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GLOSSARY
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Area—Area Command.

Bang to rights—caught red-handed.
Brew—usually, a mug or cup of tea.
CID—Criminal Investigation Department
Cod’s head—Constable

CPS—Crown Prosecution Service

Early dart-leaving work early.

Fantasy Island—Police Headquarters.

Fill your boots—do as you wish.
Form-slang for criminal record.
MIT-Major Investigations Team.
NARPO-Nat. Assoc. Retd. Police Officers.
NHS—National Health Service.

Nick—slang for Police Station.

Off Licence—British liquor store
OSD-Specialist crime and disorder unit.
Probationer—Rookie.

PSD-Professional Standards Dept—Internal Affairs
Quid—coll. name for British pound (no plural).
RAF—-Royal Air Force

Screw—slang for Prison Warder.
SIO—Senior Investigating Officer.
TL-Team Leader



Chapter 1
2018
The New Chief Constable

After surviving 51 years, Thurstan Baddeley was too set in his ways
to completely hide a dislike for a dislikeable person and the appearance
of the new Chief Constable in the doorway did nothing to mellow him.

He didn’t recall how it all started but they’d detested each other
from the moment they’d first met, probably some CID course
somewhere, too far in the past for it to be remembered now. He’d
enjoyed a reasonably good relationship with the previous incumbent;
there’d been mutual respect. When Devilliers became the surprise
winner of the ‘search for excellence’ that had been the selection process,
the DCI had a feeling something bad was about to happen; with no one
to rein him in he was sure the new Chief would want to settle some old
scores. Thurstan suspected his days were numbered, but when nothing
happened it simply made him feel even more nervous.

Blind obedience wasn’t in his nature and subservience never had
been either — he’d rather die on his feet, or his knees, than do it face
down in the mud, although he realised it might not always be possible
and often wondered how, with a face full of mud, he could project
dignity. However, armed with bold intent, he’d become somewhat
improvident in his dealings with the man. Some would later say
provocative.

“Why are none of your people wearing preferred pronoun badges?”



Thurstan looked up from the file on his desk. “I believe it’s because
they all prefer to use the usual pronouns, Sir.”

“But they should be wearing the badges whether or not. I've issued
an instruction.”

He knew; he’d read it. “Well, they seem to think it would be a huge
waste of what is, for all practical purposes, the public’s money, Sir.”

“And what if someone here wanted to use particular pronouns?”

The DCI smiled, “Then they can wear a badge, Sir. At the moment,
no one has expressed the wish to use non-gender specific pronouns
other than them, they, their, me, you or whatsitsname.”

Devilliers glowered. “And what’s the excuse for you all not wearing
the rainbow lanyards for your warrant cards?”

Thurstan stood up and walked slowly from behind his desk, he
didn’t like the power play of being looked down on.

“We’ve had a totally open talk, Sir, and they believe that particular
issue is more of a political matter and seeing as we are the Police and
shouldn’t demonstrate such allegiances, they don’t think such public
displays would be prudent. For much the same reasons, you won’t find
any of them wearing swastika or hammer and sickle armbands.”

He was halfway across the Rubicon, he could have turned back but
his disdain for Devilliers wouldn’t allow it, so he continued.

“I do know this for a fact though, Sir. As far as they’re concerned,
there are only two types of people, nice ones and arseholes, and they
come in all skin colours, nationalities, sexualities, genders and religious

or political persuasions. I hope I didn’t leave anyone out.”



From under a deep frown, the Chief replied, “And where do I come
in that equation?”

Thurstan couldn’t prevent a little smile from momentarily wandering
across his lips. “I think it’s a discussion for another time, Sir.”

Devillier’s face started to change colour. It was a long time since
Thurstan had seen such a distinct shade of puce. “I’ve given
instructions that must be complied with, Baddeley”. The last word was
almost spat out.

Thurstan steeled himself and waved the warrant card hanging around
his neck by the issued blue lanyard. “I’m sorry, Sir, but you’ve not used
my preferred pronoun. The badge says Detective Chief Inspector.
Anyway, I’'m not too sure the legality of those instructions would stand
up to hard scrutiny. Personally, I think it’s a waste of money and I don’t
think peering at someone’s chest, especially a female’s, trying to read
what pronouns they’d like to be addressed by is entirely advisable.”

The Chief spluttered, then shouted, “Get your people to comply,
man!”

“Well, it’s not for me to do that, Sir. They’re, erm, not my
instructions and I really believe enforcing such an edict could lay the
messenger open to allegations of bullying. We wouldn’t want them
invoking the grievance procedure, would we?”

