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CHAPTER ONE
“This is one major mega-catastrophe.” A baritone voice.
“I’ll get the Oldsmobile.” Almost a falsetto.
“You’ll get the what?” boomed the baritone. “There’s armed
cops outside this goddamn warehouse. You ain’t heard the sirens,
the megaphone.” Once again the megaphone demanded they walk
out, hands held high above their heads.
“We gotta get outta here,” the falsetto came back, now in a
whimper.
“You open that door one inch and they gun you down in one
nano-second,” boomed the baritone, “ and then they storm in
here and they take us out.” He was fingering his handgun
dangerously. A huge man, beefy foreams bowed, a sailor ready to
brawl
“Lighten up guys.” A melodious voice, a tenor. The tenor
jumped lightly off a forklift truck he had been exploring. He
moved some packing cases together to improvise seats. “OK, guys.
As long as that megaphone keeps it up, we got time to plan. Sit
down.” The three of them sat on the packing cases and faced one
another.
“This is one major screw-up,” repeated the baritone.
“You’ve already said that,” responded the tenor. “Anyone
worked out what’s in here.”
“Mostly newsprint,” said the falsetto. “I know this place.”
“And what are these buildings outside?” asked the tenor.
“Road in, road out, front and back. Left is commercial. Right
is residential,” the falsetto answered. The megaphone continued
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with its demands from outside.
“So this is gonna burn well,” said the tenor.
“You what?” yelled the baritone. “You crazy? We smoke
ourselves out of here? Save them the trouble?”
“OK, guys. Now listen up. This is the plan. We start the fire by
one of those vents up there. Smoke will billow out like the whole
building’s going up. They got no choice. They gotta get the fire
department before we roast those turkeys in the neighbouring
buildings.”
“So what about us?” The falsetto’s voice was not that of a man
convinced by this logic.
“How many are we?” asked the tenor.
“You know how many we are,” roared the baritone. “Three.”
“But that’s not what they’re gonna think with the firepower we
packed in the bank and the police cars we shot up in the chase. We
had two automobiles. We could be as many as ten. Not for one
second do they think we are three guys.” The tenor spoke evenly.
“So what the hell kind of difference does that make?”
countered the baritone.
“This is what we’re gonna do. You two guys are gonna put on
those warehouse coats hanging over there. I’m taking you hostage.
As soon as we know a fire truck is outside, I’m gonna act like we’re
smoked out, and come out with guns at your heads, screaming
that I’m gonna negotiate for all of us. They’re gonna think the rest
of us are still in the warehouse, covering me and the hostages.”
“So what the hell does that do for us?” the baritone protested.
“This is what the hell it does for us,” said the tenor. “We walk
past the fire truck. If there’s a guy in it, we take him hostage. If
there isn’t we take the truck. If we can’t get the truck started, we
grab ourselves our personal fire-fighter. Either way we bang
straight through the cops blasting at everything that moves or
doesn’t move, heads, chests and police cars.”
“That is one plan!” The baritone was so taken with it, particularly the blasting at the cops bit, that he even omitted his habitual
expletives.
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“But where do we go?” asked the falsetto. “Fire trucks don’t
outrun police cars.”
“They’re gonna be affected by two things: shock when we
storm the fire truck; and lead, as in bullets, when we blast them as
three, when they think it’s only one of us and two hostages. Also
they’re gonna be concerned about the guys still in the warehouse,
as they wrongly think, packing mighty firepower. They’ll probably
think the bullets are coming from there. The one thing we did
right on this job was to pack the firepower. They’ll lose valuable
seconds, deciding what to do. Nobody is gonna act without orders
in this situation. You got that?”
“I got that,” said the falsetto.
