalov but for the rest he was invisible. Normal 
people have lots of entries so a lack of entry I take as suspicious. 
Perhaps he was protected. In an odd way I’m pleased that he is 
running free as somebody has to be blamed for my bomb. I can 
find no reference to my friend in the hospital so the lid is being 
kept on. My suggestion of a system for flagging their interest has 
obviously fallen on deaf ears. I could press it in order to be an 
irritation. 
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The tape in my car had taught me as much Portuguese as it was 
going to, which wasn’t much, so I could give it to Laura and get 
myself something on MP3. 
It is quite hard to be, and stay, invisible. I go for lunch followed 
by the library. I shall miss libraries. In the library I write a list of 
things I still have to do. It requires a lot of thinking and I’m not 
convinced it’s complete. The notes are quite cryptic but have a 
high priority for disposal. The library has a coffee bar and I take a 
map in there and stare at the map of Portugal over coffee. I stare 
but I don’t really see. My new life I see through glasses smeared 
by fingerprints. 
If I finish my coffee and drive to Laura’s she should just be home. 
This will have to be my last visit before I cash in my chips. That’s 
something else I will miss: chips from a chip shop. 
As usual I drive past Laura’s, park and walk back. I have never 
seen the neighbours’ curtains twitch but I don’t see everything. 
Laura lets me in like a rent man but devours me once the door is 
shut. I could get used to being welcomed home. I reluctantly 
break away telling her that I must deal with business first for 
both our sakes. I give her the tape and collect my envelope of 
documents. I check again on our Skype addresses and tell her I 
will give her a mobile just for our contacts. I tell her when I am 
planning to die and when I will phone her from the other side. 
She points out that I won’t have a funeral as I was planning not 
to furnish them with a body but that she would go to my 
memorial service. She would keep her job for a while so that she 
could find out what was going on but then she would quit for 
pastures new. She said that she was excited and frightened in 
equal measures. What followed had more to do with excitement 
than fear. 
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I wanted to stay forever, or at least the night, but I had to be back 
home at a reasonable hour. I had a laptop to break and throw 
away. I walked back to the car with a bounce. As I drove home 
the light faded. The gods are listening, I hope favourably. 
I told Anne I had some work to finish and the laptop came out. 
Ten minutes later I had a little strop because the laptop was 
faulty. I told Anne that I would take it into a shop to see if it can 
be fixed and I would have to finish at work. I could take my 
laptop abroad with me now. After tea I went for a walk to my 
burial field which was deserted enough to recover my treasure. I 
made sure the hole was refilled and covered in leaves. I put the 
bag in a plastic shopping bag that was in my pocket which I 
deposited in the boot of my car when I got home. I told Anne that 
I would take the clothes I had bagged for the charity shop in 
tomorrow along with my laptop. I put the bag into the car boot 
on top of my more interesting bag. I had a lot to do before sailing 
over the river Styx so I claimed a headache for a relatively early 
night. It was in fact true. I was worried bout the train journey to 
the Eurostar station and the fact I couldn’t guarantee not being 
remembered. I think it was worrying Lawrence as well but he was 
too polite to bring it up. I decided on a change in plans. I would 
not go by train to Lymington but I would go instead to the 
Eurostar station. If I can persuade Harding to hire me a car I can 
pick it up from him and drive it to Christchurch. I can park it 
there with my escape kit in the boot and drive it back to the 
Eurostar station on my escape day and hand it back to Harding. I 
will phone Lawrence on Monday and seek his approval. 
 
Sunday morning showed signs of it planning to be a pleasant day. 
I would visit John for pre-lunch liver damage and being so 
pleasant I would go for a real bike ride. I m not at my peak of 
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physical fitness and my memory is not good enough to remember 
when I was. Changing my appearance would be a good plan but 
not courtesy of a scalpel. Getting into good physical shape, 
dressing properly and a decent non police haircut should be 
enough. As it’s Portugal perhaps a neat beard. If I can become 
fluent in Portuguese I could be invisible. I mounted the bike and 
soon had it humming. Sunday morning traffic gave way to 
country lanes as I chose the long way round. Elgar didn’t write a 
piece about cycling but he should have. I am starting to get an 
attachment to England. 
When I got to the Mucky Duck I asked John if I could put my 
bike in his yard. My idealised England was not free of low lifes. 

“If the ‘Tour de France’ is coming through here I’ll get the 
flags ready.” 

“You can put them next to your Mitchelin star sign.” 
“What do they know about fine English fare? I bet the 

French don’t even have a word for pickled eggs or pork 
scratchings.” 

“My French teacher said they did but I was not to use that 
sort of word.” 

“To what do we owe the pleasure? Long time no see.” 
“I’ve been too busy maintaining the thin blue line.” 
“Thin?” 

I was going to explain to him how his basic freedom to rob his 
customers was maintained by my diligence but I ordered a pint 
instead. 
The customers in the bar were a fine tribute to Calvin’s sense of 
fun and joy. Catholic Portugal can’t be this depressing. I asked 
John if he had a pub quiz tonight and when did the customers 
that could read come? John said I could always field a police 
team but I would have to give him notice so that he could have 
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the door widened and a new carpet installed to protect their 
knuckles. 
Would I get such fine philosophy in Portugal? I finished the pint 
then raced through a second to fuel me for the return run. 
The ride home was through the city streets as a sort of farewell. It 
was depressing but familiar. I could cast out these ghosts. 
Lunch was a proper English affair and all my good exercise work 
was undone. Sunday afternoon TV is designed not to strain the 
brain and it didn’t. I read my book on web design and it was dark 
when I woke up stiff in the arm chair. Anne will miss such a fine 
dynamic husband.  
 
