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  Chapter One


  When someone as grand and profitable as Oliphant Kenward Knapp was suddenly taken out of the business scene, you had to expect a bloody big rush to grab his domain, bloody big
  meaning not just bloody big, but big and very bloody. Harpur was looking at what had probably been a couple of really inspired enthusiasts in the take-over rush. Both were on their backs. Both,
  admittedly, showed only minor blood loss, narrowly confined to the heart area. Both were eyes wide, mouth wide, and for ever gone from the stampede.


  Colin Harpur knew them. Of course he did. It was his job to know them. Easy. It had also been his job to make sure they did not get killed, or, if not exactly that, to make sure when they did
  get killed the people who killed them were caught. This should ensure a good, all-round reduction of the active villain list. For a start, these two would no longer be on it, obviously. Also, you
  could cross off however many were put away for doing them. But to put away those who did them required unterrorized witnesses and an unterrorized, unbought, undemented jury, plus a judge ungutted
  by famous overturned convictions and ready to treat police evidence as different from shit. Less easy.


  The Chief and Assistant Chief had come down to view the bodies, proving the deaths were emblems. Top ranks dealt in overtones. These corpses proclaimed that on this police forces patch,
  and on most other patches, gangs ran their rivalries, wars and settlements regardless of the law. Everyone knew this, even Mark Lane, the Chief. He honourably yearned to stop it and pretended to
  believe he could. That was for morale, his own and his teams.


  Iles crouched in the rubble squinting at the two corpses with a flashlight. Possibly as small as .22 bullets. Magnum rimfire? Pathfinder? At least two wounds in each. At the most, .32.
  Panty-hose revolvers, from the States, sir. Britains stiff with guns of all shapes since border barriers came down. The Met say five thousand in London alone. The ACC glanced up at
  Harpur. Oh, youll get nowhere with this one, Colin.


  How, how can you say that, Desmond? the Chief cried, his voice bouncing sharp and damning around the bare room, like the wrath of God.


  Nobody saw anything. Nobody says anything. Everybodys scared, Iles replied.


  But can we tolerate that on our ground? Lane demanded. It is peoples duty to tell us what they know, and our duty to act on what they tell us, and then to protect
  them.


  The ACC gave a wholesome, lavishly grateful smile, radiant even in the drab light. Colin, whenever we feel dirtied or crushed by the foulness of our work, we turn to the Chief for
  affirmation of true values.


  Lane had been off work with a full breakdown, and two expertly killed pushers in a derelict, boarded-up, Valencia Esplanade house must seem a poor way to start a comeback. As for Harpur, he was
  used to sessions among the stinks and dust of these once select homes, ogling casualties.


  The Scene of Crime people and photographer arrived with their gear, and Mark Lane waved a fond hand towards them. Are you telling me  us  this is all a useless charade,
  Desmond? Our efforts? Never! Those responsible for these deaths must be swiftly caught and brought to justice. Ill have no gang rule here. This force has attracted enough hostile notice from
  Home Office and Inspectorate of Constabulary. We will show we have control. At once.


  Of course, behind Lanes protests would be the suspicion, always that fierce, ravaging suspicion, that Iles, and possibly even Harpur, wanted no true investigation because he, or they,
  knew more than they showed; maybe had a gainful corner in the dark commerce that produced these deaths. Lane saw himself as tragically alone, isolated and kept ignorant in his eminence. He
  mistrusted everyone, and especially Iles. Those reasonable, black uncertainties had pushed him at last into outright depression three months ago. On the day Lane went off ill Iles had said:
  The sod felt so solitary his mind split in two to give himself company, Col. But it wasnt viable when total, so what chance for halves? Collapse.


  Now, Iles said, I know these two deads, dont I, Harpur? Lovable laddies both of them, in their turdish, grab-all ways. Alby Horton, Josh McCallion? Hortons the bigger grin,
  sir. He was proud of his teeth.


  Know them? Lane replied. How know them? First names?


  Weve had them in, Col?


  Now and then.


  The Chief said: As to clearing up this appalling situation, I am quite sure Colin and his team will be


  Iles stood and thoroughly brushed down his suit. This is how it goes, sir: Kenward Knapps shot in a gang tussle during your unquestionably deserved sick-leave, so theres a
  gorgeous realm suddenly on offer  say seventy per cent of the drugs trade in our manor, and half the top class receiving. Maybe some pimping. This is mighty, non-taxable money. Think of
  Kenwards house, The Pines. Big Merc. The momentary vacuum after his death brings its own battles and its own silences. Who bosses these two, Col? Iles asked.


  Whoever pays, Harpur said. Anyway, all sorts are trying it alone now, since Kenwards firm came up for bids. Its part of the nationwide small business
  drive.


  The Chief said, But


  And then, sir, suppose Colin here, by some of his fine, filthy magic, gets an informer for us, finds a secret way around the brick wall of fear and greed. Whats next? Some fucking
  old ponce wig will insist from the Bench that we not only name the tipster but produce him to give evidence and face cross-examination.


  The Chief kicked away three half house bricks so he could stand more solidly on even ground before taking on Iles. Well, Desmond, I do feel that under this countrys justifiably
  admired legal system a judge has the right to


  Iles said: So either the informer gets blown away by one of the accuseds aunties before reaching court, or is executed on contract afterwards. Hundred grand price ticket. Grasses
  know the way it goes at trials these enlightened, everything-open days, so they no longer produce, do they, Col?


  Not as once, Harpur said.