“So,” the tenor continues, “ we strap ourselves in the truck, real
tight, like good boys, and head for the shopping mall three blocks
down. But we don’t want to draw attention to ourselves, so we go
in the back way. And when I say the back way, I mean straight
through the wall at the back. There’s gonna be mayhem when our
truck ploughs through the mall: merchandise strewn all over the
place; shoppers screaming and running for their vehicles in the
parking lot. So we are just three ordinary guys, and like everybody
else, we just get the hell outta there. Anyone see any weaknesses?”
Outside Captain Kinley was on the radio updating the
situation.
“We got the rear covered. I’m at the front. We got men moving
into all the adjoining buildings and on the roofs. No contact yet.
Any news on how many they are? What? Someone must have seen
something. Dead? Six at the bank. What about our guys? Six cops
down! Jesus. Just tell me and we’ll storm these bastards right now.
No, I don’t know if there are any workers inside. Yeah, we’re still
clearing civilians from the adjoining buildings. Give it ten minutes
and everyone will be in position.”
He turned to Lieutenant Ralphs.
“This is one bloodbath,” said Ralphs.
“Yeah, but I think we’ve got these guys now, as long as we stay
cool,” the captain responded. “Jesus, there’s smoke coming out of
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there!”
The captain was straight back on the radio. The deliberation
was brief. The adjoining buildings were not yet evacuated. The
warehouse was a high fire risk. They had to call in the fire trucks.
How the hell was he going to keep the trucks covered? He dare not
let the fire take, even to smoke out the occupants of the
warehouse.
“Ralphs, we’ll need to have the trucks right up by the building,
but we’ve got to cover them. How the hell do we do this? We’ve
got to concentrate our firepower on the door. It cracks open and
we have it marked from three angles. We see any guys with guns,
we shoot first. No one is going to step out of that door with a gun,
unless he plans to use it. Our responsibility is to the fire-fighters.”
The dispositions were made and orders given. Captain Kinley
was tense, but confident that the men inside the warehouse were
under control, trapped with but the front and rear exits for escape,
and escape they would have to at some point. He heard the
wailing sirens drawing closer, and by now black smoke was
billowing out of the building. He could not position police cars
between the fire truck and the warehouse, for fear of losing the
cars to the fire or blocking the freedom of movement of the firefighters. He had to leave the fire truck access, free and clear. It was
awkward but manageable, he thought. His men were well
positioned, with both cover and a clear shot. One man was in the
open to direct the first fire truck into position, another truck
would come to the rear of the warehouse and two more served as
back up.
As the first truck was moving into position the warehouse
pedestrian entry door creaked open a couple of inches. The
officers took aim. A grey glad arm snaked out, dangling a white
cloth. Then the door swung fully open to reveal a warehouseman
clad in a grey coat, arms at his sides.
“Hold your fire,” screamed Kinley. “Hands above your head.”
The warehouseman raised his arms and a second warehouseman stepped forward beside him. And it was then that Kinley saw
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a third man behind them, a gun to the head of each.
“I’m covered from inside, so hold your frigging bullets,”
shouted the tenor. “We want to negotiate. One false move and the
first of these two workers gets his brains blown out. If I go down
they both go down.” The warehouse door gaped open behind him
to reveal an emplacement of packing cases with gun barrels poking
out.
Kinley was experienced and knew he must take the tension out
of the standoff, lure them into negotiations and keep them sweet.
With civilians still in the surrounding buildings, there was too
much at stake, particularly after the mayhem that had taken place
in the bank and during the chase. It will be even better if they
come right out into the open, he thought, and sure enough they
were moving towards him. Apart from one man in the cab, the
fire-fighters had jumped out to start work. They now ran to take
cover as beckoned by the police on their side of the truck.
From the cover of his position behind a police car, Kinley
started to speak through the megaphone. And this was enough to
give the tenor direction. Kinley, commander of his troops, took
the very first shot through the head. In less than two seconds the
trio, with a barrage of gunfire in all directions, were up in the cab
of the fire truck, lying on the floor with a gun to the stomach of
the driver, and clear instructions in his ear. In the hail of bullets
no one appreciated what was happening or where the gunfire
came from until the truck roared off. After fifty yards the driver
rolled out with a bullet in the stomach.