The breakfast canteen was part of my routine so I complied as 
nothing unusual was called for. I typed a few routine E-Mails in 
the office to establish my presence but then I drove to a café with 
WiFi zone and fired up my laptop. I checked that my new bank 
account had funds and that I could make a withdrawal at a 
nearby bank.   I booked my Eurostar train to Paris, I would print 
the ticket later, and checked the times for a bus south to the 
Spanish border. I went to a very busy bank and, using the card 
for my new account, withdrew the day’s maximum in cash. I had 
decided to save my card until I was well passed Paris but using it 
in England would not put my location at risk. I also took out cash 
in the bank from my normal account. I would be expected to 
have expenses and cash would hide that I was not buying a train 
ticket direct. I bought some more bags for my journey and 
changed some into Euros. I would buy most things abroad to 
reduce my travelling weight. I bought two pay as you go phones 
using our new names and addresses and set them up with the 
other’s number in each and for roaming. 
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I phoned Lawrence, who answered straight away, and put my 
ideas on travel to him. He seemed pleased that I was reducing 
risks and said he would fix it with Harding but I should phone 
Harding myself to arrange the transfer details. One point though 
he thought that I should park the car in Lymington so that we 
could avoid the silly journey to Christchurch. If I wasn’t catching 
a train there was no need and I could keep an eye on the car. 
I went back to the office to complete some pointless work and to 
be seen. I find a moment to pass the new phone to Laura and 
arranged to meet her for lunch. 
Lunch was quite tense with neither wanting to start on the 
obvious topic. In the end I told her I was going to die a week on 
Wednesday but would be in France by the Tuesday evening. I 
would text her with just the single word OK if the travel went 
well. She would hear soon enough about my death and she could 
text me with OK if the event seemed to be being accepted. I 
would phone her, probably about the following Friday in the 
evening, when she could tell me all that she had heard. I hope 
everybody would say nice things even those that didn’t like me. 
She was not to worry if any of my calls were late as I would be 
quite busy. On the way out she gave my hand a big squeeze and 
told me to be careful.  
The afternoon was spent doing routine things that, in the 
circumstances, were even more pointless. I printed my Eurostar 
ticket from my laptop. I decided to go home relatively early. 
I told Anne that my laptop might be due an early funeral and that 
I might have to buy a new one. She didn’t see why I couldn’t just 
use the machines at work. After tea I forced myself to watch the 
news for a while and then retired to my workshop. It was a repeat 
of last time. A plastic sheet on the bench and new solder. I 
brought the dangerous parts in and cleaned them in the same 
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way. I assembled the toy with the arming pin held in by strong 
tape. A quick check of the circuits and battery strength. I made 
sure that the GPS module was off and then everything was 
double bagged in plastic. I cleaned and re-tinned the iron with 
different solder and then packed the old solder and my gloves in 
the plastic sheet and put it in a bag for a disposal. I scrubbed my 
hands until they were red. Both bags I put in the boot of my car 
and covered them with the bag of clothes. I forced myself to be 
unnaturally calm during this process so that I would make no 
mistakes but now I was drained with a hole in the pit of my 
stomach. I was not really made for this. I would phone Harding 
tomorrow after what, I suspected, would be a restless nights 
sleep. 
In the morning I was called up to the A.C.C’s office. My list of 
things I could have done wrong was now much larger. I could feel 
the handcuffs and was starting to sweat. 

“You look dreadful!” 
“I’ve not been very well. Something must be worrying me.” 
“I can reduce one worry. The Russian Sergei … something 

or other …. Has definitely caught the attention of the Chief 
Constable’s friends and they seem determined to make him feel 
unwanted. I’m not sure that they can deport him yet but they can 
probably make him want to jump rather than be pushed.” 

“Good, just so long as he doesn’t think it has anything to do 
with me. I suspect he is not the forgiving type.” 

“Now you are getting paranoid. Is your week off with the 
rich and famous all arranged? He can’t blame you if you’re 
playing at being Nelson.” 
 
My office looked like a Church of England jumble sale. I was 
packing my bags. Two to export and one with my toy and the 
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clothes I would wear or leave behind. The staying bag I labelled 
with my real name the cards on the export bags had my new 
name but were turned inwards. 
I packed some of the clothes I had allegedly selected for charity 
but that left enough to take to the shop. The export bags I locked 
with small padlocks and put all three into a cupboard which I 
locked.  I thought of putting a little superglue on the top of the 
hinge to show if it had been opened but I wasn’t licensed to kill. I 
put the remaining bag of charity clothes into the boot of my car. I 
drove to the charity shop and handed in my bag making sure I 
was noticed and then, outside in the car, phoned Harding. He 
said that the car was a good idea and gave me a meeting time and 
place but when we met we would agree on a car park to leave the 
car in when I returned it. He thought a lack contact when I was 
‘hot’ was a good idea. I wiped the record of the call from my 
phone even though it would stay on the phone company’s 
records. 
I had four days left to leave a record of activity that would be 
both boring and misdirecting for anyone investigating. I would 
leave a sprinkling of enquiries about Russians and foreign 
sections just to confuse. In my written notes I would leave the 
odd remark about Lawrence and Harding being the only ones I 
trusted. I would make the rest as boring as I could manage. I 
drove back to the office to start my penance. 
 
