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  Chapter One


  Jack Lamb rang him at home, wanting to arrange a meeting, and sounding as comfortable and breezy as ever, his voice rich on endless dark victories. And, also as ever, Harpur
  listened and said not very much, because his part was only to agree with whatever Lamb proposed. Harpurs older daughter, Hazel, had answered the phone first and, probably without covering
  the mouthpiece, bawled upstairs: Dad, its for you. Sounds like one of your finks? He asked for Colin.


  He picked up the receiver and Lamb said, My mothers over from the States again.


  Grand, Jack.


  You met her once.


  I remember. Lovely lady.


  Well, she likes to keep an eye on me. She worries. As a matter of fact, did I ever tell you, mother always wanted me to go into the police, myself ? Lamb guffawed. She
  thought you were lovely, too.


  Harpur stayed silent.


  Shes very keen on hearing Billy Graham. At the football ground, you know? Preaching  it fascinates her. Always has. Anyone. She never misses that afternoon service on radio.
  Nothing like it in the States. As may be most expedient for them, all that. I thought Id take her to Graham tonight.


  Why not?


  Oh, a lot of people about, but not many you or Id know at a show like that, Col.


  Itll do.


  Ill have Helen with me, too, I should think.


  Helen?


  Ah, what happened to Fay, youll ask. That had to end, didnt it? Her husband became resentful and distressed, eventually. But an amicable break. Fine wholesome person, Fay.
  Well, were mature people. Youll like Helen. She used to work in catering. Full training. The girls wont be in the way. Theyll want to listen to the service. We can talk
  in private somewhere. They always have a room where the converts are taken. See you outside there, about half an hour after the sermon starts.


  You did say outside?


  He laughed again. I think so, at this stage. Mind you, I quite like the notion of unloading all my troubles on some genuinely sympathetic counsellor. Now and then I see myself like that
  one who fell among thieves. Never feel wearied by sin, Col? Hows the wife and children? All well there?


  Fine, Jack.


  Excellent. What I like to hear. Didnt I always say it would come good again?


  I think you did.


  Oh, still not too great, is it?


  Its fine, Jack.


  Okay. None of my business. As a matter of fact, I miss Fay. True, Helens very beautiful and younger, yet gentle, and youngers so important, of course, but Fay knew about art
  and pool and hanging baskets, and her sisters quite well placed in the Royal Automobile Club office. These things add up. Never mind, a husband has rights. I cant deny it. He wanted
  her back, and Fay was quite touched. I didnt stand in her way. I mean, this is a longtime marriage were talking about. Have to show respect. I gave her a very pretty Brabazon-Brabazon
  water-colour of Venice as a farewell, to help soothe hub.


  So Ill see you at the ground.


  Am I rambling, Col?


  Meeting Lamb was always a risk, wherever it took place, but all the same Harpur expected to enjoy the Billy Graham rally, like Jacks mother. It was the kind of simple, salvation preaching
  he had known as a child: although his parents never went near a church or chapel, of course, they had made him attend Sunday school at the local Gospel Hall, and in fact some of the most frequently
  quoted Bible verses from those days still lurked in his memory, and could still trouble his sleep: the dead in Christ shall arise first, without shedding of blood is no
  remission. On blood the Gospel Hall had gone very strong. Wash me in the blood of the Lamb and I shall be whiter than snow, they sang. That used to upset him when he tried to
  visualize it and make sense of it. He must have been a sensitive kid and, maybe, a stupid kid. Some of the sensitivity had been filleted since, but only some, he hoped. Some of the stupidity must
  have hung on, too, or he probably would not be going to meet an informant at a crowded rally. There was the blood of Jack Lamb, plus his own, to worry about these days.