“Cover the building,” Ralphs screamed, as he looked around
for a team to chase the fire truck. At least only one of the bad guys
was getting away. “Get HQ on the radio. Get the ambulances. He
had to establish who had gone down apart from Kinley. He had to
keep the building covered. And the fire! Despite total confusion,
the second fire truck moved up into position, and the fire-fighters
set their operation in motion. Ralphs screamed to his men to get
the wounded clear and pulled in the three men closest to him.
“We’ve gotta go in there,” he yelled to the two officers next to
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him. “Come on.” They ran to the corner of the warehouse and
then along to where the door was set in the wall.
“OK, you guys,” Ralphs whispered. “You poke your guns
round the door and blast away at them, but keep it high. I’m
gonna roll in underneath their return fire. I’ve got ten feet to the
packing cases, and then I don’t know what, but I’ve gotta do it.
Wish me luck.” They reached round the doorway firing rapidly
and Ralphs dived for the cases, rolling beneath the gun barrels. He
grabbed the first barrel, yanked and the gun came free. He
grabbed the second, and then realised there was no return fire.
“Hold your fire,” he screamed. He lay there in silence, as in no
gunfire. Gingerly he pushed a packing case aside. No one was
there. Keeping behind the cases he looked around the warehouse.
There was no movement.
“Come on out,” he shouted. He saw that the fire had taken
hold only on the far left corner of the warehouse at the top, and it
dawned on him that they had been tricked. He stood up and ran
to the back of the warehouse. No one. Behind the rolls of
newsprint. No one.
“It’s all clear,” he shouted back to his two men. “Get the fire
truck in here. They’ll have this blaze under control in minutes.”
Relieved at gaining control of the warehouse, devastated by the
loss of Captain Kinley, Ralphs began to radio in his report, still in
possession of himself, adrenalin still flowing. Even as he spoke the
emergency call came through from the police cars that had given
chase to the fire truck. They were at the shopping mall, and
needed back up right now. Giving swift instructions to secure the
warehouse, he took off himself and reached the mall in less than a
minute.
Those seconds of confusion at the warehouse had given the
stolen fire truck a lead. The tenor had decided that they would
manoeuvre the truck backwards into the mall to limit injury to
themselves. The body of the truck had smashed through the wall
into rows of shelves in the store, but the lower speed in reverse gear
resulted in the cab being stuck outside. The three simply jumped
-6-

The Signature of a Voice

out of the cab and walked around the corner, where they boarded
a municipal bus that had just pulled up at the stop. The bus driver
pulled away unaware of the chaos that the fire truck had caused in
the mall, fortunately limited only to physical damage. As soon as
he arrived, Ralphs sealed off the area, but they quickly ascertained
that there were no warehousemen, no hostages and no one
resembling the occupants of the fire truck. It was a dead end.
***
John Ralphs, thirty-three year old police lieutenant, personal
friend of Captain Kinley, pushed open the door of his apartment
three hours later. His wife, Jennifer, rushed forward and threw her
arms around him, tears streaming down her cheeks.
“I saw it on the news, John. I can’t believe it.” The words came
through her sobs.
“I was there, Jenny,” he said. “ I was there. It only hits me now.
We lost eight men today and four are in hospital. They’re all my
friends, were all my friends. There was nothing we could do. We
chased these guys and they just blasted the hell out of us and
everything else. They rammed a fire truck right into a crowded
shopping mall. They set off a fire that could have burnt down a
whole apartment block. They gunned down four people in the
bank.”
“Who are they?” She shuddered.
“So far all I’ve got is the sight of three of them in those few
seconds when they left the warehouse, and the sound of that one
guy’s voice.”
