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‘Hell is empty and the devils are all here.’

The Tempest, William Shakespeare




GLOSSARY



	ANPR:

	 

	Automated Number Plate Recognition




	Cellebrite:

	 

	generic name for a portable device used to download digital data from a mobile phone




	CPS:

	 

	Crown Prosecution Service




	CS:

	 

	Crime Scene




	FLO:

	 

	Family Liaison Officer




	FME:

	 

	Forensic Medical Examiner




	FONC:

	 

	Either Charlie’s DCI’s initials, or a term of endearment used by the rest of the squad highlighting certain facets of the DCI’s personality




	HAT:

	 

	Homicide Assessment Team




	HOLMES:

	 

	Home Office Large Major Enquiry System




	IC3:

	 

	code used by British police to describe ethnicity




	IR:

	 

	Incident Room




	LOC:

	 

	Loss of consciousness




	MAPPA:

	 

	Multi Agency Public Protection Arrangement




	MISPERS:

	 

	Missing Persons




	MIT:

	 

	Major Incident Team




	NPC:

	 

	National Police Computer




	PACE:

	 

	Police and Criminal Evidence




	PNC:

	 

	Police National Computer




	POD:

	 

	Police Observation Device




	SOCO:

	 

	Scenes of Crime Officer




	TIE:

	 

	Trace, Interview, Eliminate




	TOD:

	 

	Time of Death




	TSG:

	 

	Territorial Support Group






CHAPTER ONE

The Nokia default ringtone is a three-second snippet taken from a 1902 guitar solo, ‘Gran Vals’, by the Spanish musician, Francisco Tárrega, considered one of the greatest classical guitarists of all time. It was sampled, before sampling was even fashionable, from Frédéric Chopin’s 1834 waltz ‘Grand Valse Brilliante’. The greatest thing about the piece, from the point of view of the executives at Nokia, who decided to use it, was that it was out of copyright.

The musical phrase had quite a different meaning for DI Charlie George; it told him that someone, somewhere, had lost their life through an act of extreme violence.

The Nokia on his bedside table belonged to the Force, regulation issue. He stared at the glow from the LED display in the dark, listened to it buzz and vibrate for a few grim seconds before he reached for it. He had thought about changing the default to something more appropriate for the distress and ugliness he was being summoned to; something already ruined for him. Pre-fucked, as DC Jayden Greene would say.

Kanye West, for instance.

He sat up, had the feeling of being dragged out of a play halfway through. Already the roseate world of his dreams was slipping away; he tried to hold on to it, a hand reaching back in a fast-flowing stream. No, it was gone, not even a few cold details to mull over when he was scraping the frost off his windscreen a few minutes from now. It had been a good dream, with a good woman in it, and Arsenal winning. Nothing at all like reality.

He flicked on the bedside lamp, picked up his Oliver Coen Berkeley and peered at it. 2.37. Nice. Come on, Charlie son, pick up the freaking phone. The duty officer isn’t going to change his mind and ring someone else. You’re on call, mate. Your shout.

‘DI George?’

He didn’t recognise the voice. Must be the new one, what was her name, Barnes, Barnett? No, Bartlett.

‘It’s DS Barlow at Essex Street.’

Right, that was it; close.

‘Yes, Barlow.’

‘Suspected homicide on a disused rail line in Finsbury Park. The HAT team are out there now. An eleven-year-old girl, missing since yesterday evening.’

His first thought: who finds bodies on a railway line in the middle of the night? That was one for the early morning joggers. Well, he supposed he’d find out soon enough. He scribbled down the details for his GPS, wished Barlow a good morning, and hung up.

A dead kid. Oh, great. He felt like he’d swallowed a cup of cold fat. He knew what that was like, too; his old man had made him do it once when he caught him stealing a bit of chicken out of the fridge.

He hated homicides involving kids; something you never got used to, they reckoned, no matter how many years you racked up in the job. ‘Orpheus descending into the Underworld,’ he said and got out of bed.

He stared at the clothes in his walk-in; he still missed his old place, this was like hanging up his suits in a phone box. He thought about his Corneliani suit, forty quid at a Salvo in Chelsea; the Incotex smart casual trousers, still hadn’t worn them; the Marni trainers bought for a tenner at a market stall down the road. But they weren’t for jobs like this. He grabbed one of his regulation navy CID suits, ninety quid at TK Maxx, and got dressed.

His car keys were on the bedside table, next to his phone.

He peered down into the street. There was a sheen of ice on the pavement.