  Jack was already in place when Harpur arrived, waiting huge and kindly-looking near the home sides dressing room, taken over by the spiritual advisers tonight. He wore a very superior
  grey leather bomber jacket and a navy beret. It was one of Jacks few drawbacks as an informant that he did stand out in crowds. His non-stop, deeply perilous optimism and confidence could be
  alarming, too, and so could his businesses, which Harpur never wanted to hear much about: once, Megan had asked him whether the only two physical qualities essential for high rank were an ability
  not to vomit drink  especially not in public  and ownership of a blind eye. Even after fifteen years with Harpur, Megan did not understand how police worked. Or, perhaps she
  understood but hated parts of it, especially those shadowy parts required to deal with the biggest villains and the biggest jobs. She came from a family of benign Highgate doctors, who believed in
  the perfectibility of Man, despite all the senility and ulcers they saw, and Megan still gamely harboured many of their principles. When she and Harpur married he was at the bottom, investigating
  stolen scooters and pub brawls and there had been no tricky aspects of the job for her to swallow. As he moved up, though, things had grown tenser; now, against all the problems and dangers that
  Jack Lamb certainly brought, Harpur had to weigh the brilliant, eighty per cent accurate information he supplied, and regularly supplied. No other nark approached his class, and for such service
  Harpur would put up with pretty well anything. Most policemen would. Or most policemen who got ahead would. A copper lived and died by his whispers.


  Over the public address a clear-voiced boy soprano sang a sad, slow hymn which Harpur remembered well, Just as I am without one plea. The people he stalked these days always had a
  plea, along with a crew of QCs and side-kicks to package it in the prettiest wrapping for the jury.


  Theyve been talking about you from the platform, Col, Lamb said.


  Yes?


  The man taken in adultery.


  I thought it was a woman.


  Yes. But there must have been a man. Youre not looking as good as Ive seen you.


  Got some trouble, Jack?


  Me? Of course not. Trouble! Would I bother you with that? Have I ever?


  A pleasant-looking girl in a yellow anorak and jeans came out from the counselling room and approached them. Youve decided to give yourselves to the Lord? And are you here for
  advice? Please, do come in and well speak to Him together.


  Perhaps in a moment, love? Lamb said.


  Dont fight it. This may be the last time youll ever hear the call.


  Yes, I know, Lamb replied.


  Open your heart. She turned to Harpur. Well, both of you, I mean. Its all that matters.


  Yes, it is, Harpur said.


  Two grand, big chaps like you: it would be so nice if you were working for the Lord.


  I agree, Harpur said.


  The singing had finished and there was a sudden rush of people looking for counsellors. The girl in the yellow anorak went to help deal with them.


  Shes a very winning kid, Lamb said. Think, she might have been home listening to the giggling fucking gabble of disc jockeys, but, no, shes here to reclaim
  souls for God. Myself, Im warmed by that. What I wanted to see you about is Tenderness, Col.


  Mellick?


  Bernard Tenderness Mellick, yes. Ever been to his place?


  No, not personally. But we keep an eye. Big new house on the Elms Enclave?


  So youve not met his son?


  Didnt know he had one. It will be on the dossier.


  Boy of eleven. Not quite sixteen ounces to the pound. Hes called Graham, but not after Billy, I shouldnt think. Delightful child, like so many of them are. Mellick worships
  him. How he got to be called Tenderness?


  No, thats from when he cut up someone years ago and gave him a face like Clapham Junction. Bit of a savage, Tenderness. We think he did Ivor Wright lately with a blowlamp.
  Tenderness  its like calling a tall bloke Tiny. Megan would tell you its irony. Big thing, irony. So, whats happened, Jack?


  The boys missing.


  How long?


  Eight days.


  We havent been told. Id have heard. Mellicks a name.


  Why Im telling you, Col.


  Not a case of the boy wandering off? I mean, if hes not right in the head.


  He was snatched.


  From where? Isnt the house like a fort? And the whole Enclaves got private security.


  All the same he was snatched, Col. Mellicks upset a lot of unstoppable people, hasnt he? Not just Ivors team and relations. Top-class claws all over. Are a couple of
  fat lads with peaked caps and walky-talkies going to keep them out?


  Eight days? Hes still alive?


  Col, I know hes gone, I know he was taken, and thats all. I dont know who or where. If I knew who I might know why, but I dont. And I dont know if
  hes been killed, either.


  Is Tenderness trying to do a deal?


  Hes got his people out looking. The gang who took the boy might be in touch with him. I dont know that, either. Do you and yours keep a tap on his phone?


  Not that I know. A permanent thing like thats tricky without authorization, and we wouldnt be granted it, of course. But Ill check in case were running
  something privately.


  I hear Tenderness is offering a hundred grand for information. No questions.


