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   We look before and after, And pine for what is not: 
 
   Our sincerest laughter With some pain is fraught; 
 
   Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 
 
   —    Percy Bysshe Shelley, “To a Skylark”
 
   


 
   
 
  
 
 
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Prologue
 
    
 
   3 September 2011
 
   St. Mark’s Gate, Regent’s Park
 
   Dawn was breaking over the city, the cool light of an autumn sun peeking through the orange leaves and filtering down to the pavement, casting delicate shadows along the path as the jogger passed through the gate and into Regent’s Park. It had rained the night before and the combination of wet ground and fallen leaves were making for a tricky morning run. 
 
   Sebastian Coventry tried to keep his body relaxed as he ran along the Outer Circle towards the Zoo, his trainers pounding the pavement with a rhythmic pad-pad, pad-pad. He enjoyed running when it was cool, the crisp combination of the chill air hitting the beads of sweat on his brow spurring him on even as his muscles began to complain of fatigue. The ache was distracting, but in a good way. It helped him forget for a moment about the investigation. Coventry brushed at the sheen of sweat on his brow, a futile gesture as his entire head was drenched. His shirt was plastered to his slender back, clinging to his shoulder blades and vertebrae. The investigation… Coventry knew it was going to cost him professionally. He could lose his position at the hospital, lose his career, over what that jackass did. Hell, he could go to jail for it, particularly the medication theft. Coventry stumbled, his leg twisting slightly as he slid on the wet leaves on the path. Nothing serious, but just enough to aggravate his right knee, the bad one. He felt the all-to-familiar grinding sensation as the kneecap began to grind against the head of the femur. He slowed his pace as he searched for a good spot to swing around. Cutting the run short was the only option, but he might be able to get a bit more out of it by taking advantage of Gloucester Green. It would require careful running, since the grass would be wet and slippery, but it was scenic and an easy route back to the car park. The key was to find the right spot to cross in.
 
   Seconds later, Coventry found his opening and veered off to the left. He crossed easily through the trees that served as a fence and picked up the pace as he cleared the greenery. Speeding up was a mistake, though, for as soon as he was clear of the tree roots and bushes, Coventry hit a slippery patch. It was the worst kind of slippery patch, a large swath of clean orange leaves masking slick mud. Coventry hit the patch full-on, and his fall was full-on as well, a full body slam that brought him to the ground on all fours. He felt his knee twinge again, stronger pain this time, and Coventry wondered briefly if he had dislocated it. He attempted to stand but the pain came, sharp and intense, and Coventry fell into the mud again.  The knee was gone, no question. Coventry rolled onto his side, preparing to once again push himself up out of the muck. He would need to call for help. He sat up in the muck and pulled his mobile from his pocket. Carefully, he wiped at the front of the screen, a fruitless effort since the mud and wet seemed to be getting everywhere. Then Coventry froze, his eyes fixed on the screen of his mobile, now smeared with… blood. Any concern over his condition quickly dissipated as the realization dawned that he had just stumbled, quite literally, into a crime scene of some sort. Perhaps it’s just an animal, Coventry silently hoped. But, as he turned his head slowly to the right, Coventry found his hopes completely dashed.
 
   A naked body lay face down some five feet away from him. The figure was tall, athletic and clearly male. The body was spattered with mud, the portions touching the ground almost opaque with it. Dark reddish-brown smears were visible on his back and legs, and Coventry thought that perhaps these were simply more mud until his gaze rested on the small piece of dirty white cloth covering the buttocks. On the light-colored fabric it was easy to see that these rusty stains were blood. More blood. A lot of blood.
 
   All thoughts of the pain in his knee were gone in an instant. Coventry slipped and scrambled, clutching at the grass as he attempted to gain a foothold and get to his feet. The pain shot through his entire body as he put weight on his knee, but his need to get away was too great. Coventry looked back at the body, his breath catching in his throat as he fought the wave of nausea that washed over him. Retching, he limped through the brush back to Broad Walk and turned toward the nearest park gate, St. Mark’s Gate. He fumbled with his mobile, struggling to see the numbers on the screen so he could dial 999. Tears blurred his vision, but he managed to dial the number. He gasped for breath as he held the phone to his ear, limping toward the gate and the main road beyond. Up ahead was the turn off for St. Mark’s Bridge, a footpath that led over Regent’s Canal. 
 
   And standing there, right by the entrance, was the most beautiful sight Sebastian Coventry had ever seen… a middle-aged police constable. Coventry opened his mouth to call to him, but nothing came out. He gasped again as he stepped onto his bad leg and his knee buckled. The last thing he remembered was seeing the police constable running toward him, and then blackness.
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   3 September 2011
 
   St. Mark’s Gate, Regent’s Park
 
   A light September breeze had replaced the stillness and dissipated the early morning fog. The London morning was now clear and bright, a sharp contrast to the dark and grim mood of the crime scene in Regent’s Park.
 
   The police had been busy, sealing off a perimeter around the crime scene itself, and a further perimeter more than fifty feet back from the first lines of police tape, clearly an effort to keep the eager news photographers out of lens range. Add in the familiar white tent covering the actual crime scene and getting that million-pound shot was all but impossible.
 
   Doctor Diana Monaghan stood beside the entrance to the tent surveying the activity in front of her. She hated to admit it to anyone outside the world of criminal and forensic investigation, but she always felt a bit of a thrill when at a crime scene. She didn’t often get out anymore. Being the Chief Forensic Pathologist with the Forensic Science Service meant that she frequently spent her days chained to her desk in Lambeth rather than out and about. She ran a hand through her sandy hair and raised the steaming cup in her hand to her lips. The white protective suits that were required at crime scenes helped to stave off some of the chill in the air, but the fit was too snug to accommodate a warm coat. The coffee was a welcome refreshment as she stood waiting for the Murder Squad detectives to arrive.
 
   She didn’t have to wait for long. A second sip later and the purr of a German engine drew her attention quickly toward Broad Walk and the perimeter established there. A dark blue BMW eased to a stop just on the other side of the police tape. Monaghan smiled and enjoyed another sip of her coffee as two New Scotland Yard detectives stepped out of the car and began the walk toward the crime scene and herself. Hagen and Pierce… This one is going to be fun.
 
   Detective Superintendent Douglas Hagen had been a part of the Met for nearly thirty years, and of the Murder Squad for nearly as long. He was a good cop, a good boss, and had a reputation for getting information out of even the toughest suspects. Hagen didn’t rule with the fist or the harsh word, though, and his good-nature even in the face of a horrific crime scene such as this was legendary. 
 
   Hagen touched the brown fedora perched on his bald head as he walked by familiar faces among the police constables, saying a kind word there, inquiring after health here. When he reached the secondary perimeter, he saw Monaghan and smiled broadly, waving a hand as he ducked under the line of tape. 
 
   “Good morning, Doctor M. How are we today?”
 
   “Cold. Busy.” Monaghan raised the cup in her hand. “Would you like some?”
 
   Hagen shook his head. “No, no, thank you. Trying to cut back.” He touched his stomach. “My stomach isn’t what it used to be. Getting old, you know.”
 
   Monaghan looked at the middle-aged detective, his broad-shoulders filling his suit coat to bursting. She smiled. “You, Doug? Old? Never.” She turned to look at the younger detective with him. 
 
   Sergeant Richard Pierce. Tall and athletic, he was almost too good-looking. His nearly black hair had just the right sort of wave to it that allowed it to lay perfectly, yet looked incredibly natural all at the same time. He had a strong nose and cheekbones that seemed to go on forever beneath the carefully maintained five o’clock shadow. Monaghan had seen many a young intern go all melty and giggly at the mere mention of his name. She had to acknowledge that Pierce might have sent her into swoons as well, if she hadn’t had her own younger man waiting for her at home every evening. “Good morning, Sergeant Pierce.”
 
   The younger man briefly detached his brown eyes from the large “phablet” in his hand and shot Monaghan a perfunctory smile. “Good morning, doctor,” he said, his voice smooth and deep, softly accented with the notes of the Emerald Isle. His eyes quickly returned to the screen. Personal interaction was not his forte. His lone minor flaw. 
 
   Monaghan watched Hagen look at his sergeant for a moment, then roll his eyes, his expression clearly amused. 
 
   “Rick?” 
 
   Pierce quickly looked up from the device in his hand and focused his full attention on Hagen. “Sir?’
 
   “Unplug, Rick. I need your eyes in there.” Hagen gestured to the white tent ahead of them. 
 
   “Right, sir. Sorry.” Pierce quickly turned off his device and slipped it into the pocket of his leather coat. At the same time, he pulled a pair of latex gloves out of the other pocket and pulled them on. He reached in again, pulling out a pair of slip-on shoe covers. He slipped these over his leather brogues, then took a deep breath and disappeared into the tent.
 
    “Did you hear the rain last night? Torrential!  I thought Sel’s roses were going to float away.” Hagen removed his sunglasses, squinting his blue eyes against the glare of the morning sun.
 
   “We didn’t have any rain, actually.” 
 
   “That’s right, your flat’s in the Docklands.” 
 
   “How is Sel? I haven’t seen her since, let’s see, New Year’s?”
 
   Hagen chuckled. “Fiery as ever. Keeps me young, she does.” Hagen turned to Pierce as the younger man emerged from the tent. “What do we have so far, Rick?”
 
   Monaghan watched Pierce’s face as he answered grimly, “Not everything, sir.” She struggled to suppress her smile, silently scolding herself for not giving the sergeant a heads up about what condition the body was in. She took another sip of her coffee before turning toward the expectant Hagen.
 
   “We haven’t found his genitals.”
 
   “Pardon?” Hagen looked at Monaghan, then at Pierce, then back to Monaghan. “You haven’t found his what?”
 
   “Genitals,” replied Monaghan.
 
   Hagen shifted uncomfortably, swallowed hard, and cleared his throat before speaking. “They are… not…”
 
   “Not present, yes. Completely gone.”
 
   Hagen frowned slightly, cleared his throat again. “Any possibility you might have time of death, at least for the body?”
 
   The hint of a smile played at the corners of Monaghan’s mouth before she replied. “Everything died at the same time, Doug.” She motioned toward the tent. “Not enough blood on the ground to indicate that he died here. Actual crime scene... somewhere else. Based on the liver temperature and lividity, I would put the time of death at about five o’clock this morning, give or take a few hours. I’ll know better once I get him back to the mortuary.” Monaghan waved to the pair of transport orderlies standing outside the perimeter. “We need to get him moved now.” 
 
   Hagen nodded. “Of course.” He and Pierce stepped back together, ducking under the perimeter tape and moving a few feet away as the transport orderlies ducked under the tape, pulling along a cart with a body bag on it.
 
   “Um, Rick? Have Paul run a search on cases involving...”
 
   “Castration?”
 
   “Yes,” Hagen said quickly, as if he hoped that his response would banish the word from the air. The two men watched as the tent flaps lifted back and the transport orderlies wheeled out the cart, now bearing the tagged and bagged body of the victim. “And have Paul check missing persons as well. Until we know who this bloke is, we leave no stone unturned.” 
 
   Pierce quickly took out his “phablet” and stepped a few feet away as he began to speak into it. Hagen watched as they took the body away, his gaze leaving them as they reached the line of vehicles on Broad Walk. 
 
   A lone figure was leaning against one of the Land Rovers, the bold lettering of FSS on its side. 
 
   Hagen squinted as he stared at the man. “Is that…?”
 
   “Neville Crane? Yes, he’s back.” Hagen glanced at Monaghan as she stepped up beside him. “He did his time in New York and when the supervisory position opened up in Lambeth, he decided to wing his way back here and settle in.” Monaghan chuckled. “I have to say, I rather missed old Neville.” 
 
   Hagen grimaced. “You are a very generous person, Diana.” He watched as Crane struggled to remove something from the camera. “Is his arm in a sling?”
 
   Monaghan nodded. “He said he fell rollerblading along the Embankment.” They both watched as Crane finally succeeded in removing the SD card from the camera and slid it into his pocket. He pulled out another card and popped it in, closing up the camera by pushing it closed with his chin, then pressing it shut against his thigh. She chuckled. “It’s so ridiculous, it may actually be true.”
 
   “I’m surprised he’s out. Couldn’t he send someone?”
 
   Monaghan shook her head. “He has a young woman, an American, starting today. He found her in New York and she has quite the eye, apparently.” She paused as they ducked under crime scene tape and began walking toward the vehicles. “She’s also quite an eyeful.”
 
   “I’m sure that’s what appealed to him.”
 
   Monaghan smiled tightly. “I’ve heard her methods are a bit unusual.”
 
   Hagen sighed. “Well, nothing like a breath of fresh air blowing through, eh?”
 
   “I’m afraid when it comes to Kathleen Gardener,” Monaghan mused, “it may be more like a hurricane.”
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   Kate Gardener ran north along the Outer Circle, each step causing the bun of dark hair on top of her head to become more and more unkempt and loose. Her face was flushed from running so hard. Navigating London wasn’t a whole lot different than knocking around Manhattan. She had spent half the night studying the Tube map, mentally playing out trips around the city, planning which way to go and what line to take to get to whatever destination. She wanted to be prepared for anything. Then Neville called, told her to meet him at Regent’s Park, and everything proceeded to go wrong. 
 
   Kate could feel her chest tightening and her muscles beginning to ache as she sprinted along. She was in good shape, a good runner, but she hadn’t been prepared to run from one end of Regent’s Park to the other while carrying her messenger bag and her camera bag. Kate glanced at her watch as she ran. Jesus, it didn’t take this long to get across Central Park. I must not be in as good a shape as I thought.
 
   Finally, police vehicles ahead! Kate felt a wave of relief flow through her, even as her muscles began to hurt. She would definitely need electrolytes… Hopefully Neville had an extra infused water that she could down before she started work. She slowed down as she approached the outer perimeter of crime scene tape. Her slender figure cut easily through the crowd of photographers, reporters and the generally curious gathered there. Kate didn’t slow as a police constable stepped toward her, putting up a staying hand. Quickly, Kate flipped open her jacket, displaying her FSS credentials, then ducked under the tape and jogged on. 
 
   Kate slowed down for the transport orderlies. She watched as they slowly wheeled the cart bearing the bagged body in front of her, continuing on to the FSS transport van. 
 
    “You’re late.” Kate whirled around at the sound of the familiar female voice. She’d met Diana Monaghan yesterday and immediately liked her. The mature woman’s commanding presence and dry humor reminded her a lot of her mom… and herself.
 
   “Yeah, I know. The subway… Tube… I think I’m still thinking on New York time. Neville . . .?”
 
   “Waiting by the Land Rover. Kate, this is Detective Superintendent Hagen.” Monaghan gestured toward the fedora-wearing man standing next to her.  “Doug, this is Kate Gardener, our new forensic photographer.”
 
   Hagen offered her a hand and a smile. “Pleased to meet you, Miss Gardener. How are you fitting in?”
 
   “It’s different. Thank God, I’ve watched a lot of PBS and BBC America so I’m not a complete duck out of water.” Kate caught a movement out of the corner of her eye.
 
   “Oh, and this is Detective Sergeant Pierce.” 
 
   Kate turned to Pierce and offered her hand, waiting awkwardly as Pierce remained focused on his mobile device. 
 
   “Rick. Unplug.” Hagen’s clipped words startled Pierce. He looked up quickly, seeing first Kate’s hand, and then Kate as a whole. 
 
   The young woman standing in front of him was extraordinarily pretty, her dark haired bound-up at the back of her head in a messy bun. Her large blue eyes were carefully made-up, the contrast between the dark liner on her upper lid and the pale earth tones of her eye shadows making her eyes even more blue. Her lashes were thick and dark, as were her eyebrows. Her skin was porcelain fair, smooth and slightly flushed. She smiled, glancing down at the hand that was still extended between them. 
 
   “Call me Kate.” 
 
   Jesus, Rick, MOVE! Pierce did move, too quickly, and he felt his mobile slipping from his hand as he reached out and took her hand. Kate moved quickly, her free hand reaching down and catching the mobile before it hit the ground. She stood up again, her hand still in Pierce’s hand, and held out his mobile. 
 
   Pierce took the mobile and pocketed it quickly. “Thanks for that. You have, uh, good reflexes.”
 
   Kate shook her head. “Not really. Just a lot closer to the ground, you know?” She released Pierce’s hand and started to back away from the group. “It was really nice to meet you both, but if I don’t run, I may soon be the former new forensic photographer.” Kate broke into a jog and hurried away toward the Land Rover.
 
   “Well, she is certainly energetic, isn’t she?” Hagen glanced at Pierce. The younger detective was still watching Kate. “And quite pretty as well.” Pierce’s lips turned in a small smile as he looked at Kate in the distance, his attention so focused that he was completely oblivious to Hagen, Monaghan, and to the melodic ringing of the mobile in his pocket. 
 
   “Rick? I’ll venture that’s Paul phoning. You might want to answer it.”
 
   Pierce turned to Hagen, his expression puzzled. “Sir?”
 
   “Rick, plug in.” Realization dawned and Pierce quickly reached into his pocket and answered his mobile. 
 
   Hagen shared an amused look with Monaghan. “Never underestimate the power,” Monaghan murmured.
 
   Hagen smiled broadly. Anyone that could disconnect Richard Pierce from his mobile with her mere presence wielded great power indeed. 
 
   ***
 
   Forensic Photography Supervisor Neville Crane leaned against the side of the blue Land Rover, his corduroy jacket hanging loose on his well-muscled torso and open to the waist. He started to reach up with his right arm, wincing as the sling pulled, preventing him from doing so. Instead, he reached up with his left index finger, the digital camera in that hand brushing against his shirt collar and his shaggy brown hair as he carefully scratched along his jawline. He’d been growing the beard for several weeks now, trimming and tending, and the effort was definitely paying off. Even if Katie said he looked like he’d been traveling with the Grateful Dead.
 
   Crane frowned as he lowered his hand and studied the screen on the back of the camera. His eyebrows suddenly shot up, giving his boyish face an even more youthful look. 
 
   Kate stopped beside him, turning quickly and leaning against the Land Rover. 
 
   Crane glanced at her, a fresh frown furrowing his forehead. “I do hope that lateness is not a habit of yours.”
 
    “Sorry, sorry. The subway… And I ran… But I…”
 
   Crane raised his hand to stop her from continuing. He looked up, struggling to deepen his frown and failing miserably. Instead, he smiled.  “Since this is your first official day, I’m going to let this go.  Just don’t let it happen again.” 
 
   “It won’t.” Kate gestured to the sling. “What happened to your arm?”
 
   “The truth or the story that makes me seem romantic and masculine?” Crane raised his arm, wincing with discomfort.
 
   “You’re already romantic and masculine, Neville, let’s go with the truth.”
 
   Crane sighed. “I fell while blading on the Embankment. Sad and pathetic, isn’t it?”
 
   “No,” Kate answered. She hesitated, then grinned. “Well, yeah, actually.”
 
   Crane turned the camera screen toward her.
 
   “Take a look at these. I took as many as I was able to. Someone cut his Crown Jewels off. All the way off,” he said, smirking. His smile faded as he continued. “You’ve got the eye, Katie. What do you see?”
 
   Kate took the camera from him and looked at the screen for a moment. Crane watched her face closely as she studied the crime scene photo, squinted at it, then looked again. 
 
   “What do you see, Katie?”
 
   Kate sighed, exasperated. “I need my glasses.” She opened the flap of her messenger bag and pulled out a pair of sunglasses. Large lenses with a very dark tint.
 
   Kate slipped the glasses on and turned to the camera screen again. Crane watched her, her blue eyes visible through the sides of the glasses as they darted back and forth. 
 
   Kate waited for her eyes to adjust to the dimmer lighter, a matter of seconds, then looked closely at the photo on the screen. Her pupils dilated as she took in the picture of the crime scene: the naked body of the male victim laying face-down; the signs of restraint and bruising on the body, especially around the wrists and ankles; the smatterings of blood on the ground near him; the broken foliage on the bush closest to the body and the signs of disturbed soil and leaves below it; and the dry patch of ground near the body.
 
   “Well?” Crane looked on expectantly. 
 
   “It’s hard to fathom someone hating this much.” Kate handed him the camera and slowly took off her sunglasses. 
 
    Crane smirked. “Not that hard.” He leaned into the passenger side of the Land Rover, carefully packing the camera away. His voice changed, taking on a deeper, even darker, tone as he continued. “Everyone’s known at least one bastard they hated that much. Or someone they loved even more.”
 
   “So you’re saying there is a justification for cutting off a guy’s package and letting him bleed to death?” 
 
   Crane shrugged. “It could be a just punishment in some cases. Rapists. Child molesters. I’m sure their loved ones dream of this kind of vengeance. Most never realize the dream.” 
 
   “You are a sick and twisted man, Neville,” Kate responded, shaking her head.
 
   Crane smiled. “Do you want to be cited for lateness?” 
 
   Kate arched one of her shapely eyebrows. “What happened to letting it go, huh?”
 
   Suddenly, several of the remaining uniformed constables started running toward the canal and St. Mark’s Bridge. Crane and Kate turned to watch as Hagen and Pierce hurried to join the officers. As the two detectives reached the entrance to the bridge, a constable stepped into view, an evidence bag held out in front of him. He held it up for Hagen and Pierce to see before handing it over to a scene-of-crime officer (SOCO).
 
   “Looks like they found the rest,” Crane said with a smirk. “I’m sure he’ll be relieved.”
 
   Kate rubbed the back of her neck and grinned. “Sick and twisted, Neville. Sick and twisted.” She watched as the scene began to quickly clear, her gaze lingering on the attractive detective walking toward the blue BMW, his attention on his mobile once again. 
 