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The Herald and Courier
THE PEACE OF OUR TOWN SHATTERED
We are in mourning today for the tragic loss of thirteen of our
citizens. Few of you will be unaware by now of the dreadful
events that shook our town yesterday morning: eight police
officers lost their lives in the line of duty; three bank staff were
treacherously gunned down; and one innocent bystander died
in the gun battle. Four police officers and one fire-fighter lie in
hospital with serious wounds.
At eleven a.m. the first of the gang members, brandishing an
automatic weapon, entered and sought to take control of the
bank branch on Main Street. He was overpowered by the
manager and two employees who pinned him to the ground
face down.The alarms sounded and within three minutes the
first police officers arrived outside the bank.
From this point events are unclear. It seems that another
member of the gang, also in the crowded banking hall,went out
to greet the officers and advise them that all was under
control. As they entered the hall, he shot them in the back. At
the same time another gang member, also in the hall, opened
fire, killing the bank manager, his two staff pinning down the
prisoner, and a customer. The freed gangster rose to his feet
screaming to everyone in the hall to lie flat and close their eyes.
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No eyewitnesses were able to describe his appearance, but
several recall his very high-pitched voice.
Outside the building the next police car arrived and both
officers were gunned down in their vehicle by the gangster on
the street.
At this point it appears the gang aborted their heist and
decided to flee . A patrol vehicle arriving at the scene pursued
a red Oldsmobile that pulled away from the bank. A Chevrolet
swung out behind the patrol vehicle and in a hail of bullets both
police officers died in their patrol vehicle.
Having lost six officers already, incredibly the police
hemmed in the two escaping vehicles and forced the gang to
take refuge in a warehouse on Gridle Street. As the police
were securing the area, fire broke out in the warehouse, which
adjoins both residential and commercial property. The Fire
Department arrived in minutes,but another gun battle ensued.
Captain Kinley who had heroically led his men against this
brutal gang and trapped them was fatally shot. There was
confusion about hostages being taken, and in this confusion
three of the gang took off in a fire truck, inflicting a stomach
wound on the driver. Mayhem was narrowly avoided when,
minutes later, they rammed the truck through the rear wall of
Madison’s Shopping Mall, destroying much of the store. While
the truck escaped the police stormed the empty warehouse.
None of the gang, which may have numbered as many as ten,
was apprehended.
Our sympathies go out to the families of those for whom
we mourn.
While we are in mourning today, questions will be asked
later. Why was no one apprehended? Why did the police not
stop the escaping fire truck? Was there a catastrophic
breakdown of control after Captain Kinley’s fatal shooting?
Eyewitness interviews on centre pages.
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Jenny looked down blankly at the front page of the newspaper
lying on her kitchen table. It was so awful to see it in black and
white. Like many businesses in town, hers had stayed closed today
as a mark of respect. She looked up as the entry door opened.
“John!” He stood framed in the doorway. His normally erect
posture was slumped. The gleam in his blue eyes had been
replaced by dull sunken look. His usually fresh features were
drawn and haggard.
“I’ve been suspended,” he said.
“Why?” Jenny asked.
“Just when they need me to go after these bastards. We’ve lost
eight men. And they want to investigate me, to investigate what
happened.”
“What do you mean, John?”
“They’re saying they don’t know if I did my job. They’re saying
the Fire Department think I risked their men. I let the runaway
fire truck ram the mall, and god knows what else.”
“But that’s not what happened, John. You told me last night.”
“I told you what I saw, Jenny. Others saw it differently. The
people taking the decisions weren’t even there.”
“I don’t understand, John.”
“Neither do I, Jenny. I’ve been running it through my mind on
the way back. I was in charge for no more that four minutes.
Kinley went down in the firefight that lasted maybe three of four
seconds. It’s not like in the movies or in detective stories. In the
real world, like yesterday, a firefight lasts seconds. I focused on the
warehouse, where I could see the guns, and where we thought
there were maybe as many as nine bad guys. The warehouse was
on fire. I had to get in there. That was about thirty seconds. I
spent no more than a minute in the warehouse, maybe fifteen
seconds reporting back, and then within a minute we were at the
mall. I secured the situation instantly there – everyone was cooperating and no one was panicking, despite what had happened.