  That going to be enough?


  Not so far.


  Has he got that much, anyway?


  Its what hes offering, Lamb replied. Hes done all right, hasnt he?


  A hundred grand is a lot to have in the bank when you spend like Tenderness.


  So it might be bullshit, but hes got to talk loud and big if hes going to reach the right ears.


  Hes playing about with the life of his child. If he had come to us 


  Would he, Col? You really think hed involve the police? Do they ever, operators like Tenderness? In any case, they might have told him the boys finished if he brings your
  lot in.


  So, how do I know all this, Jack?


  Heres mother now and Helen. Lamb waved.


  Jack, how do I know this? Can I act on it and say youre source?


  You dont know it. Not yet. Do nothing until I give the word. He went forward and put an arm around his mothers shoulders. Helen took his other hand. She was pale,
  slightly punk and less than twenty. Wasnt he fine? Lamb exclaimed.


  Well, simplistic, his mother replied.


  The saved and the lost, ma. Hasnt it got to be simple? No fancy footwork can dodge round that.


  So, whos this? Mrs Lamb asked.


  Saved or lost, you mean? Who can tell? Dont you remember Colin Harpur? He remembers you.


  Cop?


  One of the best, ma.


  How come hes here? For the preaching? I dont believe. This just a rendezvous outing, Jack? You need somewhere to spill again? You using us, using God? You do your deals
  here, like the money-changers in the temple? She had on an old, once-good silk suit, with a large, navy cravat. The outfit made her look grave and unforgiving.


  Harpur said: Wherever theres a crowd youll find a cop, Mrs Lamb. Who knows what we might discover there?


  So you discovered Jack. Such luck.


  This is Helen, Colin, Lamb said.


  Jack says you were in catering.


  Catering? she replied. Me?


  Wasnt it something like that? Lamb asked.


  This was quite an experience here tonight, Helen replied. About Lazarus and rolling away the stone at the tomb. Things must have been pretty good in those days. Did people
  know how lucky they were? Oh, St Mark and the others wrote it all down, so they must have known it was interesting, but what about all the other people? I mean, the sick made better and all that.
  Great.


  Yes, things have gone a bit down hill since then, Lamb said. Life may have got trickier.


  The girl in the yellow anorak approached them again. Do all of you require counselling?


  Harpur said: Were in peoples way here. Were leaving now.


  It may be the last time youll ever hear the call.


  Thoughts like that make me sad and very fearful, Mrs Lamb replied.


  Me, too,Harpur said.





  Chapter Two


  Nobody came if he screamed in the night so he never did now. Every morning a man called Rick arrived to let him out and take him to the toilet in the house. He had breakfast
  with the men. They gave him bread with Marmite or jam. He could have more than one piece. Grahams father had taught him counting and he knew that sometimes he had four pieces.


  There were three men. He did not know how many days and nights he had been at the farm and sleeping in a building near the farm house. His counting went only to four, and it was more. There was
  a sleeping bag in the room on the floor and he thought it was new because it smelled like new clothes.


  At first the building where he slept had made him very frightened. It did not have a window or any curtains. He had seen a building like this on television and knew it was called a cowshed but
  the men said this was his room now. It had been disinfected. To him it had a smell like when his mother cleaned the toilet.


  When Rick came to let him out in the mornings Graham would look at the big lock on the outside of the door. On the first night in the shed he had panicked. He did not know it they would ever let
  him out again and he cried and yelled. That night, he left the sleeping bag and tried to get to the door. But he bumped into a wheelbarrow in the dark and fell, cutting his face, and when he gave
  up and went back to the sleeping bag he made it wet with blood. He did not tell the men about that, fearing it might make them cross if the blood spoiled the new sleeping bag. When they were angry
  they shouted and sometimes they hit him. Each morning he put some of his clothes on the bag to hide the bloodstain.


  He had been hurt another time. That had happened when the men came to take him from his mother and fathers house. He did not want to go and he fought, but they put him in a green van. His
  mother had taught him colours. Green was not hard to remember, because it was like grass and the big table on television when the men were playing snooker. There were a lot of balls on that table.
  He did not remember all the colours but he knew blue, red and green.


