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1 
Goose Green, Falkland Islands: 28th May, 1982 

The decisions Harry made within the next few seconds would 
stay with him for the rest of his life - or result in his immediate 
death. And he knew it. His brain cells fired faster than the guns 
that cracked and exploded around him with ever-increasing 
intensity. Clearly, rapidly he assessed and reassessed the 
options, his alertness born from the survival instinct that 
burned deep within him. 

It was dark, wet and cold enough to freeze the bollocks off a 
brass monkey. As the biting wind slashed at Harry’s face bullets 
zipped and zinged all around him like millions of angry wasps 
on a murder hunt. The soldiers of 2 Para had scarcely slept for 
six nights and had walked for 24 hours without rest before 
being plunged headlong into the offensive. They were 
knackered even before the battle started. 

Mortar shells were exploding in every part of the compass; 
the saturated peat was muffling the sounds of detonating 
grenades and the air carried news of more casualties as the cries 
and screams of wounded soldiers drifted across the barren 
landscape. Dying soldiers disappeared like ghosts in the night 
as they sank into the peat, returning unceremoniously to the 
dust and ashes from whence they had come. 

Harry had been in some tight spots before but this was a 
whole new ball game. 

He found himself cut off from the rest of the men of 2 Para, in 
a cudweed-filled gully at the foot of Darwin Hill, with just himself 
and Private Rifleman Ronnie Ruddock in attendance. They had 
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followed their impetuous commanding officer on a crazy, suicidal 
charge, and in the ensuing chaos had found themselves isolated 
from the rest of their unit. Harry liked his commander. He was a 
brave, decisive leader who liked to mix it with his men in the heat 
of battle. He now lay dead fifty yards in front of them. Harry and 
Ronnie had watched in horror as fragments from a mortar shell 
crashed into him and ripped his torso into crimson pieces. 

‘Down Ronnie’, Harry had commanded in an instant. 
Luckily, if being stranded in the midst of a well dug-in and 
murderous enemy can be considered lucky, they had halted 
their charge before they had been spotted. 

From the briefings the soldiers had received before the 
battle a couple of things were absolutely, blatantly clear. The 
enemy had more troops and firepower than intelligence had 
estimated; reconnaissance had missed a string of entrenched 
mortar positions to the west of their current position and Her 
Majesty’s Royal Air Force were not going to show up and 
provide air cover. Basically 2 Para were outnumbered, 
outgunned and on their own. 

Harry assessed the options one last time. Option one - fall 
back. They would be picked off like pheasants on a country 
shoot. Fuck that, he thought. Option two – stay put and await 
reinforcements. He knew that was unlikely. He could see a 
group of 2 Para moving stealthily up from the south but to call 
out to them would reveal their position. They knew nothing of 
the mortar positions hidden in the curvature of the landscape, 
and would soon become sitting ducks. Option 3 – return fire 
from current position. The mortar positions were too well dug-
in; opening fire and staying put would invite a barrage of 
mortar. This option was as good as suicide. 

A couple of zillion minor variations flooded his mind before 
Harry settled on a plan of action. Option four it was then - full 
frontal assault. 
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2 
Harry’s mind was still buzzing like wildfire as the next steps 
crystallised. If he was going to get out of this mess alive he 
needed to do three things. Galvanize Ronnie into action, take 
control of the nearest mortar position and provide cover for the 
rest of the unit from it, so they could break through enemy 
lines and take this poxy hill. 

He turned to Ronnie, who was quivering with cold, fear and 
exhaustion in equal measure. The starless sky was casket black 
as a scar of dim moonlight broke through and exposed 
Ronnie’s desperate features. He looked wasted, capable of 
doing nothing more than curling up in a ball and dreaming of 
home. Harry looked deep into those piercing blue eyes that had 
always made Ronnie such a hit with the ladies, searching to see 
what was left of the man, examining, probing. 

Harry and Ronnie went back a long way. A strong and 
enduring friendship forged in the mean streets of Bermondsey 
in south east London - where they had come of age fighting in 
gangs and standing toe to toe with football firms from all over 
the country. Harry searched for a memory Ronnie could cling 
to and recalled the Battle of Stamford Bridge, 12th February 
1977. The time when the two of them had stood side by side in 
the Shed, the part of Stamford Bridge stadium made famous as 
the haunt of Chelsea’s notorious football hooligans of the 
1970s. 

Harry, Ronnie and a small band of brothers had taken their 
life into their hands and, outnumbered 100 to 1, infiltrated that 
part of the stadium where Chelsea’s top boys congregated. That 
was when Harry first saw Ronnie in action, and understood he 
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was a force to be reckoned with. He’d watched as Ronnie, at the 
tender age of 15, surrounded by a sea of rabid, lager-fuelled 
nutters, stood tall as the punches rained down on him like a 
blizzard of arrows pouring out of the grey, dank London sky. 

Harry, of course, had jumped into the fray to help him out. 
They fought like Lions but were well and truly battered. But the 
glory! For the glory it was a price worth paying. The story 
became legendary in their patch. When recounting it Harry 
loved to tell the part where Ronnie, battered and bruised, never 
went down, and never submitted to the relentless force of 
superior numbers. Ronnie loved to tell the part where Harry 
had dived in to help him out. They loved to big each other up. 

Harry looked at Ronnie, fatigued and shell shocked beside 
him in the gully. Despite the cold he was sweating like a stray 
cat lost in London’s Chinatown. But the eyes told him all he 
needed to know. Ronnie was down, but he still had plenty of 
bottle left. Harry made his play. 

‘Ronnie’ he screamed, ‘how the fuck you feeling mate?’ 
Ronnie summoned the strength to talk. 
‘Shitting my fucking self. Looks to me like we’re fucking 

finished this time H.’ 
‘Right my son, liven yourself right up, now. Here’s what’s 

going to happen; we’re both getting out of here alive. 
Remember Stamford Bridge, hundred to one? You didn’t bottle 
it then and you are not going to bottle it now. More 
importantly my life is in your fucking hands, so buck your 
fucking ideas up, sharpish.’ 

Harry was using every possible angle his racing brain could 
come up with. He knew he was Ronnie’s hero, and that it was 
him Ronnie had just followed on this crazy, suicidal charge, not 
the Lieutenant. An appeal to their friendship was his best bet. 

‘The odds are in our favour. There are only four of them in 
the nearest bunker. Two to one against. We can piss over odds 
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like that. And remember when we signed up, what did we 
fucking say? If we ever see action we won’t fight because it’s a 
job, we’ll fight for the fucking glory, just like we’ve always 
done.’ 

Not exactly a Churchillian rhetorical flourish, Harry would 
later reflect, but it did the job. Ronnie started to sort himself 
out. 

‘What’s the plan then H?’ Ronnie said. 
‘I don’t think those boys know where we are - it’s too dark 

and foggy. They’re training their guns the other side of the 
ridge. The mortar position is 150 yards away. We burst out of 
the gully, reach the bunker and then bob’s your fucking uncle, 
we have it large with ‘em. It’s them or us.’ 

Not much of a fucking plan, thought Ronnie. 
‘There’s a group of 2 Para coming in from the south’, 

continued Harry. ‘They’ll see us, see we have them covered. 
They’ll push on and take the hill, save our fucking bacon and 
win the battle. This is it Ronnie, do or fucking die my son.’ 

‘How the fuck do you know they’ll follow us’, said Ronnie. 
Harry had no real idea how option four was going to pan out. 

‘Because lions eat hamsters, soppy bollocks’, he said. 
H was hard-core, thought Ronnie, full on and as gutsy as 

they come. If anyone had the qualities, the character, the sheer 
will to live needed to get out of a situation as hopeless as this it 
was him. Harry had calculated correctly. Ronnie would follow 
him anywhere. 

‘Remember Stamford Bridge’, he screamed. 
The boys burst out of the gully. The bitter wind pierced 

their bodies as their destiny stared them full on in the face. In 
search of life they went hunting for death. 
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3 
The friends hit the peat faster than Usain Bolt out of the blocks, 
as mortar fire thundered in their ears. Thirty yards out they saw 
the scattered arms and legs of their lieutenant. At forty yards 
out a stray bullet ricocheted off the butt of Ronnie’s rifle. 
Ronnie’s guts churned. Inside he was a mess, but intuitively he 
stayed close to Harry, the only hope he had. Harry, however, 
was in another place, his senses quickened, his alertness 
heightened. He was buzzing. He was in control. 

After seventy yards the bunker came into clearer view. They 
moved with speed and stealth and remained unseen, unheard, 
unknown. Need to drop at least one of the bastards before we 
make it to the bunker, thought Harry. Not yet, not yet. 