  And if we drop a case to protect our informant, the gangs know what that means, so he gets snuffed out anyway.


  Lane wanted to leave. He turned towards the one doorway where the boarding had been removed. Then he came back. Perhaps acting without such aid is healthier, cleaner, more
  professional, he said. Now, his voice trembled with resolution. The lay-off from work and from Iles might have built him up. Ive always despised the whole damn informant
  carry-on. As you know. To deal with the tainted is to become tainted ourselves.


  Iles pulled out a leather-bound notebook and very slim gold pencil. Do you mind if I make a note of that, sir? he replied. He intoned as he pretended to write laboriously: To
  deal with the tainted is to become tainted ourselves.


  Lane began to leave again, then once more returned, his voice still determined: Besides which, there is an established, official code for dealing with grasses, yet I am bound to deduce
  from what you say, Desmond, that this is continually flouted here. It is central to the proper handling of an informant that he or she is deemed to belong, not to any one officer, but to the police
  service as a whole. There is a laid-down structure of Handler, Controller, Registrar. You apparently speak of Harpur as having his own, private sources, and speak of it compliantly.


  You know Harpur, sir, Iles replied.


  



  Chapter Two


  To put it briefly, then, Detective Chief Superintendent Harpur, these two deaths, Albert Horton, Joshua McCallion, took on something of a symbolic quality, did they
  not?


  I dont know what you mean.


  I think you do, but let me explain. I want His Honour and the jury to understand exactly what I am saying. Were not these two murders regarded by you and your superiors as signs that an
  escalating gang war had broken out on what you would call your ground?


  I cant answer for my superiors. To me, these were two men who had been shot dead. That was all.


  And because their deaths were seen as so significant, you were under exceptional pressure to make arrests, were you not?


  Whenever someone is murdered we try urgently to find those responsible and bring them to trial.


  Is it not the case that a notorious drug dealer, Oliphant Kenward Knapp, had recently been killed, and that you and other senior officers feared you were witnessing a ruthless battle
  between those determined to take over from him?


  A man called Oliphant Kenward Knapp was killed. We had no conclusive evidence that he was a drugs dealer or he would have been prosecuted.


  You wished by these arrests to demonstrate that the police still had control, did you not, and were not mere spectators to a war?


  I knew of, know of, no war. My duty was to find who killed Albert Horton and Joshua McCallion.


  Yours had been a troubled police force shortly before these deaths, had it not?


  Troubled?


  Was it not subject to outside inquiries  by the Home Office and Inspectorate of Constabulary?


  There had been inquiries. No irregularities were discovered.


  If you please. But I suggest that such reflections on the competence of the force would bring a level of stress to you and your colleagues, and a wish to restore and guard the
  forces reputation at all costs. At all costs.


  No irregularities were discovered. No loss of reputation had occurred.


  I suggest you were under orders to achieve convictions for the murders of Albert Horton and Joshua McCallion quickly, to allay any further outside unease.


  I would wish to achieve convictions for all murders as quickly as possible, to prevent repetitions.


  I suggest that the evidence you bring against all three accused, but particularly against my client, is insubstantial, speculative, and much of it mysteriously derived.


  It is firm evidence or charges would not have been made.


  Do you understand what I mean when I say mysteriously derived, Chief Superintendent?


  No.


  I thought perhaps not. Or perhaps so. Let me take you to a point in your evidence-in-chief. I have it here: In company with Detective Chief Inspector Francis Garland I called at
  the home of Leonard Claud Beyonton and told him we wished to ask some questions about the deaths of Albert Horton and Joshua McCallion. Mr Harpur, why did you believe Mr Beyonton could help
  you with your inquiries into the two deaths?


  I had certain information.


  Where did that information come from?


  Im not in a position to say.


  The judge stirred. What does that mean? That you dont know, or that you will not say?


  I am unable to say.


  Will not say? the judge asked.


  I am unable to say, my lord.


  If I may help your lordship, the lawyer said. Chief Superintendent, you are unable and unwilling to say because you wish to protect your source, is that not the
  case?


  The source was private.


  The source remains private, is that not so, Chief Superintendent?


  Yes.


  Thank you. You were acting on a tip from an informant, a so-called grass, or tout or snitch or snout, were you not?


  It was a private source.


  So we gather. May I take you now to another point in your evidence? I told Leonard Claud Beyonton that I had reason to believe he had recently begun to associate on a partnership
  basis with Harry Foster and Gerald Michael Reid, the other two accused. What reason had you to believe that, Mr Harpur?


  I had certain information.


  Where did that information come from?


  The source is private.


  Is this the same private source as in the previous piece of your evidence?


  The source is private.


  Am I right in saying that this source, or these sources, will not appear in court to give their evidence personally?


  Yes.


  The judge stirred. What does that mean? That he or she or they will or will not appear?


  Will not, my lord, Harpur replied.


  The judge leaned forward. Mr Couzel, are you and the other defence counsel content with this?


  We are not, my lord. Absolutely not. I was about to make a submission to your lordship on this matter. And in this I speak for my learned friends also.


  In the pause, Harpur glanced back from the witness box to the body of the court. Iles had come in to hear the afternoons evidence. He met Harpurs eye, and with one hand held his
  nose while the other pulled an imaginary lavatory chain.


  The judge said: Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, Im going to ask Counsel to see me privately in my chambers for a short while to discuss certain aspects of the case.


  All rise, the usher bellowed.


  When Harpur looked again, Iles had gone.
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