Four minutes, Jenny, just four minutes. After that it was just a
question of checking everyone out and cleaning up.”
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“So why are you suspended?”
“Some of the guys say they could have stopped the truck. Ross
thinks I stopped him shooting the guy with the hostages after
Kinley was hit. The Fire Department say the police hindered them
in tackling the blaze and risked the driver of the fire truck unnecessarily. It’s a mess.”
They looked at each other and realised that this was not there
real concern. They were both thinking of the friends they had lost
yesterday. In a lower voice John Ralphs continued. “Jenny, what
happened yesterday was real. What is happening today is
bureaucracy. From the moment I took charge yesterday not one
life was lost. I risked everything going into that warehouse, to
make sure of that. Whatever they may say now, I had to do that.
I could not have saved Kinley or the men who went before him,
or the officer who went down with him. If I had stopped the fire
truck, maybe the driver would be dead, rather than wounded, and
probably more officers would be dead.” She took his hand.
“I know, John,” she said.
Ross came by that evening to fill John in on developments.
They had trained together, worked together and if John was
technically ranked higher, they both recognised this as being
through chance and not ability. After the initial greeting Jenny left
them to it, and John poured them both a Jack Daniels. Ross sat
back and relaxed. Close to six feet tall, his stature was similar to
John’s. He too had blue eyes and boyish looks, though not today.
“Hey, John, you’re not looking so good,” Ross opened.
“And you look even worse, buddy. So what gives on the case?”
John enquired.
“Nothing. We know nothing more than you already know. We
don’t even know what they planned in the bank,” Ross responded.
“Do we know how many they were?” John asked.
“Apart from the three you and I saw, the rest just vanished,”
Ross replied.
“I need to work on this, Ross.”
“I know you do. The bosses have to do their thing, I guess. This
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is the worst atrocity that has ever happened in this town. It’s their
job to hedge their bets right now,” Ross explained.
“Why do they need to do that?” John asked.
“Well,” Ross continued, “to contain any screw-ups, real or
perceived. I didn’t see the crime scene the way you did, John. My
statement, it seems, was not in your favour.”
“Well, what did you see then, Ross?”
“I smelt smoke from the warehouse. I saw three guys come out.
I saw Kinley stand up where I was crouched beside him. I saw him
lift the megaphone to his lips. Then a bang and he was down. I
leapt up covered in Kinley’s blood, wiped my eyes clear and saw
weapons drawn out of the pockets of the pretend hostages. I drew
my gun and got a clear line on them. You stopped me from
shooting, John.”
“I did?”
“You raised your right arm at waist height and turned the palm
towards me, John. I had a clear sight. I saw the guys pull their
guns, and I was going to shoot, until you stopped me.”
“I don’t recall doing that, Ross, and if I did, it wasn’t to stop
you.”
“But you did stop me, John,” Ross persisted.
“I was focused on the warehouse,” John continued, “at
stopping the nine remaining guys. Then when I saw a hostage
climbing into the truck with a gun in his hand, I guessed he had
overpowered the bad guy and was taking cover in the truck from
the guys in the warehouse, who it seemed to me were blasting in
every direction.”
“But you see, John, that isn’t what happened. They’ve been
interviewing the officers who were present and getting all kinds of
different stories. The main story that’s coming out is that you
heroically, single-handedly stormed an empty warehouse, while
the only guys who could lead us to the gang drove off, god help
us, in a fire truck.”
“That’s after the event, Ross. That’s once we all know what
happened. Back then I saw one bad guy, two hostages, and one
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warehouse full of bad guys with heavy weapons, a warehouse on
fire, threatening neighbouring buildings.”