After a hundred yards Harry raised his rifle, with his heart 
pounding faster than an exocet missile honing in on its target. 
Fighting off the dull, aching pain in his legs he took aim at the 
gunner sitting astride the 120mm mortar, and let off two 
rounds. The first bullet bounced off the deadly rocket launcher. 
Ping. The second hit the mortar operative in the windpipe. He 
gargled, fell back, and gasped for the intake of air his bursting 
lungs would never again experience. 

The gunner’s mate and the two riflemen bunkered in their 
foxhole dived for cover as the two angels of death charged 
relentlessly onward. Ronnie and Harry didn’t know it but their 
luck was in. The bunker boys were conscripts, newly trained 
and poorly led. Fatally, they hesitated. At a hundred and ten 
yards out the spooked soldiers had fumbled their rifles into the 
shooting position. In total they managed to let off just three 
rounds between them. Two went wide and as the third grazed 
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Harry’s earlobe he knew they would make the bunker. 
At another time, in another age, Harry would have the 

deepest sympathy for them. But not here, not now. Harry was 
choosing to live. 

The cacophony of fire from the raging battlefield meant 
Ronnie and Harry could barely hear each other. But barely was 
enough. 

‘Ready son?’ 
‘Ready.’ 
‘Go left’, barked Harry. 
The friends launched themselves into the trench with speed 

and ruthlessness; professional training and instinct took over. 
Ronnie thrust his bayonet towards the head of the gunner’s 

mate, who parried and fell back, knocking his head on the 
mortar, dropping his guard as the pain kicked in. Ronnie seized 
on the opening. His bayonet pierced the throat of his enemy. A 
poppy-red deluge sprayed from the wound and Ronnie smelled 
and tasted the blood of another human being, as his demented 
face was bathed in a fountain of crimson. 

He turned, spitting red and gasping for air. The second of 
the three soldiers already lay dead. Harry was merciless as he 
repeatedly smashed the butt of his rifle into the crushed face of 
the third. As the soldier fell to the dirt, grasping his shattered 
features, Ronnie completed the rout with a bullet through his 
midriff. The action was over in less than ten seconds. 

The two soldiers took charge of the mortar and opened fire 
on the other enemy positions dug in along the bend of the hill. 

‘You’re right H, lions do eat fucking hamsters’ said Ronnie 
as the soldiers of 2 Para descended on and overran the 
remaining mortar positions. Ronnie stared into the distance, 
relief flooding his body at the realisation he was still alive. The 
light of the sun was peaking over the horizon. Every dark night 
ends in light, he thought. 
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But some dark nights have a sting in the tail. The breaking 
dawn alerted Ronnie to a small movement. Just north of their 
position a rifle glistened in the emerging sunlight. Ronnie 
looked on in horror as the situation clarified. Harry was in the 
direct line of an impending sniper’s bullet. 

No time. No time to warn. No time to think. Ronnie threw 
himself into the path of his hero and the silent bullet pierced 
his stomach. 



Part 1 
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1 
St. James’ Park. A beautiful place for a violent death. Tara and 
Jemima turned right off the Mall and strolled uneasily into the 
park, along the narrow footpaths and past the elegant shrubs 
and flowers to arrive at the picturesque lake that dominates 
the Queen’s Gardens. 

It seemed so peaceful, a tranquil oasis at the centre of one 
the world’s great global cities. Today, however, something a 
little different would be on the menu. Today it would be the 
setting for a spectacular and colourful pageant the likes of 
which it had not seen in hundreds of years. 

It was a crisp, cold autumn morning as they arrived at a 
bench opposite Duck Island, in the centre of the lake. The 
ducks sat huddled together in the middle of their private 
dwellings, bored and motionless like tourists waiting for the 
final scene of a three hour Shakespeare play. 

Multitudes of international visitors, wrapped warmly in 
their autumnal coats, were doing what tourists do. Smart 
phones, tablets and digital cameras snapped and chirped away, 
recording their slice of olde-worlde history, which would 
immediately become part of their own personal histories on 
the cloud, or whatever was the latest term to describe that 
nebulous mountain of information that people now shared 
their lives through. 

Tara had rung her sister early, the desperation in her voice 
palpable as she asked for the meeting that would turn out to be 
the last conversation they would ever have. 

The sisters were rich, filthy rich members of the British 
upper classes - proper posh totty. Tara was the sassier and 
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cleverer of the two, and the sense of superiority of the 
expensively educated elite rested easily on her shoulders. Her 
marriage to a wealthy city trader had driven a wedge between 
her and the rest of her family. They didn’t mind the wealth. 
The problem was she had fallen in love with an outsider, a self-
made millionaire who lacked the blue blood of the aristocracy. 
Put simply he was from wrong side of town - from south of 
the river. 

‘Tara, how delightful. What’s it been, two months?’ Jemima 
said when she recognised her sister’s voice on the phone. 

‘I need to talk to you. Privately’, replied Tara. 
‘My diary’s frightfully busy. How about next...’ 
‘No. Now. Today. Let’s meet in St James’s Park. Please. I 

need to see you.’ 
Tara had often played in St James’s park as a child and 

always felt safe and secure in its pleasant, manicured grounds. 
She now lived in one of the wealthy shires that encircled the 
capital, and journeyed by train to the terminus at Charing 
Cross. She took the walk past Trafalgar Square and down The 
Mall to Buckingham Palace, where Jemima was waiting for her 
by the imposing metal gates that guarded that great symbol of 
power and privilege. 

‘So what’s the problem?’ asked Jemima, as they sat down 
on a bench. She was a sunny, glass-half-full kind of girl who 
liked her sister and regretted how Tara’s marriage had driven 
them apart. From the distraught tone of their earlier 
conversation she’d clearly understood that her sister was into 
something way over her head - like a baby seal cornered by a 
phalanx of club-wielding fisherman. 

‘I’ve stumbled across something awful. I barely know where 
to begin’, said Tara. 

‘Well, just start at the beginning and keep going.’ 
‘Oh, Jemima.’ 



15 

Tears started to roll down her face as she grasped her 
sister’s hand. ‘I have such a thing to tell you.’ 

The rows of silent ducks were still passing their time in 
carefree oblivion, their stomachs stuffed to the rafters with 
stale bread. 

Two seconds to show time. 
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Elemes Aliyev was known for his discreet working methods, at 
least among the very few people who knew him at all. He 
moved unnoticed through the world, like a shadow gliding 
through the air. He had followed Tara, unseen, from her 
lavishly decorated eight-bedroom home, set in fifteen acres of 
beautiful garden in Royal Tunbridge Wells. 

He boarded the nine thirty train and sat unobtrusively 
amongst the public. Glancing casually to his left and right he 
checked out every passenger before nonchalantly picking up a 
discarded copy of The Guardian. The morning rush hour was 
over so the train was full of day trippers and exhausted and 
bored looking wage slaves running late for work. 

They hardly noticed him. Discreet. Invisible. Unknown. 
Just what his employers wanted and had always paid through 
the nose for. 

But this was the man who was about to turn the world 
upside down. By the end of the day he would be one of the 
most famous dead people on the planet. Not quite Michael 
Jackson famous, but not that far behind. 

He watched a bead of sweat run down his victim’s cheek, 
sensed her nervousness and relaxed into his paper. What fun 
he would be having later. 

He was in truth a clinical executioner; he’d had plenty of 
opportunities to complete his mission on the walk to the train 
station. But something had changed in him just lately. 
Something profound, something big - a St. Paul-on the-road-
to-Damascus kind of change. 

The deaths of the last few people he had been paid to kill had 
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all looked like accidents, with the occasional suicide thrown in for 
good measure. But instead of just doing the day job and collecting 
the readies he had stalked his victims, watching their habits and 
foibles and thinking about who they were, what they were like, 
wondering about the impact of his activities on their loved ones. 

It wasn’t that he was any less of a blood curdling, 
psychopathic pleasure killer, but that he had come to get more 
of a kick out of his activities if he took his time. 

But this wasn’t the only change. After a lonely life at the 
margins he had started to crave recognition. He had hung around 
in the shadows for so long. Why should his art be hidden away in 
the back streets of Central Asia when he could display his skills in 
plain view on the streets of London? This once shadowy hitman 
was no longer immune to the all-pervading celebrity mania of his 
time: he wanted recognition, of a kind. 

When he saw Tara meet up with her sister at the gates of 
Buckingham Palace his eyes sparkled with delight. Now he had 
the flavour. Big time. Two for the price of one. Two beautiful 
English ladies. Buckingham Palace. This was his moment. This 
was his time. 

All ideas of subtlety, of making the whole thing look like an 
innocent mishap as per instructions, had vanished from his mind 
as he followed the sisters into the park. He circled the other side 
of the lake, like a cat, oblivious to the world, before it pounces and 
rips the bollocks off the pretty Robin at the end of your garden. 
He prowled past Duck Island and reached the top of the lake. 

