It was 2.00AM. The collection of metal pieces lay in disorder
on the kitchen table. Hazel drained the glass that had contained her second
gin and tonic. She looked thoughtful then
shook her head. “No. Not enough. After tonight’s events I certainly need
three.” Making her actions match the words she
began to pour her poison. “I must say that was damned clever
of you, the way you managed to smuggle yourself and that big
bag out past Mario.”
Belinda was still on her first drink. She gave a faint smile as
she thought back over the evening’s events.
Her first consideration after discovering the contents of
the bag had been, what they were and why Brad had locked
them away in a safe. Her second thought was more problematic. Assuming Brad
had intended for her to locate the bag,
how now, was she to remove it from the apartment? Quietly
she cursed Hazel as she realised she hadn’t made plans for her
to exit the building, bag or no bag. Having got in without the
guard seeing her, he was bound to stop her if she suddenly
appeared in the foyer. Puzzling over this conundrum she began
to place the metal pieces back in the bag. Once they were all
in, she took out her phone and rang Hazel. “If she got me into
this mess, she can get me out.” But there was no answer from
Hazel’s phone. Belinda cursed her once more. What was the
woman up to?
Knowing Hazel as she did it didn’t take her long to suspect
just what Hazel was up to with the guard and so, realising that
she would have to deal with the problem herself, she zipped up
the bag and cautiously made her way out of the apartment.
Lugging the heavy bag across to the lift, she still had no plan
of action.
On reaching the ground level she stepped out and placed
the bag on the floor. Hoping against hope that she hadn’t been
seen by any security camera she peered around the corner.
Hazel was struggling into her coat and the guard was at his
desk. She drew back and was on the verge of striding out and
bluffing her way past the guard when the door to one of the
other lifts opened and a young couple stepped out; the man
sharply dressed and the girl, a blonde in a short skirt and not
much of a blouse. Quickly Belinda stepped closer. “Excuse me.
Can you help? This bag is a bit too heavy for me. Could you
carry it out for me? My boyfriend will meet me outside.” She
gave a wide smile.
The man bent and picked up the bag. “Sure. I haven’t seen
you here before.”
His girl said, “Have you just moved in? We’ve only been
here a few weeks. It’s really terrific living in the middle of the
city, isn’t it?”
So saying, the trio moved off across the foyer. Belinda
played along with the role of new resident. “Oh it’s great,” she
said enthusiastically, not making eye contact with Hazel or the
guard, “I used to live in the suburbs but this so much better.”
The man waved to the guard. “Hi, Mario. We’re going clubbing.”
Mario waved back. “See ya, Clif. Another late night?” He
smiled enviously. How come he was only the guard of the
apartments when it should be him living here and him taking
the blonde out for the night?
Hazel stared as Belinda, laughing at something the blonde
woman had said, went out the door into the square. With a
glance to Mario and a muttered “Thanks, it’s been fun. I’ll call
you,” she hurried off after Belinda. All in all, she thought Mario
was a dud as a security guard but had come to the conclusion
he was probably a stud in other situations. Her flirting had not
been a waste of time.
Belinda picked up the large crown from the kitchen table.
“Have you any idea what this is?”
Hazel peered at it over the rim of her glass. “I may be
wrong, but it looks suspiciously like part of a Ceremonial
Mace.”
“You mean like the mace they use in Parliament?”
“Yes. It’s a symbol of Royal authority.”
Belinda fingered the crown again and looked at the other
metal pieces. “So these parts make up the rod that supports
the crown. They screw together. But they’re all in very poor
condition. And what was Brad doing with it hidden away?”
“It must have meant something to him,” said Hazel. “It may
be worth a lot of money.”
Belinda frowned. “And why did he hide it in the other
apartment.”
“You say the police had his sealed off?”
Belinda nodded as she placed the crown back on the table
and roughly aligned all the parts to get an impression of what
it originally looked like. “Yes. I thought that odd too. Why seal
it? It wasn’t a crime scene.”
“Maybe it was.”
“But he was found in the river.”
“But who’s to say he was killed there? Probably bumped off
in the apartment and then dumped in the water.”
Belinda gave a derogatory laugh. “Of course. The murderer
did what I did. Simply got someone to stroll past the security
guard carrying a corpse in a body bag.”
Hazel finished her drink. “No, sweetheart. He probably took
the lift down to the basement car park and got out that way.”
Belinda sat down with a thud. “Well why didn’t you tell me
to do that?”
“I can’t think of everything and for that matter, why didn’t
you think of it?” The two women glared at each other and
then slowly a smile appeared on each face and they burst out
laughing. The tension of the evening was released.
“You know,” said Belinda through her laughter, “that man
who searched the apartment did me a favour. If I hadn’t been
forced to hide in the storage area I probably would never have
seen the keyhole and never have found the mace.”
Hazel’s laughter died away and she looked grim. “Yes. He’s
a definite worry. Why rent an apartment next to Brad? Called
himself ‘Carter’ but I’m sure that’s not the name Jeremy called
him by at the funeral. It was a Major something?”
“Not Carter. Jeremy said the Major’s name was Wellington.”
“So why give a false name to the security guard?”
“Are you sure it’s the same man?”
“Positive,” said Hazel.
Belinda shrugged; she had no answer to Hazel’s questions.
“Meanwhile, what do we do with the mace?”
Hazel considered as she reached for the gin bottle. “I think
it’s time we payed a visit to Jeremy and checked out his antiques.”