   Pierce paused outside the passenger side of the car, his index finger moving quickly across the touch-screen to read the message from Paul. The missing person searches Hagen had ordered were yielding nothing so far. Pierce sighed and pocketed his mobile. As he opened the car door, he glanced up and saw… her. She was looking at him, watching him rather pointedly. Pierce felt an involuntary pull in his stomach… God, she was beautiful. 
 
   Then she smiled at him.
 
   “Rick? Let’s go!” Pierce snapped out of his reverie and looked down at the partially open passenger window. Hagen was leaning over the passenger seat, his fingers poised on the automatic window button. 
 
   “Sorry, sir.” Pierce quickly got in to the car, closing the door as Hagen started the car. Pierce pressed the button to raise the window and, as the glass moved upward into place, he looked out again, looked for Kate.
 
   She was still there. Still smiling. At him.
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   5 September, 2011
 
   Forensic Science Services (FSS), 109 Lambeth Road
 
   Assistant Forensic Scientist Jimi Khan leaned against the door to the DNA Lab, her reading glasses perched on her nose. The pretty East Asian woman’s choppy black hair was tousled to the point of spikiness, its darkness streaked with several brilliant shots of purple. When she went to the salon, she had pointedly asked for a very punk-slash-metal sort of look. Jimi glanced at her reflection in the glass wall across from her, and sighed. Unfortunately, instead of Joan Jett, she’d come out looking more like Nymphadora Tonks. 
 
   The chime of the lift drew her attention away from her reflection. She squinted over the top of her glasses at the two detectives coming down the hallway. 
 
   “You’re here for the preliminary, Superintendent?”
 
   Hagen and Pierce stopped beside her and Hagen nodded quickly in response.
 
   “Doctor M will be with you in a moment. She’s just cleaning him up a bit.” Jimi pursed her lips, then shook her head solemnly. “They must have killed him four or five times, at least.”
 
   “That isn’t very far from the truth.”
 
   Monaghan strolled toward them down the hallway, drying her hands on a surgical towel as she continued.  “Jimi, would you pick up the toxicology screen from the lab for me, please?”
 
   Jimi gave a small salute and walked away down the hallway. Monaghan motioned for Hagen and Pierce to follow her. 
 
   “Thankfully, the criminal masses of London have refrained from any significant activity in the past 48 hours, leaving me free to complete this so quickly.” Monaghan pulled open the door marked “mortuary” and held it open for Hagen and Pierce. She tossed the surgical towel into a nearby bin and grabbed a file from the counter. “This way, gentlemen. Grab gloves on your way.”
 
   The smell of cleaning chemicals, alcohol and bleach filled the air, hitting them like a fist as they entered the autopsy area.  The room was all steel, concrete floors and tiled walls. A cold, sterile room. Varying stages of autopsies were underway at other tables with pathologists and technicians in attendance, the plastic sheeting surrounding each area spattered with blood stains and unidentifiable debris. The overhead ventilation hummed, circulating the air but doing little to dissipate the odor.
 
   Hagen, Pierce, and Monaghan quickly donned scrubs and shoe coverings then stepped behind the plastic sheeting surrounding the autopsy area at the far end of the room. Hagen’s curiosity got the better of him and he lifted the white drape. 
 
   The young male victim, now face-up, was an attractive specimen, or at least he had been in life. In death, the beauty of his face and physique were marred by violence. Dark circles hollowed his eyes. Bruises, scratches, and stab wounds covered his torso and the classic Y-shaped autopsy incision and broad sutures split his chest and extend down to his pubic area.
 
   Hagen let the drape fall. “What can you tell us?”
 
   Monaghan flipped through the post-mortem paperwork before responding.
 
   “The victim’s family had a missing persons report filed when he didn’t return phone calls. His name is Daniel Norton, age 28. No evidence of natural disease that could have caused or contributed to death.”
 
   Monaghan set down the file then folded back the drape to the waist.
 
   “He tried to put up a fight. Defensive injuries on the hands and arms and bruising to the face. A large bruise on the upper left abdomen, perhaps from being held forcefully from behind, causing minor damage to the spleen.”
 
   She folded the drape back again, smoothing it down well below the waist, and watched the reaction of the two detectives. Hagen’s jaw clenched and, though he blinked a few times rapidly, he looked on. Pierce, on the other hand, swallowed hard and took several steps back, his eyes averted. 
 
   Monaghan took a deep breath then pointed to the gaping wound in the pubic area of the body. “The genitals were removed with a bladed weapon, a knife or scalpel. The same weapon may have been used to inflict the stab wounds in the chest and abdomen. There are similarities to the blade edge here below the collarbone and in the wounds directly below the left floating rib.” 
 
   Monaghan paused as Jimi entered, file in-hand. Jimi’s eyes widened as she briefly saw the victim’s body, but she quickly raised the file up to shield her eyes from the sight.
 
   Monaghan stifled a smile, and then continued with the autopsy results.
 
   “Of course, until we have the weapon, we cannot be sure, but I have photographs of the wounds running through the system and, if we have anything similar in there, we will find it. The near absence of bleeding along the wound tracks indicates that death occurred very rapidly following the castration. There was something else.” She points to a small puncture wound on the right upper thigh. “An injection site on the right upper thigh. A hard injection, pieces of his clothing were embedded in the wound.”
 
   She pulled the drape back up, re-covering the body to the mid-torso.
 
   “Any questions?”
 
   “That’s quite enough for the moment,” responded Hagen as he headed for the door, Pierce ducking out right behind him.
 
   Jimi handed Monaghan the toxicology report, which the older woman quickly glanced over. 
 
   “Oh, my, my, my…,” she murmured, flipping through several more pages. Then, Monaghan raised her voice. “Superintendent Hagen?” She looked up toward the exit.
 
   Hagen and Pierce were stripping out of their scrubs and shoe coverings. They stopped and looked up expectantly.
 
   Monaghan left the autopsy area and moved briskly toward them. She held up the file. “Toxicology. The victim had a chemical substance in his body at the time of death. Pancuronium bromide. It is a potent intravenous muscle relaxant, used in hospital to facilitate intubation or when placing a patient on to a respirator. It is also used in surgery with general anesthesia.”
 
   “So, not a medication you would pick up at your local chemist,” Pierce ventured.
 
   Monaghan shook her head. “Not at all. Pancuronium is a part of the euthanasia protocols in Belgium and the Netherlands. And in the United States, it is one of the components of lethal injection in some death penalty states.”
 
   “A muscle relaxant?” Hagen queried.
 
   “Well, more accurately a paralytic,” Monaghan replied.
 
   Hagen nodded. “So the poor lad never knew what hit him.”
 
   “I’m afraid he did. Pancuronium does not have a sedative or hypnotic effect. It simply paralyses. When used for anesthesia or lethal injection, it is combined with other medications to achieve unconsciousness and to relieve pain. But Mister Norton did not have any of those substances in his system, only the pancuronium. Castration likely began very soon after administration of the drug. Mister Norton would have felt every moment of pain until he expired, and would have been completely helpless, unable to cry out or move in any way.” Monaghan sighed. “A horribly violent death.”
 
   Hagen jaw was tight, a frown creasing his weathered forehead. His voice was strained and low as he spoke. “What could any man possibly have done to deserve that?”
 
   It was a rhetorical question, of course, but Monaghan’s response was quick and surprisingly terse. “No one deserves to die like this, Doug. No matter what they may have done.” She gestured toward the autopsy area behind them. “That boy was tortured. A lot of thought was put into this murder, a lot of planning. Male or female, you have a person or persons out there who are extraordinarily dangerous, and about whom we know absolutely nothing.”
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   6 September, 2011
 
   Murder Squad, New Scotland Yard
 
   Detective Constable Paul Owens stared at his computer’s screen, his dark eyes flitting here and there as he took in the contents of the screen before him. He typed rapidly… “mail-order injectable medication, pancuronium bromide”, then hit enter.
 
   The dreaded small circle began to swirl in the center of the screen. Round and round and round it went, like debris circling a drain. Owens frowned. “Bullocks,” he swore, his lilting Glaswegian accent giving the expletive a lyrical sound. He scratched at the light growth of beard covering his jawline. It was supposed to make him look older, but all it was succeeding in doing was driving him completely mad. 
 
   Owens leaned back in his chair and glanced around the room at the other detectives. Male and female, they were all bent over their desks, eyes focused firmly on their computer screens or on paperwork in front of them. Most were older than him, some by as much as a decade. Owens’ gaze finally rested on the desk nearest to Hagen’s office. 
 
   Detective Sergeant Pierce sat there, his mobile resting beside his laptop, his fingers moving deftly between the two. Owens watched the older detective thoughtfully. Pierce was one of the few in the Murder Squad that didn’t treat him like a youth, even if he did look like one. Owens looked back to his computer screen. Still nothing. Owens sighed.
 
   Pierce looked up from his electronic devices. “Everything all right, Paul?”
 
   “Damn computer’s too slow. I’m looking for suppliers, you know, sources for the drugs used in the Norton murder, but I’m not getting anywhere.”
 
   Pierce tapped the screen of his mobile, then picked it up as he stood. “Here. Use mine.”
 
   Owens couldn’t keep the startled look from his face. “Use yours?” Pierce was rather notorious in the Murder Squad for not letting anyone use his equipment, even the electronics issued by the Met. This was… unprecedented. “Are you sure?”
 
   Pierce gestured to his chair. “Go ahead.” He grabbed the cup of coffee sitting beside his laptop and stepped away, making room for Owens.
 
   Owens moved quickly, the advantages of using Pierce’s brand-new, super-fast laptop to do a search simply too great an opportunity to pass up. He quickly crossed the room, sitting in Pierce’s chair and typing his search terms. He pressed enter and almost immediately the screen changed bringing up a selection of sites.
 
   Owens felt a rush of wind from behind him as Hagen’s office door opened with a whoosh. 
 
   “Paul? Did you reach Norton’s parents?” Hagen stood in the doorway, his arm resting casually on the doorframe.
 
   “Yes, sir. They mentioned two friends of Norton’s worth speaking to. Henry Bell and John Dempsey,” Owens replied.
 
   “John Dempsey, the footballer?” Pierce drained the contents of his coffee cup and tossed it into a nearby waste bin. 
 
   Owens nodded. “Employed by the West Ham United Football Club, yes. Dempsey is currently at his flat, we’re still trying to locate Bell.”
 
   Hagen glanced at his watch. “Excellent, Paul. Rick, I want you to go around to Norton’s flat. Sampson Street in Wapping. Forensics should already be there. Paul, you come with me. We’ll have a word with Mister Dempsey.”
 
   ***
 
   42 Whitfield Street, Marylebone
 
   Hagen and Owens mounted the stairs quickly and paused in front of the door.  Owens scanned the directory above the buzzer, then pressed one of the buttons.
 
   Moments after the loud buzz concluded, a voice came over the speaker.
 
   “Yeah?  Who is it?”
 
   “John Dempsey?” Hagen asked. 
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Detective Superintendent Hagen and Detective Constable Owens. May we have a word?”
 
   “This is about Dan, isn’t it?”
 
   “We do have some questions,” Hagen replied.
 
   There was a pause, then Dempsey responded with a, “You’d better come up.” Seconds later, the door buzzed loudly. Owens pulled the door open quickly and followed Hagen inside.
 
   ***
 
   John Dempsey, blond, athletic, clad in sweats, stood in the doorway of his posh flat, looking apprehensively at the two detectives in the hallway before him. Hagen and Owens held up their warrant cards.  Dempsey nodded, stepping aside to let them in.
 
   Once in the living-room, Dempsey quickly shifted papers and sports clothing off the sofa.
 
   “Sorry, for the mess.” Dempsey said. He motioned for Hagen and Owens to sit down, then sat down in the chair across from them.
 
   “Dan . . .” Dempsey paused for a moment, “We grew up together.” He shrugged. “I really don’t know how much help I can be. I haven’t seen him in years.”
 
   “His parents gave us your name, said you were a friend,” Hagen stated, frowning.
 
   “Like I said, I haven’t seen him in years.”
 
   A tense moment of dead air descended. Dempsey kept his head down, but his eyes were moving quickly back and forth between the two detectives, sizing them up. Suddenly, the attractive footballer broke the tension with a smile. 
 
   “His parents send a Christmas card every year. Sometimes his mum sends a letter with it, tells me the news and all.”
 
   “Do you still have the most recent letter?” Hagen asked.
 
   Dempsey’s smile faded. “Oh… uh… no.”
 
   “What about Henry Bell?” Owens asked.
 
   Dempsey glanced at the young constable and chuckled unpleasantly.  “Harry? Last time I saw Harry was about a year ago. He showed up at the stadium during practice, tried to sell me prescription painkillers.”
 
   “And?” Owens asked.
 
   “And I said no!” Dempsey responded, startled. He leaned forward, his hands shaking as he grabbed his cigarettes from the table. He lit one, taking a deep drag as he sat back.
 
   “It was sad to see Harry like that. When we were at university, the three of us played football and Harry. . . Harry was good.” Dempsey looked from Owens to Hagen, continued, “Harry could have been better than me, maybe even better than Becks was. Drugs destroyed that, destroyed him and everything he touched.”
 
   Hagen gestured to the suitcase and large duffel near the front door.
 
   “Were you planning on going somewhere?”
 
   Dempsey glanced at the baggage before shaking his head. “No. Just got home this morning. We were in Newcastle all weekend. And there were thousands of witnesses,” Dempsey finished, a smug look on his handsome face.
 
   “We have to ask,” Hagen responded.
 
   Dempsey sighed, “I know.”  He stubbed out his cigarette in the ashtray beside him.
 
   Hagen and Owens got up to leave and Dempsey jumped up from his chair as well.
 
   “All right, Mr. Dempsey, that will be all for now. But we may want to speak with you again.” Hagen glanced at the baggage again, then looked at Dempsey pointedly.
 
   “So, you’re telling me other than for a game, I’m not to leave town,” Dempsey smiled at Hagen.
 
   “That would be an accurate assumption,” Hagen stated without returning the smile as he and Owens exited the flat.
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   Flat of Daniel Norton
 
   Sampson Street, Wapping
 
   Detective Sergeant Pierce watched the police constables and S.O.C.O.s as they moved around the living room and kitchen areas of the cluttered flat. Papers were gathered up from around the room, slipped into evidence bags and carefully labelled as to what they were and where they were found in the home. The contents of an ashtray, three cigarette butts and ashes, were dumped into an evidence bag. Pierce left the bustle behind and walked through into the bedroom.
 
   Pierce made a quick circuit of the room, stopping by the desk. The top of the desk was clean. Very clean. Cleaner than anything in the rest of the flat. Pierce glanced over his shoulder, then pulled open the center desk-drawer.
 
   As clean and precisely organized as the top of the desk, save for two items: Norton’s employee identification card for the UCL Hospital Dispensary, and a crumbled piece of paper.
 
   Kate stopped in the doorway, her shoulder resting against the frame as she assumed a casual leaning position. She watched Pierce for a moment, noting the way his leather jacket hung easily on his tall, well-muscled frame. His hair had a definite wave, with small curls forming around his temples, likely due to the humidity in the air. His face was nearly symmetrical, and his strong masculine brow-line was creased, at the moment, into a puzzled frown.
 
   Pierce pulled a pair of latex gloves out of his pocket and slipped them on, adjusting each finger and smoothing out the wrinkles.
 
   Kate smiled, trying to stifle the spark of amusement she felt at the compulsive care he was taking with his gloves. “Find something, Sergeant?”
 
   Pierce looked up quickly and smiled nervously when he saw who the speaker was. “Maybe.” He turned back, picking up the piece of crumpled paper and slowly unfolding it. 
 
   It was handwritten, though it didn’t look like the writing he had seen on other papers in the drawer. The letter style was older and reminded Pierce of his mother’s hand. 
 
   “What’s it say?”
 
   Pierce suppressed his impulse to jump at her voice being so close to him. She must have moved from the doorway as soon as he turned back to the desk. He could smell her powdery floral perfume and the clean scent of her shampoo. Pierce cleared his throat, then held up the paper.
 
    “It says, ‘It’s your responsibility to do what’s right, to prove your love by doing her a justice’.”
 
   “Pretty formal wording. I wonder who wrote it?” Kate looked around the room. “This guy certainly doesn’t have the chops for flowery speeches. Or didn’t.”
 
   Pierce looked at the stained bottom of the paper, squinting at the scribbled, scrawling signature there.
 
   “It’s signed by a ‘T. Flynn’. I think.”
 
   “Geez, must be a doctor of something.” Kate glanced at the note’s signature, her nose wrinkling as she strained to decipher it. “Their writing is always impossible.”
 
   He pulled an evidence bag from his pocket, slid the paper inside.
 
   “Anything in that?” Kate asked.
 
   Pierce turned. Kate gestured to the small footlocker between the desk and the bed. Pierce glanced at the latch, where a heavy padlock hung.
 
    “It’s locked.”
 
   Kate dug through her camera bag, pulled out a small metal box, formerly the residence of select cherry cough drops. She popped the lid off and pulled out a padlock shim.
 
   “Miss Gardener,” Pierce said in a cautious voice.
 
   “Kate, please. That look like a single latch to you?” Kate looked down at the padlock for a moment, then nodded. “Let’s go with single to start.” 
 
   Kate squeezed by Pierce to get closer to the footlocker. She tried to kneel down, but there was no room. She stood, turning to Pierce.  They stood facing each other, nearly chest-to-chest.
 
   “Kate? What are you doing?”
 
   “Okay, I get why you’re Mister Hesitation, but the man’s dead, and there could be something really important inside there, something that might help the case.”
 
   “Kate, if you open that lock before the warrant arrives, we can’t use anything we find in there as evidence,” Pierce responded, his tone verging on condescending.
 
   Kate stared back at him with those big blue eyes and, for a moment, it seemed as if she wasn’t going to give in. Then suddenly, she shrugged and backed up.
 
   Pierce’s mobile echoed through the small bedroom and he quickly answered it.
 
   “Pierce. –- Right.”  He hung up, obviously relieved.
 
   “Good news?” Kate asked.
 
   “The warrant’s signed and on its way,” Pierce answered.
 
   “And?”
 
   Pierce glanced at the door. 
 
   “Can you open it without damaging the lock?”
 
   Kate smirked. “Sergeant Pierce, I can open anything without leaving a mark.” She knelt down, fiddled with the weak lock. “This particular piece-of-shit could be opened smoothly by a toddler.” Kate slid the shim carefully around the inside of the lock, sliding it down into the mechanism. In seconds, the lock popped open. “Like butta,” she sighed, laying the “Noo Yawk” accent on as thickly as possible as she lifted the lid. They both looked in.
 
   “Boy, when I’m right . . .,” Kate looked up at Pierce.
 
   Prescription drug vials, intravenous drugs in unmixed powder form, vials of saline solution and D5W solution, pre-filled syringes, packages of needles.
 
   “So, the guy was running a clinic or opening a pharmacy or something, right?” 
 
   Pierce carefully reached a gloved hand in, picking up one of the milky-white pre-filled syringes.
 
   The label on the side read pancuronium bromide.
 
   “Highly unlikely.” He held up the syringe for Kate to see. “Pancuronium bromide.” 
 
   ***
 
   Murder Squad, New Scotland Yard
 
   Hagen sat in his office, interview notes and Monaghan’s autopsy report spread out in front of him.  He grabbed the over-sized coffee cup in front of him, taking a large sip, before he turned the page on the autopsy report. Hagen winced. The condition of this young man, what was done to him… He had seen a lot in his time with the Met, and before that during his time in the Royal Navy, but this was beyond brutal, beyond cruel and vengeful. Vengeful. Yes, this definitely had the smell of retaliation to it. But for what? 
 
   Hagen’s thoughts were interrupted by a knock at the door. He quickly closed up the autopsy file. 
 
   “Come in.”
 
   The door opened and Owens stuck his head in. “Sir, I have information on Daniel Norton.” At Hagen’s gesture for him to come in, Owens entered, a file in his hand.  “Mister Norton was working three days a week in the Dispensary at UCL Hospital. According to the head chemist, a Doctor Cora Evans, several medications have gone missing from the dispensary during Norton’s tenure there, starting within a few weeks of his arrival.”
 
   “Including pancuronium?”
 
   Owens nodded. “Yes, sir. Several vials of Pavulon that were destined for the surgery never made it there. Pavulon is a brand name for pancuronium bromide.” 
 
   Hagen gestured toward the phone on his desk. “Pierce just phoned from Norton’s flat. A footlocker full of pharmaceuticals was found in the victim’s bedroom. Did the hospital consider Norton to be a suspect regarding the missing medication?”
 
   Owens nodded again. “When I phoned, Doctor Evans told me that they did suspect him, as well as the registrar he worked under, and that both men were scheduled to be deposed regarding the missing medication inquiry today.”
 
   Hagen pursed his lips, a frown creasing his brow. “Definitely a motive for firing, but castration? That would be more than extreme.” 
 
   “Doctor Evans is pulling the CCTV tapes corresponding to the days when the medications in question went missing. They should be at Lambeth for review by tomorrow.” Owens held up the file in his hand. “And there is something else. A cold case, over seven years old.”  He placed the open file on the desk in front of Hagen.
 
   Hagen looked at the name on the file.  “Helen Flynn. I believe I remember this case.”
 
   Owens began to summarize the case. “Sixteen-year-old girl found raped and murdered, dumped in the Canal not a hundred meters from the present crime scene. She was stabbed with a bladed weapon, bled out at an undetermined site.”
 
   “And Norton —”
 
   “Was the victim’s boyfriend. And there’s something else. Helen Flynn had high doses of a prescription medication in her body, administered shortly before death.”
 
   “Let me guess… pancuronium?”
 