In conversation with senior officers he had little time for, he always
enjoyed the opportunity to manipulate some of the Force’s ill-thought-

out policies when an appropriate occasion arose.



Devilliers took a sharp intake of breath. There was a slight pause as
the two men eyed each other, then the Chief leaned into the DCI’s
comfort zone, almost nose to nose.

“If you think this is over, Baddeley, you’re a bigger fool than I take
you for. If I were you, I’d spend the afternoon clearing my desk!” he
hissed, then turned and stormed out.

The main office was silent, but they’d heard enough. Taffy peeked
into the corridor and revealed, “He’s gone!”

The room erupted with applause. The Foetus stood on his chair,
saluted, and called out, “Captain, my Captain.” Thurstan waved his
hands, palms down, to quieten them.

“Whilst I appreciate the gesture, Roy, I must tell you, perching
precariously on a swivel chair is a health and safety issue. Did you
complete a risk assessment?” He grinned, clapped his hands together
and called out, “Come on you lot, show’s over, back to work.”

In his own office, he closed the door and slumped back in his chair.
He knew he’d gone too far. He’d pushed his luck and now regretted it,
not so much for himself but more for those he might, inadvertently,
take down with him. The whole issue had been eating away at him and
he’d felt for quite some time like he was strapped to a guillotine waiting
for the blade to fall, whilst pretending all was well and selling souvenirs
- business as usual.

He briefly wondered whether Lizzie’s absence, on another
residential course, had been the catalyst for him to be a smart arse but
didn’t linger on it long because he knew it sad. He could have just

played tame and said he’d sort out whatever the problem was, but he



knew Devilliers would only use the initial non-compliance as an excuse
to shaft him anyway. This way he didn’t have self-loathing to put up
with, nor the fuss Lizzie would make about the mistreatment of her
husband. He’d break the news to her properly when she returned home;
he didn’t want her losing her concentration because this course was an
important step in her future career. Depending on how bad his
punishment would be, he’d either tell her he was on a special case or
just claim he was still working at MIT — although he was fully aware
he’d probably only screw a few weeks, at the most, out of those pieces
of misinformation before he’d have to come clean.

He gave it an hour then wandered over to the Detective
Superintendent’s office at the end of the hall. A quick tap on the door
and he entered. Chalkie White looked up from his search of the filing
cabinet. “Thurstan! How are things going, mate? Now, the Crosby job,
everything passed to the CPS, finally?”

Thurstan raised a weak smile. “Yep, all done and dusted.”

The Superintendent waved him to a seat. “Fancy a coffee? The wife
bought me this new coffee maker. I’'m not sure why but I must have
done something thoughtful and not realised it.” He laughed. “It works
on these funny little sachets. I’ve only just got the hang of it. The first
attempt was a complete disaster, boiling hot coffee all over the place
because I didn’t think to put the cup in before I turned it on.”

Thurstan nodded acceptance and, whilst Chalkie busied himself,
they engaged in inconsequential conversation. Taking his seat, Chalkie
studied the woebegone face in front of him. “It’s not just a friendly visit,

is it? You’ve come to tell me something bad, haven’t you?”



There was no way of sugar-coating it. “I’m afraid I may have put
my foot in it with Devilliers. Well, more like both feet.” He went on to
explain what had taken place.

Bravely, Chalkie tried damage limitation. “Listen, don’t worry. He’ll
calm down and realise what a mistake he’d be making if he posts you
out. And if he doesn’t, then I’ll tell him if you go, I go.”

Thurstan gave a little sad shake of his head. “For heaven’s sake,
Chalkie, don’t make a bad situation worse.” He jabbed back over his
shoulder with his thumb. “These people need a good leader, and you are
it. Please, don’t throw yourself on my funeral pyre. You need to be here
to get them through because I think he’ll try to take some of them down
with me. Sammy and Alison should be OK because they’ve got the
LBGT credentials to fire back at him but the likes of Stephen Randalph?
They’re going to be knackered.”

Chalkie nodded agreement. “You’re right, Devilliers has a reputation
for being a spiteful bastard. I’ll be fine though; he won’t want to stir
things up by having a go at me. I’'m on the local BPA committee now.”

“The Black Police Association? I knew you were a member but why
didn’t you say something before? We can go for a pint on the strength
of that. My treat.”

Chalkie viewed him with curiosity. “I’d have thought Lizzie
would’ve told you. She nominated me.”

Thurstan smiled. “She’s got other things on her mind at the
moment.”