Tara and Jemima sat down on a bench. 
He stalked past the top curve of the lake. His head was in 

another place. He felt as alive as he had ever felt. 
Tara held her sister’s hand and began to cry. 
He was now closing in on them, on the same side of the 

lake - the home straight. Still unnoticed, he hid in plain sight, 
blending into the surroundings like a praying mantis. 
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3 
Aliyev slid stealthily past the throngs of tourists queuing at the 
overpriced burger stall. The whiff of sizzling beef shot through 
his nostrils and his blood lust went into overdrive. He strode 
purposefully towards his victims. In his mind’s eye only two 
people now existed. 

He heard Tara muttering something about a big secret as 
he loomed large over them. 

‘Hello Tara’ he said with a friendly smile, ‘Do you want to 
let me into your little secret?’ 

Tara looked into his cold, murderous eyes. A chill ran 
down her spine. Her flesh crawled. Her hair stood on end. She 
was in no doubt of his intent. But surely not here, in the open, 
in St James’ Park for God’s sake? Surely they wouldn’t be that 
stupid. Surely? 

She was wrong. 
The blade appeared as if from nowhere. The polished steel 

glistened in the autumn sunlight as it entered the left side of 
her skull and passed effortlessly through the temple bone and 
into the cerebrum. Death was instantaneous. The knife sliced 
upward in a smooth circular motion to split her skull in two, 
and the flaccid grey matter that holds all our dreams and 
hopes, our very selves, spilled to the floor. 

Aliyev had never been one to waste time. When the 
moment was at hand efficiency and ruthlessness were his 
watchwords. No messing about. But this time it had to be 
different. This time he wanted to put on a show, as he yanked 
what remained of Tara’s head across the back of the bench and 
slit her throat with the skill and precision of an expert butcher. 
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The knife went swiftly through her Adam’s apple as a crimson 
tide gushed forth. 

He glanced around to take in the reactions of his audience. 
Tourists stared in disbelief, rooted to the spot, unable to 
comprehend the horror they were witnessing. The ducks 
quacked loudly and flapped their wings in excitement, as if 
they had just seen the final scene of some magnificent drama. 
But this was only Act One. Now he really had the flavour - he 
was gagging for it. 

With terrible intent he moved back twenty yards - which 
was roughly the range at which he had practised his knife 
throwing skills thousands of times before, in his previous life 
in the unregulated circuses of Central Asia. Jemima stared, 
paralysed by horror, as the steel flew through the air at 
astonishing speed towards its ordained destination. 

The knife plunged into her skull just above the eyes. 
Another bullseye. 

Aliyev stood triumphantly admiring his artwork. Two dead 
bodies oozing crimson lay entwined on a bench in the Queen’s 
own park. What a day’s work. He turned to see the effect on 
his public as a loud voice screamed from behind him. 

‘Hands up! ... Hands up now.’ 
Jack Thornton and Mike Richards were plain clothes 

members of the Queen’s protection unit who secretly patrolled 
the area outside the Palace. A couple of battle hardened cops 
who had seen plenty of action in their time. They’d been doing 
this job three years without incident. 

It was better than a desk job: nice bit of fresh air, good 
money, no hassle. But not today. Today they would have to 
bite on something that would not be so easy to chew. 

‘Jesus Christ! Jesus fucking Christ - what the fuck is 
happening you sick bastard?’, screamed Jack. 

Aliyev looked round, unfazed, at the sight of two plain 
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clothes coppers pointing their pistols directly at him, the 
broad smile still beaming, the eyes still sparkling with delight. 

He had learned three golden rules during his life of 
murdering for fun and profit: move fast, always strike first, be 
ruthless. 

Diving towards the lake, in a single motion he twisted and 
retrieved his handgun from the inside pocket of his jacket. The 
first shot of the day in St James’ Park smashed through Jack 
Thornton’s skull; the policeman went down like a sack of 
spuds. 

The second shot of the day smashed through Aliyev’s rib 
cage. So did the third, fourth and fifth. The sixth blew a hole in 
his skull. He was turned into a leaky sieve as holes opened up 
all over him in rapid succession, ripping through his flesh, 
shattering his bones, mashing up his internal organs. He was 
dead before he hit the ground. 

Mike Richards surveyed, stunned and disbelieving, the four 
scattered bodies. The lush green grounds of Her Majesty’s 
Gardens were turning red. 

‘Fucking hell,’ he said. 
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The light pierced H’s eyes. Like a corkscrew. Like the 
corkscrew he had in his hand when he’d slumped onto his bed 
three or four hours earlier. 

Detective Inspector Harry Hawkins, known as ‘H’ to his 
dwindling number of friends and multitudes of enemies alike, 
was stirring in his pit. His head didn’t hurt - it never really 
hurt anymore, as such - but he was bone-tired and his mouth 
felt like the inside of a Turkish wrestler’s jockstrap; he was not 
a happy bunny. More light flooded the room. Someone had 
opened the curtains and let in another day. Another day he 
didn’t need. 

‘Fuck me, Liv, is that really necessary?’ 
‘Your driver will be here in twenty minutes. Breakfast on 

the table in ten. Liven yourself up, big man.’ 
H slouched towards the bathroom for his morning routine. 

The long, sore two minutes relieving himself at the porcelain 
bowl: check. The quick rinse of the jockstrap and sluice of cold 
water across the face: check. The shock of seeing the shattered, 
lined, reddened, eye-pouched mask in the mirror where his 
face used to be - were there any traces at all left now of the 
handsome young warrior? - check. The comb-over of the 
thinning, blasted, straw-like thatch: check. 

H was on the move. 
Sitting down at the table and craning to kiss his Olivia he 

became aware, with something like joy, that it must be a 
Monday morning. The heart-attack-on-a-plate announced it. 
He was only allowed this once a week now: eggs, sausages, 
bacon, liver, fried tomatoes, chips and beans, two thick 
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buttered slices, piping hot tea with two sugars. As breakfasts 
go, this was the absolute dog’s bollocks. 

Settling to his task and digging in, H reflected fuzzily for a 
second or two on his good fortune. Olivia. What had he done 
to deserve a woman like this, at his time of life, with his track 
record, with his issues? She was his rock, his compass. 
Unflappable, normal, beautiful Olivia, daughter of the 
suburbs. He doubted now whether he could face up to the 
murderous chaos that London was becoming without her. 

‘More tea, H?’ 
‘Yes please, doll. And put the radio on will you? Might as 

well see what’s happening in the world.’ 
‘H, you don’t want to know what’s happening in the world, 

trust me. Eat your breakfast.’ 
H gave her the look. There was no arguing with the look. 

Olivia switched the radio on. 
‘…the gangland war that has pushed London’s murder rate 

to record levels. Just who is in charge of London’s streets? Give 
us a call now with your view of the crisis, on…’ 

H gave a low, bottomless groan and pushed his plate 
away. Olivia switched the radio off. She was not one to say ‘I 
told you so.’ 

‘What do you have on today then H?’ 
‘Going to Bermondsey this morning - I need to talk to 

Confident John. There’s bound to be more tit-for-tat bollocks 
between these Russians and Albanians. Hardly a day goes by 
now without something. If we don’t get on top of this 
soon…And then the office this afternoon. Some sort of 
meeting, or “workshop”. Complete fucking waste of time. 
Amisha will know what it is.’ 

Ping! Olivia checked H’s phone. He was not one to pay 
much attention to it himself. 

‘Your driver says two minutes.’ 
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Amisha Bhanushali hit the bell just as Olivia reached the door 
and pulled her gaze, as if with some effort, away from her 
phone. Her outstretched hand was ignored. Another morning 
ritual. 

‘H, your driver’s here’, Olivia shouted over her shoulder. 
She always and only referred to Amisha as ‘driver.’ The high-
flying daughter of ambitious Indian immigrants from Gujarat, 
she strode confidently into the flat. Beautiful, poised and 
‘posh’, educated at Cambridge and 28, she had been H’s 
partner now for almost a year. 

She was the new sort of copper, but she triggered the old 
sort of jealousy in Olivia. 

Amisha entered and headed for the kitchen. ‘Morning guv’, 
she said. 

‘Morning Ames. Have we got time for a coffee? What’s 
happening?’ 

‘Good or bad news first?’. 
‘Bad.’ 
‘Well, the media’s still up in arms. London-as-Syria is a 

common theme. Law and order in meltdown. That sort of thing. 
Where are the police, what is to be done? They’re calling for 
someone’s head. And you’re mentioned by name here and there. 
My guess is you’ll be trending on Twitter by this afternoon.’ 

