In law the one solid reason for re-opening a case is that fresh evidence has surfaced... To reach any judgement therefore we have to have information (without all of the information any judgement is invalid) ...The media thus has to enlighten us, tell us all, so that we may judge our leaders." Barry Popieluszko. The Watcher. Kerala Books

Monday: 19:47

The block of flats is in Victoria, behind the coach station.

In the centre of its underground carpark a square concrete pillar houses the base of the lift shaft and the stair well. Two unmarked police cars, a squad car and an ambulance are drawn up with their doors open before the lift entrance. 

Inside the two unmarked cars are sprawled eight detectives.

Light glows grey-white off the two steep ramps leading up out of the carpark.

A maroon car comes slowly down one of those ramps, stops by the other two cars.

Detective Inspector Herbie Watkins pushes himself tiredly out of the maroon car. He walks with the slouch of a tall man, heavy at the hips, rounded shoulders.

Detective Sergeant Jim Nixon, an upright close-cropped man, gets up out of one of the unmarked cars to meet Herbie. 

"Forensic and the doc are still up there." he tells Herbie. "Be another half hour yet. Photographer's been and gone. You eaten?" 

"No." 

"We got some burgers in. Want one?"

Herbie lifts his chin.

From inside the cars the other members of Herbie's team greet him with distant nods. "Chief still here?" he asks Jim. "Gone. Said it looks straightforward. One way or the other." Herbie declines to comment on that. 

"So what do we know so far?" he bites into the squashed burger. 

"Deceased is Katherine Helen Soames." Jim reads from his notebook. "Age twenty eight. Lived alone. Seventh floor. Could have been rape, robbery. She's been done over pretty bad." "Witnesses?" 

"None. But we know he came out through here. They got men decorating the street foyer. Been shut off." 

"Checked them out?" 

"Office is closed. Found the boss's home address. He's in transit, no mobile, not home yet." "Who found the body?" 

"Old lady next door. Mrs Harris. Came back from giving her dog a walk. Dog ran in there." "What time?" 

"Call was logged 18:09"

Most of the bays in the carpark are occupied. Narrow pavements run up alongside the two ramps to the street. The two tip-up barriers are raised. 

"Next of kin?" 

"Mother and father. Newbury." 

"They been told?" 

"Not yet." 

"Get the local boys onto it." Herbie signifies the barriers, "Who opened them?" 

"Caretaker." 

"How they operated?" 

"ID card. Are we being taken off the other one?" 

"Temporarily. Leaving a couple of Lord Litchfields up there. Nothing'll happen up there till Friday. No money till then."

Herbie tosses the burger carton into one of the squad cars. 

"Let's go up."

The lift has doors at either end. 

"We in for a late night?" Jim asks as the lift slowly rises. (Slower the lift the wealthier the apartment.) 

"Looks like it." 

"Shit." Jim says. "We been on all weekend." 

"Think of the overtime."

At the seventh floor Herbie and Jim step out onto the landing's moss-green carpet. Opposite the lift are two dark green doors diagonally facing one another. The door to 23 is open. Stairs lead up around the lift to the next landing. 

"Stairs go down to the garage?" Herbie asks. 

"Been checked." Jim says. "Clean." 

"Fire escape?" 

"Aint one. Stairwell's fireproofed." Jim gestures to the stairs, "Neat how they got these flats planned. Entrance on every half-landing, and in the flats split level. Dining room and kitchen this end; up some steps to bedroom and bathroom. Wouldn't mind one meself." 

"You couldn't afford it." Herbie says. "Alright to come in?" he shouts through the open door.

The white body lies crookedly against a pale pink settee. A crimson robe has twisted around her. The belt is still knotted. Her forehead, upper face and black hair are coated in blood.

On the beige carpet and pink settee are splashes of blood, darker smears on the crimson of her robe.

A grey-suited doctor is crouched beside the body taking swabs. Two forensic men in blue nylon oversuits have a stack of brown paper sacks in the centre of the room. The cream telephone has been smashed.

Background smell is of cigarette smoke: soaked into the wallpaper, into the curtains. Her hair will smell of that smoke. 

A whiff of sweet dried fruit potpourri too: painted pot been knocked over by the door, orange and yellow contents spilt over the floor, some stepped on, crushed. And another smell... Perfume? Too sharp. Aftershave? Whose? 

"Any ideas?" Herbie asks the doctor from the living room doorway. 

"Tried to make it look like rape. They had sex though quite some time before she was hit." "Murder weapon?" 

"In the bag."

One of the forensic men is rummaging about in a wastepaper basket. 

"Metal figure." he says. "Dancer or something. Plenty of prints." 

"What time?" Herbie asks the doctor. 

"Four. Just after." 

"Trying to phone?" Herbie nods towards the smashed telephone behind the doctor. 

"Looks like. Right forearm's fractured." 

"Blood splashes?" 

"Tried to wash them off." the forensic man indicates the pile of bags. "Got the towel. Plenty of fabric. Suit I'd say." 

"She have a go at him?" Herbie asks the doctor. 

"Nails are clean, knuckles unmarked. 'Cept where he hit her hand on the phone. By the amount of blood I'd say she must have struggled a couple of minutes before her heart stopped."

"Anything missing?" Herbie asks the forensic man by the wastepaper basket. 

"Purse's been emptied. Plastics are gone. And looks like took some jewellery. Don't smell right for a robbery though. How many tealeafs you know smoke only half a fag?" He holds up the long stub of a cigarette in a pair of blue plastic tweezers. "And he emptied two ashtrays in here. Four stubs altogether." 

"She didn't smoke." the doctor says. "No stains on teeth, none on fingers." 

"No fag packets here." the other forensic man tells them. He peels strips of tape from the bedroom door jamb. "And he washed up his ashtrays and a couple of glasses. Loads of his prints. Big flat thumb. Old and new. Regular visitor. Was here for some time today." 

"I concur." the doctor stands to write some labels. "Cherchez le homme." 

"How's the old lady?" Herbie asks him. 

"Chipper enough. More worried about her dog than anything. Contravenes the lease apparently." 

"I can see her then?" 

"Can you get her prints?" the second forensic man comes down the steps from the bedroom, "Save us bothering her again."

"Men like to challenge the supremacy of Time, lay traps for it by making plans beyond their own lifetimes, put conditions in their Wills, set snares beyond their years... all in an attempt to keep control..." Barry Popieluszko. Psychotic Android Eats. Fire Dragon.

"See the man with the hammer smashing grandfather clocks... He means to kill time." Barry Popieluszko. The Watcher. Kerala Books.