There was another tap at the door. It was DI ‘Degsy’ Drayton. He

looked down at the figure sitting in the comfy chair and gloomily shook



his head. “What have you done, Thurstan? I’ve just met him in the car
park on his way out and he told me I’'m now Acting DCI and if I didn’t
get on board with the new way of things I’d be posted to the arsehole of
Merseyside. I’'m not quite sure where that is, to be honest, but I've a
few ideas and none of them are particularly attractive to me at the
moment.”

Thurstan’s colleagues tried to mend the situation, but it all involved
either a grovelling apology or more ill-thought-out pledges of
management solidarity. He firmly declined; they knew he was right.

His coffee finished, he nodded approval, and placed his cup and
saucer on the desk. “Hmm, good stuff. I should try doing something
thoughtful occasionally.”

Chalkie smiled. “A bit too late for that, mate.”

“Yeah, I know. Listen, don’t do anything silly. I really won’t
appreciate it and I don’t want us to fall out.” His face invited
compliance and received it.

The following morning, he opened his emails to find a personal
message from the Chief Constable. He’d been selected for a special
project; cold case reviews — the files would be in his office later. He
almost gave a sigh of relief but managed to stop himself. It was too
easy. Relieved of current duties and no movement? He knew Devilliers;
it was nowhere near painful enough. Late afternoon, nothing had
arrived, so he tentatively wrote a short reply to the earlier instruction.

Almost immediately, he received a response which simply said, ‘The
files are in your office. You are no longer posted to MIT. Your new

place of work is waiting for you at Sutton Box Police Station, otherwise



known as Stinky Brook, along with your instructions. Be there
tomorrow at 10 am and there will be someone there to let you in.’
Stinky Brook! He’d heard of the place but had never been there. Old
heavy industries and toxic waste were all he could recall reading about
the area. Then there was the accommodation. Probably a dark, grim
Victorian building in disrepair and smelling of damp, just waiting to be
sold off and seldom visited unless a passing patrol needed to write a
report, urgently use the toilet (if it still had one) or frighten the shit out
of some gullible probationer. This was now to be his working home for
the foreseeable future and all the while the unavoidable stench of
rotting eggs and goodness knows what else from ‘accidental’ factory

spillages. Yeah, this was more realistic, this hurt.



Chapter 2

Sutton Box

St Helens wasn’t the most attractive of towns but, to be fair, Britain
had much worse. There were mixed views as to whether it was a good
place to live; the reported supposed crime rate may have caused many
people to pause in thought. The Office of National Statistics wasn’t
helping either. They once rated it in the top ten places where depression
was rife, and the NHS followed up with the declaration the townsfolk
were the country’s second highest spenders per head on anti-
depressants.

At 10 am, Thurstan stood outside the small, now and then open,
police post feeling relieved it was not the dilapidated Victorian hovel
he’d been expecting. In fact, it was quite a modern little thing, almost
cute.

“Thah reet, cock?” Mysteriously appearing alongside, the smiling
old man spoke in a manner that told Thurstan he was never rushed. The
DCI looked down at the little terrier on a lead beside them and could
have sworn it was smiling too.

“If yuh wantin’ to report sommut yur’ll af ter use phone. Theh dun’t
oppen this un up every day,” the old man said.

Thurstan smiled back. “No, it’s OK. I’'m waiting for a bobby to open
it up for me. It’s arranged.”

“Oh. Ar’ thee new un behind desk? I never knew theh were oppnin it

up full time agin. Ther were nowt int paper.”



“No, they’re not. I’'m just working on some old cases and need the
peace and quiet to concentrate.”

The old guy gave a nod that imparted prior knowledge. “Ah, reet. It
be what all boxes were about. I stud ere an sin ‘em take ‘em in mi sel.”
He looked up at the darkening clouds. “I think it’ll be tippin’ down
soon, so best be off. It were reet nice to meet yuh.” With that, he and
the terrier turned as one and wandered off.

Before they’d managed to leave the car park, an officer sauntered
around the corner. Dressed in a yellow jacket festooned with belt kit
and a radio, he called out as he approached. “Thurstan Baddeley?”
Thurstan gave him a casual thumbs up.

“Sorry, I’'m a bit late. My mate’s just gone to take a crime report and
I thought it didn’t need both of us, so he dropped me off at the top of
the road and I walked down. I didn’t want to leave you hanging around
and, anyway, the locals like to see a bobby on foot now and again.”

He produced some keys from his jacket and began opening the
shutters and front door. “I take it that’s your car? You have locked it,
haven’t you?”