H let out his second groan of the morning, like a shattered 
old dog waiting to be put out of his misery. The ‘T’ word. 
Nothing wound him up, or got him down, like this mindless 
digital mob rule. He didn’t know how Twitter worked, but he 
knew two things: he was clearly accumulating more and more 
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enemies, and he couldn’t name or put faces to them. Give him 
a cornered villain brandishing a crow bar any day. Any 
fucking day. 

‘Why? What now?’ 
Joey Jupiter is all over you again. He’s recirculating the 

‘slag’ clip. And this time it’s had a lot more views.’ 
‘You mean more people have watched it?’ 
‘Yep. Over 200,000 on Youtube. You’ll be famous soon at 

this rate.’ 
Six weeks before H had been blissfully unaware of this 

‘celebrity blogger’, as Amisha called him. Now the ‘jumped up, 
soppy little two-bob wanker’, as H called him, had become his 
nemesis. And for what? 

A few years before, on a bender with a few of his old 
muckers from the Falklands, someone had filmed H, in full 
flow, on the subject of his ex-wife. H thought it was just 
pictures being taken. Next thing he knew he was on Youtube, 
ranting good humouredly but out of context about ‘harridans’ 
and ‘slags’ and ‘ducking stools.’ All a bit drunkenly 
embarrassing, but soon forgotten. 

Until six weeks ago, when the clip turned up on Joey 
Jupiter’s blog. ‘Is this’, wrote Jupiter, ‘really the sort of man we 
want “protecting” Londoners in the 21st century? How can this 
dinosaur be expected to treat the female half of the population 
with any respect?’ 

And so it began. For the last month H couldn’t scratch his 
arse in public without Jupiter, and his quarter of a million 
‘followers’, getting on his back. And now, with these Eastern 
Europeans running riot and turning the streets of the 
metropolis red with each other’s blood, it seemed like Jupiter 
and his minions were on H-watch twenty four hours a day, 
blogging-tweeting-texting-messaging for all they were worth 
about his shortcomings - as a man, and as a detective. 
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‘I’ll rip his bollocks off for him if he ever gets round me’, 
said H. 

‘I don’t doubt it for a second, guv. Will you be saying that 
at the press conference this afternoon? Shall I feed it through 
to the PR people?’, Amisha asked. 

‘Turn it in Ames, I’m not in the mood. Finish your coffee.’ 
Two minutes later they were in the car, H behind the 

wheel, and heading north out of Eltham towards Bermondsey 
and their meeting with Confident John Viney. It seemed, for a 
while, like it was going to be another ‘normal’ day of fear, 
loathing, blood, guts and Eastern European corpses. 
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‘I don’t know why Olivia always calls me your driver. You haven’t 
let me behind the wheel in six months’, Amisha said in mock 
exasperation. 

‘I don’t need to be driven around just yet, thanks, nor wheeled 
around in a buggy nor spoon-fed porridge nor have my arse 
wiped because I’ve shat my nappy. There’s still a little bit of lead 
left in this old pencil, don’t worry about that. Focus on your 
screens. What’s happening? Any good news from Joey Jupiter?’ 
As much as he hated him it was difficult for H to ignore Joey and 
company. 

But Amisha had already tuned out of the conversation, her 
face now rapt and trancelike in the backlit glow of her phone and 
tablet, her eyes scanning the never ending streams of 
information. It seemed to make her happy. It seemed to make 
them all happy, as far as H could tell. ‘Good, that’ll keep her quiet’ 
he thought, as he gunned the car towards Bermondsey. 

Bermondsey. Last of the old-school London manors, bastion 
of the world that H - and a good proportion of the villains it was 
his lot to badger - had come out of. Or so it was always said. 
Truth was, his old stomping ground was changing, and changing 
fast. Like everywhere else. A lot of the old faces had melted away. 
Confident John, though, had stayed put, supporting the few pubs 
that were left, running his book and keeping his ear close to the 
ground. He wasn’t exactly a grass, but he and H went back a long, 
long way, and if anyone knew what the Albanian firm which had 
taken up residence in the area were up to it would be him. 

This thing between them and the Russians had driven H 
closer to the edge than he’d ever been. For years it had been a 
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fairly predictable struggle for control of Soho - drugs, people and 
sex trafficking, the usual things. But these last couple of weeks the 
dogs of war had well and truly been let slip, and the bodies had 
been piling up like they hadn’t since…nobody knew when. 

These fucking psychopaths and their endless fucking vendettas. 
Close to two dozen murders in less than a month, and a 

queasy panic beginning to grip the city. 
H had drawn the short straw on this one and found himself in 

charge of the investigation. A proper shit sandwich, with all the 
trimmings. But now he was determined to do a last bit of proper 
coppering before they put him out to pasture. Get these bastards 
sorted out… 

‘Guv’, said Amisha, ‘you’d better hold onto your hat. 
Something big’s kicking off…Christ on a bike…the Internet’s just 
exploded!’ 

‘What, what is it?’ 
‘Some sort of bloodbath…in St. James’ Park.’ 
‘St. James’ Park? For fuck’s sake! Quick, turn the radio on.’ 
How quaint, he’s still living in the old world. 
‘They won’t have it yet. It’s only just happened. Social media’s 

driving this one. Some tourists have stumbled across a bloodbath. 
It’s a Twitterstorm, #slaughterinthequeenspark. Jesus - look at 
this! There’s bodies everywhere. Guv…you’ve got to see this.’ 

H’s head was spinning and he found himself short of breath. 
This was all he needed. The beeping and pinging of Amisha’s 
gadgets was driving him nuts. A bloodbath? Bodies everywhere? 
In the Queen’s own park? Just after breakfast time? Fuck!…we’re 
losing it. Is nothing sacred anymore? 

He’d have to hit the ground running on this one, or someone 
would be having his guts for garters. 

Ping! His own phone piped up. He swung the wheel and 
headed towards Westminster Bridge before he answered it. 
Confident John would have to wait. 
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H cranked up the siren and put his foot down before taking 
the call from his guvnor, Chief Inspector Hilary Stone. A 
smooth operator if ever there was one. It wasn’t that long ago 
that he’d been her boss; before, inevitably, she was promoted 
above him. It was the first time in his not-so-glittering career 
that he’d had a female boss. He was still coming to terms with 
it. 

He had a grudging respect for her ability to work a room of 
superiors and high flyers like a newly elected politician on 
overdrive. Always neatly dressed, an ability to make other 
people think they were important and an easy eloquence 
allowed her to climb the greasy pole in a way H never could, 
not that he could ever have been bothered. 

When they’d first met H had made a play for her during a 
drunken night out, after cracking a major murder case. Never 
one to grasp the intricacies of female sexual messaging, he had 
been sternly rebuffed. Sometime later, over a liquid lunch, 
Hilary confided that she also preferred the ladies, or, as H put 
it, ‘batted for the other side.’ With sexual tension off the 
agenda their professional relationship kind of worked OK. 

‘H, what in God’s name is going on in the West End? My 
PA has just shown me a murder scene exploding all over the 
internet. In St. James’s Park. It’s not even been called in yet.’ 

Hilary had always been good under pressure, thought H. 
Until now. 

He often had cause to feel grateful for how good she was at 
making sure he could get on with the job in his own way, the 
way she kept the top brass off his back. But since London had 
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started going to hell in a handcart, and with the unsolved 
murder rate spiralling by the day he’d noticed the cracks 
appearing in her well-manicured persona. She was starting to 
feel the pace. 

In all the years he’d known her she hadn’t sworn and this 
was the first time he had even heard the ‘G’ word. 

‘Already seen it. On my way.’ 
Something approaching relief came over her. It wasn’t his 

patch, and he had other things to do, but she wanted him there 
early. He was the best copper on the force at reading a murder 
scene. She knew his record. No one else was even close to his 
clear-up rate - even if his methods were considered by some to 
be unorthodox and outdated. 

‘H, find out what’s happening. Find out who could have 
done this. St. James Park, broad daylight, tourists everywhere. 
Please, for God’s sake. Get this one sorted.’ 

Blimey, thought Harry. A second use of the ‘G’ word and a 
‘please.’ Upstairs must be close to hanging her out to dry. 

‘I’m on it’, he said. 
He ended the call. The beautiful geek to his left had slipped 

into a parallel universe. Multiple tabs were opening on her 
tablet and her phone was pinging with a whole host of 
airborne updates as her co-ordinated eyes and hands moved 
faster than the wings of a hummingbird on speed. 

‘I’ve never seen anything spread this fast. A million hits 
and it’s only been on Twitter for twenty minutes. That’s more 
than the Pope’s Christmas message. I’m telling you guv, this is 
going to go worldwide.’ 