Saturday afternoon found me sat in my office as bored as was 
possible despite what lay ahead. I decided to leave two of my 
bags in the office and collect them tomorrow on my way to the 
station by taxi. I transferred my toy into one of the export bags in 
case Anne decided to check if I had enough socks. I was now as 
ready as I could be but I still had the urge to go around the office 
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to check I had turned off the gas and water. If my mental 
condition required me to look exhausted and nervous I didn’t 
have to act. I avoided Laura on the way out. We had both felt the 
strain the last few days and I didn’t want to add to it. I went for a 
coffee at the library and pretended to read the ‘Rough Guide’ to 
Portugal. I felt rough enough already.  
Back at home I packed my bag with my camera; shaving kit and 
my sailing gear except for my waterproof coat which I would 
wear. I had tea with Anne, who I think had found me wound up 
and tense the last few days, and told her I was looking forward to 
my trip tomorrow. I booked a taxi for the morning and watched 
the news. In a few days I will be on the news myself. 
I was up early on Sunday morning, as I hadn’t really slept, and 
had a good breakfast despite not really wanting it. I took the taxi 
to the dream factory and whilst it waited outside I collected my 
two bags. I told the man near the gate that the heavy one had the 
food and drink that I didn’t want my wife to know about.  I don’t 
think he listened. I loaded the taxi without the driver seeing how 
many bags I had and we went to the railway station. My ticket 
was to Lymington changing at London. In fact I would buy 
another ticket and change to the Eurostar station. 
The journey went by in a haze of anxiety. I bought my new ticket 
for cash, avoiding the security cameras, and was in the Eurostar 
station in good time to meet Harding. He was early and he must 
have been there some time as he had obtained a copy of the car 
keys so that he could keep the originals to ease the return 
transfer. He looked as nervous as I felt and when he had shown 
me where to park the car on return we parted company to both 
our relief’s. The car had plenty of fuel so I started on my drive to 
Lymington. I stopped at a service station to use the toilettes and 
be sick. The service station coffee probably made me feel worse.  
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I got to Lymington early and parked the car in a convenient long 
stay car park. I would move it later. I walked up to the pub where 
we had planned to meet. I was far too early so I ordered 
something to eat and an alcohol free drink. I had reached the 
coffee stage when Lawrence walked in. He saw me after a quick 
look round and came over to join me. 

“You look terrible.” 
“I was planning to be worse in a few days time.” 

He asked if I was going to be fit for duty. I told him that I got like 
this worrying through things to make sure that I was. I pointed 
out that I was supposed to be in a bad way and I was obviously 
convincing. He ordered something to eat and I had one beer. I 
needed a clear head and would probably have to move the car at 
some point. Lawrence looked worried throughout his meal which 
was not good for my confidence. I declined an offer from a local 
for a game of darts which at least showed I had been noticed. We 
both walked back to the boat and I picked up my bag from the car 
having transferred my toy. I also had a syringe that I had ‘won’. 
Lawrence said we could leave the car there tonight and park it on 
the quay near the boat Monday night. I stowed my bag in the 
small cabin and we agreed to do all the talking and going over 
plans tomorrow at sea. The tide tomorrow was at a civilised hour 
so we could afford a couple of drinks to help me unwind and 
sleep. Lawrence’s spring was even tighter than mine. We went to 
a nearby pub that was not as good but was acceptable. A few too 
many tourists but then what were we? 
 