Thurstan wanted to say No, I left it open because I love having my
property stolen but settled for a simple “Yes.”

On entering, he found himself facing the ‘front desk’, a wide
partition separating the desk officer from members of the reporting
public. Countertop lifted, the officer, who’d introduced himself as
‘Davvo’, took him on a guided tour.

“Office, another office, computer over there and them’s your boxes.

Corridor leading to kitchen on the right and showers on the left, further



down you’ll find the Cons’ room to the left and toilets down there on
the right. Feel free to help yourself to tea, coffee and sugar. The milk’s
in the fridge and if you run out of anything, please replace it. I'm
assuming you’ve not worked here before, so I’ll show you on the map
at the front desk how to get to the big supermarket, Morrisons.” He
turned to retrace their steps then asked over his shoulder, “You one of
these ex-job people come back as a civvy to do stuff no one else wants
to do?”

Thurstan replied, “No, still in the job.”

Davvo laughed. “Who’d you upset?”

Thurstan smiled, “No one important, just the Chief Con.”

The last thing Davvo did before he left Thurstan to his own company
was to give him a set of keys and show him how the security alarm
worked.

A marked police car swung around in the car park, ready to go.
“Right, there’s my mate. I’ll leave you to it. Oh, and there’s a chippy
just down the road, on the left, next to the Chemist. They’ve got pies,
kebabs, fish ‘n’ chips, all good stuff. See yer, matey.”

Thurstan retrieved his ‘World’s Greatest Defective’ mug. His car’s
indicators flashed, and he returned to make himself a hot drink, locking
the front door to prevent the more persistent interrupting him. The little
fridge had seen better days, but it seemed to work, and inside was
reasonably clean. The milk smelled fine, there was water in the kettle, a
pyramid tea bag in his cup and two of his own sweeteners. In his new

office, he slid a file from the first box.



Chapter 3
The Phone Was Ringing

The DCTI’s understanding of the best way to get from here to there
had proven to be a source of annoyance to phone callers. His educated
guesses, whilst perusing the big map at the front desk, betrayed his
complete lack of knowledge regarding locally well-known road
closures and one-way streets, and his inability to supply the reason why
the Force helicopter had been flying over their houses, at three in the
morning, often left them in a state of being miffed that almost qualified
as peeved. Once or twice, he would have described their reaction as
unhinged.

He felt under-appreciated. That’s why, after the first three weeks,
he’d learned to ignore the phone. However, the intermittent high-
pitched squeaking of a malfunctioning cistern in the gents’ toilets was
another matter. It was starting to get on his nerves. He’d mentioned it to
a visiting patrol who replied, “We’ve told them about it, they said it’s
on the list and they’ll do it asap.” When he asked how long ago that
was, he got the disheartening answer, “Six months.”

Today, the phone rang. He ignored it. He let it ring and thought
they’d soon get fed up. They didn’t. Whoever this was, they were made
of sterner stuff. He briefly considered lifting the handset and putting it
back down again straight away but, somehow, he knew it would just

start ringing again.



“Sutton Police post, Detective Chief Inspector Baddeley. Can I help
you?” He’d hoped the grandeur of his title might have put the caller off
and half expected to hear just a tone.

“Hello, Boss. It’s Gandalph.”

“Stephen! Nice to hear from you. Before you say anything more, can
I just say, I’'m sorry my leaving took you down with me. It wasn’t
intended, I assure you.”

“No worries, Boss. I’'m out in Area now. It’s OK and the people I
work with seem a decent bunch, but my problem is the Inspector. She
hates my guts and is making things difficult.”

“I’m not sure I can be of any assistance there, Stephen.”

“Well, I heard from my mate, Davvo, you had a lot on your hands,
and I thought you might appreciate a bit of help.”

“Well, that would be welcome, but I really can’t see how I’'m going
to be able to influence a move for you. I think I’m pretty much persona
non grata at headquarters at the moment.”

“Oh, I don’t need you to do anything, well, not much. I’ve got it all
sorted. I’ve done a report from the Chief Super, St Helens, requesting
my Area supply one person to work at your place, manning the desk. I
made up some guff about staff shortages, special events and operations
then said it would only be temporary. A mate of mine copied all the
signatures. He’s got a knack for that sort of thing. He even wrote above
my Super’s fake signature — “The new man, Randalph doesn’t appear to
be fully employed. Get this sorted immediately.”

The furrow on Thurstan’s brow would have been a worthy second in

a ploughing competition. “I’m sorry for interrupting, but surely all she
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