He stumbled down the stairs, put on his Stone Island, hurried out of the door and nearly went arse over breakfast down his front steps. There was a high-pitched squeal; it sounded like a stuck pig, scared the bejesus out of him. He fumbled in his jacket for his iPhone, turned on the torch.

‘What the fuck,’ he said and bent down.

It was a dog, a cocker spaniel by the looks, shivering with cold, all skin and bone like a puppy. No collar on it. It licked his hand, the crafty bugger.

‘What are you doing here?’ Charlie said. ‘Get yourself off home.’

The spaniel scrambled to its feet and trotted inside.

‘No, you can’t do that. I’ve got to go to work.’

The little dog sat himself down in his kitchen, half sitting, half leaning against the refrigerator door. He was still shivering, stared at him with its big sad eyes like he expected him to do something about it.

‘You’re wet,’ Charlie said.

He grabbed a towel from the linen cupboard, dried him off as best he could. He went to the cupboard, got an empty beer box, put the towel in it to make a bed. He sorted through the shelves; there was a half-eaten packet of chocolate digestives. No, he’d read somewhere that dogs couldn’t have chocolate. It would have to be the Rich Tea. ‘Sorry mate, I ate all the custard creams,’ he said, scooped the damned thing up under one arm and put it in the box. ‘Look at you, you’re all ribs, like an underwear model. Doesn’t anyone ever feed you?’

Well, now what? He put the box under his arm and went out to the car.

I must be mad, Charlie thought. Who takes a spaniel to a crime scene? ‘If you crap in my car,’ he said to the dog, ‘there’ll be two bodies to sort out.’ He wondered where the bloody thing had come from; no one in the block had a dog, far as he knew, at least nothing bigger than a terrier. How was he going to find the owner? Facebook, he supposed. The spaniel didn’t look as if he was missing anyone in particular, though, the state of him.

He hesitated a moment before getting in his car. But what else was he going to do? He couldn’t leave the dog in the flat and he couldn’t leave it to freeze on the doorstep.

He clicked the key remote, put the box and the spaniel on the floor on the passenger side. He got out one of the Rich Teas and gave it to him. ‘Christ, you inhaled that. Didn’t your mother teach you to chew your food?’ He gave it another one, same result.

‘Here, have the packet, why not,’ he said, tossed the biscuits in the box with the spaniel and shut the door. He used the plastic scraper to get the frost off the windscreen, then got behind the wheel and warmed up the engine. He turned on the GPS. Seven minutes to Finsbury Park, according to Mrs Google. He wondered what was waiting for him.

He put the car into gear. He could feel the cocker spaniel looking at him.

‘You have the right to remain silent,’ he said. ‘Use it.’


CHAPTER TWO

Charlie slowed at the police checkpoint, leaned out of the window to show his warrant card to a uniform in a high-viz jacket, and signed in. He parked behind a dark blue Beemer. Christ, the DCI was here. Was it that bad?

The local Bill had cordoned off the high street either side of the railway bridge. He could see the glow of the Crime Scene unit’s halogens on the embankment; a nice climb up an icy slope then, that’s the way to start a day.

The cocker peered at him over the edge of the box. ‘Unless you’ve got a certificate showing me you’re qualified as a sniffer dog, you cannot come to a crime scene,’ Charlie said. ‘So just sit here and be quiet. Don’t eat all the biscuits and, for real, don’t crap in my car.’

As he got out, his breath misted on the air. A few moments later it started chucking it down again, the weather gods conspiring to stuff up his crime scene. He went to the boot, got his white coveralls and shoe covers, struggled into them, got a fresh log book, then headed up the embankment. The CS team had set up their blue and white tent about a hundred yards further down the track; only there was no track, it looked as if there hadn’t ever been one. He shone his torch around. Everything on the embankment either side was grown over with weeds.

He headed towards the scrum of CS officers, all in their papery white hooded suits and face masks. It looked like a scene from a sci-fi film.

One of them pulled down his mask. ‘Morning, Charlie. All right, then?’

‘Bit nippy, Jack.’

‘This rain’s not doing us any favours either.’

‘What have you got for me?’

‘You’ll not be best pleased. Victim’s father trampled over everything before we got here, the weather did the rest. The local guvnor’s bringing in extra uniforms to do a search.’

‘What is this? Thought it was a railway.’

‘Meant to be, back when Jesus was a boy, then someone changed their mind. Now the locals use it for dogging and drug deals.’

‘It’s always good to have a designated area. Lobbying the council for one where I live, next to the skateboard park. What’s that over there? Public toilet?’