   “Pancuronium bromide,” Owens finished. He reached into the file and pulled out a paper. “Also, the preliminary blood work is in. The genitals found on scene do not belong to Norton. The blood work is conclusive. Ms. Khan is running the DNA through the system and she’ll let us know if there is a positive hit.”
 
   Hagen leaned back in his chair with his fingers locked together behind his head.
 
   “So, we’re looking for another body.”
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   7 September, 2011
 
   Crane’s Office, FSS Lambeth
 
   Neville Crane propped his feet up on the edge of his desk and grabbed a pen from the cup on top. Dammit, this thing is miserable! He scratched at the bandages on his arm, jamming the pen under them in an attempt to alleviate the infernal itch that the wrap was causing. No luck. Crane threw the pen down on the desk. He glanced up at the glass windows that separated his office from the hallway. The halls were quiet. Crane grabbed his keys from the desk top and leaned over, sticking a key into the top right drawer. He glanced up once more, assuring himself that he was not being watched then turned the key and pulled open the drawer. 
 
   Crane stared at the contents of the drawer, specifically a glass jar half-filled with round white pills. He quickly popped the lid and dumped two pills into his hand. He stared at the two pills for a moment, then tipped the jar up again, dumping two more pills into his hand. He set the jar down on the desk and reached for the bottle of yellow-green soda to his left. He tossed the pills in his mouth and quickly washed them down with a drink from the bottle.
 
   That’s when he noticed the figure out of the corner of his eye. Bugger, bugger, bugger…
 
   “You okay?” Kate leaned against the doorframe, her arms folded across her chest. Her gaze floated down to the desk top, and the glass jar full of pills. Crane grabbed the bottle quickly and began fumbling with the lid.
 
   “Why, don’t I look okay?” Crane tried to mute the irritation he felt, but it bled into his words anyway.
 
   Kate smiled. “Sure, haven’t you heard? The grey, elegantly wasted look is back in.”
 
   Crane tightened the lid on the jar and put it back in the drawer. He locked it and tossed the keys back on the desk. He looked up at Kate, the irritation melting away. “Don’t worry about me, Katie.”
 
   “Okay, see, you said that, so now I’m worried about you.” Kate strolled into the room and took a seat on the edge of his desk.
 
   “My spirit is too deeply laden ever to burthen thine.” He smiled, a wistful smile.
 
   “Nice. Lyrical.”
 
   “Shelley.”
 
   “Deep.” Kate gestured toward the drawer where the jar of pills was stashed. “So, is the Vicodin for pain, or do you just like the taste?”
 
   Crane went through a litany of vile curses as he prepared to answer. Of course, she saw them. It was Katie, after all. He swallowed hard before answering. “The fall aggravated the herniated discs in my back.” 
 
   “Discs. In your back.”
 
   “Yes.” She wasn’t buying it. Who would, really? Crane quickly grabbed a folder from the IN-slot on his desk and handed it to her. “Hagen wants digital prints of the Flynn crime scene photos. Prints, not e-mailed files.” 
 
   Kate nodded slowly as she leafed through the folder. 
 
   Crane tapped his fingers on the desk impatiently. “By five o’clock, Katie.” 
 
   Kate looked up at him through her lashes, an irritated, yet alluring, glare. She slid off the desk and stood beside it, glaring at Crane. The allure was now gone.
 
   “What?” 
 
   “I need the SD card.”
 
   Crane smiled in spite of his irritation. Kate could speak a few measured words, and not one of them bad, and yet you felt like a complete idiot when she was finished speaking. He gestured toward the camera bags on the chair nearby. “In there.” He watched as Kate opened the camera bag and fished around inside, pulling out one of the small storage cards.
 
   “This?”
 
   Crane nodded. “Yes. By five o’clock.”
 
   Kate waved over her shoulder as she walked to the door. She paused, and turned back. “Take it easy with those pills, okay? Vicodin is no joke.”
 
   Crane slapped on a sheepish smile and nodded. “Yes, mum.” He chuckled as Kate left, her middle-finger up as a parting gesture. You could take the girl out of New York…
 
   ***
 
   Photography Lab, FSS Lambeth
 
   Kate scanned through the thumbnails on the computer screen, tapping twice on the next photo to be printed. As the printer nearby sprang to life, Kate reached for the print waiting below. She leaned back in the chair, pulling her legs up and resting her chin on her knees as she looked at the photo.
 
   Like the dozens spread out on the desk and nearby table, the photo was of the Regent’s Park crime scene. Kate let her eyes roam over the other photos that had already been printed. Neville sure did take a lot of pictures. She sighed and unfolded slowly from the chair, standing up and stretching enthusiastically. Kate glanced at the clock: 4:40. Superintendent Hagen will not be getting his pictures by five, that’s for sure. She still had a dozen prints to finish, and a few had to be reprinted. Kate sighed and reached for the phone on the desk. Better face the music now and let the detective know.
 
   Kate stopped, her hand hovering over the phone receiver, her eyes fixed on the photo in the printer tray. She frowned. There was something not right about this photo. 
 
   Kate took the photo out of the tray and looked at it closer. It was an establishing shot, including the victim’s body and a large portion of the grounds and greenery surrounding it. The areas of dirt were dark, likely from the rain that had occurred in the early morning hours. Moisture was also visible on the bushes and on the grass. 
 
   Kate squinted at the print. Something was, well, wrong, about this picture. She turned to the table full of prints, all laid out in printing order. She put the print in her hand down and grabbed another, this shot of the same scene but from a different angle. Kate rubbed at her eyes with the back of her hand. Her eyes were getting tired, she could feel it, but still… still…
 
   Kate grabbed up another shot, then another, then another. All the same wet ground, all the same wet grass, all the same wet… Her eyes focused in on the body, specifically an area just below the shoulder. 
 
   Kate quickly searched through her pockets and pulled out a small pouch. She pulled it open and removed a jeweler’s loupe. She rubbed her right eye again with the back of her hand, then placed the print on the table and leaned over it. She brought the loupe up to her eye and looked closely at the shadowy area near the shoulder. The shadow was a result of the direction of the lighting, coming from the east as the sun was just beginning to illuminate the sky. 
 
   This shadow was more than that, though. Kate reached up over the table and switched on the overhead light, then returned to the print, looking at it even closer with the loupe. The ground under the shoulder, in fact all along that side of the body, was dark because it was wet. 
 
   Kate lowered the loupe, a frown creasing her forehead. 
 
   “Still at it, Kate?”
 
   “Uh, yeah, more or less,” Kate replied as she looked toward the source of the voice.
 
   Diana Monaghan leaned in the doorway. She was obviously on her way home, or at least out, as her apparel was anything but medical. Her slim-fit jeans tapered down to a stylish pair of leather boots and her shearling-lined leather jacket was draped graceful over her shoulders. Her left hand clutched a motorcycle helmet.
 
   Monaghan smiled and stepped into the room. “Are you finding anything interesting?”
 
   Kate sighed and rubbed her eyes again. “I don’t know. Maybe.” She groaned and ran her fingers through her hair, leaving her messy bun up-do in tatters.
 
   Monaghan smiled. “You need to go home. Tomorrow is another day.”
 
   “Thanks, Scarlett,” Kate quipped, a wide grin erasing the frown from her face. “Thing is, I was supposed to have these printed and in Superintendent Hagen’s hands by five.”
 
   Monaghan shook her head. “Did Doug ring you about them?”
 
   “Nope.”
 
   “Then go home. I’m sure he already has.” 
 
   A knock on the door was quickly followed by a rich, plummy male voice saying, “Ready, Diana?” 
 
   Both women turned to look at the speaker, a tall, attractive man in his mid- forties. He smiled charmingly, smoothing a stray lock of dark blonde hair back into place as he leaned in the doorway.
 
   Monaghan returned the smile and motioned for the man to enter. 
 
   “I didn’t know you were here already. Have you met our Kate yet?”
 
   The man stepped into the room, his hazel eyes turning from Monaghan to Kate as he spoke. “No, no I haven’t, but I have heard a great deal.” He extended a hand in greeting. “Clive Reynolds.”
 
   Kate returned his firm handshake. “Kate Gardener.” She glanced at Monaghan, noting the older woman’s love-lit eyes as she looked at young Reynolds. My, my, my… Doctor M is a cougar! Kate stifled a smile as she continued. “Nice to meet you, Mr. Reynolds. Hope all you’ve been hearing is good?”
 
   “Oh, yes,” Reynolds replied. “A little fresh air is good for the Met, I think. Keeps them on their toes.”
 
   Kate looked at Reynolds closely. “You a detective?”
 
   “No, I’m a lawyer,” Reynolds responded.
 
   “Cool. You’ve got one of those wigs?”
 
   Reynolds smiled, nodding in the affirmative. “Two, actually.”
 
   “That’s like the hair and the spare, huh?”
 
   “Something like that,” Reynolds responded laughing. He looked down at the table full of photos, reaching out for one towards the middle of the group. “Are these from the Regent’s Park crime scene?”
 
   “Clive, we’re going to be late,” Monaghan said softly, placing a hand on his arm.
 
   Reynolds smiled at her. “Right. Sorry, love.” He turned to Kate and offered his hand again. “It was nice meeting you, Kate.”
 
   “Same here,” replied Kate.
 
   Reynolds and Monaghan turned and exited the lab, passing a coffee-carrying Jimi Khan on the way out.
 
   Jimi smiled at Kate, “Cream and stevia.” She handed Kate the coffee in her left hand. “I see you met the Crown Prosecutor.”
 
   “He – Who – What?” Kate asked.
 
   “Reynolds. He’s a Crown Prosecutor.”
 
   “Is that like a District Attorney?”
 
   Jimi hesitated for a moment, sipping her coffee before answering, “Sort of, yeah.”
 
   Kate looked up at the ceiling. “Oh, good.”
 
   Jimi chuckled. “No worries, Kate. Reynolds is a cool bloke.” She gestured to the prints strewn around the desk and table. “Make any progress.”
 
   Kate frowned at the prints, then took a long drink of her coffee before answering. “Lots of ink and dead trees, but otherwise….” She squinted again as she looked at the images in front of her. “There’s just something about these pictures. Something isn’t right, but I just can’t SEE it.” Kate groaned, then rubbed her eyes with her free hand. “I don’t know, maybe I’m just tired.” She began gathering up the prints, one by one, in order. 
 
   Jimi sipped her coffee as she watched. There was definitely a method to this American woman’s madness, but Jimi hadn’t the foggiest idea what it was. It was as if Kate could see things… in pictures, or video images, even just surveying a room… could see things that weren’t even there. 
 
   “Jimi?”
 
   The sound of her name wrenched Jimi from her thoughts with a start. “Yeah?”
 
   Kate slid the pile of prints into an envelope, sealing it with red tape and placing it in the desk drawer. “How far is the river from here?” She turned the key, locking the drawer, and grabbed her jacket off the back of the chair.
 
   Jimi shrugged. “Close. A few minutes walk at most. Why?” 
 
   “I need to smell the river,” Kate replied as she exited.
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   Victoria Embankment
 
   Pierce popped the last bite of fish into his mouth, wadded up the empty newspaper and tossed it into a nearby waste bin. He searched through the pockets of his leather jacket for his cigarettes and lighter, the urgency to satisfy his need for nicotine causing him to do so almost before the newspaper went into the bin. I really need to quit… Or maybe just cut back? Pierce smirked as he quickly lit and inhaled, enjoying the heady feeling for a moment before walking on along the Embankment.
 
   It was his favorite place to walk, here along the Embankment. The close proximity to the Met allowed Pierce to take advantage of the fresh air and picturesque views of the Thames frequently, or at least as frequently as work permitted. 
 
   Pierce pulled his jacket around him snugly. It had gotten cold this evening, the wind blowing from the North and carrying with it the chill of winter already. In September, no less. Pierce puffed on his cigarette, shoving the other hand deep into his pocket for warmth. Fuck you, Global Warming!
 
   Westminster Bridge loomed up ahead, its lights illuminating the walkway and sparkling off the water nearby.  That’s when Pierce saw her, up ahead of him, leaning on the railing and looking down at the river. 
 
   She wasn’t thin, her figure more that of a traditional pin-up than of the skinny celebrities that were constantly plastered on magazines. She was fit, though, as evidenced by her athletic ability at the Park the other morning. Pierce slowed, taking the opportunity to get a good look at her. Clad in a warm-yet-stylish puff vest topped with an extra long scarf wrapped twice around her neck, her dark hair was drawn up in a ponytail, the long length trailing down her back. Pierce’s gaze dropped to her shoes, and he stifled an appreciative laugh. She was wearing TARDIS high-tops. 
 
   “Nice evening, Sergeant Pierce.”
 
   Kate turned her head slowly away from the river, a smile breaking across her face as she looked at Pierce. 
 
   Pierce returned the smile as he closed the short distance between them, leaning on the railing beside her.  
 
   “Crisp evening, I’d say.”
 
   Kate chuckled. “Yeah, and early for it, too. I mean, it stays warmer here for longer than it does back home.”
 
   Pierce nodded. “Usually.”
 
   It was quiet for a moment. Pierce tossed the remnant of his cigarette into the river and fiddled in his pocket, longing for another one to ease his nervousness. He glanced at Kate. She was watching him out of the corner of her eye, watching as he fiddled nervously in his pocket. Jesus, she probably thinks I’m some sort of pervert. He quickly pulled his hands free and folded them, leaning on the railing again. 
 
   “It’s not the Hudson, but its close.”
 
   “Pardon?”
 
   Kate gestured to the water. “The river. Back in New York, I used to go down to the pier when I needed to clear my head and think something through.”
 
   “I can go if —”
 
   Kate quickly turned toward him, her hand moving up to lend force to her words. “No. No, it’s okay. Stay.” She lowered her hand just as quickly and turned back to the river.
 
   The two stood silently for a long while, their eyes never leaving the meditative ebb and flow of the current – except when one glanced surreptitiously at the other.
 
   ***
 
   Gigalum, Clapham
 
   Pierce stepped out onto the terrace and wove his way toward the front corner table where Kate sat. When she had proposed getting a drink, his mind had immediately thought of this place. Though many pubs around London still allowed smoking in their outdoor areas, Gigalum was the only one with heaters on their terrace. 
 
   Pierce tried not to stare at Kate too obviously as he carefully deposited the foam-topped chalice of Stella Artois he held in his right hand on the table in front of her. She was looking down at something in her hand, most likely her mobile, her fringe of grown-out bangs falling softly over her face. She can’t be very old, Pierce thought. Mid-twenties at the most.
 
   Kate looked up as Pierce sat down across from her. She lifted her chalice of beer and raised it in salute. “Cheers.”
 
   Pierce quickly lifted his beer, gently clinking her glass. “Cheers.”
 
   They each took a long, slow sip from the respective beverages. Kate closed her eyes slightly, relishing the smooth taste of the Belgian beer. She swallowed slowly, then opened her eyes and smiled at Pierce.
 
   “All right, Sergeant, let’s hear it… Why did you become a cop?”
 
   Pierce smiled around the rim of his glass and took another sip before answering. “To make a difference.”
 
   Kate shook her head. “Bullshit. Everybody says that. Be original.”
 
   Pierce chuckled lightly, then grew more serious. “When I was eighteen, I was in the army. In the Balkans.”
 
   Kate frowned. “When you were eighteen… That would make it…Oh.”
 
   Pierce nodded. “Yeah. Kosovo.” He took another drink of his beer, then continued. “Saw… a lot.” He shrugged. “Went to college. Took a gap year after I’d finished, went to Croatia to work as a translator. Came back to London in 2001, shortly after 9-11. Then Afghanistan, and Iraq…” Pierce trailed off, taking a large drink from his beer. “When I came back, I figured it was the Met… or something infinitely worse. Like a banking job.” He laughed at that and took another drink. Pierce’s eyes took on a distant look as he reached into his pocket and pulled out his cigarettes. “Some things just aren’t easy to get away from, to forget.” 
 
   “The memory of trees,” Kate offered quietly.
 
   Pierce frowned, obviously puzzled. “What?” He lit his cigarette, jerking his head to dodge the blinding bit of smoke that streamed off the end.
 
   “Dendrochronology. The study of tree growth rings. Hunger, thirst, pollution, disease – all written in the rings.” Kate took a sip from her glass before continuing, “My mom used to say how great it would be if you could see that with people, see the kind of person they really are.”
 
   “If you could do that, there wouldn’t be any use for people like us, would there?”
 
   Kate grinned. “This is true.” She looked longingly at the cigarette in his hand. “I thought you couldn’t smoke in London anymore.”
 
   “Only outdoors. And only at select places.” 
 
   Kate pointed to the cigarettes on the table between them. “Can I have one of those?”
 
   Pierce quickly slid the pack and lighter toward her in response. 
 
   “My turn now. What brought you to London?” Pierce asked.
 
   Kate slid out one of the cigarettes and lit, enjoying the first puff before she replied. “I was doing a photography workshop in New York and Neville Crane was the guest instructor. I’d met him once before that. Guess he liked my style, ‘cause he fast-tracked me over here.”
 
   “Were you a Forensic Photographer in New York?”
 
   Pierce watched the expression on her face darken, as if a cloud had passed over her pretty features.
 
   “Not intentionally.” Kate took another drink. “Mother says that sometimes we have gifts, talents. We don’t always know why. Then something happens… and you know. It’s the work you have to do.” She smiled tightly and raised her glass again before taking a long sip.
 
   “Does that work include breaking and entering?”
 
   Kate lowered her glass to reveal a mischievous smirk. “Sometimes.”
 
   Pierce lowered his voice, his tone serious. “Listen, Kate, you need to be careful.”
 
   Kate arched an eyebrow. “Meaning?”
 
   “What you did at Norton’s. . .”
 
   “Picking the lock?” Kate chuckled. “You think I would do something like that in front of a cop if I didn’t know how to do it clean?”
 
   “Just be careful.” Pierce took a deep drag of his cigarette, blowing out a puff of smoke as he spoke. “Others wouldn’t be as understanding as I am.”
 
   “This guy I knew, like ten years ago. Joshua Gold. His father was a locksmith and his uncle was a diamond merchant. Gemstones, too. Anyway, Josh used to try and impress me all the time, trying to make our relationship, if you will, more than it was.”
 
   “What was it?”
 
   Kate frowned. “Huh?”
 
   Pierce smiled. “What was your relationship?”
 
   Kate looked Pierce straight in the eye as she replied. “FWB… Friend with Benefits?” 
 
   Pierce smiled in response, sipped his beer.
 
   “Anyway, he used to pick the locks on the door to his uncle’s shop, and then take me into the back where they stored all the gemstones and diamonds. He’d pick the locks on the cases, pop open the safes like nothing. We never got caught. Trust me, Sergeant. I’m always careful.”
 
   “Rick.” Pierce stubbed out the remnant of his cigarette. “It’s Rick.”
 
   “All right. Rick.” Kate looked down at the burned-out cigarette in her hand, then pointed to the pack of cigarettes. “Can I have another one?” At Pierce’s nod, Kate slid one out, lighting it and taking a drag. “You know it’s not the same person.”
 
   “What makes you say that?”
 
   “The little things I see. And feel.” Kate stared at the table in front of her. “The first crime scene, the Flynn murder, there was a lot of movement to it. You could see footprints, at least two different male shoe prints, and they were everywhere, around the body, going to it, leading away from it. Based on that alone, I’d say one was panicking. He may have thought it would be cool to take advantage of Miss Helen, but he didn’t plan on her dying. The other one… brought the knife, so…”
 
   Pierce watched her intently, hesitating visibly before asking, “But Norton?”
 
   Kate took a deep breath. “Norton . . . one person, very calm, very precise. Even the cuts were neat. There’s definitely a lot of motivation behind it. I mean, you don’t cut off a guy’s equipment just for the hell of it. It’s a very... personal... target.”
 
   Pierce winced. “That goes without saying. That leaves us with drug deal gone wrong — “
 
    “No.”
 
   “Woman scorned — “
 
    “Would have bobbed him while he slept.”
 
   “Or …”
 
   “Revenge,” Kate blinked, looked over at Pierce. “This Flynn case is pretty cold, huh?”
 
   Pierce nodded. “Seven, eight years. Hagen thinks there may be a connection. So many similarities between them. Returning cast members, location …”
 
   “And modus operandi,” Kate finished. “I think your superintendent may be right.”
 
   ***
 
   Outside the pub, Pierce and Kate walked toward the road, where Pierce’s black VW Jetta was parked. They paused briefly beside the car, and a nervous silence descended.
 
   “I should take you home. I mean, we’ll go to your place... I’ll take you to your home, and I’ll —,” Pierce stopped, closing his eyes in frustrated embarrassment.
 
   “Wow.”
 
   “I’m usually better at, uh…” Pierce shifted nervously as his voice trailed off.
 
   “Speaking?” Kate inquired.
 
   Pierce sighed. “Yeah.”
 
   Pierce’s mobile broke into the awkward moment. Thank God, Pierce thought, not even attempting to hide the relief he felt as he reached for the device. 
 
   “Pierce. — Yes, sir. On my way.” Pierce hung up, a frown creasing his forehead. “We have to go.” He quickly unlocked his car and popped the lock on the passenger side. 
 
   “Troubles?” Kate asked, quickly getting in and buckling up.
 
   Pierce started the car and carefully pulled out into traffic before answering. 
 
   “They found Henry Bell.”
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   Shoreline near the Thames Barrier
 
   Hagen sighed deeply, adjusting his fedora and squinting as the SOCOs turned on yet another spotlight. It was justified, of course; evidence had to be collected and the twilight was rapidly fading into night. Placing the lights securely, was especially difficult in the silt and mud of the riverside, but they were proving to be quite adept at anchoring the large metal stands. 
 