Different clips and videos were appearing from multiple 
sources; the tourists of London town had been well and truly 
entertained. Amisha was piecing the multiple pics and clips 
together like an electronic jigsaw, trying to work out the 
timeline of events. 
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‘There’s a clip showing this guy firing multiple rounds’, she 
said, ‘looks like he’s killed three or four people, including two 
women slumped on a bench, who are appearing in more and 
more pictures. Everyone at the scene is taking pictures of them 
and posting them on Twitter.’ 

Amisha flashed a picture of the gunman. 
‘Mike Richards.’ said H. ‘Solid lad. Worked with him a few 

years back, at Carter Street nick before it was closed down. 
He’s now part of the Queen’s Protection Unit.’ 

‘Ok,’ said Amisha. Realising her mistake, she returned to 
the puzzle, instantly merging with the machines as she 
assimilated the images and video clips flooding in. 

She barely noticed H’s expert gear shifts as he veered in and 
out of the London traffic as fast as a fat kid in a sweet shop. He 
knew every inch of this town, every rat run and dark alleyway. 
He kept to the back streets to keep clear of the grinding 
London traffic, and decided to stay south of the river until he 
reached Westminster Bridge. The concrete jungle estates of 
South London passed by in a blur of architectural ugliness. He 
skirted the Elephant and Castle roundabout and zipped past 
an estate where a gang of hoodies, huddled under a pissed-
stenched stairwell, were crowded around a phone; they were 
displaying more alertness than he would normally expect. He 
knew exactly what was animating them. 

‘Three million hits’, said Amisha, ‘the Twitter spike is 
already fifteen times above the previous record in this 
timeframe. We’re witnessing internet history in the making.’ 

What the fuck is she on? 
H swung the car past the last roundabout before 

Westminster Bridge, blistering hot wheels smoking and 
screeching like a banshee on a bender, and put the pedal to the 
metal. Beneath the bridge a sewage boat chugged past on its 
way to a sewage dump near Pitsea in Essex, but the shit on 
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board was as nothing compared to the shit that was about to 
hit the fan when he entered St. James’ Park. 

‘One minute away’, he shouted ‘tell me what the fuck’s 
happening, and tell me now.’ 
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H and Amisha sped on. Past The Houses of Parliament (bunch 
of fucking nonces), right down Whitehall and past Downing 
Street, home of the Prime Minister. 

Amisha said, ‘six million hits. India, Russia, America - 
millions upon millions.’ 

‘Oh for fuck’s sake’, said H. ‘I don’t give a fuck about 
Twitter hits or early birds in America. What are all these 
fucking pictures telling you?’ 

‘Right guv, I think I have it. Two women walk into St. 
James’ Park, one blonde one brunette. There’s a blurred 
picture of them in the background of someone’s selfie before 
the killing starts. From their clothes, or what I can see of them, 
I’d say late forties or early fifties. They look, shall we say, well 
bred. I’d speculate they’re not the type of women you might 
usually associate with gangsters.’ 

‘In the selfie they are in the process of sitting down so they 
must have just got to the benches. It’s now 10.20 and based on 
the Twitter comments I’d say this was 20 minutes ago. They 
are now both dead - here’s a pic of what they look like.’ 

She quickly flashed the picture of the unrecognisable dead 
bodies of Tara and Jemima, slumped over the bench. 

‘Fuck me. Then what?’ said H. 
‘I think they were killed within a few minutes of sitting 

down. There’s a clip of some crazed nutter throwing a knife 
into the skull of the brunette. The clip reveals the blonde 
already dead, so assume the same guy killed her first. Weird 
thing is after the second killing the psycho is bowing like a 
busker at a street show.’ 
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Amisha showed the clip of Aliyev shaping up like a 
professional street entertainer as H turned left off of Trafalgar 
Square and headed down The Mall. Alerted by the 
Twitterstorm, flocks of tourists were descending on St James’ 
Park and H had to slow down to navigate the growing crowd. 

‘Know him?’, Amisha asked. 
H had performed surveillance on most of the murderous 

villains now frequenting London’s underworld. He’d looked at 
enough mug shots in the last few months to last him a lifetime. 
But this was a new face. 

‘Never seen the sick bastard before. Look at his fucking 
boat race. Looks as happy as a nonce who’s been given the 
keys to a nursery. What’s next?’ 

‘Your man Mike then turns up with what looks like 
another plain clothes officer. The psycho busker shoots the 
other officer. There’s a picture of his slumped body. I’m 
guessing he’s dead but that’s not certain, and there is no clear 
shot of his face. Mike then takes out the psycho.’ 

Amisha showed him another few clips as H pulled to a halt 
as close as he was now likely to get to the murder scene, given 
the throngs of people heading in the same direction. He 
watched with satisfaction as Mike filled the murderer with 
enough lead to contain a nuclear reaction. 

At least that’s one less murderous bastard on the streets. 
Amisha was about to see H at his best, in his element; 

taking control of and reading a murder scene. When murder 
or violence was in the air H went into overdrive. He was made 
for moments like this. The switch had flipped and H was in the 
zone. 

‘Right, let’s get this crime scene under control before it gets 
completely fucked up.’ 
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H hit the ground running - almost literally. Amisha had never 
seen anything like it. His door was open and he was halfway 
out of it before he switched off the ignition. 

This is getting to him. 
He headed for the scene, barrelling and barking through 

the rain like a turbo-charged Mussolini. But there was nothing 
comic-operatic about his next moves - he was all Anglo Saxon 
bluntness and deadly earnest. 

‘Get these people back! Straighten the tape! What is this, 
open day at Buckingham fucking Palace? Get that lot with 
the cameras further back. There’s dead people here…Jesus 
wept!’ 

‘Ames’, he continued, barking back at her, ‘I need to get to 
work. Get this sorted out; we’ve got the Keystone Cops in 
charge here. Straighten this lot out, for fuck’s sake, get this 
park cleared now.’ 

‘Right you are guv’, said Amisha. 
But H had already moved on. Putting the fear of God into 

all and sundry was one thing. What he needed to do now was 
merge with the scene, put his senses and his copper’s intuition 
to work. He calmed himself and focused in. 

He did not like what he saw. 
On the ground, in front of the bench containing the broken 

bodies of the two women, was the body of the copper, face 
down, blood still oozing from his head. The texture and colour 
of the grass around the head reminded him of a cake Olivia 
had made him a few days before. H moved in, low and slow, 
and squatted beside the body. He craned his head to try and 
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get a look at the face. The muscles in his stomach and throat 
responded to what he saw before his conscious awareness did. 
Clunk. Ugh. 

Jesus, fuck…it’s Jack Thornton. Jack T. This bastard’s killed 
Jack. 

Here? On a day like this? 
H’s senses were reeling. The smell of blood was in his 

nostrils and working its way towards his mouth. The muscles 
in his face were quivering and he couldn’t control them. He 
stayed put, down low and quiet, and tried to regulate his 
breathing. Time passed. He didn’t know how much. 

Another fallen comrade. 
‘Everything’s under control guv, the park is almost 

cleared…guv?’ Amisha’s voice snapped him out of it. 
‘Are you alright down there? Is there anything I can do?’ 
No response. 
‘Guv, you need to see this.’ 
H reared up, inhaling hard and brushing down his 

trousers. 
‘See what?’ 
Amisha pointed towards the body of the assassin. With 

gestures of hand and arm she motioned him towards the 
mortal remains of what would now be, for a time at least, the 
world’s most famous murderer. 

Aliyev was lying on his back, splayed out like a six year old 
boy playing war games. The forehead had collapsed inward 
and what was left of his brain had splattered upwards, out of 
the head, into a flume of what looked like vomit. 

‘Now that’s what I call putting one in the nut’, said H to no 
one in particular. ‘Good man, Mike. Good man. He always 
was.’ 

But it was the lower part of the face that Amisha wanted 
him to see. The frozen rictus. Of joy. Of warped glee. Of 
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pleasure at having done what he’d done. This was straight out 
of some insane-circus clown-on-a-killing-spree nightmare. 

‘This one looks like a proper nutter, guv.’ 
But H was already looking back, over his shoulder. Worse 

was coming, and he knew it: it was time to have a look at the 
women. No way around it. H hated doing this more than 
anything. Dead men didn’t bother him much on the whole; 
he’d seen scores of them in his time. Many had died in the line 
of duty and a good proportion of the rest had deserved what 
they’d got. Good riddance to bad rubbish. But women…all the 
gender workshops and cultural sensitivity courses he’d been 
forced to attend over the last few years couldn’t prevent his 
guts churning when it came to this. Swallowing hard, and with 
his eyes beginning to smart, he moved back towards the 
bench. 
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‘Well bred. Mature.’ That had been Amisha’s social assessment 
of the women in question on the basis of the images that 
flickered on her screens. While they were women. Now they 
were a tangled mess of flesh and blood, thrown together and 
washed up onto the bench as if by a massive crimson wave. 