‘Ventilation shaft for the underground. It’s all locked up.’

‘The tube go under here?’

‘Not any more.’

They were moving the body. Two lads from the Forensic Medical Examiner’s office had loaded the body bag on to a stretcher and roped some uniforms into helping them carry it back to the bridge. Rain had beaded on the heavy-duty green plastic.

‘The FME’s been and gone,’ Jack said. ‘Your guvnor’s still here.’

‘Brilliant.’

‘Good luck,’ Jack said.

Inside the tent it was hot from the lights, the slap of the rain all but drowning out the murmur of voices. Two of his Homicide Assessment Team were still there, Ty Gale and Lovejoy. Lovejoy looked a bit green under the lights. He nodded to her. ‘OK?’

‘Yeah, I’m OK, guv.’

‘You don’t look OK.’

‘Well, dead kids. I’ve been doing this job long enough, but it still upsets me.’

‘That’s all right then. Not good to get too cynical. When it stops upsetting you, tell me, and I’ll get you transferred to traffic.’ He turned to Gale. ‘Where’s Malik?’

‘He’s taken the father home.’

‘Jack told me the victim’s father was here.’

‘He was the one that found her, guv.’

‘That a fact. Did you get any kind of statement?’

‘Got it on my phone. He was quite lucid, which surprised me. Calm. It was a bit odd, like.’

‘What’s his name?’

‘Raymond Okpotu. The victim’s name was Mariatu. Her family’s from Sierra Leone.’

‘That where she was found?’ The tent had been put up over and around a clump of brambles. Two SOCOs were still at work, on their hands and knees.

‘He said he found her lying right there, face down. She was reported missing …’ He checked his notes, ‘… at 7.40 p.m. yesterday evening. The 999 call was logged at 12.07 a.m.’

‘He went looking for her in the middle of the night and just happened to find her right there.’

‘Apparently.’

‘The FME say anything?’

‘He said he was cold.’

‘After you exchanged pleasantries.’

‘Massive head wound. Blunt-force trauma.’

‘Murder weapon?’

Gale shook his head.

Charlie slapped the log book into Lovejoy’s arms. ‘That’s yours. You can follow me around on this one, see how it’s done. Every decision gets written down in there, along with date and time. Anywhere I go, you go. Almost.’

He went back outside; the DCI was talking to someone, they both had their hoods back.

‘FONC,’ Lovejoy murmured, and she managed to get the tone just right. She was learning fast. ‘What’s he doing here, guv?’

It was four in the morning, chief inspectors didn’t get out of bed for just any old dead body. This was the sort of murder that could really bunch the commissioner’s pants; was it a hate crime, sex crime, what? Both? This would need a steady hand or the locals would be burning cars and chucking bottles at uniforms in full riot gear. Never mind the crime wave sweeping London, blokes on mopeds with zombie knives. This could turn political.

‘Charlie.’

‘Guv.’

‘This is Inspector David Mansell from Crouch End. This is his borough.’

Charlie shook hands.

‘Bad business,’ Mansell said. He nodded towards the houses on either side of the embankment, lights blinking on in kitchens and upstairs windows. Word must have got around, people were waking up to police cordons and halogen lights. ‘I’ve called in my entire duty roster to help with the house-to-house. Someone must have seen or heard something.’

‘And we appreciate your assistance,’ the DCI said to Mansell. ‘Will you excuse us a moment? I need to consult with my DI about a private matter.’

Mansell was taken off guard. He raised an eyebrow and nodded. ‘Of course. Keep me informed.’

FONC stared at Lovejoy, who was still at Charlie’s shoulder. ‘It’s all right,’ Charlie said to her. ‘You don’t need to log this.’

The DCI waited until she was out of earshot.

‘You up for this Charlie?’

‘Sir?’

‘Well, you’ve only just come back on the roster. I was hoping to ease you back into things. This is not what I had in mind.’

‘It’s a murder investigation like any other.’

‘No, it isn’t. A murder investigation like any other is a gangbanger with a knife in him, not an eleven-year-old Somali schoolgirl.’

‘She’s from Sierra Leone.’

‘Whatever. How’s your arm?’

‘The arm is fine. Even if it wasn’t, I don’t need my arm to run a murder investigation.’

‘It’s not your arm I’m worried about.’

‘I’ll be fine.’

‘You’d better be. I want twice-daily briefings. Any major developments, let me know immediately. You know what immediately means, don’t you?’

‘Within a day or two.’

‘Don’t be a smartarse.’

‘No, sir.’