The drink to sleep theory did not work and I was quite delicate 
when we slipped out to sea. When the going was easy I went 
through my plan one more time. I would leave tomorrow when 
we got back in. Before that I would power up everything in my 
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box ready. On Wednesday, when he was in position and clear of 
prying eyes, he was to squirt a little of my blood on a sharp part 
of the boat lowering mechanism and a few drops on to the deck 
nearby. He was then to empty the syringe overboard; wipe it ; 
dismantle it and throw it overboard. When he lowered the RIB he 
was to have it loose tied and the box on it’s side against the rail 
with the pin pointing out and the line attached to the pin. When 
he detached the lowering cables he could cast off and using the 
motor for better control pay out the line. When the boat was far 
enough away he should pull the line hard. After the explosion he 
should wind the line into a ball and throw it overboard on the 
way in, not near the explosion. He was to radio a report to the 
coast guard on the way back so they couldn’t tell him to hang 
about.  When asked he was to give them the location and say I 
had discovered the bomb whilst looking for a plaster. The box 
was a first aid box and when it was held open horizontally it 
looked like it had a GPS trigger. I took it away in the boat because 
I thought it might trigger and I was going to throw it overboard 
but I planned to photograph it first. When it went bang he 
thought he saw me thrown into the air but he couldn’t be sure in 
the confusion. If something went wrong put the pin back without 
tipping the box over and phone me and I would come back. I 
would fill the syringe with my blood tomorrow and put it in the 
fridge. 
Lawrence talked about my plans for getting abroad and I went 
through them with him. He said he would contact my A.C.C. 
afterwards so that our connections were beyond suspicion. The 
bomb might speed up his retirement. 
When we docked I said I would move the car to the quay 
tomorrow before we sailed so that the car was not hanging 
around for too long. 
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I spent an hour cleaning the boat and although I didn’t want to 
go to the pub we went for a meal and a drink for appearances 
sake. By good fortune the restaurant part was shut tomorrow so I 
didn’t have to invent an alibi for not dining there tomorrow 
night. I was going to say we were going to cook on board for an 
early start but it wasn’t necessary. The fates might be smiling or 
warning me of a fall. My outside managed to look cheerful but 
the insides were on track for an ulcer. I drank less than normal as 
I was not capable of keeping it down. When we got back to the 
boat I placed the box in the RIB and tied the line to the pin. I 
would not switch it on until tomorrow and I would take my blood 
when it had less alcohol. I am not expecting to sleep but I will 
have to try. 
If I slept I don’t remember it but I did rest after a fashion.  
In the morning I got up and moved the car. I switched on the 
G.P.S. in my box and checked it had gained a signal. I drew 
blood, made sure the needle was full so it contained no air, and 
sealed the end. I put this in the fridge. Lawrence was up and 
making breakfast so I asked him what his planned route was and 
plotted most of it on the chart in advance. He could alter the last 
part. I was physically ready if not emotionally. Lawrence planned 
to take the boat out early so my absence wouldn’t be noted. I 
shook his hand, wished him good luck and headed for the car. 
Nobody was around to see.  
The car had plenty of fuel still but I would top it up on the way. 
The first part of my new life went in a trance.  My journey should 
take just under three hours mainly on motorways. I drove with 
care but not too slowly as I didn’t need a ticket. I stopped for fuel 
avoiding the cameras but I was probably caught on the cash desk 
one. I have seen the quality of these recordings and the person’s 
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mother wouldn’t recognize them. I didn’t stop for coffee as I 
would poison myself at the station. 
I parked at Ashford International where we had agreed and I still 
had plenty of time so I left my bags in the car and a note on the 
steering wheel in case Harding was early. I caught a bus to town 
to have something to eat. If the food had been good I wouldn’t 
have appreciated it so it didn’t matter that it was mediocre. It 
was just fuel. I caught the bus back, took my bags out of the boot 
and removed my note. I was ready to face the system. I looked 
discreetly for cameras but it was hard to tell where they were 
pointing so I just had to risk it. I scanned my ticket. I now just 
had the baggage desk and passport control to get through. If one 
of the security checks had been a pulse monitor I would have 
failed. I made double sure that I was waiting for the right train 
and then held my breath. No hand clasped my shoulder and I 
realised any camera searches would probably concentrate on 
tomorrow. I got on the train. My seat was next to a window and I 
took care not to engage with anyone. I had a paper so I read that 
and then concentrated on the crossword. In less than two hours I 
would be in Paris. 
 

***** 
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FRANCE 
 
I didn’t like the tunnel but soon French countryside was flashing 
by and I was starting to think that I had got away with it. 
Probably a bit early to be thinking that.  
The formalities at the Gare du Nord were invisible so I took the 
Metro to the Gare de Montparnasse which, with my bags, gave 
me half a heart attack. I had been going to catch a bus but long 
distance buses in France are a joke so I had decided to lash out 
on a fast train to Toulouse. Fast is a relative term. I bought the 
ticket for cash, more expensive but another broken link for 
anyone trying to trace me. I had time for a bad cup of coffee 
before catching the train and a chance to catch up on my sleep. 
On the train I texted Laura with the single word ok. I was woken 
up once by the ticket inspector and once at the wrong station 
with an urge to use the toilet but then we pulled into Toulouse. I 
had had no recall from Lawrence so I could find a cheap B and B 
and wait for the news.  The B and B I found was clean but was 
waiting for a delivery of personality. I had a shower and a quick 
lie down which turned into a long lie down. A café down the road 
had a WiFi connection so my first French meal was an omelette 
and chips with bad French lager. I had a proxy server program on 
my laptop so I could look at the BBC news and I was a feature. 
People weeping in the streets would have been nice but I had to 
settle for the report of an explosion on a boat and that I was 
missing presumed killed. It did not carry a picture of me which 
was a blessing. I’m sure that the speculation will come later. I 
wonder which terrorist group will claim it?  Not that they would 
be believed. I went back to my room secure in the knowledge that 
my bomb had worked.   
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Before breakfast I bought an adapter for my laptop and put it on 
charge. The coffee at breakfast was good and the owner said I 
could leave my bags behind the desk as I was vacating my room 
early. By now my laptop was recharged so I took it with me as I 
walked to the bus station to buy a ticket for Vigo in Spain. The 
bus left at thirty minutes past midnight and took a buttocks 
numbing nineteen hours changing at Bilbao. Not a journey to 
look forward to but I was keyed up and anxious to keep going. I 
took some money out using my card. Expensive but it would give 
me time to consider where to leave a trail. I walked the streets 
telling myself that I was using the opportunity to see the city but 
I was really burning off excess energy. I chose an Italian café for 
a late lunch as it had WiFi. As it turned out the food was just 
what I needed. The news from the BBC was good. I had been 
killed by a bomb and although they had found the remains of the 
boat and some of the bomb they had not found my body. No 
photo of me but a reference to a previous bomb attempt. The 
local paper had more information with shocked colleagues and 
an old photo of me in uniform that I wouldn’t recognize me from. 
The French papers had nothing. I was not important enough. I 
was annoyed that I was of such little note but also relieved.  
I left the café feeling full and dead. I was heading for rebirth and 
it felt just like the wait for my first born. Excited and anxious. I 
had nowhere immediate to go to and plenty of time to get there. I 
tried walking slowly around the streets but my insides were going 
faster than my feet. I needed somewhere to slow down and 
possibly think. A museum or art gallery would do. I found the 
muse de Augustins. The art gallery was set in tranquil cloisters 
with an herb garden. I looked at the art but mainly it was the 
building. It slowed me down. I couldn’t be a religious but I could 
glimpse at the attraction. The muse Labit I stumbled upon after 
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some street pounding. I thought I could be a hoarder but I am an 
amateur compared with this man. Museum floors make your legs 
weary so when they were about to close I was a willing evictee. 
The walk back to my hostal finished my legs. 
I collected my bags, thanked the owner, and caught a taxi to the 
train station next to the bus station. If I was caught on camera it 
would be assumed I was catching a train, besides the facilities 
were better. They had English papers, at a price, and a book of 
Sudoku puzzles. I had a meal in a glorified burger bar which had 
an electrical socket next to the table so I discreetly charged my 
laptop. 
The walk to the bus station was tedious with two bags but it 
burnt off what was left of my energy. The seats in the bus station 
were hard so I was relieved when the bus arrived. I stowed my 
bags, took my seat and prepared for tedium. I had my paper and 
Sudoku book but I prepared to try and sleep. 
 