At twenty yards out from the bench, H was steadying 
himself for the worst. He noted, despite the mess, that Amisha 
had been right: what could still be made out of clothes, shoes 
and bags looked high-end and designer. These were not the 
kind of pumped up and bejewelled molls so loved of his new 
found Slavic and Balkan acquaintances. 

Ten yards out, all of his senses were kicking in again. He 
struggled to retain what composure he’d managed to put 
together while standing over Agani. 

What was happening to him? Was he finally losing it? At 
five yards out the mess in front of him began to resolve itself. 
But while he was still unable to make out human facial 
features, it looked and stank like a bad night at the abattoir. 

Amisha would have to be kept away from this. 
She’s not ready. 
H came to a halt, straightened himself up and focused in. 

He snapped on a fresh pair of gloves. He was going to have to 
have a poke about in this. One of the women’s heads had been 
all but hacked off and was just about hanging by a 
combination of backrest and tendon over the back of the 
bench. And then it happened. Abruptly, without warning, for 
the first time in years. Just when he didn’t need them the 
Falklands flashbacks returned; torn bodies, blood, guts and 
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splatter all around him, stinking mud, senses reeling. He was 
not sure now exactly where he was. His heart was trying to 
burst out of its cage; his ears were throbbing and his eyes were 
stinging. 

His experience kicked in. Sort yourself out H. He moved in, 
again crouching down low. 

Look at the other woman first. At least her head’s still in one 
fucking piece. 

He put his fingers under her chin and raised her head, 
gently. Very gently. He felt the knife before he saw it, as it 
brushed his thigh on the way up. Fuck. With effort he brought 
her face level with his. The forehead was a dog’s dinner, but 
the knife had done little damage to the face. It was the face of a 
beautiful woman, strangely calm. H began to choke and 
struggled to fight back a wave of anguish and pity the like of 
which he’d not felt since the aftermath of Goose Green, when 
things had first started to go wobbly. He had a strange feeling 
he knew her, but his famous speed of thought under pressure 
was, for once, letting him down. A wedding, a funeral, a 
photograph of a summer’s day half a lifetime ago? 

He let the head down as slowly as he’d raised it and set 
himself back on his haunches. 

So pretty. What could she have done to deserve this? What is 
going on in this fucking city? 

He rocked on his haunches; images from old documentaries 
about mental hospitals flashed across his mind. He was feeling 
heavy gravity. His body was telling him to lie down. To get 
down on the ground. To stay there until… 

Amisha’s voice again snapped him out of it. He stood up and 
saw that she was bearing down on him fast, about twenty yards 
out, jabbering big decibels into one of her gadgets. He sent her 
two hand signals in quick succession: stop; turn around and go 
back. These he accompanied with the look: no buts. 
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Now for the lady in waiting. 
He moved gingerly around to the back of the bench, taking 

in the vista of the park, the stalled traffic on the Mall, the 
throngs of Londoners and tourists flocking to the gates of the 
park to take a closer look at the reality of what they’d seen in 
cyber space. He stood for a moment and closed his eyes. 
Calming himself, he was trying to visualize his approach to the 
body. Positioned as she was, he’d have to back up, perhaps sit 
on, the top of the backrest in order to get a proper look at 
whatever was left above the neck. 

H opened his eyes and positioned himself. He looked. And 
he saw. He saw a face that he knew, and knew well. He 
couldn’t put a name to it, but it was a face from deep in his 
past that didn’t need to be named. His mind stopped, and the 
world began to spin around him; his body convulsed and he 
emptied the contents of his stomach onto the blood-soaked 
grass. 

He slumped to the ground. He had seen a face, or what was 
left of a face. And now it came to him. The face belonged to 
Tara Ruddock. Had belonged to Tara Ruddock. But where was 
she now, Tara herself, lovely Tara - surely not here, amid these 
butchered remnants? 

And where was he? 
In St James’ Park, in broad daylight, slumped against a park 

bench, eyes closed. He heard sounds, but they seemed far away 
- not part of his world. 

‘Guv?’ he heard. He said nothing. He thought nothing. 
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Amisha had studied long and hard to get where she was. Her 
parents demanded it, and she’d driven herself with zeal. But 
who knew that psychology module she’d suffered through as 
an undergraduate would turn out to be so important? 

H had been under pressure, enormous pressure. That was 
for sure. But she knew him well enough to think it was 
unlikely that he’d lost it and gone to bits completely. He had 
not passed over into psychosis; he was probably in a 
dissociative state, which, in laymen’s terms, meant he really 
wasn’t handling the situation very well. He’d had to put the 
shutters up for a while. She might be able to bring him out of 
himself. That was her hunch, and her hope. 

The first slap across the face he didn’t respond to. The 
second one was harder. A big open-handed bitch slap. He 
stirred a little and opened his eyes. 

‘Guv!, Guv!...it’s me, Amisha. Look at me. Are you with me H?’ 
H looked like he was trying to pull it together. To focus. 
‘Tara…it’s Tara. Tara Ruddock’, he mumbled. He was 

slurring his words. Amisha prayed he hadn’t stroked out. 
‘What’s Tara? Who’s Tara? Speak to me H’, she said. 
‘Tara. Ronnie’s Tara. Lovely Tara. Tara Ruddock. Tara 

Fortescue-Smythe. Tara…’ 
‘H!’, said Amisha, shaking his shoulders, ‘look at me. 

Focus. Let’s get back to Tara later. Do you know where you 
are? Do you know my name?’ 

No answer. 
‘You’ve got to snap out of this guv’, Amisha shouted, 

‘you’ve got to take hold of things. We can’t let people see you 
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like this. Big crowd here now. There’s media people here, 
cameras, the lot. This thing’s gone viral, big man.’ 

The colour returned to H’s face. He sat upright, and his 
eyes met Amisha’s for the first time. 

‘Are you getting this, guv? Are you getting what I’m telling 
you?’, she asked. 

‘I need a sharpener, Ames. There’s a flask in the motor. 
Glove compartment.’ 

Amisha sped off. H got to his feet. He felt a little steadier 
now. He saw for the first time the phone lying beside what was 
left of Tara’s head. He trousered it without thinking. No way 
was he going to let the phone’s contents go public before he’d 
had a look. He owed that to Tara. And Ronnie. 

Amisha returned two minutes later, breathless, to find H 
standing, a little woozily, and surveying the scene. She handed 
him the flask. He took a long slug. And then another. And 
another. He straightened up and swept back his thatch with 
both hands. The bright morning was changing as clouds began 
to congregate. 

‘Sorry about that Ames. Had to sit down for a bit. Bring me 
up to speed.’ 

Amisha decided to start him off on details, to get him 
focused, and save the worst for last. 

‘Well, the forensics people are here. They want to get 
started and I can’t hold them off. The scene is secure but 
there’s a lot of people milling about, rubberneckers mostly but 
a good few professionals now. TV, radio and plenty of 
freelancers. They’re all screaming for a statement, in between 
snapping and filming and uploading, and…we’ve got to try 
and get some control of this guv. Oh, and your mate Joey 
Jupiter just arrived. Will you say a few words to them?’ 

‘No I fucking will not.’ 
Amisha was exasperated: ‘Guv, you’ve got to put on a show 



42 

here. Provide some presence, reassurance…something. This 
incident is now well and truly viral. It’s worldwide. God knows 
what kinds of spin’ll be put on it. We’ve got to try and control 
the message, guv. Or the likes of Joey Jupiter will crucify you.’ 

‘Amisha, if you put Joey Jupiter in front of me now I’ll ram 
his rinky-fucking-dink phone so far up his fucking arse he’ll 
have to lasso it out with dental floss.’ 

Phew, thank God. He’s back. The guvnor is back. 
‘Steady on guv. No need for that. You want to give them 

more ammo to throw at you? Try and think big picture. 
Please, for all our sakes.’ 

Amisha’s phone rang. H found it in his hand. It was Hilary. 
‘Where on God’s earth have you been H? What the hell is 

going on down there? This whole thing’s exploding, whatever 
it is. What are you doing?’ 

‘Guv, I…’ 
‘Shut it, H. Listen. Go now and talk to the media. Face the 

cameras. Calm and steady messaging, the usual things. Is that 
clear?’ 

‘Guv, the thing is…’ 
‘Detective Inspector Hawkins, you will go, now, and you 

will follow my orders, or you will never set foot in this office 
again. Unless it is to come and clear your desk and empty your 
locker. The choice is yours.’ Click. 