   Hagen turned in time to see Pierce’s Jetta pull to a stop. He watched as his sergeant emerged, followed closely by Kate Gardener. Interesting, thought Hagen with a smile. Pierce was notoriously private and, to his knowledge, had only seen one woman, a reporter, during his time with the Met. The relationship had not ended well, and since then Pierce seemed satisfied to keep his private life, if he even had one, extremely private. It seems the pretty American may have stimulated a change there as well.
 
   “Sorry we’re late, sir,” Pierce offered as the two joined him.
 
   “No rush. He isn’t getting any deader,” Hagen observed, then turned to Kate. “Good evening, Miss Gardener.”
 
   “Crisp, isn’t it?” Kate looked around at the scene. “Crane isn’t here?”
 
   Hagen shook his head. “Not that I’m aware. Paul?” Owens appeared around the corner of the Police Incident Unit van. “Paul, is —”
 
   “Mr. Crane isn’t here, Miss Gardener. When the call for officers went to Lambeth, he said you would be on-scene.”
 
   Kate frowned. “Would have been nice if he’d let me know. Did he send —”
 
   “Equipment? Yes,” Owens replied. “It’s all in the van.”
 
   Kate nodded and walked toward the back of the PIU van. She found Monaghan standing at the back, her own crime scene kit sitting beside her in the back of the van. 
 
   Kate smiled. “Same M.O., huh?”
 
   Monaghan nodded in the affirmative. “From what we’ve gathered, and haven’t gathered.” She watched Kate pull out her camera bag and quickly load a fresh SD card into it. “First solo. Are you ready for this, Kate?”
 
   Kate lifted the camera up to her face, looking through the viewfinder and making adjustments to the aperture. She lowered the camera and nodded quickly. “I’m fine. Lead on.”
 
   Kate and Monaghan began the walk to the crime scene itself. A uniformed police constable held up the line of blue-and-white police tape that served as the perimeter of the crime scene area. The two women quickly ducked underneath and slowed as they approached the area where the body was located. Monaghan stopped, turning toward Kate and gesturing toward the body. 
 
   “You’re on.”
 
   Kate stepped forward toward the body, her hands shaking slightly as she uncovered the camera lens and readied the camera for shooting. It didn’t matter how often she did this, it was always the same. First the shakes came, not hard ones, just enough to get her adrenalin going. 
 
   This second victim was in much worse shape than the first. Henry Bell’s body was covered in bruises, cuts, and welts, and there were small burns on his forearms. The veins on his arms were blown, probably from regular intravenous drug use. The body was filthy, mud caking the sides and matting the hair into clumps. The genital area was savaged, vicious cuts tearing the entire area beyond recognition. A gaping wound remained where the victim’s penis and scrotum had been, as if they had been pulled from the body rather than cut off.
 
   Kate closed her eyes, swallowing hard. The adrenaline rush had settled into the pit of her stomach, tying it into knots and causing her salivary glands to start over-producing. She swallowed hard again, trying to resist the urge to vomit a little. 
 
   Showtime. Kate took a deep breath, raised the camera to her face and opened her eyes. 
 
   Everything changed when seen through a viewfinder. Distance, colors, light, all pushed back slightly. The glass served as a kind of shield, preventing the violence and damage, the blood and death, from coming through and touching you. 
 
   Kate breathed out slowly, then began taking pictures. She circled the body, taking picture after picture, at least five or six shots for every step she took. 
 
   After completing one circuit, Kate crouched down and began circling the body again, taking more pictures from the new angle. 
 
   Returning to the spot she started from, Kate took one more shot, and stopped. She hesitated, then slowly lowered the camera from in front of her face to look at the crime scene with her own eyes again. 
 
   Kate could feel her muscles cramping, her bad knee whining for her to stand up and relieve the pressure on it. She could feel the tension in her shoulders, the instinctive need to get away from this scene, from death. She enjoyed the feeling… It made her feel human amidst all this evil. 
 
   Monaghan watched the younger woman with concern. A first time at a crime scene could make or break anyone in forensics. Lab work was one thing, textbooks, films in class, but to actually be on scene, to see the blood and smell the death… Stronger people had been undone by it. 
 
   Monaghan reached out, placing a hand gently on Kate’s shoulder. She felt Kate’s body stiffen under her touch. 
 
   Kate cleared her throat, blinking back the tears that welled in her eyes. She swallowed hard, said, “I’m done,” and promptly stood. She turned and walked away from the crime scene toward the river.
 
   “We’re ready to move the body now,” Monaghan announced and the transport officers immediately began to pull equipment out of the van, readying the body bag and cart. 
 
   The three detectives watched as the body was lifted carefully into the body bag, zipped in. Then the bag was lifted on to the cart and strapped on securely. 
 
   “Wheeling that out may prove difficult,” Hagen said, turning toward Pierce as he finished.
 
   Pierce was not looking at the crime scene, however. His eyes were fixed on the river – and Kate. She was standing near a piling, rubbing her neck and moving it from side to side, as if trying to work the stiffness out. 
 
   Suddenly, she stopped, her eyes fixed on the ground beside her. Kate glanced up at the crime scene, then back to the ground. Then her gaze shifted away from the crime scene, and down the shoreline. She began to walk away.
 
   Hagen watched the agitation building in Pierce’s body, his movements becoming restless. It was obvious he wanted to go after her. 
 
   “Sir?” 
 
   Hagen turned to the speaker – not Pierce, but Owens was standing beside him. 
 
   “Would you like me to follow Miss Gardener, sir? Make sure she’s all right?” Owens asked.
 
   Hagen saw Pierce turn out of the corner of his eye, waiting as expectantly as Owens to hear what Hagen would say. Hagen smiled and nodded. “Thank you, Paul. Take a torch and be careful.” 
 
   Owens quickly jogged off after Kate, fiddling with the switch of the torchlight as he went.
 
   ***
 
   Kate walked along the Thames riverside, hopping on rocks and dry gravel patches in an effort to stay out of the mud. So far, so good, but she was not entirely sure her kicks were going to survive the night. Memo to self: Never wear the TARDIS high-tops to work. 
 
   Kate hopped to a large dry patch, big enough for both feet, and looked at the ground beyond.
 
   A wave-like pattern ran through the mud and sand. Smooth in parts, then a serious of bumps, as if something had been dragged along and hit a snag along the way. The direction of the silt mounds and mud grooves around the drag area indicated that whatever, or whoever, was being dragged, it was definitely going to the crime scene area. 
 
   Kate sighed. So, this guy wasn’t killed here either. 
 
   The sound of sloppy footsteps behind her was punctuated by a light Glaswegian-accented voice saying, “Find something, Miss Gardener?”
 
   Kate looked up and into the face of Detective Constable Owens. He was barely average in height, at least for a guy, but quiet attractive in that boy-next-door sort of way.  
 
   “Be careful where you’re stepping, Constable. It looks as if something was dragged here.”
 
   Owens looked back toward the light and noise that marked the crime scene. “Or someone.”
 
   “Yeah. You got another flashlight?”
 
   Owens raised the hand holding his torch. “Just the one.”
 
   “Guess its single-file, Indian-style then.” Kate looked for a dry spot and started forward again. Owens shook his torchlight, whacked it once hard with the other hand, and the light came on brightly. 
 
   The two walked single-file for several meters. 
 
   “Whoever it was dragged whatever it was a hell of a long way,” Owens observed, “And through the mud.”
 
   “It wouldn’t be that difficult. Not with the right kind of drop cloth or plastic sheeting, and a good grip. Not that I would know this from personal experience or anything.”
 
   The drag marks came to a stop in a vacant lot. Kate glanced around. The crime scene, and all its activity, was almost completely out of sight. The buildings surrounding the area were tall and old, many reminding Kate of the derelict power stations and factories across the Hudson in Jersey City. It was clear from the debris both large and small that this lot was being used as an informal dumping area. Most of the debris wasn’t much bigger than a computer monitor or medium-sized cardboard box, which made the van a bit of a standout, to say the least. 
 
   A lone, dark VW van sat maybe twenty-five meters away. Owens stepped around Kate to take the lead and the two cautiously approached the van.
 
   Owens raised his torch up, shining it through the van’s windshield. The front seat was cluttered, full of the usual well-loved-vehicle litter and more. Empty food containers, torn-open envelopes, a few receipts, and soiled clothes. 
 
   Owens shone his torchlight toward the rear of the vehicle. A sheet of plastic separated the front seat from the back area, its transparency diminished by excessive scratches, a yellowish film, and brownish spatters and streaks.
 
   Owens handed his torch to Kate. “Hold this for me, please.” Kate took the torch, while Owens quickly gloved up his hands. He started to reach for the handle of the sliding rear door, but Kate put a hand on his arm, stopping him.
 
   “Wait a minute, whoa, where’s your gun?”
 
   “We don’t carry firearms,” Owens replied matter-of-factly.
 
   Kate was incredulous. “What do you mean you don’t carry firearms?”
 
   “We can only carry them under special circumstances.”
 
   Kate gestured to the van. “I think opening an abandoned van of unknown origin and contents qualifies as special circumstances, don’t you?”
 
   Owens glanced at the van, then back to Kate, completely oblivious.
 
   Kate closed her eyes in exasperation. “Oh my God, I’m in an episode of Scooby-Doo.” She growled in frustration, and then opened her eyes again. “Screw it, go ahead.”
 
   Owens started to reach for the door again, then stopped. He glanced around him, quickly spotting a large piece of metal on the ground nearby. Owen stepped over and picked up the piece of metal, revealed upon closer inspection to be a section of lead pipe. He stepped back to the van, struggling to ignore the smirk on Kate’s face.
 
   Owens held his breath. “Ready?”
 
   Kate nodded and raised the torch up, illuminating the door area.
 
   Owens reached out, pulling the handle slowly until he felt the locking mechanism release. Then, he quickly slid the door open, allowing it to slide back on its own as he joined Kate in jumping back away from it. 
 
   The two shared a look of relief before stepping forward in unison. Kate raised the torch up, shining it into the back of the van so that they could both look in.
 
   The van interior was draped in the same type of plastic that separated the front seat from the rear. Here, however, it was impossible to see through the plastic because it was covered in blood. The walls, the ceiling, all were spattered with brownish bloodstains, old ones. Small pools and large smeared areas of fresh blood covered the floor of the van, as well as smears going up onto the walls. 
 
   “I’m going to go out on a limb and say that this is the primary crime scene. What do you think?” Kate waited for a reply that did not come. She turned to look at the young man beside her. “Hey, you okay?”
 
   Owens swallowed hard. “Jinkies.”
 
   Kate smiled. “Yeah, me, too. Better call the cavalry, tell them we need, like, mucho forensics down here.” She watched as Owens began punching numbers into his mobile, then turned back to look at the van again. 
 
   Kate took a deep breath and blew it out slow. “Jinkies,” she murmured.
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   8 September 2011
 
   DNA Lab, FSS Lambeth
 
   Jimi entered the busy lab, and passed a handful of paperwork to a waiting Owens. 
 
   “Blood work and toxicology reports as requested,” Jimi began. She removed her glasses and used the bow to point to the paper Owens was looking at. “Pancuronium present in Mr. Bell and you will be pleased to know that all missing genitals have been accounted for.”
 
   Owens skimmed the paperwork. “The plate on the van is listed to the victim. The prints on the steering wheel were smudged, but the Fingerprint Bureau managed to lift some partials. They’re running them through the database now.” His mobile rang, and Owens stepped away to answer it.
 
   Kate was leaning against the doorframe, her arms folded across her chest, her eyes closed. Jimi walked over slowly, clearing her throat. 
 
   “Yes, Jimi?” Kate inquired quietly.
 
   “Know that Helen Flynn everyone’s talking about?” Jimi replied in a low voice. 
 
   “Mm-hmm.”
 
   Jimi held up a small clear plastic bag. “I found this in the glove compartment while I was collecting samples.” 
 
   Kate opened her eyes and found herself face-to-face with a photograph of a young girl. 
 
   Helen Flynn was tall for her age, being barely fourteen when she was killed. Her hair was long and straight, falling almost to her hips, and the fringe around her face was soft and feathery. Her skin was smooth and possessed that light golden tan that came at a high price in tanning salons. Her eyes were large and blue, carefully made up with miles of dark lashes and subtle eye shadow. In addition to her mature height, she possessed a very mature body. Maybe her mother was of Mediterranean descent, thought Kate, and seconds later she found herself thinking of Shakespeare and the equally sensual Juliet. People usually missed that aspect of the play. So often, it was cast with a waif-like young girl, fragile and with no figure, when in reality, Juliet would have been more voluptuous. That was why Kate only watched Zefferelli’s version; he was the only one that got it right.
 
   Kate took the picture, looked at it a moment. “’It is the east, and Juliet is the sun.’ She looks like Sharon Tate.” Kate observed. “Ironic, huh?”
 
   “What’s ironic?” Kate whirled around, almost crashing into Neville Crane. 
 
   Kate was startled, not simply by his sudden appearance behind her, but by his appearance itself. He was a slender man, but he almost looked gaunt now, the hollows under his cheekbones joined by equally shadowy regions under his eyes. He looked drained of energy and smiled weakly as she looked at him.
 
   Kate handed the photo to him as she replied, “Helen Flynn. Quite the beauty. She looks so different without the cuts and bruises.”
 
   “Anyone would,” Crane replied tightly. He looked as if he was about to faint.
 
   “Hey, Crane, you all right? You’re not looking so good,” Jimi commented.
 
   “No, I... I think I’ll go home,” he answered curtly. Crane shoved the photo back at the two women and quickly left the room. Jimi quickly grabbed it before it dropped to the floor.
 
   Jimi frowned. “He’s been odd lately, you notice?”
 
   Kate shrugged. “Maybe he hit his head when he fell.”
 
   “Fell? When?”
 
   “Roller-blading near the River. He said that’s how he hurt his wrist.”
 
   “He told me he injured it lifting equipment into the van on the way to the Regent’s Park crime scene,” Jimi replied, looking confused.
 
   “Why lie about it?” Kate frowned.
 
   “Maybe he’s hoping to pull Statutory Sick Pay or something,” Jimi suggested.
 
   Owens hung up his mobile, and re-joined the women by the doorway. “I just spoke to Sergeant Pierce. Fingerprint Bureau came back with a match on the van prints.”
 
   “Wow! That was fast. Anyone we know?” Kate asked.
 
   Owens nodded. “John Dempsey.”
 
   “Bloody hell,” Jimi replied, whistling.
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   42 Whitfield Street, Marylebone
 
   Hagen and Pierce watched the front door of Dempsey’s flat block from the comfort of Hagen’s BMW.
 
   Hagen raised his insulated beverage mug to his lips and carefully sipped the hot spiced chai within it. Its warmth was a welcome relief for his chilled bones. He and Pierce had been sitting in the vehicle for what felt like hours. Hagen glanced at his watch and sighed. “Mister Dempsey is running late.”
 
   “He’s going to be a lot later than he thinks,” Pierce replied. Hagen watched the younger man fiddle with his cigarette lighter. Pierce was something of a chain smoker, so this length of time without a cigarette must be killing him. Dempsey had better hurry up, thought Hagen, his gaze returning to the door.
 
   Hagen had initially been apprehensive when Pierce had been assigned to his squad. While the detective sergeant had a brilliant record as a police constable, and could boast of his military past if he desired, many at the Met felt that his youth, his Irish background, even his good looks, all boded ill for his future there. Five minutes after Pierce sat down in his office, Hagen knew he was the right man for the job. 
 
   He glanced at Pierce again, a smile twitching at the corner of his lips as he asked, “Did Paul tell you what Miss Gardener said about the fact that we do not carry guns?”
 
   Pierce’s fingers stilled, bringing the twirling lighter to a complete stop. “Probably the same thing I would say. Sir.” Hagen knew his sergeant’s opinion on the no-carry policy of the Met, and while he was loathed to buck age-old tradition, Hagen was inclined to agree. Especially on range days when he saw Pierce in action. Pierce was always vague about what he did when he was in service, but one thing was certain: that young man can handle a firearm like no other.
 
   “What did she say, sir?” 
 
   Hagen sighed. “Something about Scooby-Doo.”
 
   Pierce chuckled, shifting slightly in the passenger seat. “Sounds like her.”
 
   “She seems to be fitting in nicely.” Hagen watched Pierce’s expression, noting the small smile that clung to the corners of his mouth. “You know, making friends and — “
 
   “Sir.” Pierce’s smile was gone, his gaze fixed on Dempsey flat block.
 
   The door was opening. Hagen could feel the energy in the car shift into high gear as both he and Pierce watched Dempsey step out onto the door stoop.
 
   Hagen returned his mug to the cup-holder and nodded to Pierce. The two got out of the car and began walking toward Dempsey. They watched as Dempsey hurried down the stairs, taking a quick turn to his right before starting down the street. 
 
   Hagen and Pierce picked up their pace as they crossed the street and fell into step about thirty meters behind Dempsey.
 
   Dempsey noticed the movement behind and sped up.  
 
   Hagen walked along quickly, his breaths deep. He was in good shape… Nothing like his Royal Air Force days, to be sure, but the combination of krav maga and capoeira, courtesy of his beloved wife, was keeping him fit enough. Hagen could feel beads of sweat starting to form on his temples. They were approaching the intersection and Dempsey showed no signs of slowing. To bloody hell with this…  
 
   “Mr. Dempsey? We’d like a word?” Hagen called out.
 
   Dempsey immediately broke into a run. Pierce and Hagen took off after him, but Pierce quickly outpaced Hagen and began to gain on the fleeing footballer.
 
   Dempsey reached the intersection and, after glancing back to see the approaching Pierce, made a wide turn that sent him running out into the street itself.
 
   Horns honked and tires screeched as on-coming traffic swerved to avoid Dempsey and then Pierce as the two weaved through vehicles.
 
   Dempsey reached the opposite side of the street and tripped on the curb, stumbling forward onto the sidewalk, his right knee slamming into the pavement. He scrambled to regain his footing, but the fall had been just enough time for Pierce to catch up.
 
   Pierce grabbed Dempsey by the back of his shirt and their combined momentum propelled them down to the ground in a heap. Dempsey struggled to get up, but Pierce used his own weight to keep him down.
 
   “Stay down,” Pierce gasped as he waited for Hagen to arrive.
 
   Hagen jogged across the street moments later, taking in the scene quickly before focusing on Pierce. 
 
   “All right, Rick?” 
 
   “Yes, sir,” Pierce replied as he wrestled Dempsey around, pulling him up as Pierce regained his own footing. 
 
   “Good.” Hagen glanced around at the small crowd of pedestrians and drivers that had begun to gather. Some of them were pointing at Dempsey, obviously recognizing him. 
 
   Hagen turned back to Dempsey. “John Dempsey, I am arresting you on suspicion of murder. You do not have to say anything, but it may harm your defense if you do not mention when questioned something which you later rely on in court. Anything you do say may be given in evidence. You are also entitled to free legal advice now or at any time.” 
 
   ***
 
   Interview Room One, New Scotland Yard
 
   Dempsey slumped at the table, the scuffs and bruises from his arrest already visible on his exposed skin. He rubbed his right knee, wincing when the movement rekindled the pain.
 
   Hagen sighed and sat down across from the younger man. “John, do you know why you’re here?”
 
   Dempsey picked at his thumbnail, refusing to look up at Hagen. “I didn’t kill anyone,” he responded adamantly.
 
   “Talk to us, John. Everything you say is recorded.” Hagen gestured toward the recording equipment, waiting for Dempsey to glance up at it before continuing. “Just tell us the truth.”
 
   Dempsey hesitated, looking at the tape recorder. The sound of the tape rolling echoed in the silence that filled the room. To Hagen, it seemed to crescendo into a deafening CLICK, CLICK, CLICK! Dempsey swallowed hard and let out a small, gasping breath before burying his face in his hands. 
 
   “I didn’t know Norton was going to... Helen was a sweet girl, good to everybody, she could never deserve what happened to her.”
 
   “Helen Flynn?” Pierce frowned, shifting his weight slightly as he leaned against the wall near the door. Hagen glanced over at his sergeant, shook his head slightly. This was going to be a delicate maneuver, getting the truth out of young Dempsey.  
 
   Hagen leaned in toward Dempsey, lowering his voice to a soothing tone. It was his best technique, this tone of voice, this manner, and thankfully the Commissioner had listened to him when he insisted on the high-tech microphones in the interview rooms. Interrogations could be so varied, but the sincere touch was effective in most cases, and you simple cannot deliver his kind of sincerity at high volume. 
 
   “Did you have a relationship with her?” Hagen inquired, pouring a glass of water and sliding it carefully across the table to Dempsey.
 
   “No.” Dempsey took a long sip of the water, swallowing carefully. Another sip, and then he continued. “Not that I would have said no, but Helen was involved with someone else at the time.”
 
   “Daniel Norton.” Hagen stated.
 
   Dempsey shook his head. “That had been finished for a while by then. Helen dumped him shortly after…” Dempsey rubbed his neck and shifted uncomfortably. 
 
   “After what?” Hagen prompted.
 
   “Dan… got bored easily. Can’t imagine why he would ever get bored with Helen, but he said things weren’t… exciting any more. That’s when he mentioned the drugs. Using drugs to restrain a person, while you…” Dempsey coughed and took another sip of the water. “I thought it was just talk. He’d been hanging out with Henry Bell a lot then, and Harry was in to all kinds of shit.” 
 
   “Were you there when Helen died?” Hagen asked.
 
   Dempsey shook his head rapidly. “No, not a chance. I just heard afterward… and I knew what must have happened.” He swallowed hard, the recollection of the event clearly sickening him. “Sick bastards.”
 
   Pierce cleared his throat. “Why didn’t you go to the police?”
 
   Dempsey shook his head. “I was afraid. You know, to get involved. I had a future playing ball. I didn’t want to be connected to something like that, even if it was me turning them in. It was easier to just… keep out of it.”
 