***** 
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SPAIN 
 
The stop at Bilbao enabled me to have breakfast and empty my 
plumbing. I was already set in concrete and more pleasure to 
come.  My new seat was next to the window and I was past 
sleeping so I watched the vegetation and farming change and felt 
very abroad. I supposed I would get used to the scenery but I was 
an alien and this was not a holiday. It was my future life. I fell off 
the bus in Vigo very road weary. I had no accommodation 
booked but I found a b and b through the tourist office. I booked 
just two nights in case I didn’t like it. I needed the shower and 
change of clothes but, with my bags stowed away I ventured 
abroad.  
 

***** 
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ENGLAND 
 
I shouldn’t have to put up with this. I don’t have to put up with 
this. I’m not claiming to be perfect but I don’t lose files. If he had 
just said that he had lost it I could have put it right or at the very 
least covered for him but no, he has to blame someone else and 
I’m the easiest. I could tell Tommy but I’m putting in my notice. 
I’ve written the letter and given it in to HR. That’s done with it.  
An hour later Tommy came to find me. So much for 
confidentiality. 

“We can’t afford to lose you Laura. I know it hasn’t been 
easy for any of us these last few days and Josephs has all the 
sensitivity of a brick. I will be discussing his personality defects 
with him.” 

“He does need putting right if only for the sake of my 
replacement but I need to get out and move on anyway. I don’t 
have the ties I used to have and I have been thinking of doing 
something with my life anyway. I’ve thought of emigrating. To 
New Zealand perhaps. Peter’s death has just brought it to a 
head.” 

“They still haven’t found his body and probably never will. 
We can’t have a funeral without the body but you will be coming 
to the memorial service?” 

“Of course but I don’t want to talk to anybody.” 
“I can’t dissuade you about resignation?” 
“No! I think it’s time to move on.” 
“I’m going to see the A.C.C. to discuss the arrangements. 

He’ll want to know that I’ve tried.” 
“You have. You’re the one I shall miss but I’m sure that you 

understand.” 
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Tommy went off to see the A.C.C. and I went to the canteen. I felt 
bad about deceiving Tommy but the idea that it was time to move 
on was true. 
 
The A.C.C. had visibly aged. Tommy was ushered in like a widow 
by the undertaker. 

“We have a lot to do and I want it perfect. I’m assuming the 
coroner will declare him dead by foul play. As you know his wife 
I’d like you to help her with the personal things. The choice of 
hymns for the memorial service; that sort of thing. The Chief 
Constable will want to say a few words as will I but I would like 
you to take the eulogy.” 

“I would like that. I assume the logistics to allow his 
colleagues to attend will be dealt with as will the press release?” 

“Certainly. We will get together later to go over the details. 
He wasn’t strictly on duty but we will call it death in service for 
his widow’s sake. He was where he was because of police activity 
and in trying to deal with the bomb he was following the finest 
tradition of the service. I also want to compensate the owner of 
the destroyed boat and fully compensate any Russian 
involvement. How’s moral?” 

“Not good. Laura has resigned. They were close friends and 
other issues are involved. I will deal with them.” 
“As you are talking to the widow could you clear his office and 
take her anything personal?”  
 
Lawrence came back from the week he had been given off after 
his excitement and gave in his request for early retirement. It 
wasn’t really that early. The plan had worked perfectly and the 
interrogation had been very sympathetic. The questioners had an 
agenda and some ready made suspects. They hadn’t forgotten the 



Kit Kirk 
 

255 

previous victim and were taking it personally. The decision to 
move to France had required promises to maintain security but 
problems sent away were as good as dealt with. It would take 
time to sort out pensions and health care to make the move 
legitimate. The pension enhancement could wait. Harding would 
stay on a little longer and keep things tidy. His academic option 
was safe and believable. 
 