Shit, she’s in Mary Poppins mode. 
He steadied himself on his feet. Amisha touched his arm 

and motioned him towards the throng. He’d already made out 
the greaser hair, the massive comedy beard, the huge belt 
buckle, the pointy shoes…Joey Jupiter and his pals were 
waiting, like a pack of braying hyenas ready to tuck in to their 
wounded prey. 
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The big TV company cameras - BBC, ITV, Channel 4, Sky, 
CNN and the rest - were still setting up on the Mall, two 
hundred yards from the crime scene. Behind the newly installed 
perimeter fence barring access to the park itself their anchors 
were jockeying for position, along with hundreds of phone and 
tablet wielding observers. Stationed at the front of this heaving 
mob, nearest to the park, were Joey Jupiter and his entourage. 

H and Amisha were closing in on the melee slowly, the big 
man himself feeling and looking weak, dizzy and unsteady on 
his feet. 

‘I’m not up for this, Ames’, said H. ‘My mind’s a blank. 
Tara… Tara’s dead. Nothing‘s making sense.’ 

‘Steady, guv. You can do it. Calm and steady, as per your 
instructions. Keep it simple. Just the usual clichés. Don’t get 
drawn into anything.’ 

‘Oi, Oi’, H heard Jupiter shout, ‘looks like Detective 
Inspector Hawkins has had a few already.’ 

A gale of gleeful, cynical, smartarsed laughter. The massed 
ranks of gadgets clicking, pinging, zinging, popping and 
flashing in the gloom as the darkening clouds scudded 
overhead. A roar of questions and comments, none of them 
decipherable. Somebody produced a box for H to stand on. 
Amisha stationed herself behind him, ready to break his fall 
should he collapse backwards. 

Jupiter forced his way to the front of the frenzied mob and 
held with both hands onto a crash barrier, unbudgeable as the 
storm broke around him. This was his time. He could smell 
H’s blood. He went in for the kill. 
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‘Detective Inspector Hawkins, can you tell us what has 
happened here?’ he shouted. ‘Is this connected to the wave of 
killings your force, and you in particular, appear to be unable 
to control? Who is running London’s streets? What 
reassurance can you give us that you are the man for the job? 
Are you really fit for purpose Detective Inspector?’ 

More laughter. More cheers. More jeers. H swayed a little 
on his box. He was looking at the Union Jack fluttering above 
Buckingham Palace. It merged in his mind with another, 
grubbier version of itself, tattered and torn in a field eight 
thousand miles and thirty two years away. He thought of 
Ronnie, and he thought of Tara. He could not, would not, 
meet the gaze of the mob. His eyes began to fill with tears, and 
his legs began to shake again. 

‘OK guv, let’s just pop you down’, he heard Amisha say. He 
felt her hand on his arm, and beneath his elbow as she eased 
him down onto the grass. 

A minute later he became aware that they were in the back 
of a car. Amisha was beside him. She was gawping into a 
tablet, whispering under her breath, ‘Fuck…Fuck… Fuck.’ 

H came to himself. ‘What is it, Ames?’ She turned the 
device so that H could see it. Jupiter had wasted no time. 
Beneath a picture of a ravaged, distorted version of himself in 
the grip of a thousand yard stare, he read: 

HAS ‘H’ LOST THE PLOT? 

LONDON’S ‘TOP COPPER’ IN ST JAMES’ PARK 
MELTDOWN 

‘#harryoutofhisdepth is already trending on Twitter’, 
Amisha said. 
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Ronnie Ruddock walked into his luxurious five star hotel in 
uptown New York and punched the UP button. What a few 
days, he thought, as he rode the lift to the penthouse suite with 
its dramatic views across the New York skyline. He really was 
on top of the world. From barrow boy on the back streets of 
South London to The Times rich list. 

He popped the cork from the champagne already waiting 
for him and supped straight from the bottle. He downed the 
contents, took out a bottle of beer from the mini bar and 
cracked it open with his teeth. Thirty years of high flying 
hadn’t changed him that much. 

It was just after midnight as he stood admiring the bright 
lights of New York. The vibrant cityscape stretched out before 
him, teeming with life and pregnant with possibility. He 
thought of its sublime beauty, the majestic shapes and the 
individual ambition that had gone into making them. The 
people on the streets were rushing around like so many manic 
bees in search of their nectar, looking for action, looking for 
love, looking for the world’s greatest salami on rye. This really 
was the city that never slept. And he’d made it here - in fact this 
Englishman in New York had made it every fucking where. 

He’d just pulled off one of the biggest fracking deals yet 
concluded in America. He nonchalantly tossed the signed 
copy of the contract onto his bed. 

He did his best to put the events of the day out of his head 
but his mind was still racing. He’d been working on this deal 
for months and to finally put pen to paper had filled him with 
immense satisfaction. After another couple of beers he started 
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to relax, the elixir of alcohol kicking in, calming his mind as he 
relinquished the trials and tribulations of the day. 

He thought about his wife and kids back home in England. 
He had been working on this deal for months and had barely 
had time to talk to them as he burned the midnight oil, poring 
over every minuscule detail. This was one deal he was not going 
to lose. Relations with his wife had become a little strained. But 
now there was some time to heal, to get to know them all again. 
His tough upbringing had taught him the importance of family 
sticking together - he was fiercely loyal. He’d make it up to them 
now. A nice holiday somewhere tropical. 

It was 2 am in New York when he decided to call it a night 
and hit the sack; he was out before his head hit the pillow. It 
wasn’t dreams of business deals and wealth that made him 
sleep so soundly, but the thought of the holiday he would soon 
be having with the folks back home. 

Brrrr, brrrr 
Ronnie was relaxing on a beach in the Bahamas; the kind of 

beach that in travel agent speak would be described as idyllic, 
offering a fleeting glimpse of paradise amongst the sea of 
troubles that come our way in this unforgiving life. He was 
lying on a sun lounger, without a care in the world, sipping 
cocktails next to his wife; her mind buried in the latest 
bestselling Romantic novel. 

Brrrr, brrrr 
The ringing of the hotel phone in his bedroom was starting 

to impose itself on his subconscious. It merged into his dream, 
re-imagined as a bird of paradise singing a sweet overture to 
the world from one of the palm trees that lined the beach, like 
a host of celestial angels looking over him, protecting him. 

Brrrr, brrrr 
The noise was forcing its way brutally into his conscious 

mind now, more like a pneumatic drill boring into his skull 
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than a bird of paradise. The beach faded into the background 
as he reluctantly came to terms with the knowledge it was a 
dream. Only a dream. For a moment he tried to stay there, but 
it was too late. Ronnie opened his eyes. 

Brrrr, Brrrr 
He looked at the clock on his bedside table. 6.30 a.m. in 

good old New York. The deal was all tied up and he had left 
instructions not to be disturbed. 

Who the fuck can that be? 
Ronnie reached sleepily for the phone. 
‘Who is it?’ 
‘Ron, it’s H.’ 
In all the years he had known him, H had never once called 

him while he was away on business. And in all the years he 
had known him H had never once sounded so, so... 

The adrenalin exploded through his body like a catalyst 
thrown into a bunch of chemicals. He sat upright, the muscles 
in his back constricted with tension and expectation. He was 
having a fight-or-flight moment. But there was nowhere to 
run, no-one to fight. 

‘H, what’s happened?’ 
H didn’t know what to say. When he’d picked up the 

phone in Scotland Yard he knew he wouldn’t know what to 
say, but he also knew he had to do it. The news couldn’t come 
from anyone else. He loved Ronnie too much to duck it. His 
throat tightened. His breathing became sporadic. Short, sharp 
breaths. 

‘H, what is it mate?’ 
H realised all the compassion, sympathy and kindness in the 

world were not going to make one jot of difference, so he 
blurted out the three most difficult words he had ever had to say 
in his life, in the only way he knew how: straight and direct. 

‘Ron…Tara’s dead.’ 
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‘Cut off heads and dump bodies in Thames.’ Vladimir 
Agapov’s instructions to his minions were usually short and to 
the point. He wasn’t a man to waste words. 

He took a black comb from the inside pocket of his single-
breasted, dark blue bespoke jacket and swept it through his 
slick black locks, whilst smiling at the two bloodstained 
Albanian captors on the floor before him. 

‘You kill us our brothers will come. For you, your mother, 
your father. Everyone you know will die.’ 

Agapov knew they spoke the truth, but the war for control 
of the huge riches available in London’s underworld was well 
underway. The time for mercy was long gone; kill these two or 
set them free, the Albanians had arrived. The game was on. 