  The men had come for him when he was playing on the grass at the back of the house. He shouted for his mother and father but they did not hear. One of the men had picked him up and carried him
  along the lane, then pushed him into the back of that van. It was then that he had hurt his head. He was kicking and trying to stand up, struggling to get away. He knew now that the man who carried
  him was called Dave. The other ones name was Milton. Dave was always laughing and to the boy he seemed elderly, with grey hair like Grahams grandmother. He did not understand how
  someone so old could be pushing a boy into the back of a van. Dave had a grey moustache and small grey beard.


  When Dave carried him down the lane to the van he had seen Sam the dog lying on the ground, and he had an arrow sticking in his throat by his collar, and his tail was lying out, very still and
  very straight in the mud, like a brown branch. He knew about arrows. He had seen them in Robin Hood on television. Usually, if anyone approached the house, Sam would bark a lot but he did
  not bark that day.


  Sometimes Dave called him Podge. That had upset him for a while. It baffled him that someone who knew his name should want to call him something else. Now, he felt better about it. He thought it
  might show Dave liked him, and he wanted that. He felt safer then. In the fight at the van he had bitten Dave hard near the nose, and he knew people remembered bites. The teacher at his school did,
  and afterwards he could be very nasty. Sometimes when he bit somebody and he was friends later he used to kiss the spot, but he had never kissed the teacher or Dave. Now, he was glad if Dave did
  not feel angry with him all the time because of the biting.


  Dave used to touch the place of the bite sometimes with his finger and laugh. One day when he did that he said: Podge, youre a terror. Youre just like your dad. He
  said something else as well. He said your fucking dad, but Grahams mother used to tell him that word was not needed.


  When they spoke about his father it made him want to cry. He could tell they did not like him, but could not understand why. It troubled him to think that his father and mother would not know
  where he was and would be worried. They would go out in the car and look for him because they did not like it if he left the garden. One day, a long time ago, he did go into the street and they
  came and found him. He was playing with some children. He liked that, but his mother and father said he must go back to the house with them. But a farm was not in the street, and he was afraid his
  mother and father would not know their way in fields.


  When somebody came to this house the men made him hide. They sat upstairs and watched from the window. There were no houses and they could see a long way. If a car was coming they told him to
  hide and keep quiet. They said he must stay in the bathroom and if he came out or if he made a noise they would lock him in the cowshed all day as well.


  They gave him some toys to play with but the toys were in the house, not in the shed. He liked the toys very much, and especially the Lego building kit and little horse soldiers with bright
  helmets, so when they told him to hide and be quiet he did because he dreaded being locked in the shed all the time.


  For dinner they had chips and sausages and sometimes meat and beans. They had their dinner upstairs. He thought this was very quaint: upstairs was for going to bed and for having a bath. In one
  of the upstairs rooms, there were photographs on the wall. He was delighted to see one of himself, in his red T-shirt and the trainers bought him by his mother. A few photographs showed the garden
  in his mothers and fathers house, with all the flowers and the climbing frame. He liked climbing. There was a big picture of Sam the dog before he was shot and some others of his
  mother and father and his fathers car.


  Milton came in one day when he was looking at those pictures and he said: Dont cry, youll be back there soon, Graham, if everything goes all right. Sometimes Milton
  touched him on his trousers, when he was talking to him. He disliked that but did not know what to do about it. Milton said Sam was dead now but there were shops for buying new dogs, so that would
  be all right.


  When Milton was talking to him that day, Rick came in and said the pictures could come off the wall now. He said they should be burned because they were not needed any longer. But they did not
  do it.


  Rick talked more quietly than Milton and Dave and had a lot of pretty rings on his hands. His soft voice made him sound kind, and Rick never hit him, but Graham was not really sure whether he
  was kind. Only Dave and Milton hit him. Sometimes Dave said sorry. Milton never said sorry.


  Sometimes Milton was quiet and sometimes he was very loud. When he sang he had a cigarette in his mouth but he could still sing and it did not fall out. That amazed and thrilled Graham.
  Sometimes Dave and Milton played darts, throwing things at a thing on the wall, and the things stuck in it. Milton had some hair in his nose. The boys mother had told him people could not
  help it when they had hair in their nose or pimples on their face. She said he must not talk about it to them, they did not like it, so he never mentioned the hair to Milton.
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