***** 
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SPAIN 
 
After about ten days in Vigo I’ve decided to like the place and 
some of the nearby villages. Perhaps I’m being over confident but 
I’m reconsidering my plan to move to Portugal. Nobody appears 
to be looking for me nor does it seem likely that will change. Vigo 
is not overrun with English visitors. Cruise ships do use the port 
but are unlikely to carry the sort of people who might be a 
problem to me.  
 
Having talked to Laura on the phone it appears that my death is 
accepted as is her resignation. One part of me feels deceitful but 
another feels smug. I know overconfidence is dangerous but if we 
live close to the Portuguese border we have a bolt hole if things 
start to go wrong. My Spanish is improving faster than my 
Portuguese ever did. I know that is mainly down to necessity and 
immersion but partly it is a question of affinity. I am putting my 
papers and identity to the test tomorrow by applying for a NIE 
number; a foreigners identity number. I need to open a bank 
account so that I can transfer money at a sensible rate and I want 
to buy a car and rent a flat. To get this number I have to enter a 
police station with my papers.  
 
I looked nervous at the police station but so did everyone else. 
Spanish bureaucracy makes everybody anxious and I don’t like 
being directed by policemen with guns. The boredom and age of 
the policemen probably meant that drawing their gun would 
mainly put them at risk. 
After a lot of queuing and paper stamping I now officially exist. I 
had been warned about the need for photocopies and correctly 
filled forms and the need to visit a bank for the form that said I 
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had paid so I was prepared. It only took the whole morning. I still 
have to go back next week for the official printout. I suspect that 
all the forms and photocopies are stored in boxes labelled not to 
be opened before the Sun explodes. 
More forms and stamps mean I now have a bank account with a 
cash card. I am becoming a little too solid. A couple of hours on 
the internet and I have money heading for my new account. I 
think a drink is called for. 
 
This morning is to be spent looking for second hand car lots and 
I quickly discover that second hand cars here are more 
expensive. I find one place that I like with an owner I wouldn’t 
arrest on the spot and, telling him I would be back, decide to 
reward myself with a ferry trip to an island with good beaches. I 
delude myself into industriousness by taking my language books 
and sitting on the beach reading. I’d read an advert whilst 
waiting for the ferry for a language exchange. They met in a bar 
where you spent half your time talking Spanish with your 
Spanish partner and the other half speaking your own language. 
It would appear that English was at a premium. The lack of 
native English speakers is a good sign. I decided to visit the bar 
tomorrow. 
 
I checked my bank account in the morning and was surprised to 
find it full. Surprised and pleased. I quickly made it lighter and 
took a nice roll of notes to the car lot. Having discovered that 
Citroens were made in Vigo I felt obliged to buy a Citroen. I 
chose a van that I could just about sleep in the back with the 
seats down. It was in good condition and at only a painful price. 
The salesman offered to handle the paperwork which, it seems, 
can require resource to Paracetamols. An office next door looked 
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after my insurance and I was ready to drive on the wrong side of 
the road. 
I filled the tank, bought a map, and headed out of town. I felt free 
and new born. I noted those villages I wouldn’t want to live in 
and was pleasantly surprised to see how few they were. Back in 
England the list would have been enormous. Perhaps here I 
know less. Looking in the mirror my beard was now fully 
established but in need of shaping. Some new clothes and a visit 
to a hair dresser could make me a new man. Back at my flat the 
owner, Juan, viewed my vehicle with approval. It seemed that he 
used to work at the factory, and showed me where to park. 
Paying my rent in advance in cash also met with his approval. It 
was a very self satisfied man, albeit poorer, that walked into town 
to try out the language exchange bar. I didn’t want to drink and 
drive as I was now a most law abiding citizen. The language 
exchange group was well established but I was made very 
welcome especially when they discovered I was English. Most of 
their so called native English speakers were American, Canadian 
or Irish and one Australian. I was such a rare commodity that I 
won two Spaniards. They quickly discovered how basic my 
Spanish was but I am quite good at explaining the niceties of 
English. At the end of the evening I felt amongst friends, slightly 
improved and very definitely exhausted. I promised to become a 
regular, which I meant. 
 
Having my hair cut or clothes shopping; it was hard to know 
which I liked the least. Juan had recommended a hair butcher 
and I now had an evening appointment. It was unisex, which I 
don’t really approve of, but my ability to discuss football in 
Spanish I had proven to be limited. Juan had also marked on my 
street plan where the clothes shops for those over eighteen were. 
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Time to gird up my loins to have my loins girded. It even sounds 
painful. It was the well dressed Spanish city gent that entered the 
hair salon and a neat version of the same that left. Juan said he 
didn’t recognize me and I was tempted to tell him that that was 
the idea. My confidence was boosted and there was a spring in 
my well polished shoes. I needed to get some Spanish work 
clothes to complete the transformation. I had arranged to Skype 
Laura so I found a secluded spot with WiFi and set up my lap 
top. Smart clothes and seeing my girl, I was eighteen again. 
 