   Hagen nodded, the purse of his lips the only outward manifestation of his indignation and contempt for the young man in front of him. Coward, he thought, as he looked at the wilting footballer across from him. Selfish coward.
 
   Hagen took a deep breath. “You said earlier that Helen was involved with someone other than Daniel Norton. Who?”
 
   “I don’t know. I never saw him or anything. I think he was older, a lot older than Helen was. Too old, I think.” 
 
   “No name, then?” Hagen pushed.
 
   Dempsey shook his head. “I’m sorry, no.” He paused reaching for his water again. Then froze. “Hang on. I remember once, when we were still at school. Someone sent Helen roses. A dozen roses for her birthday. It was just a few months before she was killed.”
 
   Pierce moved away from the wall, stopping right beside Dempsey as he asked, “And the note? Was there a name?”
 
   Dempsey nodded. “There was, but I don’t think it was his real name.”
 
   Hagen frowned. “What makes you say that?”
 
   “Well, the note was addressed to ‘Mary’, and signed ‘Percy’. I asked Helen why she was getting flowers addressed to ‘Mary’, was that her real name or something? And she told me that they shared a love for Gothic poetry, Shelley in particular, so it was sort of their pet names for each other.” Dempsey drained the cup of water in his hand. “You know, it’s funny I thought of that, because I remember Daniel saying to me that he’d been to the cemetery, to visit her grave… sick sod that he was… And he said that there were roses on her grave. And a note signed ‘with all of my love, now and forever, Percy’.”
 
   Hagen sat back in his chair, a thoughtful frown creasing his brow. Another man? A secret romance? Recalling the contents of the file on the Helen Flynn murder, there was no indication of either. They had interviewed the father, before the press and the legal circus had made any real progress impossible. He had never mentioned it. 
 
   Hagen stood, glancing at his watch as he spoke. “This is Detective Superintendent Douglas Hagen, suspending this interview with John Dempsey at 11:54 AM.” He pressed the button, shutting off the recorder and quickly removed the tape, sliding it into an envelope and sealing it. 
 
   “What shall I do with him?” Pierce asked, gesturing to Dempsey.
 
   Hagen looked at the footballer for a moment before responding. “We hold him, until we can’t anymore.” He lowered his voice before continuing. “Get him safely to his cell, and then get a hold of Reynolds. Let him know what we know.” 
 
   Hagen exited the interview room and nearly ran into Owens. “Ah, Paul, excellent. I need you to work your magic. I want the names of every professor, teacher, house monitor, visiting resident, anyone that was connected with the school that Helen Flynn attended.”
 
   Owens nodded. “The Carroll School.”
 
   “Yes.” Hagen walked down the hall, with Owens in-step beside him. “Helen Flynn had an older boyfriend, so focus on anyone who would have been between twenty-five and thirty-five at the time.”
 
   “But she was only fifteen!”
 
   Hagen smiled at Owens’ incredulous expression. “Yes, that is correct. Off you go!” 
 
   The two stepped into the Murder Squad room and Owens made a beeline for his desk, donning his glasses and focusing on the computer.
 
   Hagen continued on to his own office, shutting the door and pausing for a moment. He moved over to his bookshelves, a small pair of three-shelf units, and searched through the titles. He pulled out a moderately thick book and flipped open to the contents page. His finger slid down the page, stopping finally as he reached his destination.
 
   Hagen quickly flipped through the pages, and smiled as he opened it to the desired entry. He sat down in his chair and leaned back comfortably.
 
   “Percy Bysshe Shelley,” he read aloud. “Well, sir, what do you have to tell me?”
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   9 September 2011
 
   CPS London/ Complex Casework Unit
 
   One Drummond Gate, Pimlico
 
   Clive Reynolds breezed into the reception area, pausing briefly by the large mirror on the wall to check his appearance. Good Lord… He quickly straightened his shirt collar and ran a hand through his hair, smoothing most of the stray pieces and shaping it back into some semblance of neatness. Reynolds chuckled to himself. He loved Diana dearly, but that motorcycle… The risk of offending her was too high, or he would have insisted on taking the Tube to work.
 
   “Good morning, Mister Reynolds. Difficulties on the drive in?” 
 
   Reynolds smiled warmly and turned to the thin, graying woman sitting behind the reception desk. “The only difficulty is the drive in, actually. I’d just as soon walk.”
 
   “From the Docklands?” 
 
   Reynolds feigned an injured look. “Ms. Warren, are you implying that I am not fit enough to manage a walk in from the Docklands?”
 
   Gladys Warren shook her head, her eyes widening behind the wire-rimmed glasses perched on her nose. “Not at all, sir. I do think getting up two hours early might put a stop to it, though.”
 
   Reynolds grinned. “Too right. Messages?”
 
   Ms. Warren’s smile faded quickly. “I’m afraid there are dozens.” She quickly gathered a pile of colored sticky-notes, then grabbed several more that were stuck to the desk in front of her. 
 
   Reynolds looked at the pile with an amused expression. “You color-coded them?”
 
   Ms. Warren sighed. “Call it reception triage. The blue ones are from the press, the pink ones are from Mister Matthews’s office, and the green ones are all in regards to John Dempsey’s arrest.”
 
   “John Dempsey?” Reynolds accepted the pile of papers and flipped through them casually. “He’s a footballer, isn’t he?” 
 
   Since he expected Ms. Warren to reply, Reynolds was startled by the deep voice that replied.
 
   “West Ham. He’s good, too.” Barrister Jerome Wilkinson leaned on the reception counter and looked pointedly at the pile of papers in Reynolds’ hand. “Rough morning, eh?”
 
   Reynolds sighed, “And it’s barely even begun. Yours must have started at dawn.”
 
   Wilkinson rubbed a hand over the light black stubble that covered his dark chin. “Preliminary hearings for the Eddowes case. Good news and bad news. Eddowes’s statements in police custody are in, but the eye-witness statements are out.” Wilkinson’s jaw tightened slightly as he continued. “And the knife may be out.”
 
   Reynolds’ shoulders dropped visibly. “What? Why?”
 
   “Pierce didn’t show.”
 
   “Well, I’m sure it was an oversight. He is working this Regent’s Park case.” Reynolds turned to Ms. Warren. “Ring Mister Lindsay for me. We will get Sergeant Pierce’s hearing rescheduled. Then ring Superintendent Hagen for me.” He turned back to Wilkinson. “All right?”
 
   Wilkinson shrugged and smiled. “You’re the boss.”
 
   Reynolds nodded. “Yes, I am.” He looked down at the pile of messages again. “Unfortunately.” He turned and headed for the lift.
 
   Wilkinson turned back to the pert Ms. Warren. “So, Ms. Warren… There have been a lot of calls about Dempsey?”
 
   Ms. Warren smiled tightly. “At least twenty.”
 
   Wilkinson chuckled. “Those vultures waste no time.”
 
   Ms. Warren shook her head quickly. “Oh, no, not the press. The calls were from football fans, all proclaiming Dempsey’s innocence and denouncing this quote… unwarranted and malicious persecution...unquote.”
 
   Wilkinson winked at Ms. Warren. “Good job, isn’t it? I’ll be in my office.”
 
   “Oh, Mister Wilkinson? There’s a woman here to see you,” Ms. Warren offered.
 
   “A woman?” Wilkinson responded, puzzled.
 
   “She’s in the Blue Room.”
 
   ***
 
   “The Blue Room” (Conference Room One)
 
   True to its informal moniker, Conference Room One was indeed decorated in shades of blue, from the dark blue-grey of the carpeting to the smoky blue upholstery of the chairs around the conference table to the periwinkle shade of the draperies on the windows. 
 
   Wilkinson entered the room and immediately felt a sense of calm wash over him. Or it could have been a chill, because the room was freezing. Wilkinson turned quickly and adjusted the thermostat by several degrees. The air-conditioning unit shut-off immediately, filling the room with an eerie silence. 
 
   “Nice place you have here.”
 
   Wilkinson turned toward the voice – and the young woman sitting on the far end of the conference table, her legs crossed at the ankle and swinging back and forth like a clock pendulum. He quickly assessed the young woman: “skinny” jeans, knee-high suede boots, puffy vest covering a long sleeve shirt. She wore too much eye makeup for his taste, but overall her appearance was neat, casual, attractive. And very young.
 
   Wilkinson frowned. “Miss —”
 
   “Gardener.” Kate stopped swinging and hopped off the table, her hand outstretched between them. “Kate Gardener.”
 
   Wilkinson accepted her outstretched hand cautiously. “How can I help you, Miss Gardener?”
 
   “I have a couple of questions about the Helen Flynn case.”
 
   “You should contact the press office, they can connect you —”
 
   “Oh, no,” Kate interrupted, holding up her hand. “I’m not press. I’m with the FSS. Forensic Photography.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out her badge. “I’m working the Norton case. Regent’s Park?”
 
   Wilkinson glanced at his watch. “I have a meeting in ten minutes.”
 
   “You seem to be in good physical shape, it won’t take you that long to get there,” Kate responded.
 
   Wilkinson hesitated, then crossed to the table. He pulled out the nearest chair and sat down. “I can give you two minutes.”
 
   Kate grinned. “That’s enough for me.” She quickly pulled out a chair and climbed in, pulling her knees up as she sat. “The Flynn inquest.”
 
   “I didn’t formally work the case, I was a clerk at the time.” Wilkinson noted the simultaneously dissatisfied and expectant look on Kate’s face. He sighed, and continued. “I do recall the inquest was a zoo. The police looked at the father from the very beginning. Based on leaks and conjecture, the press crucified him. Doctor Thomas Flynn. The man lost his medical practice, his home, all on top of losing his only child.”
 
   “You didn’t think he did it.”
 
   Wilkinson quickly shook his head. “I didn’t think he was a viable suspect, and the labs confirmed my conclusion. According to Doctor Flynn’s statement, and corroborating statements and evidence, Helen split from Daniel Norton some time before her death. The relationship did not end on good terms.”
 
   “She was being harassed?” Kate asked.
 
   “Not by Norton, but by a friend of his. Henry Bell. In fact, Doctor Flynn had a confrontation with Bell right after the inquest ended. Flynn was convinced Bell had something to do with her death. Personally, I thought he was right.” Wilkinson glanced at his watch. “I have to go.” He stood and reached the door in a couple of strides.
 
   “Mister Wilkinson? Thank you.”
 
   Wilkinson paused, nodding curtly before exiting the conference room.
 
   Kate grabbed a hold of the table, swinging the chair back and forth a couple of times, then pushing hard. The chair spun around in a circle several times before coming to a slow stop. Kate chuckled as she took out her mobile. She dialed carefully, humming a little disconnected tune as the phone rang on the other end. Then the ringing stopped.
 
   “Murder Squad, please?” Kate tapped impatiently on the table, a steady melodic drumming, as she waited for a response on the other end. She hoped it would be –
 
   “Murder Squad.” The “R’s” were tinged with that growly sound so familiar to anyone that has heard a Scottish burr. 
 
   Kate smiled to herself and pushed the chair into a spin again.
 
   “Detective Constable Owens. You’re just the man I need to talk to.”
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   Residence of Dr. Thomas Flynn, Lewisham
 
   “We shouldn’t be here.” 
 
   Owens was tapping his fingers, the right hand on the steering wheel, and the left hand on the gearshift in the center console. He shifted nervously in his seat, and the drumming grew louder, and more rapid, his fingertips pounding out a regular rhythm.
 
   Kate threw a sidelong glance at the driver’s seat. “Owens, do you play the bongos or something?”
 
   Owens fingers slowed slightly, and he frowned. “No, why?”
 
   Kate didn’t reply, but she looked down pointedly at Owens’ fingers on the gearshift, then up to his fingers on the steering wheel.
 
   Owens followed her gaze, and quickly stopped. 
 
   The silence that descended in the vehicle was deafening, and Kate wondered if she should have just requested “Baba-Lu” instead of making him stop.
 
   “We shouldn’t be here.”
 
   Kate sighed again. “Then I’ll get out, and you can go. I can find my way home.”
 
   Owens fidgeted with the edge of his yellow-and-black checked police constable’s vest. “You do know what today is right?”
 
   Kate focused her gaze on the block of row houses across the street. “Yes, I do.”
 
   “Then you understand why he won’t want anything to do with the police, today of all days?”
 
   “Yes, I do.” Kate quickly opened the passenger door and hopped out of the vehicle. She leaned in the window and smiled at Owens. “Maybe you should stay here, Constable.” Kate walked around the front of the vehicle and started to cross the street.
 
   “Fuck,” Owens muttered. He gripped the steering wheel tightly, watching as the young American woman crossed the street and headed for a brown row house with blue shutters. 
 
   Owens shook the steering wheel in frustration, then jumped out of the car. He quickly grabbed his hat from the back seat and jogged after Kate, reaching her just as she reached the brown home’s front gate.
 
   Kate reached for the front gate, then stopped. The home’s front door was opening.
 
   Moments later, the slightly stooped form of a grey-haired man stepped out and descended the few stairs leading to the walk. His movements were slow, measured, as if he was saving his energy for some reason. His worn brown sweater hung loosely on his bony shoulders and his pants had a noticeable patched area on the knee. 
 
   Kate glanced at the property, the outside of the house, and noted the same slightly worn and weathered look. Doctor Thomas Flynn was living rough, to say the least.
 
   Halfway down the walk, presumably on his way to the mailbox, Doctor Flynn looked up. His eyes were kind, a distance in them as if his mind was mostly elsewhere. Until he looked at Owens, and at Owens’ police-wear. 
 
   “Today! You come here today!” The weariness had drained from his face as the anger flowed in. “Leave me alone! Let my daughter rest in peace!” He turned, moving much more quickly up the stairs than he had come down only moments before. 
 
   Owens winced as the door slammed. 
 
   “I told —”
 
   Kate quickly held up a hand, silencing him. 
 
   “Don’t. Say. It.” Kate stared at the front door of the house. She suddenly pushed open the front gate and closed the distance between the gate and front door in seconds, taking the front steps two at a time.
 
   Kate stopped at the front door, her hand hovering over the door in preparation for knocking. She swallowed hard, then knocked firmly, confidently, on the door.
 
   “Doctor Flynn? My name is Kate Gardener. I’m a photographer with Forensic Services. I’d like to talk to you about your daughter, about what happened to her.” Silence followed, not surprisingly. Kate swallowed hard again before she continued. 
 
   “I understand what you’re going through. I know people say that so often, hoping to give comfort, or understanding, or… Something.” Kate glanced back at Owens, suddenly feeling self-conscious. She wasn’t sure just how much of this he could hear, or would hear. But… 
 
   “Today is a bad day for you. A day you would rather forget, a day you wish had never happened. I had a day like that once. People I loved died. Some of them are still dying in a lot of ways. I know what it’s like to feel… so helpless. To wish you’d said or done something... more.” 
 
   Kate paused for a moment, listening for any sign of movement or response from inside the home. There was only silence.
 
   “All right,” Kate murmured and began to step away from the door. Then she stopped, turning back quickly and raising her voice.
 
   “Not everyone gets a chance to make things right. I believe… I know… That you have an opportunity to do just that.” She paused, searching for the words to say, the words that would work a miracle and open that door. 
 
   Kate heard herself speaking, heard the words coming out of her mouth and was startled that she even remembered them. 
 
   “It’s your responsibility to do what’s right, to prove your love by doing her a justice.”
 
   There was a long pause, and Kate began to think that Owens had been right and that this trip had been a complete waste of time.
 
   The front door opened just a crack, and Doctor Flynn peeked out. 
 
   ***
 
   Kate glanced around the living room of the Flynn residence – the simple warm décor, the variety of medical books, a selection of poetry including Byron, Keats, and Shelley.
 
   Kate slid one of the Shelley volumes from the shelf and carefully leafed through it.
 
   “I never really cared for Shelley. Percy, that is. Mary was my girl,” Kate murmured as she closed the volume and returned it to the shelf. “Your daughter was a bit of a fan, Doctor Flynn?”
 
   “Yes. My daughter’s a romantic at heart.” Flynn visibly winced as he misspoke. “She… was…was a romantic.” 
 
   Kate noted the pale cast to the older man’s face, the slight sway in his stance. Owens had noticed as well, and before Kate could say, “Constable”, Owens had crossed the space between himself and Doctor Flynn and was easing the stricken man into a comfortable chair.
 
   Kate quickly joined them, crouching down by the side of the chair and laying a gentle hand on Doctor Flynn’s forearm. 
 
   “Doctor, can I get you something? Water? A drink? Chocolate? Chocolate always makes me feel better.”
 
   The older man smiled wanly and shook his head. 
 
   “No, Miss Gardener, I’ll be all right. Thank you.” Doctor Flynn paused, glancing at Owens. “Both of you.” He leaned back in the chair quietly and sat still for several seconds.
 
   Kate threw a questioning glance at Owens, and the young constable shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. 
 
   “I’m quite all right. Truly.” Doctor Flynn opened his eyes again and smiled at the pair in front of him. “What would you like to know?”
 
   Kate pulled over a small footstool and sat down beside the doctor. 
 
   “Your daughter had a relationship with Daniel Norton?” Kate asked.
 
   Doctor Flynn nodded slowly as he answered. “Yes. They dated for about nine months. Helen was… over the moon for him at first. Then it seemed to cool, and by that summer…” Doctor Flynn trailed off, a frown creasing his forehead.
 
   “It was over,” Kate finished.
 
   Doctor Flynn nodded. “Yes. Helen would not accept his phone calls, would not see him when he came to the door. She started to go out by herself, going for walks that lasted for, oh, hours sometimes.”
 
   “There was someone new,” stated Owens.
 
   Doctor Flynn nodded. “She never would say, but yes, I believe there was someone new in her life. She was very happy that summer, and when the leaves began to change, to fall…” Doctor Flynn swallowed hard, trying to clear the tension that had built up in his throat. “She loved this time of year. Even as a child, she looked forward to autumn.”
 
   Doctor Flynn leaned forward, reaching down to the lower shelf of the end table beside him. He sat back, a photo album in his hands. He leafed through it, stopping about halfway through and turned the album so that Kate and Owens could see the photograph of his daughter, Helen. 
 
   Kate and Owens shared a subtle look. It was the same photo that had been pulled from the glove box of Henry Bell’s van.
 
   “Your daughter was a lovely girl,” Kate said sincerely. She paused for a moment before continuing. “Can you tell me about… that day?”
 
   Doctor Flynn shifted uncomfortably, his eyes tearing as he spoke.
 
   “Helen… enjoyed walking in the park, Regent’s Park. She left early that Sunday, shortly after breakfast.” He frowned as he continued. “I remember… there was a phone call, perhaps an hour after Helen left. It was a man, and he asked if Helen was there. I told him she was not, that she had gone out for a walk. I was about to ask if he wanted to leave her a message when he hung up.”
 
   “You didn’t recognize the voice?” Owens asked.
 
   “No, I’m sorry.” Flynn responded. “I wish I did. I can’t help from thinking, all these years later, that the person calling me may have known something, may have even been the one who murdered my girl.”
 
   Kate looked down at the photo in the album, and frowned.
 
   “Sir, do you know who took this picture?”
 
   Doctor Flynn shook his head. “I don’t know. Helen gave it to me, but she never told me who took it.” He touched the photo, his fingers skimming the cheek and jawline of his daughter’s face. Then he abruptly closed the album and said, “Do the police think the man who killed Daniel and Henry Bell also killed my daughter?”
 
   Kate glanced at Owens before answering. “I can’t speak for the police, Doctor Flynn, I don’t know what they think or know.”
 
   Flynn nodded, then asked Kate, “What do you think, Miss Gardener?”
 
   Kate hesitated before answering him. “I think the person who killed Daniel Norton and Henry Bell loved your daughter very much. I think this person believes that this is a certain justice that he is meting out for her.” She nodded subtly. “Yes, definitely a he. And I have a bad feeling…” Kate shared a look with Owens, “that he isn’t finished yet.”
 
   *** 
 
    
 
    
 
   Kate’s Flat, Dulwich (Southwark)
 
   Not finished yet. 
 
   Kate could feel her head swaying in time to the rhythmic stirring of her spoon as it circled the inside of her coffee cup. She glanced down and watched the strands of cream blend into the dark coffee, turning into the ideal shade of medium beige. She shook the spoon ever so gently directly above the cup and set it down on the counter. 
 
   Then, the sip. Coffee was an experience for everyone in Kate’s family, and she was no exception. She vividly recalled those first small samplings she received as a child, a taste of her grandfather’s coffee during dessert, or a small cup of her own for breakfast. Kate carefully sipped from the cup and couldn’t help but smile. Perfect.
 
   Kate carefully carried her cup out of the kitchen, her feet lightly padding on the wooden floorboards as she crossed through the dining area and into the living room. She set her cup down on the coffee table before plopping down on the sofa and turning on the television. 
 
   The screen flickered to life and the local news quickly came into focus on screen. Kate quickly turned the volume up as a shot of Regent’s Park filled the screen; the news presenter was talking about the Norton/ Bell murders:
 
   “We learned this evening that West Ham midfielder John Dempsey was taken into police custody this morning following a foot-chase through his Marylebone neighborhood. Dempsey is rumored to be connected to the two victims in some way, though our source was quick to caution us that this in no way implied that Dempsey was suspected of these brutal killings. We contacted Crown Prosecution Service’s Complex Casework Unit, who would give us no comment at this time. Reporting live from Pimlico, this is Hermione Hart.”
 
   Kate quickly turned off the television, shaking her head. There was something about that reporter that just stuck in her craw, as her grandmother used to say. The woman was certainly attractive, but she had a pushy manner that was evident not only in her interviewing, but in her basic presentation. As Kate grabbed her coffee and strolled through the dining area towards the bedroom, she couldn’t help but wonder who Miss Hermione Hart’s source was… and if it was someone Kate knew.
 