Ross eyed John steadily. “Unfortunately, reality went on to
undermine your position, John. Unfortunately, I saw it differently
at the time and told them what I saw, before I had any idea there
would be an investigation. What I saw is what actually happened.
I saw one bad guy and two hostages turn into three very bad guys
who had killed my captain. I saw those guys steal a fire truck that
was supposed to be putting out a fire. I saw one warehouse totally
under our control with all exits covered. No one else could get out.
I saw the opportunity to shoot and apprehend, dead or alive, three
bad guys, who are now free. When you stopped me, I had to
assume you had a better plan, and followed orders.”
“I get your point, Ross. But we didn’t know. I had to do the
best I could. Judge the best I could. I was in control for just four
minutes. In a critical situation there were no further fatalities.”
“A critical four minutes, John. Fact is the bad guys got away,
bad guys who killed eight police officers and civilians. Fact is the
Fire Department went apeshit.”
John looked at Ross and for the first time reality began to dawn
on him. This was a real investigation and his, Lieutenant John
Ralph’s, actions were being questioned. He began to have doubts
about his own judgement at the scene. Ross saw these thoughts
developing and stopped him stone dead.
“John,” Ross said, “let me be clear about this. It just happens
that what I saw proved to be true after the event. Luck was on my
side. You knew there were hostages and you were looking at the
warehouse for the source of gunfire, so you did not see what I saw.
That’s all. Your hand movement was probably an unconscious
warning to me to get down that I misinterpreted. That’s why you
don’t remember it.”
“You know what I want more than anything, Ross. I want to
get on this case and nail these bastards. And you know what? From
what you’ve just said, I don’t think that’s going to happen.” John
leant back in his seat, deflated.
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“I don’t think we would be on this case anyway, John. It’s too
big for us.”
***
It took Lieutenant John Ralphs less than a week to work out that
the luxury of not having to get out of bed to go to work was no
luxury, that the luxury of being paid to stay at home was no
luxury, and that the freedom to do whatever he wanted was no
freedom for him. What he wanted to do he could not do, so long
as he was suspended. He went out: he came home. He tried to
read: he couldn’t concentrate. He watched TV: there was nothing
to watch. He would see friends, but friends were at work. He
worked out at the gym: the gym was empty. He went to the
shopping mall, but there was nothing he needed to buy. He stuck
his head in a bar – empty. On the fifth day he called Ross on the
phone and learnt that there was no progress on any front, least of
all on the investigation into him.
By the time Jenny came home in the evening of the fifth day, a
course of action was beginning to form in his head. What the
police had to go on was forensics: bullets, weapons and the
abandoned stolen cars. Ross had given him one snippet of
information. A very realistic false nose had been found on the
floor of the bank, so the gang had been disguised. This meant that
even the brief view of the three men coming out of the warehouse
was unlikely to be of value. Meanwhile he was the police, but they
were paying him to sit at home doing nothing.
Why should he not undertake some investigations on his own?
There is nothing illegal in that, he had nothing to do and he knew
as much as anyone else. He needed someone to talk this through
with. He would talk it through with Jenny. Maybe he could also
get Ross interested. When it came down to it, they all wanted to
nail the bastards. Even though he was suspended, surely they
would appreciate any valuable private assistance he could lend.
Maybe he could even do things in an unofficial capacity that they
- 15 -
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would not want to do officially. The idea was beginning to excite
him, and the boredom of the last five days was slipping away.
Jenny came in, bouncy as usual. The pall hanging over the
beginning of the week was lifting. Her shoulder-length blonde
hair bounced with her, like in the commercials, blending with her
pale complexion and chestnut eyes. She was smiling, wanting her
cheerfulness to spill over onto John. She was surprised by his good
spirits and new enthusiasm. Over the course of the evening he
went through his thoughts with her. Now they were sitting over a
bourbon.