She told me how different I looked and that it was for the good. 
How did I look before? All her news was positive and I explained 
why I had decided to stay near Vigo. She seemed to think that the 
extra risk was minimal and that she wanted to come out now that 
she had resigned and all the formalities had been dealt with. I 
told her I wanted her here very much but not to travel the same 
way as I had. It was too rough on the spine. I told her to fly to 
Paris and there to book a flight to Vigo airport. I would pick her 
up in my new car and we could look for a place together. My 
present flat would suffice to start with. The owner was not 
strongly catholic with someone who paid promptly.  
What would make me recognizable to someone from my past? 
They would first have to see me and then think about me. I need 
to fit in and not to be worth thinking about. My physical 
appearance has changed a little. A beard and better dressed. I’ve 
started to lose weight which I will continue with and I have the 
start of a sun tanned complexion. I will not pretend to be 
anything other than English. Being a fake draws attention. I will 
look Spanish and improve my language until I sound Spanish. I 
will act Spanish but not pretend to be Spanish. I will not drink 
beer in pint glasses whilst reading the Daily Mail. I need to fit in 
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and I want to fit in. I have a new life and the chance to be a new 
person. 
 
I have now joined a Spanish language class which coupled with 
private study and my language exchange sessions are taking up a 
lot of my time. I still have a lot of leisure and I have done the 
dutiful cultural things so that Laura will not think me a complete 
philistine when she comes. I like the bars near the docks and I’m 
becoming an aficionado of fish dishes. The bar flies at the Mucky 
Duck would be in shock at my wine drinking. I used, rightly, to 
sneer at wine bar clientele but here it is the drink of the working 
man.  
 
Juan saw me at a table outside a local bar and came over to join 
me. It was an act of social acceptance. Over a few drinks I raised 
my problem. I have a girlfriend that I want to marry but we 
intend, for the moment, just to live together. Do I need to look 
for another flat? I’d just asked him if he wanted to give up a 
reliable income. He looked shocked. He said he had no problem 
as the flat was meant for two and he wasn’t a member of the 
church police. I decided to push against the open door and 
mentioned we would use the same name even if it wasn’t true 
because it would keep the local snoops happy. He shook my hand 
for a contract with the included implication that he approved of 
putting one over the local vinegar drinkers.  
I phoned Laura to ask her to come over now and that she could 
return later to sell her house and move her things when we had 
found a house. Laura sounded controlled but excited and said 
she would book as soon as possible and text me when she knew. 
The line was very bad but. I think I conveyed my anticipation. 
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My language development was now even more important. I 
learnt English as a child by osmosis.  I think my skull is now 
water tight. I think in English and then translate but that doesn’t 
work. My stomach is my leading language guru. The language 
exchange group keeps me on my toes and I hope that Laura will 
join in. I was in a bar reading a Spanish newspaper when the text 
came through. I was back to being eighteen yet again. 
I told Juan that I was getting my wish and I got a conspiratorial 
slap on the back by way of answer. I will have to tidy my room so 
perhaps that was part of Juan’s motivation. 
 