   Kate could hear the soft tapping sound of the rain on the peaked glass roof above as she entered the loft-style bedroom area. It was early to be climbing into bed, barely nine o’clock, but the encounter with Doctor Flynn in the afternoon had been draining. Kate set the coffee cup on the bedside table and slowly climbed into the flannel-sheeted bed. Her joints ached, and she could feel the pressure in her chest returning. She sighed as she pulled the sheets and plush blanket up around her shoulders, settling into the warmth. It’s the damp weather, that’s all. Dampness always makes me congested and sore. Ever since… Kate shivered, reached for her coffee and wrapped her hands around the still-toasty cup. She took a long sip, feeling a smile cross her lips as she swallowed. Much better.
 
   The feeling of peace was short-lived, however. Kate returned the cup to the table and closed her eyes, sliding down further into the bed and snuggling up against the pillows. She prepared for sleep, thinking each part of her body into relaxation. The legs, the arms… everything slowly relaxing until…
 
   Fuck.
 
   Kate’s eyes snapped open, but the images of the crime scenes remained. The curse of having such a good memory. “Photographic”, her father used to call it, though eidetic was the official scientific term for it. Popular thought was that a photographic memory meant that you could “see words”, so to speak, but the truth was eidetic memory had very little to do with words and everything to do with images, the ability to remember what you see and recall it with crystal clarity at a later time. 
 
   Total recall, thought Kate as she pushed herself up on the bed and took another long drink of the now-cool coffee. It was a gift, to be sure… and a curse. There were too many times throughout her life that Kate wished she couldn’t remember things so well. Remembering them meant experiencing them again, and the experience would bring the anxiety.
 
   It always started in her chest, like a weight slowly spreading into each part of her lungs, squeezing the air out bit by bit. The overwhelming feeling of pressure. Kate had experienced it since her teens, but in her early twenties it had gotten worse. So much worse that she had literally been crippled by it on several occasions. The embarrassment, the helplessness… Kate shivered at the memory, willing away the little fluttering of anxious pressure lurking at the edges of her mind, threatening to creep in and attack her body. Oh no you don’t, she thought as she took a deep breath and mentally went through her relaxation technique again. The legs, the arms, the neck…
 
   Those Regent’s Park crime scene photos still haunted her, pushing aside the anxious thoughts and filling those corners of her mind that had not relaxed. Something about them was simply not right, but she’d be damned if she could put her finger on what it was. Kate groaned and fell back on the pillows, sinking into the soft blankets and sheets. She needed to sleep. Sleep would bring clarity.
 
   *** 
 
   Kate awoke with a start. It was still dark and, for a brief moment, she felt panic as she waited for her eyes to focus so that she could read the glowing numbers on the clock beside the bed. 6:20… obviously AM… She pushed herself up in bed, wincing as the pain shot through her shoulders and neck. She had slept at a weird angle, to be sure, and a hot shower and a dose of ibuprofen would most definitely be in order before anything constructive could happen. But first, coffee.
 
   Kate rubbed the right side of her neck and shoulder as she padded to the kitchen. She grabbed the coffee carafe and turned on the hot water, rinsing the pot thoroughly before switching the water to cold. 
 
   Kate leaned against the counter as she filled the carafe with cold water. She glanced out the window above the sink, which offered a clear view of the street below and the handful of cars parked along it. She watched as a well-dressed man across the street exited his block quickly and hurried to his vehicle, a mid-size sedan, likely a Volkswagen. He got in quickly and, moments later, the car started and carefully pulled away. 
 
   Kate stared at the space where the car had been parked. Though the surrounding street was still wet from an early morning rain, the space where the car had been parked was dry. 
 
   Before the rain… Before the…
 
   The effect of realization dawning caused Kate to nearly drop the coffee carafe. She quickly set the pot down and looked out the window again as she tried to process the answer that had just come to her, the reason why those pictures just didn’t seem right.
 
   The first set of crime scene photos were taken before the scene was secured, before the police had arrived, probably before the body was even found by the jogger. 
 
   Kate sat down and brought up the pictures in her mind, looking for the differences between them. It was a trick she had learned when they tested her for an eidetic memory. She had been shown pictures with patterns of white and black squares, and asked to find the one square that was the same in both pictures, the place where they matched up. 
 
   Matching photographs of actually people and places was much more difficult and Kate wished that she had copies of the photos so that they could simply be superimposed one over the other. Kate thought hard, looking at each photograph in her mind, moving from point to point, trying to see where the difference was, to find that one thing that was different between the two. She needed to know what to look for when the photographs were in front of her and she was explaining this to those Murder Squad detectives.
 
   There it is, Kate thought, as she focused in on an area beside the body, near what would be the lumbar region of the back area. When she arrived at the crime scene, and in the photos that she had seen taken shortly before her arrival, as indicated by the time stamp on them, the area around this lumbar region was wet. Certainly not sloshy or muddy, but definitely damp from the rain. The level of wetness was consistent with the cloth draped over the buttocks, as well as the sheen of dampness on the entire body. Norton’s hair had also been dampened and was darker in color than it had appeared after autopsy.
 
   The photos that were the problem were supposed to be the first shots taken, at least thirty minutes before she arrived, although they were not time-stamped as the others had been. In those photos, the spot near the lumbar region was also wet, as was the ground around it, the body, the cloth, plants, everything had a misty sort of sprinkle on it. But there was one spot where the ground was noticeably dry. Kate squinted at the picture in her mind, trying to see closer, see better. 
 
   The ground under the body, a hair of which was visible in that same lumbar region, was dry. Dry as a bone. Sahara dry. 
 
   Once she had broken through, Kate began to see more inconsistencies in the pictures. Shadows and lighting didn’t match-up with the angles of the shots and the time of day when they were taken. In some shots, the leaves on a nearby bush were obviously before the rain. In the next shots, the leaves were wet. One after another, she reviewed the photos in her mind, noting the problems with each one.
 
   An hour, and a pot of coffee, later, Kate had come to two conclusions: number one, she needed breakfast and had no desire to make it; and number two, she needed to talk to Neville Crane as soon as possible.
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   10 September 2011
 
   Murder Squad, New Scotland Yard
 
   Paul Owens peeked over the top of his computer screen, his reading glasses perched on his nose. He didn’t think it was possible, but Mister Wilkinson was actually getting louder. The CPS barrister had appeared in the squad room at eight o’clock and proceeded to lecture at a volume that seemed to include the whole room, and all present, in his reprimand. 
 
   Not that it hadn’t happened before. Owens recalled when Wilkinson showed up during the Eddowes investigation. Dubbed the “Cathgate Ripper” by the media, Donald Eddowes stabbed ten people to death before he was apprehended, including his own wife and small child. Sergeant Pierce had gotten the credit for getting Eddowes off the street, rightly so, but his success had seemed to rankle Wilkinson and the tug-of-war between the two men had threatened to derail the case several times.
 
   Owens glanced over at Pierce. The sergeant was seething, but controlling his temper admirably well. The rest of the room was frozen by the intensity emanating from the charismatic black man who stood in the center of the room.
 
   Wilkinson turned to face Superintendent Hagen, who stood calmly in the doorway of his office, his face impassive, though Owens could see that his jaw was set. Hagen was doing well with his temper, too.
 
   “Superintendent Hagen,” Wilkinson said, lowering his voice only slightly as he addressed the senior officer. “You have to understand where I am coming from. I am a prosecutor. It is my job to prosecute the criminals with what you give me. What I see here is no case. A few bits of circumstantial evidence… And nothing else.”
 
   Hagen smiled tightly. “Perhaps if you came back —”
 
   “For what?” Wilkinson adjusted his top coat and looked at his wristwatch. “I have cases pending. I don’t have time —”
 
   “I’m sure Mister Reynolds will have no trouble covering for you,” Pierce chimed in with a smirk.
 
   Wilkinson turned to Pierce. If looks could kill, Owens thought, Pierce would be extremely dead right about now.
 
   Wilkinson turned back to Hagen. “Superintendent, you have no solid evidence against John Dempsey. It is the position of CPS that the arrest of John Dempsey was premature, at best. You need to release him, immediately, before this media storm becomes more serious.” He glanced at Pierce again before continuing. “And I think you have a major leak in this Murder Squad.”
 
   Pierce opened his mouth to speak, but Hagen held up a hand, silencing him. 
 
   Hagen stepped forward toward Wilkinson, moving between the lawyer and Pierce.
 
   “As you said, Mister Wilkinson, you have no time, so we will not keep you a moment longer. Thank you so much for coming all the way down here to talk with us. Good day.”
 
   Hagen held Wilkinson’s gaze for a long moment, the stare firm and intense. Wilkinson broke eye contact first and moved to leave. 
 
   As he reached the door, he turned back.
 
   “Oh, and please make sure your officers show up for their court dates from now on. No point in prosecuting anyone if the investigating officers and witnesses cannot follow through and get the job done.”
 
   Wilkinson disappeared out the doors. Immediately, the siege atmosphere dissipated.
 
   “Arrogant son-of-a-bitch”, Pierce muttered, clenching and unclenching his fist as he stared at the door.
 
   “Let it go, Rick.” Hagen put a calming hand on his sergeant’s shoulder. “You let it bother you, let it effect your work, and he wins. Remember that.”
 
   Pierce exhaled a long breath and nodded.
 
   “Sorry, sir.”
 
   “No worries,” Hagen said. “Go and take care of Dempsey’s release. And then…” Hagen trailed off for a moment as he thought. “Stay on him.”
 
   Pierce frowned. “You want him followed, sir?”
 
   Hagen nodded. “If he is our killer, I don’t want him killing anyone else. And if he isn’t…” He paused. “If he isn’t our killer, John Dempsey may very well be our next victim.”
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   Shaftesbury Avenue, near Piccadilly Circus
 
   Kate rhythmically stirred her cup of coffee as she waited for Neville Crane to finish ordering. She had never been romantically involved with the man, but his outrageous flirting with the cashier was getting on her nerves. Big time. She kept her eyes on the swirling liquid in the cup as Crane gave the young woman a final wink.
 
   “What’s the matter, Katie, you look nauseous?”
 
   Kate smirked and took a careful sip of her coffee. Too hot! She rolled her tongue around the inside of her mouth, trying to sooth the pain from the hot liquid, her efforts causing her eyes to squint and her face to tense.
 
   “You all right?”
 
    “Mm-hmm. What was all that with the cashier?”
 
   “Just being friendly.” Crane leaned against the counter and grinned broadly at Kate. “Are you jealous, Katie?”
 
   Kate snorted and began sorting through the sugar and sweeteners on the counter. No stevia, of course. Kate sighed and grabbed two packets of real sugar, tearing them open and pouring them into her coffee. She stirred the coffee again, then popped the cover on and opened the sipping area.
 
   Crane peeled open one creamer container after another, pouring four in before stirring his own coffee. “You know, when you phoned and asked me to breakfast, I assumed we’d be having actual… food.”
 
   “Funny, Neville.” Kate looked askance, fighting a smile at his critique of this most American of fast food restaurants. “How’s the arm?”
 
   “Seeing the doctor this afternoon.” Crane carefully rotated his arm and grinned. “I should be cleared and ready to lift, haul, and drag once again.”
 
   “Lift, haul, and drag what? All I’ve ever seen you carry to work is a camera bag and a cup of coffee.”
 
   “True.” Crane frowned slightly at Kate. “You’re in an odd mood this morning.”
 
   “Odd?”
 
   Crane started to reply, but the food promptly arrived upon a tray. He glanced around quickly, searching for a spot to sit and found it in the form of a booth near the front windows. Crane picked up the tray and made a beeline for the seating, Kate a few steps behind with the coffee cups.
 
   They sat down and busied themselves separating out their orders of food. They had ordered a lot, far more than two people really needed in the morning, but Kate had found in her experience that more often than not just ordering a breakfast sandwich left one feeling very unsatisfied. She looked down at her own food: hotcakes with butter and syrup; a sausage, egg and cheese sandwich; a double order of hash browns; and orange juice. She glanced up at Crane. He was already tucking into his own food, his order nearly identical save for substitution of bacon for the sausage.
 
   “Are you going to tell me?” Crane wiped his mouth, carefully removing the remnants of his most recent bite of breakfast sandwich, and leaned back in his chair.
 
   “About what?” Kate sipped her coffee. The knot in her stomach growing with each tiny swallow, that familiar knot of anticipation and dread all mixed together that she always experienced when she needed to say something or do something and was unsure of just what the result would be. 
 
   “Your odd mood. Tell me.” 
 
   Kate sighed, staring out the window at the bustle of Shaftesbury Avenue. “I don’t know… how well I can explain it.”
 
    “I’m sure I can fill in the gaps.” 
 
   I hope so, thought Kate as she watched Crane raise his coffee cup to his lips. He took a drink and let out an “ah” of appreciation. “Good coffee,” he murmured, setting the cup back down on the table. 
 
   Kate sighed again. “All right. I want to ask you something about the pictures from the Regent’s Park crime scene.”
 
   “What about them?” Crane’s tone was calm and neutral. Almost too calm, too neutral. Kate tried to write it off as her own hypersensitivity to the emotions and feelings of others, but she suddenly had misgivings about even discussing this with him. After all, if what she was seeing was accurate – and she knew it had to be – it could mean only one thing…
 
   Kate took a sip of her coffee before speaking. “Well, when I printed off the copies of the crime scene photos for Superintendent Hagen, all the time stamps on the photos were around the same time. Within a span of about twenty minutes.”
 
   Crane took a large bite of his breakfast sandwich. “Mm-hmm.”
 
   “So the pictures should have all been the same. Or at least the particulars as close to the same as they can be when taken during an isolated period of time.”
 
   Crane nodded, a slight frown wrinkling his brow. “Mmm-hmm.”
 
   Kate took a deep breath… The deep breath before the plunge… “But they weren’t.”
 
   Crane’s chewing slowed and his frowned deepened. “How so?”
 
   “The lighting was off,” Kate began, pausing briefly for another sip of coffee to moisten her suddenly dry mouth. “And the conditions of the crime scene were inconsistent.”
 
   Crane swallowed and leaned back, the frown still on his face. It wasn’t an angry frown, but that wasn’t making the knot in her stomach disappear any faster. “The conditions?”
 
   Hearing Crane say those two words changed everything. He was trying to be artless, trying to act genuinely curious, but Kate could tell... He knew exactly what she was talking about. He KNEW.
 
   Kate could see him looking at her intently, waiting for her to continue, to explain. She had to decide quickly whether or not to show her cards, or keep them close a while longer. She opted for the latter.
 
   Kate sighed dramatically, shrugging her shoulders and smiling broadly. “Well, the crime scene was so wet that day…”
 
   “It rained,” Crane interjected. He was trying to maintain a pleasant expression, but Kate could see his jaw was tense. 
 
   “Yes, of course, so… I don’t know, there were just some of the pictures where the ground looked weird and shadowy, and the light was kind of hitting things weird. But you know, honestly, I was really done in when I was looking at them the other day, and I’m thinking now that I shouldn’t have even bothered you because it was probably just me seeing things.” Kate put on her best sheepish grin and took a long drink of her orange juice, searching Crane’s face to see if he was buying it.
 
   Crane’s frown softened, replaced by that goofy grin of his. He nodded and drained the remainder of his coffee. “No worries, Katie. Happens to the best of us.” He pulled out his mobile, glancing at the screen as he stood. “Listen, I really have to get going. I have a lot to do before my appointment this afternoon.” He leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek. “Thank you for breakfast. Let me know if you find anything else, all right?”
 
   Kate nodded. “Of course.” She watched as he wove his way through the small crowd of customers near the front door and exited out into Shaftesbury Avenue. He quickly disappeared into the crowds walking toward Piccadilly Circus.
 
   Kate picked up her fork and used it to cut the hotcakes in front of her. Her appetite was gone, though, courtesy of the knots from earlier. 
 
   And now, as Kate exited onto Shaftesbury Avenue and headed toward the Piccadilly Circus Tube Station down the street, the most direct route to Lambeth from where she was, she realized something else, something that made her stomach lurch and threatened to bring back up the little breakfast and coffee she had managed to get down. For some it would have been a dramatic leap to come to this conclusion. As she mentally ticked through the images from the crime scene, recollections of things said, facial expressions, all of it… Kate realized that it really was the only thing that made sense. 
 
   She had just had breakfast with the Regent’s Park killer. 
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   Photography Lab, FSS Lambeth 
 
   The mobile phone’s screen sprang to life, the light illuminating a series of numbers, and the person associated with that phone number: R. Pierce. 
 
   Kate stared at the phone for a moment, then quickly tapped the red button to end the call before it connected. She tossed the phone down on her desk and leaned back in her chair, her legs pulled up in front of her, her arms wrapped tightly around them. She’d already dialed Pierce five times since arriving at Lambeth, and all five times had hung up before it had even begun to ring. 
 
   A grumbling sound floated up to her ears and Kate looked down at her stomach. Breakfast had been unnerving and disappointing, to say the least, and she was most definitely hungry. She glanced at the phone again, and sighed. Jesus, get it over with, will you? Just call him and tell him! “Yeah, the Regent’s Park killer? The guy who paralyzes men and cuts off their balls? He’s the lead forensic photography supervisor at Lambeth. How about that, huh?”
 
   Kate picked up the phone, hastily hitting re-dial and putting the phone to her ear. She listened to the ringing, one after another, and was just beginning to think that her newly-found courage was about to be wasted on a voicemail box when the ringing suddenly stopped.
 
   “Detective Sergeant Pierce.”
 
   Kate felt her throat seize up, and her greeting was swallowed up in the strange little whine that came out. Great… He’s going to think I’m some kind of looney or something, calling people up and squeaking at them —
 
   “Hello?” There was a pause, then…” Kate? Kate, are you all right?” 
 
   Caller ID… dammit. Kate cleared her throat aggressively before replying. “Rick. Yes. Hi. Sorry. I had a frog or something.” 
 
   “Right. So everything is all right?”
 
   “Um…” Kate hesitated. Over the phone was not the best way to tell someone that you solved their case for them. Kate’s stomach rumbled again. “Are you busy? Could we maybe get a cup of coffee or something?”
 
   There was a pause before Pierce responded, and when he did his voice was decidedly different, restrained and professional. 
 
   “I can’t. I’m at the hospital.”
 
   Kate sat up straight in her chair, her legs dropping down to the floor. “Oh my God, what happened?”
 
   There was another pause. “John Dempsey was attacked. The doctors don’t know if he’s going to pull through. Hang on a minute, will you?”
 
   The line went quiet and Kate waited for what seemed like an eternity for the line to go live again. In fact, it was only a few moments, and then Pierce was back, his voice softer. Kate could her the rumble of a large vehicle. He must be outside, near the ambulance bay.
 
   “Kate?”
 
   “Yeah, I’m here. What happened? I thought Dempsey was in custody.”
 
   “He was, until this morning.” The sound of a lighter and the intake of breath told Kate that he had lit a cigarette. Moments later, Pierce exhaled and then continued. “Shit, I needed that. Sorry, where was I?”
 
   “Until this morning.”
 
   “Right. Yes, he was in custody, safe and sound. But this morning CPS decided that we had no grounds to hold him, that he must be released immediately.” He paused, enjoying another brief moment with his cigarette.
 
   “He was attacked in his home?”
 
   “Hagen sent me to handle Dempsey’s release, but he told me to follow him. Hagen said if Dempsey is the killer, we sure as hell don’t want him running to France or something. And if Dempsey isn’t the killer, he will be next on the list. He was too close to the two dead men, to what originally happened.”
 
   Kate’s eyes widened. “You mean the Helen Flynn case? He was involved?”
 
   “No, but he did know enough to make him an accessory to it.”
 
   Kate felt the knot in her stomach growing, but it wasn’t from hunger. Oh, she was still hungry all right, but this knot was guilt and it was starting to spread into her chest. She had to know, though. She had to ask.
 
   “Rick, what happened to him?”
 
   “After he was released, Dempsey went straight back to his flat. He was there an hour maybe before a hired car pulled up out front. The driver waited, and waited, and Dempsey didn’t show. I got nervous, and so I phoned it in and started ringing bells. I was lucky the old woman in the bottom flat was in.
 
   “By the time I got into Dempsey’s flat, he was unconscious. The doctors can’t be sure just how long he was down, not breathing. He’s on a respirator now, and their being very cagey with details.”
 
   “What do you think, Rick?” Kate asked quietly.
 
   “Between you and me…” Pierce said, lighting another cigarette in the background. “I think West Ham had better bring up one of their other players. If he does come out of this, he’s not playing ball anytime soon.”
 
   “Was it just the pancuronium? Did he —”
 
   “Cut him? No.” Pierce sighed. “I’d better get back inside. Was there something you needed to tell me?”
 
   Kate hesitated briefly before answering. “No. No. Rain-check on the coffee?”
 
   “Definitely.” Kate could hear that he was smiling again, and she found her own lips forming a smile in return as she hung up. Then her smile faded. Wuss! You should have told him!
 
   “Argh!” Kate put down the phone and cradled her head in her hands. Part of her wanted to call Pierce right back, tell him everything and turn all the responsibility safely and completely over into his hands, and the hands of the London Metropolitan Police. The other part…
 
   Kate jumped to her feet, grabbed her jacket from the back of the chair and made a beeline for the door. As she stepped into the hallway, Kate nearly ran over Jimi Khan, her arms laden with three black binders packed to bursting. 
 
   “Whoa! What gives? Oh, it’s you, Kate.” Jimi’s annoyed expression faded only slightly as she recognized the American woman. Jimi liked Kate, she really did, but the girl seemed to be constantly running at top speed. Kate grinned broadly in response and the remainder of Jimi’s annoyance melted away.
 