‘I want swift progress.’

He stamped back towards the bridge. Charlie looked at Lovejoy, shivering and wet in her blue coveralls; she suddenly looked very young, too young for this job. He felt that way too, sometimes.

‘He’s in a good mood,’ she said.

‘He’s under a lot of pressure,’ Charlie said. They found the uniforms who had been first response by their patrol car, sheltering from the rain under the bridge. Charlie waited until Mansell had finished debriefing them, then went over.

‘You were first responders?’ Charlie said. ‘What happened?’

The older of the two cops spoke up. ‘We got the dispatch while we were on patrol, blue-lighted our way over. When we got here, there was an IC3 standing at the top of the embankment up there, yelling and waving his torch about. We followed him up.’

‘Mr Okpotu.’

He checked his notebook. ‘That’s him. By the time we got up there, he’d run back to the girl’s body, picked her up. He was holding her in his arms, wouldn’t let go of her.’

‘Did he say anything?’

‘Said a lot of things, but most of it was in his own lingo, like. He only used English if we asked him a direct question.’

‘Did he say where he found her?’

‘The bushes where Crime Scene have the tent, that’s what he reckoned.’

‘And then?’

‘We called for back-up, cordoned off the area as best we could, but I mean, all the bleedin’ good it would do, he’d already trampled all over it.’

‘How did he seem?’

‘Matter of fact,’ the younger cop said. ‘Weren’t he, Sarge? You’d think he’d be more upset.’

‘Did he say what position she was in when he found her?’

‘He said he’d come across her lying face down in the bushes,’ the sergeant said. ‘She had this …’ He touched the back of his head. ‘Just here. It was a pulpy mess. He had her blood all over him.’

‘Was she dressed?’

‘He told me her knickers were down around her knees. That was what he said. He’d pulled them up again before we got there.’

‘Do you know if there had been an attempt to conceal the body?’

‘No. Said she was just lying there.’

‘And no sign of a weapon?’

They both shook their heads.

‘Thanks fellas.’

They went back to their patrol car. It was raining harder now, rivers of it gurgling as it gushed down the drains. Charlie decided to wait for it to ease up. He turned to Lovejoy. ‘See how the rain kicks up, when it’s this heavy? When I was a kid I used to tell me little brother they were rain fairies dancing.’

‘And he believed you?’

‘Well he was only eight. Kids believe anything when they’re eight. Anyway, he liked it, stopped him being so scared of thunderstorms.’

When it eased off they ran for Lovejoy’s car, which was parked closer than his Golf. He got the decision log kicked off, named the victim’s father as his initial suspect. One of their first priorities would be to make him a focus of further enquiries or rule him out.

‘Can you hear a dog barking?’ Lovejoy said when she’d finished writing it up.

‘Fuck, I forgot,’ Charlie said.

He ran back to his car. The cocker wagged its tail so hard when he opened the door, he thought its bum was going to come off. Charlie couldn’t say he was quite so pleased to see the cocker. It had eaten all the biscuits, including the wrapper, and had crapped all over his passenger seat.

‘Never took you for a dog person,’ Lovejoy said over his shoulder. ‘Oh look, he likes you.’

‘Get off me, dog,’ Charlie said. ‘You’re getting shit on my jacket.’

Lovejoy picked him up. ‘Sorry guv, but are we supposed to bring pets to murder scenes?’

‘I found him on the doorstep as I was leaving, what else could I do? Look at him, he’s starved and he’s wet. He needs some TLC.’

‘And leaving him locked up in your car in the dark is your idea of tender loving care, is it? What kind of dog is he?’

‘He’s a cocker spaniel.’

‘He looks like a bloodhound.’

‘Trust me, he’s a cocker. I grew up with one.’

‘We only ever had short-haired dogs. What are you going to do with him?’ The cocker was trying to lick Lovejoy’s face while she made baby talk at it. A different Lovejoy, this; not the same one that had a black belt in judo.

‘Can’t do sod-all with him, Lovejoy. I live alone in a flat and I work all hours.’

‘My dad will have him. His old Lab died a couple of months ago, I’ve been telling him he needs another one to keep him company. It can be just temporary, if you like.’

‘Is he going to leave it banged up in a yard all day on its own?’

‘No, he’s on a pension. Like I said, he needs the company. It’ll be a good home for him till you get it sorted.’

‘All right. But if he’s on a pension, I hope he can afford plenty of Rich Tea biscuits. The little bugger eats for England. Come on, we’d better get back to the nick. We have work to do.’
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