My car is clocking up a large parking fee in the airport car park 
and I was trying to pretend that airport coffee isn’t toxic. The 
landing notice board declared that the plane had landed and only 
a little late. I knew there would be a delay in order to empty the 
plane, pass through passport control and collect bags. I cast the 
part filled coffee cup adrift and left the liquid to etch the pottery 
whilst I drifted to the door from arrivals. The usual flotsam came 
through the door and then there she was.  
The first few seconds were awkward then we attempted to crush 
each other’s ribs. I took her bags and walked her, like a first date, 
to the car. Once inside the car we fell into each other and I 
remembered the smell and feel and taste of contentment.  Pulling 
myself away I took the parking ticket to the machine and then we 
escaped the park with only the usual contortions at the barrier 
machine. The first kilometre ended the social noises about the 
flight and instead she drank in the scenery of her new home. The 
differences that soon would become normal. I explained the 
arrangements I had made with Juan and then told her the bad 
news. I had been looking in to the paperwork needed for us to get 
married and it wasn’t so straightforward for us and it would take 
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time. She said that if I thought she was going to live in sin with 
me I was dead right. I’m no longer an expert on sin. She told me 
that she was more taken with my new look in the flesh and when 
we stopped for something to eat was amazed by my Spanish. She 
will soon learn that it merits pity more than amazement. We 
went straight then to our flat and I introduced her to Juan. Juan 
became Don Juan and I do believe that Laura blushed. 
We spent a couple of hours getting reacquainted and then I took 
her for a walk to see the town. She was a child in a sweet shop 
and you could tell that she was relieved that she liked the 
atmosphere. I hadn’t really forgotten how big a leap this must be 
for her but selfishly I had chosen not to think of it. The language 
exchange group was not meeting but there were a couple from 
the group in the bar when we went in and they made Laura 
promise to come. We walked home via the docks so that she 
could see the sea and when we got home I had a happy but tired 
wife.  
The next morning I woke with my wife beside me. I should have 
pinched myself to check it was real but I chose to pinch her 
instead. I got a slap as my reward. A slap, a giggle and a warm 
cuddle. We would spend the next few days doing nothing useful 
but enjoying the moment. After a slow breakfast outside a bar 
near the sea I chose to show off by taking her around galleries 
and museums. She was impressed by how cultured I was, which 
was the idea. By then we had missed the time for a midday meal 
so we opted for coffee and cakes. She did the ordering which 
meant that since telling her of my change in plans she had been 
hitting the books. I was impressed and annoyed at how much 
easier some people take to these things. We wandered by the sea 
until it was time for the shops to open again and then she wanted 
to buy some books and a pair of sunglasses. The sunglasses took 
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the longest. We had our evening meal in a restaurant near the 
docks that understood fish and we ended our first day together 
with a few drinks. 
The next day I packed a picnic and we caught a ferry to the island 
with perfect beaches. The sunglasses were tested but she did not 
have a suitable swimming costume so she only paddled. I didn’t 
ask what suitable meant and I promised myself not to go to the 
shops with her to find out. I prefer some surprises unheralded. 
We kept up the pretence of being on holiday for over a week but 
then decided to look for our own house. I told her that some of 
the outlying towns and villages were pretty and cheaper than 
here. We had a car and the buses were good. I thought I had an 
idea of what hell was like until tried house hunting with Laura. 
At last we found somewhere that ticked all the boxes for Laura. 
By now I would have settled for a caravan. The estate agent was 
desperate for a sale because when I explained that our capital 
would only be available when Laura had sold her house and in 
the meantime we would like to rent the place he didn’t miss a 
beat. The house was furnished and had all the essentials so we let 
him negotiate with the owners. He came back with an agreement. 
The agreement to buy was only verbal because he said the 
alternative was far too complicated. 
The next few days were a whirl of bureaucracy. We got Laura a 
NIE number and a Spanish bank account under her passport 
name in less than a day. I am not foolish enough to think that I 
have mastered the Spanish obsession with paperwork.  We 
transferred some money into it and told Juan that we would be 
leaving. Both he and his bank manager were heartbroken but the 
tourist numbers were enough to suggest a re-let. We both 
attended our last language exchange meeting but told them we 
might pop in as visitors. It was time to make the big move. I 
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packed the car and we drove to our new home. The estate agent 
helped me set up a standing order at the bank for the rent and 
electricity. We had a phone but it needed to be reinstated and the 
agent suggested I might like to think of an alternative company 
especially if I wanted internet. I would look into that. 
We had bought a little bedding but it wouldn’t be enough and it 
is amazing how many little things you need to buy. We decided to 
tell the town hall when we registered our `real’ names but also 
told them that we would be known by a married name. The lady 
at the town hall said her lips were sealed and I think they 
probably were. We hadn’t settled yet but we had arrived. 
I was, at breakfast, engaged in the dangerous sport of opening a 
tin of beans with a knife because we didn’t yet have a tin opener 
when Laura dropped her own bombshell. 

“I want to invite my sister.” 
“That sounds quite practical apart from the lack of bedding 

and getting our story right.” 
“I’ve already told her about you. I was with you when I went 

to the Lake District.  I’d met you, indirectly, through the witness 
protection scheme and we fell in love. When they gave you a new 
identity I got one as well which is why my passport has a 
different name. We have been told never to talk about our past to 
anyone, family included. She is also never to discuss it, not even 
with the police.” 

“Just the bedding to sort out then. I don’t suppose that she 
is arriving tomorrow?” 

“No, but she is flying to Paris next week and so it would be 
easy, afterwards, for her to fly here.” 

“Shall we get the bedding today and perhaps a tin opener?” 
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The local town didn’t take long to reconnoiter. It had a market 
day, not today, and some reasonable restaurants bars and 
supermarkets. I went to the hardware store whilst Laura went to 
a store that sold bedding and curtains and other things outside a 
man’s compass. We agreed to meet up in a bar that was in my 
compass. I was surprised to find how few parcels she had when 
we met until I discovered I was supposed to collect the rest in the 
car. I felt very married and I must take care to choose what sort 
of very married I was going for. 
We were now fairly ready for our first visitor in that she could 
sleep and open tins but was I ready to put my new life to the test? 
I think Laura’s story gave us a lot of latitude but my plans were 
being steadily modified. I don’t think I’m at any greater risk now 
than I was. Laura phoned her sister and agreed an arrival date. It 
obviously made her happy and being happy about showing off 
me was a form of compliment, I think. I still felt at risk but I have 
a week of getting myself known in the locality. The alternative to 
getting known was being secretive and that would be suspicious. 
A week is not long to establish a home. We shopped and cleaned 
and talked to neighbours in bars. I bought a bicycle and the 
exercise helped counteract the number of restaurants I was 
obliged to test. I think we are ready and tomorrow I will find out. 
The plane bringing her sister lands tomorrow. 
I’ve just realised; this morning I’m meeting the family. It is not as 
bad as meeting the parents; it’s worse. Sisters are always more 
critical. It stems from early years competition and I expect I will 
be found wanting. 
 
We parked in the airport car park and I breathed deeply. It was 
waiting for exams. It was a first date. I risked an orange juice in 
the café as I don’t have the antidote for their coffee. The arrivals 
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board said her plane was on time and then it changed to landed. 
We both walked to the barrier near the arrivals door to greet her 
sister. I stopped. Laura held my hand and told me that her sister 
was not so bad but I pointed to a man near the barrier. He was a 
car driver holding a card with the name of the person he was 
supposed to pick up. It read  

 
Sergei Gikalov. 
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