   “Jimi. Are you busy?”
 
   “Of course. I work in the DNA Lab. Why?”
 
   “I need your help.” Kate took Jimi’s arm and steered her toward a small alcove in the hallway. “Has Neville come in today?”
 
   Jimi frowned, puzzled. “I don’t know. I don’t think so. Wouldn’t you have seen him?”
 
   “I saw him this morning. He said he would be at the doctor’s office today. You know, for his arm.” Kate looked around before continuing. “Okay, Jimi, leave your stuff here. It will only take a few minutes.”
 
   “What will only take a few minutes? Kate?” Jimi set the binders down on Kate’s desk and followed Kate back out into the hallway. They paused at the end of the hallway and Jimi watched as Kate peeked around the corner. “Kate?”
 
   Kate looked for a moment longer, then turned back to face Jimi. “Do me a favor… Keep a lookout.”
 
   “Lookout for what?”
 
   “Neville.” Kate quickly stepped around the corner and continued down the hallway a short distance, stopping in front of the third door on her left. 
 
   Jimi scrambled after her, stopping as Kate took out her lock-picking kit and leaned over the doorknob. “What are you doing? What’s going on?”
 
   “Long story,” Kate replied, the click of the lock opening punctuating her words. She smiled at Jimi. “I need to go through Neville’s drawers. Keep an eye out for him, okay?”
 
   “And if I see him?” Jimi asked anxiously.
 
   “Just… Use your imagination.” Kate opened the door and slipped inside.
 
   “My imagination.” Jimi sighed and leaned against the wall beside the door. “Bloody hell.” 
 
   *** 
 
   Kate closed the door behind her and looked around the office. It was meticulous, perfect… Shit, thought Kate. Messy would have been nice, Neville. How inconsiderate of you. She glanced at the clock on the wall then quickly moved to the desk and began opening drawers.
 
   Ah-ha! Here is the messy I was looking for! Kate smiled and began leafing through the contents, pushing things this way and that. The drawers were filled with the usual office matter – paper, pens, clips of various sizes and designs, index cards, lined and unlined, of every color available on the market. 
 
   Kate sighed and reached for the final drawer in the center of the desk. Locked. She glanced at the clock again — it had only been five minutes — then looked toward the shaded window that faced the hallway. Jimi was still there, busily pretending to have an animated conversation with someone on her mobile phone as she kept a lookout.
 
   Kate knelt down and looked closely at the lock. It was larger than your average desk lock, but Kate could see that it was just a common pin tumbler. She glanced up again at the door, then the clock, then quickly reached into her jacket and pulled her little black lock-picking kit out again. She carefully slid it open and removed the two tools she needed: a hook-pick and a torsion wrench.
 
   Kate turned to the lock and slid the tips of both tools into the lock. She maneuvered the hook pick, positioning the curved tip so that the point made contact with the first tumbler pin inside the lock. Slowly, she levered the hook pick down, raising the pin until it clicked into place at the shear line. She slid the torsion wrench forward, angling it to hold the pin in place, then proceeded to the second pin, then the third. Kate glanced at the clock again as she finished with the third pin. It was taking a little longer than she had expected. Must be out of practice, she thought, as the last pin slid into place and the locking mechanism rotated freely. 
 
   Kate pulled the drawer open and began to push around the contents, searching for… she wasn’t entirely sure what. There were receipts for photographic equipment, an empty bottle of Vicodin and beside it what looked suspiciously like a doctor’s prescription pad. She pulled some of the papers out of the desk, depositing them unceremoniously on top of the desk. They immediately slid, sending several pieces onto the floor. Kate groaned with irritation and turned to scoop the papers up. Then she froze, staring at a photograph that had fallen from the pile.
 
   The edges were worn from handling and the sheen of the photo was faded. On the upper right corner, there was a smear of a dark substance, possibly dirt, or…
 
   Blood. Kate shivered involuntarily and picked up the picture. Even with these differences, it was unmistakably the same picture she had seen at the home of Doctor Thomas Flynn. 
 
   It was the same picture she had seen amongst the evidence taken from the VW van near the Henry Bell crime scene.
 
   Kate turned the picture of Helen Flynn over. There was writing on the back and she strained to read it in the dim light. 
 
   “To my beloved Percy… ‘Innocent is the heart’s devotion with which I worship thine’… with all my love… Mary.”
 
    Kate lowered the photograph slowly. There was a little part of her that had hoped, truly hoped, that she was wrong, that the whole thing with the crime scene photographs was just a mistake. But this… 
 
   Shelley... son of a bitch. Kate leaned back against the desk and rubbed her temple firmly. Her head was beginning to pound, and she felt overly warm and sick to her stomach. She had always prided herself on her knack for reading people, figuring out their needs and motivations, but this totally blew her out of the water. Neville Crane was an odd duck, to be sure, but she never would have thought him capable of this. 
 
   Kate could feel the burn of tears welling in her eyes, but the feeling that was building within her now was not one of sadness or confusion or grief. It was anger. 
 
   She quickly jumped to her feet and shoved the papers back into the drawer. She picked up the photograph again and looked for a moment at Helen Flynn’s beautiful, smiling face. Then she stuffed the photo back in the drawer and closed it firmly, the lock clicking back into place.
 
   Kate hurried to the door and opened it a crack. Jimi was still stationed nearby, busily fumbling her mobile as she dramatically typed an imaginary text or email or something. The hallway was quiet.
 
   Kate stepped out, shutting the door silently behind her, and was by Jimi’s side in seconds. “Jimi.”
 
   Jimi jumped, nearly throwing her mobile down the hallway. “Bloody hell! Good, you’re done. I was starting to get panicky.” 
 
   “Are you going to be here for a while?”
 
   Jimi frowned. “Here? You mean at Lambeth?”
 
   Kate nodded. “Yeah. I need you to keep an eye out for Neville. Let me know when he comes into work. Okay?”
 
   Jimi hesitated before answering. “What are you going to do?”
 
   “I have to go do a little yard work. See ya later.” Kate winked, then hurried down the hall, around the corner and out of sight. 
 
   Jimi sighed and grumbled, “Brilliant.”
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   Murder Squad, New Scotland Yard
 
   Owens closed the yellow manila folder in front of him and let out a deep sigh. That was the last of the paperwork, for now at least. He removed his reading glasses and rubbed his eyes, his hand drifting upwards onto his forehead and his fingers running through his thick brown hair. He could go ahead and leave for the day… Hagen had said as much before he marched upstairs to the Commissioner’s office for what Hagen had anticipated would be a verbal spanking regarding the Dempsey fiasco.
 
   The young Scotsman leaned back in his chair and looked around the room. It was relatively empty, unusual for this time of day, but the Norton and Bell crimes had meant a great deal of extra hours on the job for everyone in the Murder Squad. Now the attack on John Dempsey had raised the stakes even higher, and Hagen was taking no chances. He had posted detectives at the hospital to keep watch over Dempsey, just in case the perpetrator decided to finish the job, and many of the other Detective Constables and Sergeants in the unit were out on the streets following lead after lead obtained through the dedicated phone line that the Met had set up. 
 
   Owens glanced up at the wall clock. It was nearly five o’clock, too late for tea, too early to fight through the crowds and grab takeaway for supper. He sighed again and leaned forward, pulling out his crosswords and grabbing up a pen from the desktop. A little mental relaxation first, then…
 
   “Detective Constable Owens. Just the man I need to see.”
 
   Bollocks! Owens knew who it was before he even looked up and he couldn’t keep the annoyance from his face. Whether that annoyance was because his crossword was being interrupted, or because he knew that some sort of shenanigans was in the wind he could not be sure.
 
   Kate slipped into the room and quietly crossed to him, pulling a chair from a neighboring empty desk and sitting down quickly. 
 
   “I need you to —”
 
   “Help me out.” Owens sighed again, voicing his annoyance with the interruption. “What now?”
 
   “Okay, so…” Kate paused, glanced around, then leaned closer before continuing. “I need some help with a computer issue.”
 
   “A computer issue?”
 
   Kate nodded. “Yes.”
 
   Owens frown faded slightly as puzzlement began to take its place. “And this has what to do with me?”
 
   “Well, it doesn’t take a genius of any kind to see that you pretty much have the market cornered when it comes to knowing what’s what. I’ve seen you on the job. If anybody knows who I can talk to about getting some… assistance… it’s you.”
 
   Owens fought to keep his frown in place even as he felt the wave of pride well up inside him. He didn’t do the job for thanks, not at all, but to know that people noticed, other than Hagen and Pierce… 
 
   “What kind of issue is it?”
 
    “I need to get some photos off a computer. Crime scene photos, from Regent’s Park.” Kate leaned back in the chair, glancing around the squad room again before continuing. “Although, I may not need the computer help if I can just see the photos I sent over here.”
 
   Owens frowned. “What photos?”
 
   Now it was Kate’s turn to frown. “What do you mean, what photos? I printed them off the other day, sent copies to Hagen as he requested. You mean, there aren’t any here?”
 
   “No. I would have seen them if they were.” Owens watched the young woman’s face darken with what could only be called anger. He truly hoped it wasn’t anger at him.
 
   As quickly as it had descended, the storm of anger on Kate’s face faded. “Okay, so, we’re back to the computer issue. I need to get into a computer and access those crime scene photos.”
 
   “Someone from IT over at Lambeth should be able to help you with that,” Owens offered.
 
   Kate shook her head. “Nope, that won’t work. The computer isn’t at Lambeth.” She flashed a cryptic smile. “In fact, it isn’t actually… mine.” 
 
   Owens sat back hard in his chair. She could NOT be asking what he knew she was asking. Accessing a computer was not difficult, if you knew what you were doing. He’d done it several times himself, helping out his mum or aunt or a girl he really liked and saving them a few hundred pounds in maintenance fees. But this –
 
   “So, do you know someone who could do it?” 
 
   Owens hesitated a moment. His brain told him to send her away empty-handed, to follow procedure… 
 
   “Constable?”
 
   Owens glanced at his computer. “Sorry. Yes, I know someone who could do it. We’ll need a different computer terminal, though.” He stood quickly, grabbing his jacket from off his chair and picking up his messenger bag from the floor. He paused in the doorway, looking back at Kate. “Are you coming, Miss Gardener?”
 
   Kate smiled broadly and jumped up. “It’s Kate. Where are we going?”
 
   Owens grinned as he hit the lift call button. “Somewhere… inconspicuous.”
 
   *** 
 
   “Click” Cyber Café, Soho
 
   Kate deposited two extraordinarily generous cups of coffee on the table and sat down, glancing at the handsome young Scotsman beside her. It was difficult to place his age, but she guessed he had to be at least in his mid-twenties. She noticed the slight set to his jaw as he sat at the computer, his posture anything but relaxed as his dark eyes darted here and there on the screen. Kate noticed his eyes flick briefly in her direction before returning to the screen, his posture quickly becoming more tense. She smiled to herself.
 
   He was nervous.
 
   Kate’s eyes moved up and away, taking in the busy cyber café. “This is inconspicuous, huh?” 
 
   Owens’ voice was low as he replied. “Half the people in here right now are doing the same thing we are about to do.”
 
   Kate pursed her lips. “So, when committing a crime, surround one’s self with fellow criminals?”
 
   “In a manner of speaking. All right, whose computer are we accessing?”
 
   “Neville Crane.”
 
   Owens frowned. “His office computer?”
 
   “Nope. Home.”
 
   “Why would Crane have crime scene photos on his home computer?”
 
   Kate hesitated, her jaw clenching, her fists balled in her lap. She was clearly upset, not about him asking the question, but perhaps that the question needed to be asked at all. Owens saw her jaw release, then she answered him.
 
   “Trophies.”
 
   “Trophies?”
 
   Kate closed her eyes wearily. “Yes, because keeping other men’s penises in jars is messy and unreliable. Can we do this, please?”
 
   Owens turned toward her, his hands leaving the keyboard, his voice hushed as he spoke. “Just a minute… Are you saying that Neville Crane is the Regent’s Park killer?”
 
   “That’s what these photos are going to tell me.”
 
   Owens nodded curtly and turned back to the screen. “All right. Do you have an address for his home computer?”
 
   “No, but —”
 
   “Bollocks.”
 
   Kate chuckled at the young man’s curse. “BUT… I know that he did connect his computer at work to his home computer before. Does that help?”
 
   “Oh, yes.” Owens nodded, a slight smile spreading across his face as he began typing. “If I can get access to his office computer, I can step straight over to his home computer. As long as it’s turned on.”
 
   “And if it isn’t turned on?”
 
   Owens grinned. “Then we’ll just have to switch it on, won’t we? Here we are.” Owens’ grin quickly faded as the homepage for the FSS system came up on the screen. “You wouldn’t happen to know his password, would you?”
 
   Kate took a breath, holding it as she typed in a sequence of letters and numbers in the login box and hit enter. Seconds later, the screen came up, greeting him as “Neville Crane”.
 
   Owens’ eyes widened. “How did you —”
 
   “Know his password?” Kate finished. She took a sip of her coffee before continuing. “I saw him type it in once. I just… remember things that I see, you know?”
 
   “Right then.” Owens reached for his own coffee, taking a quick sip as he stared at the screen. “Are you certain the photos are not on his work computer?”
 
   “If they are, I couldn’t find them.”
 
   Owens set his cup back down. “Let’s take a look.” He began to type and click through rapidly, pulling up files and folders on the computer with cryptic names comprised of letters and numbers. 
 
   After looking through several folders and opening several promising files to know avail, Owens leaned back in his chair. “Bollocks,” he muttered, his deep brogue harsh with irritation. 
 
   “There’s still his home computer,” Kate offered quietly.
 
   Owens shook his head. “Perhaps, but we can’t get into it.” He pointed to the screen, as he clicked several times on the screen. “He doesn’t have Remote Access enabled. See here?” He shook his head again. “That’s not enabled, there is no chance we can get in. Not unless he is sitting at the other end and lets us in. And since as you say these photos present some kind of proof that he committed a crime, I do not see that happening.”
 
   “Fuck!” Kate quickly clamped her hand over her mouth as heads around the café turned their way, some shocked, others stern and accusatory. “Um, sorry. I have… it’s a… condition.” Kate slumped down in her chair and glared at the computer screen. “That’s it then.”
 
   “I’m afraid so. The files were there, they left footprints, if you will, but there isn’t anyway to pull them up. Not without utilizing forensic data recovery. Sorry.”
 
   “It’s okay, you tried. Thank you.” Kate drained her coffee cup and stood. She turned to go, then stopped.
 
   Owens held up his hands. “I won’t say a word.”
 
   Kate grinned. “Thanks. I’ll see ya.” She turned and wove her way through the crowded tables and terminals of the café. 
 
   Owens watched her leave, then turned back to the computer screen. He reached for the mouse – and froze. Owens could feel the knot in his stomach grow tighter and tighter as he watched the cursor move across the screen, opening a new blank document file. The cursor moved to the left-hand side, choosing a large font size and hitting the “bold” key. Then the cursor dropped down to the document. Seconds later, uppercase letters appeared on the blank page: 
 
   I SEE YOU
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   New Scotland Yard
 
   Pierce leaned back in the driver’s seat of his black VW Jetta and took a long drag from his cigarette. Smoking on the property was forbidden, but smoking in your own vehicle on the property was merely frowned upon. He glanced around at the other vehicles in the parking ramp, mostly economy cars, motorbikes and family-oriented SUVs, with the exception of the small cluster of vehicles on the opposite side. Drug Squad detectives always had nice cars, expensive cars even, though fuck knows how they were able to afford it. Well, actually, one could venture to guess how they could, but Pierce still felt charitably enough towards his fellow officers in general, and to two Drug Squad detectives in particular, and to banish the thought of ill-gotten gains from his mind.
 
   He glanced at his wristwatch. Nearly seven o’clock already. He should be home, watching the football highlights, heating up day-old takeaway, but paperwork needed to be filed on the incident with Dempsey. Incident, thought Pierce ruefully. Incident was too kind a word for it. And certainly the last thing the Unit, and the Yard, needed right now. Last thing I need, too. He sighed and took another drag off his cigarette. He really should quit, but it did its job when it came to stress, and it was a much better choice than…
 
   A movement caught his eye and jarred Pierce from his thoughts. He turned toward the entrance to the ramp and saw Paul Owens cycling in. Funny… Paul should have gone home hours ago. 
 
   Pierce rolled down his window. “Constable? Shouldn’t you be at home?”
 
   Owens pulled up quickly on his bicycle, a move that would certainly have been an accident for a less-skilled cyclist. Pierce realized that the younger man’s face was darkened with a frown, a worried frown that quickly brightened as he recognized Pierce and hurried over.
 
   “Thank God!” Owens exclaimed. “I thought I might have to try and reach you at hospital.” Pierce quickly assessed his constable’s tone and demeanor; something was very wrong.
 
   “What is it? What’s wrong?”
 
   Owens swallowed hard, hesitating. “It is a bit difficult to explain.”
 
   Pierce frowned. “Just say it, Paul. What’s going on?”
 
   “Miss Gardener came in this evening… with information about the Regent’s Park murder.”
 
   “Miss Gardener?” Pierce’s frown deepened. “What kind of information?”
 
   Owens swallowed hard again, his voice soft as he replied. “The murderer.”
 
   Pierce nearly dropped his cigarette in his lap. The murderer? Kate found the murderer? “How —”
 
   “There isn’t time, sergeant. He knows that she knows.”
 
   “He who?” Pierce asked.
 
   Owens took a deep breath before answering. “Neville Crane.”
 
   Holy shit! Pierce quickly stubbed out his cigarette in the vehicle ashtray and popped the boot open. “Put your bicycle in the back. You can fill me in on the way. Was she going home?”
 
   Owens nodded. “I think so.” He wheeled the bicycle to the back and carefully lifted it into the back of Pierce’s car, securing it firmly before shutting the door, then running around to the passenger side and jumping in. 
 
   Pierce was already on his mobile. The phone rang and rang. C’mon, Kate, answer… Please answer… As the call went to voicemail, Pierce hung up, then promptly dialed another number. 
 
   Pierce glanced at Owens. “She’s not answering her mobile. She lives in Southwark. See if you can find the address.” Owens quickly turned to his own mobile, his head lowered as he started typing rapidly. 
 
   “Rick?” Pierce could hear the layers of question and concern in Hagen’s greeting.
 
   Pierce took a deep breath before speaking into the phone. “Sir, we have a situation.” 
 
   “A situation?”
 
   “Kate Gardener has discovered the identity of the Regent’s Park killer. Sir, it’s… Neville Crane.”
 
   “Neville Crane? My God!”
 
   “There’s more. He knows that she’s on to him, and I can’t get an answer on her mobile.”
 
   The phone line went quiet for what seemed an eternity to Pierce. Then Hagen spoke.
 
   “All right. I’ll have a team go to Crane’s flat. You go to Miss Gardener’s home, make sure she is safe and sound. Is Paul still at the Yard?”
 
   Pierce glanced at the detective constable beside him. “Here with me.”
 
   “Good. Rick? I want you both to be careful. Do you understand?”
 
   “Yes, sir.” The call ended, and Pierce lowered his phone.
 
   Owens glanced up briefly from his mobile. “I have her address. And a friend of mine is tracing her mobile, and Crane’s as well. What did the superintendent say?”
 
   Pierce frowned thoughtfully. “He said for both of us to be careful.”
 
   Owens took a deep breath and blew it out with a whoosh. “I’ll call for Armed Response to both addresses.”
 
   Pierce nodded his assent. “I’ll be right back.” He quickly got out of the car and ran into the building. Eschewing the lift, Pierce ran up the emergency stairs, floor after floor, until he reached the seventh floor. He roughly pulled open the door and entered the hallway, covering the length to the Murder Squad Unit in seconds. 
 
   Pierce slowed as he entered the room and fiddled with his keys, singling out a small key nestled between his car key and the key to his flat. He stopped in front of a large metal locker at the far end of the room and, after a moment’s hesitation, inserted the key in the lock and gave it a turn.
 
   The door swung open and Pierce’s gaze quickly swept over the contents of the Weapons Locker. A variety of handguns, rifles and shotguns were stored in the locker. His gaze fell on the SIG P226 service pistols on the second shelf and he took one, along with a box of ammunition. 
 
   Pierce set the ammunition on a nearby table and quickly loaded the weapon. He could feel the eyes of the detectives and police constables in the room as they watched him. With the exception of the police units in Northern Ireland, police throughout the United Kingdom did not carry firearms, and the vast majority of police officers were comfortable with that. Pierce was one of the exceptions. Perhaps it was all those years in the military, but he always felt more fully dressed when he had a gun on him. He could understand their rationale for not changing a policy that was more than a hundred years old, tradition and the belief that the public was more confident in and comfortable with a well-disarmed peacekeeping force. At least until they were in danger, or until officers were killed in the line of duty. Pierce frowned. Line-of-duty deaths were becoming more and more frequent, spurring many to urge for changes to the policy, allowing officers to carry guns as they do in so many other countries. 
 
   Pierce moved back to the locker and searched around for a holster. Finding a shoulder holster hanging on the right-hand side, he quickly took off his jacket and slipped it on, snapping it into place. Pierce slipped the loaded gun into the holster, securing it with a snap, then adjusted the shoulder straps for comfort. He grabbed his key from the locker door, allowing it to swing shut, the lock clicking as it did so. 
 
   Pierce felt the adrenaline that had been pounding through him since Owens first spoke beginning to ebb as he hurried down the stairs and out into the parking ramp. He jogged to the car, and was inside and driving away in a matter of seconds. Owens had queued up the GPS with Kate’s address. Armed Response was being deployed to both locations. Pierce moved his arm slightly, feeling the cool of the gun against his chest, and his adrenaline settled into a low steady pulse of energy. He recognized the feeling, after years of military patrols and police work, and he knew he was ready for whatever came. He knew he was ready, yet hoped it wouldn’t come to that.
 