Vladimir straightened the jacket that had been crumpled 
during the beating he had just administered, and admired his 
thick smooth hair, good looks and muscular body in the full 
length mirror fixed to the wall. Yes, he knew the Albanians 
were coming, whatever he did. He rethought his instructions. 

‘Cut off heads. We will deliver to friends in Bermondsey. 
Dump headless bodies in Thames for eels to feed.’ 

He walked, all spritely, up the stairs of the basement and 
emerged into the bright plush surroundings of his London 
headquarters, situated in a dead-end alley just off Peter Street 
in Soho. 

Soho, one of the most expensive parts of one of the most 
expensive cities in the world. Where high life millionaires sat in 
cafes with low life drug dealers, where tourists from every 
country on earth descended for the daily round of entertainment. 
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Right at the heart of the capital, where the life was, where the 
action was, where the money was, the unofficial corporate 
headquarters of the London sex trade. Agapov loved it. 

The private members club owned by his organisation was 
unknown to most people, accessible by a well policed door. The 
alleyway was rarely visited by anyone other than early morning 
refuse collectors and, of course, the wealthy members of this 
most discreet of clubs. Admission was strictly by invitation only. 

Agapov walked into the small bar at the end of the central 
corridor. A surly group of Russian mobsters sat sipping vodka 
and laughing with a posse of prostitutes who had arrived early, 
preparing themselves for the afternoon shift with a few glasses 
of vodka. 

Many types of prostitutes worked for Agapov’s 
organisation. Some plied their trade on the streets at night, 
some were virtual slaves confined to quarters in grubby, dead 
end hotels. The clientele of the main establishment required 
something a bit more high class. These girls were independent, 
glamorous and educated. At around a thousand quid a pop, he 
made sure they all knew their claret from their Beaujolais. 

Agapov gave the nod to one of his henchmen, who felt the 
reassuring rush of heat pass through his body as he downed 
his vodka and slammed the glass down on the marble table. 
He raised himself from the plush leather sofa and walked 
across the room, brushing past one of the many pricey exotic 
sculptures that adorned it. 

‘Viktor, what time will package arrive for tonight’s private 
party?’, asked Agapov. 

Viktor checked his phone: ‘Package will arrive in 15 
minutes, boss.’ 

Vladimir spent the next 15 minutes doing the rounds. He 
checked into the many bedrooms and private function rooms 
connected to the corridors of the labyrinthine building. All seemed 
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calm and in good order. At the rear of the building, hidden from 
prying eyes, were the two holding cells where he kept their most 
exotic contraband, reserved for the extra-special clients. 

Viktor reappeared and said, ‘Boss, package has arrived.’ 
Agapov made his way to the back door that led out to the 

alleyway, which was just wide enough to allow for a medium 
sized van. 

A large, burly man pulled up and jumped out of the front 
seat. The deep scars hacked out of his cheeks spoke of a life 
lived on the edge. His deep set, sunken glass eye didn’t quite 
fit, and his one good eye bulged out of its socket. His “don’t 
look at me, don’t fuck with me” persona was living proof that 
humans are scarier than monsters. 

Even Agapov was wary of him. They nodded to each other 
in recognition and then the burly man opened the rear doors 
of the van and signalled to its contents to get out. 

‘Fresh merchandise’, he said, as the two young boys 
clambered from the rear. The drugs they had been doped with 
did nothing to hide the sadness and despair in their eyes. 

Vladimir guessed they were seven or eight years of age 
before he called them over. He checked out their teeth and 
hair as if they were show ponies at a country fair. 

He said ‘Pretty boys. Clients will like. Has doctor checked 
them?’ 

‘Yes’, said the burly man, ‘mint condition.’ 
‘Perfect.’ 
Agapov nodded goodbye to the burly man and led the two 

boys through to the padded rooms at the rear. 
‘Inside.’ 
The boys followed instructions as if in a dream, now no 

more than shadows on a cloudy day, pale imitations of what 
they once were. A henchman locked the doors behind them. 

Good business tonight. 
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Basim Dragusha pulled out the drawer of his desk. He sat 
in a makeshift office in a caravan in the centre of what was 
known as an official travellers’ site, smack bang in the 
middle of Bermondsey. It seemed an inauspicious place to 
choose as headquarters for the UK operation of the latest 
international gangster firm to arrive in London, but it 
suited Dragusha just fine. It was the perfect base to do 
business from. His men could come and go unnoticed, and 
none of the travellers who shared the site - marginal and 
widely despised as they were - would dare say a word to the 
authorities. 

It wasn’t exactly Soho, but that would come in time. 
He took a bottle of rakia out of the draw and handed it to 

his old friend Fatos. 
‘Here’ he said, ’drink’. Fatos Gazjet opened the bottle and 

took a long slug. He set the bottle down and pressed the damp 
cloth he was holding firmly to his face. ‘Is only flesh wound. 
Will heal’, he said. 

Fatos had been tasked with collecting a shipment of 
cocaine from Holland, arriving at the port of Harwich, sixty-
odd miles north east of London. In the process of what seemed 
like a routine pick up he had lost three men. One was dead. 
The other two, as far as he knew, were alive and probably not 
so well in the hands of the group of lethal killers who had 
bushwhacked them. 

‘What happened?’ asked Dragusha. 
Fatos took another slug and kept the bottle in his right 

hand. His body was shaking and he was in need of medical 
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attention. He winced slightly as he pressed the wet dishcloth 
once more onto the wound. 

‘They already in wait for us. We pick up package from boat 
as usual. As soon as we left boat Qendrim got bullet through 
head. Six men surround us. They tossed Qendrim into sea and 
took Shkodran and Shpend with them. Then cut my face. They 
give me message for you.’ 

‘What was message?’ 
‘They said “tell Dragusha get fuck out of London, or 

everyone dies”. Simples.’ 
Dragusha stood unfazed and implacable as he processed 

the news. He rubbed the sides of his thick black moustache 
and contemplated the situation. 

‘Shkodran and Shpend are good men. Will say nothing of 
our plans. By now will probably be dead.’ 

Dragusha snatched the rakia from Fatos and took a hit. He 
was angry and disappointed. Angry and disappointed that 
Fatos had allowed himself to be followed and taken out so 
easily. Angrier still that he had lost three good men. But he 
knew how to hold his anger in check and when to use it to 
devastating effect. He didn’t care if revenge was a dish served 
cold, warm or piping hot, just as long as it was served as a 
generous portion. His vengeance, when it came, would be 
something to behold; but now was a time for thinking. 

His thoughts were interrupted by a knock on the door. He 
opened it and surveyed the wider scene before paying 
attention to the small man who had interrupted him. 

The caravan site was shaped like a triangle, surrounded by 
three major roads. A kind of nowhere place passed by and 
ignored by the heavy and relentless London traffic that 
swarmed around it day after day. It had been there now for 
almost twenty years. The older inhabitants had remained 
insulated from the surrounding community in a state of ever-
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present suspicion of the outside world. The outside world had 
dubbed it ‘The Island’ and kept its distance, in a similar state 
of suspicion of its inhabitants. Although some of the children 
now attended local schools they never, ever brought outsiders 
back. This secrecy suited Dragusha right down to the ground. 
A tailor-made community into which the police rarely 
ventured, a tiny isolated hamlet at the heart of the city: zone 1, 
ten minutes from the Tower of London. 

A group of his enforcers mingled with the travellers, 
standing in constant guard. He was safe here; it would take a 
small army to get through to him. 

His attention turned to the visitor. A small man with thick 
milk bottle glasses and a black leather case looked up at him. 
Dragusha beckoned the doctor in. The Doctor wasn’t a real 
doctor with seven years training and a certificate. In fact he had 
hardly ever seen the inside of a hospital. But they called him The 
Doctor anyway: he was the closest thing they had to one. 

The Doctor entered to attend to his latest patient. He 
rinsed through a fresh cloth, cleaned Fatos’ face wounds and 
took out a needle from inside his case. He went about his work 
meticulously, sewing the wounds with considerable care and 
skill. Fatos didn’t flinch as the stitches were pulled slowly 
through the tears in his flesh, and the two sides of the open 
gash reacquainted themselves. 

The Doctor enjoyed his work, which was just as well, as 
lately he’d had plenty of it. ‘All done’, he said as he tied and 
then cut the end of the thread with a pair of scissors. He 
handed over a small mirror so Fatos could admire the 
handiwork. The scar on the left side of his face started just 
under the eye, snaked its way down past his nose and mouth, 
and came to a halt just by the edge of his jaw bone. He nodded 
to The Doctor in appreciation of a job well done. 

Dragusha handed The Doctor a wedge of twenties, ushered 
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him out of the caravan and returned to Fatos. 
‘So they want us to get fuck out of London. Who they think 

they are dealing with? I wonder what next move will be?’ 