   All hopes were dashed, however, as Owens hung up his mobile, his expression grim.
 
   “My friend traced the mobiles. Crane’s mobile appears to be at Lambeth. I phoned Jimi Khan and she is checking to see if he is, in fact, on-site.” Owens paused, hesitating.
 
   Pierce glanced at him. “And Kate?”
 
   “Her mobile is located at Gloucester Place, Baker Street.” 
 
   “That’s near Regent’s Park,” Pierce began, then paused for a moment, his frown deepening. “Paul, where does Crane live?”
 
   Owens swallowed hard. “Gloucester Place, Baker Street.”
 
   “How fast can we get there?”
 
   Owens turned on his mobile. “Twelve minutes, barring traffic.” 
 
   Pierce took the next left and headed towards Park Lane. He hoped that evening traffic would be unusually sparse. He hoped that Crane was really at Lambeth. He hoped that Kate would have the sense to get out of that flat right now. 
 
   Ten minutes. A brief eternity, Pierce thought as he sped north along Park Lane. Most of all, he hoped it would be enough time.
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    Crane’s Flat, Gloucester Place, Baker Street
 
   Kate held her breath as she stood in the living room of the Gloucester Place flat. Crane’s flat was as neat as she remembered, everything perfectly, almost obsessively, positioned. Not a speck of dust on the dark wood furniture, not a speck of lint on the rugs. It was extraordinarily quiet. Not even the refrigerator in the kitchen was humming at the moment, and she used the incredible silence as an opportunity to listen, and think.
 
   She had been in Crane’s apartment before, when she first arrived in London. He had made dinner, they drank too much wine, and laughed until their sides ached. Kate felt a pang in her gut at the memory, and wished for the hundredth time that she didn’t remember everything so damn clearly. Oh, to forget! People simply didn’t know how lucky they were in their faulty memories, that they didn’t feel everything.
 
   Focus! You have to find those photos! Kate shook herself out of her reverie and looked around the room. Crane had the photos, without a doubt, but where were they? Kate’s eyes settled on the desktop in the corner of the room. The computer was a possibility, but something told her Neville Crane didn’t spend his evenings gazing at the screen, reliving the glory of his crimes. No, he would want something more… tactile.
 
   Kate quickly turned and headed for the bedroom. She glanced at the mantle clock… 7:30 already. Damn! She pulled out her mobile, dialing as she walked. After Jimi called her to report that Crane had arrived at Lambeth and settled into his office, Kate had put Jimi on stakeout with orders to call the second Crane prepared to leave. Now it was approaching eight o’clock and still no word. 
 
   Kate hung up the unanswered mobile as she entered the bedroom. Like the rest of the flat, dark wood was prevalent and everything was in its place. Kate resisted the urge to bounce a coin off the tightly pulled blankets on the bed and turned her attention to the drawers. One after the other, she pulled open dresser drawers and carefully leafed through the contents, taking great care to return everything to its place. And one after the other, she came up empty-handed. 
 
   Kate knelt down in front of the nightstand and pulled open the top drawer. Nothing. She pulled open the bottom drawer – and froze.
 
   The drawer was nearly empty, save for three items. Kate grabbed the familiar manila envelope first. It was familiar because she had handled it before, when she packed it full of crime scene photographs, supposedly for Superintendent Hagen. Kate carefully unfastened the clip on the back and pulled the batch of photos out, the first shot of the crime scene jarring her with its gruesome detail. 
 
   “Keep it together, man,” she muttered as she sealed the photos back in the envelope. Her stomach was starting to churn again. The stress of all of this was finally beginning to take its toll. Terrible timing, of course, since now more than ever she needed to be on her toes. She couldn’t have an attack, couldn’t freeze-up now.
 
   Kate looked back into the drawer. The second item didn’t need closer examination, as she’d seen it several times before. Kate looked back into the eyes of Helen Flynn, multiple viewing doing nothing to diminish her timeless beauty. Boy, you sure caused a lot of trouble, girl, Kate thought as she reached into her pocket searching for something to use to pick up the third item.
 
   Pulling out a piece of tissue, Kate reached into the drawer and carefully picked up the third item, positioning the tissue so as not to mar it with her own fingerprints. She held it up, the dim light reaching her from the nearby window enough to read the bold lettering on the label: pancuronium bromide. 
 
   Kate tipped the vial from side to side, watching the few CCs of medication rolling around inside until the tears filling her eyes blinded her. Jesus, Neville, how could you do it? How could you be so stupid? How could you be—?
 
   “A monster.”
 
   Kate whirled around, the momentum propelling her backward into the side rail of the bed. That’s going to leave a mark. She clutched the vial to her chest with one hand while the other struggled to banish the welling-up of tears from her eyes. She needed clear vision, and a clear head, if she was going to get out of this one. She swallowed hard.
 
   Neville Crane leaned casually in the doorway, looking at her with an expression of… Kate couldn’t figure out what. Sadness? Regret? 
 
   “What are you doing, Katie?” Crane asked softly. Kate started to get up. “Stay there… and answer me.” Crane’s voice had changed its tone, and immediately tension was visible in his jaw. 
 
   Kate knew she had two choices: she could bullshit him, which probably wouldn’t work and would just irritate him, or she could just be… Kate. She smiled. “I’m getting Superintendent Hagen’s photos for him. I guess you forgot to ship them over, huh?”
 
   Crane’s mouth twitched, a smile struggling to make its way there. The smile lost out, but the struggle gave Kate some hope that she might be able to get out of this one still breathing. Still, she found herself wishing that the cast was still on his arm. 
 
   “Then you’ve found me out completely?”
 
   Kate stared back at the man who had wined and dined her in New York, begging her to come to London, to work for FSS, to make a difference. The thought that it had all been a ploy to get her here for this passed through her mind, irritating her. If there was one thing Kate hated, it was being snowballed.
 
   “You knew I would.” 
 
   Now the smile flashed and Crane nodded his head. “Yes, I think I did.” He stood up and walked slowly into the room. “Although, I think I also hoped… that you weren’t as good at seeing people as you are.” Kate could feel her body tensing up as he approached. He stopped beside her. “Put the vial back in the drawer and get up.” 
 
   Kate hesitated for only a few seconds, but it was enough to catalyze a change in Crane. The softness that she had glimpsed only moments before was instantly gone. He moved fast, batting the vial away with one hand while the other hand wrenched her away from the bed and to her feet.
 
   “Where are we going?” Kate asked as she was dragged along toward the front door. 
 
   Crane smiled tightly. “Always curious. Well, you know what they say about curiosity, Katie?” He pulled open the front door and pulled her close as they stepped out of the flat. “It kills.”
 
   Crane pulled her into step beside him, and Kate felt that the likelihood of her getting out of this still breathing had diminished considerably and more rapidly than she had anticipated. She prided herself on her street smarts, her skills, her ability to get out of bad situations. She’d done it hundreds of times in the past but, as they stepped out into the twilight and started walking, Kate had to admit that she may have over-reached on this one. And, as they entered Regent’s Park, and continued north-east at a steady pace toward the zoo and St. Mark’s Gate, Kate acknowledge what she’d known the minute that she heard Neville Crane’s voice in the flat… The Regent’s Park murderer was going to end another life tonight.
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   St. Mark’s Gate, Regent’s Park
 
   Kate winced slightly as she walked along briskly beside Crane. Her right leg was starting to cramp and she would have given anything to stop for a few moments and massage it. She glanced at Crane, noting the determined stare, the tension in his jaw, and concluded it was not a good time to ask to stop and take a little rest. He was a man on a mission, clearly, though the ultimate climax of that mission remained to be seen.
 
   Twilight was enveloping the park. They had been walking down the path for what seemed like forever. Kate glanced around, trying to find something familiar about the area. Each step they took brought them closer to the Norton crime scene and that couldn’t be good.
 
    “You’re very quiet, Katie.”
 
   Keep it light, girl… Don’t let him know you’re afraid. “Not much for the chitty-chat right now. Sorry, Neville.”
 
   “Why haven’t you asked me?”
 
   Kate pulled up short, causing Crane to stumble to a stop. “I think I already know, but since you seem to be so eager to share with the class, I’ll humor you. Why did you do it?”
 
   “Helen Flynn was the best person I’ve ever known.” Crane hesitated, a struggle of emotions washing over his face. “I loved her, Katie, more than I’ve ever loved anyone, or anything, in my entire life. And she loved me. That’s why…” Crane’s voice caught, as if his grief were actually choking the breath out of him. He swallowed hard and another emotion came to the forefront. Anger… “She died because of me. I owed her some measure of justice.”
 
   “I see… In the interest of justice, you suffocated and castrated two men.”
 
   “Actually, I castrated them first.” Crane reached into his pockets and pulled out a small vial and a syringe. He removed the cover from the needle and plunged through the foil cover on the vial. 
 
   “Okay, was it necessary to share that gruesomely gruesome detail? I could have lived without it!” Kate watched as Crane slowly drew-up the white milky contents of the vial. Keep him distracted…Keep him talking… Buy some time… “So, why did you wait for so long?”
 
   “Just because it needed to be done doesn’t mean I… I am not a monster, Katie. I’m not. I gave them every opportunity, ten years of opportunities, to make it right.” Crane took a deep breath, his gaze falling on the site where Norton’s body had been found. “So I found the proof of what they did, how they pulled it off. And then…”
 
   Kate held up a hand to stop him. “Yeah, I’m there.” She sighed. “Neville, can I get my cigarettes out of my pocket?”
 
   Crane looked at Kate, his eyes softening as he smiled. “Only if I can have one.”
 
   Kate nodded and pulled out the pack. The two busied themselves lighting cigarettes and enjoying the first lengthy puff. 
 
   “How’d you get the drugs?” Kate asked. 
 
   Crane stared at the smoke rising up from his cigarette as he replied. “My… provider —”
 
   “Of pain killers,” Kate finished.
 
   “Yes.” Crane smirked. “I asked my provider about medications like pancuronium, and he gave me Henry Bell. He said Bell had a connection at a hospital and could literally get anything.
 
   “Bell was… very eager to have my business. He boasted about what he could get, what I could do. He told me a lot of people were asking for drugs to use to liven up their sex life.” Crane paused for a moment, tears welling up in his eyes before he continued. “He told me… how careful you had to be with some of these drugs… because people could die.”
 
   “Uh-huh.” Kate’s eyes drifted down to the full syringe in Crane’s hand. “What are your plans for that?” 
 
   Crane looked down at the syringe for a long moment before answering.
 
   “It’s not…” Crane’s voice trailed away as he looked at something, or someone, behind Kate. 
 
   “Neville? What’s the matter? What is it?” Kate fought the urge to turn, since turning would put her in a more vulnerable position, her back facing Crane. 
 
   “I was hoping to get this over with before the police arrived.” Crane smirked, and never took his eyes off… whoever it was… as he continued. “I guess my luck has run out, then?” 
 
   “Put your hands in the air, Crane! Back away from her now!” Kate recognized the voice immediately. A wave of relief washed over her; she hadn’t realized just how stressed and anxious she had been until then.
 
   “Kate? Are you all right?”
 
   Kate turned her head as far as she could without turning her body away from Crane. Out of the corner of her eye, she could just see Pierce where he stood in the roadway, maybe fifty feet away from her and Crane. His hands were held up and out, trying to project calm and reassurance to Crane, but Kate could see the shape beneath his jacket.
 
   Pierce had a gun. 
 
   “Kate?”
 
   “I’m fine, Rick, thank you! Just stay back, okay?”
 
   Kate turned back to Crane – and found a peculiar smile on his face.
 
   “Neville?”
 
   Crane smiled more broadly. “I should have known it would be him. The gallant young sergeant coming to the rescue.” His smile faded slightly, growing wistful. “Well, Katie, at least I know you’ll be looked after here.” Crane tossed away the remains of his cigarette and held the syringe in front of him.
 
   “Neville. Don’t do anything stupid, okay?”
 
   “A bit late for that, don’t you think, Katie?” Crane carefully positioned the syringe, the needle poised at his jugular. 
 
   “Neville. Neville, please, I need to know. Did you bring me here for this? To catch you, to watch you die? What kind of bullshit is that?” Kate struggled, trying to muster every bit of anger and disgust and disappointment that she could and pump it into her face, hoping it would be enough of a mask to hide the tears that were threatening to well-up. She could see that it must be working… Crane’s resolve appeared to be weakening, his hands shaking slightly, his eyes blinking rapidly. She was definitely hitting a nerve with him. Now, time for the final nail.
 
   “You really are a monster, aren’t you?”
 
   Crane wilted, his hand falling away from his throat and pointing toward her as he spoke. 
 
   “You say that? To me? After what you —”
 
   There was a flash of movement behind Crane and, before Kate could yell any warning, a gangly youth on a skateboard, his tie-dyed tee shirt whipping in the wind, barreled around the corner and right into Crane, sending Crane stumbling forward into Kate.
 
   Everything happened in a matter of seconds… milliseconds, more likely. The impact… the echoing CRACK… the sharp pain in her chest… Crane speaking oh-so softly to her… 
 
   “You have… an incredible gift, Katie. It’s not… something you… learn… It’s… something you… are… born with… I’m… sor —”
 
   Then it was over. Kate lay on the ground, Crane’s body on top of her. She could hear sirens approaching, could hear the sounds of footsteps running toward her.
 
   “Are you all right?” Pierce crouched down beside her. His handsome face was filled with a concern verging on panic. He thinks he shot ME!
 
   “I’m fine. At least I think so. Am I bleeding?”
 
   In answer, Pierce rolled Crane’s body off her and helped her sit up. 
 
   “I don’t think so. Do you have any pain or…,” Pierce trailed off, his gaze fixed on her chest. He swallowed hard, then continued. “What was in the syringe, Kate?”
 
   “The syringe?” She’d forgotten about it. That’s when she noticed the stinging and pulling feeling on the right side of her chest. Kate knew even before she looked down and saw the syringe hanging from her chest, the contents of the vial nearly gone. She carefully reached up and pulled the needle out of her chest. It hadn’t gone deep, not at all, but it did its job.
 
   “Kate? What was in the syringe?”
 
   Kate’s mouth felt like mush, her lips and tongue unable to form coherent words that matched up with what her brain was thinking. And based on the timing of the drug, it hadn’t even begun to take effect yet. She swallowed hard.
 
   “Pancuronium bromide. And maybe… uh… a painkiller or something.”
 
   Pierce nodded slowly and smiled. “Okay, just stay calm. Breathe slowly, and try to relax.” He pulled out his mobile and quickly dialed. “Paul?”
 
   “Yes, Sergeant. Armed Response is moving in. Is Kate all right?” 
 
   Pierce felt a wave of irritation wash over him when he heard the younger man refer to Kate so familiarly. “She’s alive, but she needs medical attention now.”
 
   “Yes, sir.” 
 
   Pierce hung up and refocused his attention on Kate. She was still breathing, although it seemed as if the rate of breathing was slower than before. She was looking around, her eyes roaming over the trees and shrubbery around them, looking up at the sky. Finally, her eyes came back to his face, and she smiled weakly, but the smile could not hide what her eyes revealed to him. 
 
   She was panicking.
 
   “Easy now.” Pierce quickly grabbed her hand, squeezing it tightly in his and using his other hand to smooth her hair back of her face. 
 
   Kate tried to relax, tried to stay calm and do what the lovely detective said, but the fact was she could feel it. Feel it creeping through her body, feel it relaxing her muscles, relaxing them, relaxing them… Her limbs felt weak and kind of numb, and she wanted to move, but moving wasn’t the most important thing right now. It was breathing.
 
   Every breath was difficult. Her lungs felt like a bicycle pump and her muscles were too weak and numb to pump anymore. 
 
   Kate managed a weak, strained, “Rick.” She hoped it was enough for him to hear her. 
 
   Even as the sirens’ wail grew closer and closer, Pierce knew that the ambulance was not going to get there in enough time. 
 
   Kate could feel the edge of unconsciousness creeping in, that black shade starting to descend as she struggled to get her lungs to breathe just… once … more. 
 
   The last thing Kate saw was Pierce taking off his jacket, the gun in its holster under his left arm. He bent over her and touched the side of her face as he positioned her head for rescue breathing. 
 
   The last thing Kate thought was Damn… I shouldn’t have grabbed that onion bagel earlier…
 
   Then everything was silent and black.
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   11 September 2011
 
   University College Hospital
 
   Her eyelids felt as if they were weighted down… As if each eyelash was ballast holding her eyes shut. And she didn’t want them to be shut, because as long as they were shut, she wasn’t entirely sure that she was even alive.
 
   There was light, though, on the other side of her eyelids… Not bright light, but light. Kate steeled herself for the shock that her retinas were going to experience and ever so slowly opened her eyes. 
 
   The light was coming from the television mounted in the corner of the room. Definitely a hospital room… even if the look of the room hadn’t told her that, the smell of betadine and cleaning solution did. Kate blinked her eyes, slowly at first, then more rapidly as her command over her muscles returned and her vision began to clear. 
 
   Kate focused in on the television screen, trying to decipher what was on. News… Sports… John Dempsey… The volume was down but Kate gathered from the crawl running at the bottom of the screen, and the caption for the segment, that Dempsey was being released from the hospital that day.
 
   The relief that Kate felt at hearing this was quickly replaced with a giant wave of emotions as the images changed to those of a familiar day in a familiar place. Part of her wished she had simply slept through today. Ten years… Ten years of heroic and devastating anecdotes… Ten years of smoke-filled images and catastrophic videos… Ten years of watching those towers burn and fall… Ten years of anniversaries was enough. 
 
   Kate reached for the side of the bed and the control panel, hoping she had the strength to get her finger up and to push the “off” button. She reached out and hit… the bed controls. Immediately the top of the bed started to lift up, the electronic buzz of the motor shattering the peace of the room.
 
   “You’re awake.” 
 
   Kate released the button, using all her strength to turn her head toward the source of the voice. She swallowed, trying to clear the thickness she could feel in the back of her throat. Probably from the intubation, she though as she looked at Pierce’s smiling face. He’d saved her. He hadn’t had to breathe for her for very long, but still… 
 
   “What time is it?” Kate was shocked at the sound of her voice, low and strained as if she had gargled with a mouthful of very rough gravel.
 
   “Six-thirty.” Pierce moved close to the bed, reached for the pitcher of ice water on the nightstand and filled the glass carefully. “Here,” he said, as he brought the glass near, positioning the straw so Kate could reach it easily. “How’s your throat?”
 
   “Ragged.” Kate took several long sips of the water, enjoying the sharp chill of the icy water as it flowed down her throat. “Um, why are you still here?” She clapped a hand over her mouth, wincing from the sting of her hand hitting her face. “Sorry. I didn’t mean that to sound – “
 
   “It’s all right. Procedure. Hagen wanted to stay, and Owens, but I told them to go home.”
 
   Kate groaned. “So you were up all night? I’m so sorry.”
 
   “Don’t be,” Pierce chuckled. “Got the bad guy, saved the girl. Can’t think of a better reason to be up all night.” 
 
   Kate smiled, willing her eyes not to tear at the sentiment. “Thank you, Rick. Thank you.”
 
   Pierce grinned broadly. “You’re very welcome.” His smile quickly faded, though. “I am sorry. About Crane.”
 
   Kate pursed her lips, acknowledging his words as best she could with a tiny nod. She hadn’t thought about Neville Crane since waking up… About those last moments… About his last words… About the weight of his dead body on her… Kate shook her head, the tears threatening to spill over. She swallowed hard before speaking.
 
   “You just never really know people, do you?”
 
   Pierce shook his head. “No, I suppose not. It’s like that tree thing you were talking about, isn’t it?”
 
   “Yeah.” Kate shifted uncomfortably in the bed. Now that she was fully aware of nerves and what they were feeling, she could only think of one thing. “Sergeant Pierce. When can I get out of here?”
 
   Pierce grinned again. “I’ll find out. Wait here.” He hurried toward the door.
 
   “I’ll try not to wander off, “Kate shouted, her throat scolding her for raising her voice above a loud whisper. She couldn’t wait to get home. A warm bath. A steaming pot of coffee. The luxury of snuggling beneath the blankets in her own comfy bed. 
 
   Chocolate.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Epilogue
 
    
 
   13 September 2011
 
   Victoria Embankment
 
   The buzz of a chainsaw ripped through the crisp morning air, rending the peace as it tore into the flesh of the tree being taken down. 
 
   Kate watched from the railing, her back to the river. The tree seemed fine, full and brightly colored. Blight, is what they had said when she asked the motivation for this butchery. She watched as the chainsaw sliced into the very heart of the tree, huge slabs falling off to the side destined to be firewood or the basis for some ne’er-do-well artist’s next project. She looked at the rings, clear in their light and dark contrast, and had this oddly mournful feeling. This was the life of a living thing, written in those seemingly endless concentric rings.
 
   The thing about a tree’s memory… You have to kill the tree in order to see its past. In its death, we learn about its life.
 
   It is the same with people. You can know someone your entire life, and be shocked when they kill themselves, or commit murder. And often times it is after a person is dead that we discover things about them, discover who they really were. We try all of our lives to know other people, and even when we think we do, there is always a post-mortem surprise, good or bad. We cut into people after they die, physically into the body, and mentally and emotionally into their lives, searching for meaning. Perhaps hoping that by finding the meaning in their life, we will find some kind of meaning in ours. We hope to learn, from the pain, from the illness, from the successes and failures. And we look forward to fresh opportunities to live.
 
   Maybe in the end people really aren’t all that different from trees after all.
 
    
 
   The End.
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