“What it comes down to Jenny, all I have, is that voice. The
sound of those words is taped onto my consciousness: We want to
negotiate. One false move and the first of these two workers gets his
brains blown out. If I go down they both go down. Three full
sentences Jenny. You know, it’s like when you answer the phone:
you don’t have to ask your friends who it is, mostly they don’t even
say. I’ll know that voice anywhere.”
“But John, we don’t know, where he comes from, if he’s local or
out of town. We don’t even know what they planned.”
“And you know the other thing I might recognise,” John
continued, “is the way he moves. I’ve got nothing to lose, Jenny. I
have time on my hands. What we have to do is work out how to
do the search.”
Jenny thought about this. “You know, in the old days you
could have been a telephone operator. I’m brainstorming, John.”
With John it sparked: “That’s fantastic, Jenny. What’s the
equivalent today? It’s even better. It’s telephone sales. I can call any
godamm number I like. I don’t even need them to listen to me. I
can do such a pathetic screwed up sales pitch that they just tell me
to go away, relieved to get me off the line and think no more of it.
The only problem is the women answer the phones.”
Jenny laughed. “John, the police do not always lead the way in
being politically correct, do they? Maybe he’s not married.”
“You know what I’m going to do. I’m going to meet Ross at
lunchbreak tomorrow, and we’re going to work out a system for
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generating numbers to call. We’ll draw up a profile of who the guy
might be and match it to telephone numbers. This is truly
amazing. I’ve been thinking about this all afternoon and the best
I could come up with was to be a taxi driver or a bartender, people
who get to hear strangers speak.”
John was sitting in Juanita’s eyeing the menu, when Ross came in,
and took a seat opposite. After the usual jokes about the menu,
Ross turned to the subject.
“You know, since we talked last night I checked out a few
things on the department’s computer and did a couple of calculations,” Ross said.
“And what did you come up with?” John asked.
“Well,” a smile was playing on Ross’s lips, “we reckon that if
you keep it down to twenty seconds per call, you could poll the
whole US in, say, about one hundred and fifty years. The problem
is, the way we see it, that even if you get lucky, and get him half
way through, you’d still be dead by then. This is real traditional
gumshoe stuff, John.”
“So this it a screwed up plan, is it?” John looked miserable.
“As luck would have it,” Ross continued, “my brother, Chris,
was round last night. He’s in software development. He was
excited. Said this could be a totally new idea worth looking at. He
suggested you show up at his place at two today, after we’ve had
lunch.”
John pulled up outside a smoked glass building with parking
spaces in front. He entered the foyer and a porter called up for
Chris. They introduced themselves and Chris took John through
to a meeting room on the ground level. Chris jumped straight in
without any preliminaries.
“I’ll tell you what I think, John. In my business we spend our
time working out ways to shape reams of data into meaningful
form. When we have a good system we sell it as often as we can.
Now tell me. You know this guy’s voice?”
“I’d recognise it anytime, Chris.”
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“Then forget this telephone sales crap. All you’ve got to do is
have him answer the phone. When my wife says hello I know it’s
her. I don’t ask her to speak three sentences, which is what I gather
you are working off,” Chris explained.
“You’re right. I hadn’t seen it like that, Chris.”
“So we’re going to do four things. One: do a profile of the guy.
Two: use the profile to eliminate telephone numbers we don’t need
to call. Three: automate the calling process on a PC. Four:
evaluate the results. We will eliminate most calls with an
automatic process on the PC and what is left will be recorded for
you to listen to.”
“Jesus, Chris. Can we do that? You mean the PC makes all the
calls, sifts through them and I just listen to the likely ones.”
“You’ve got it, John. If we had the guy’s voice taped, you
wouldn’t even have to do that. We’d just wait for an acoustic
match. In this case we have to use you for that bit. Think you can
do it?” Chris asked, grinning.
“You bet, Chris.”
“OK, John. We want to do the tightest profile of the guy
possible. It doesn’t matter if we get it wrong, because we can
always come back and change it, but with a tight profile, you’ll
find we have surprisingly few calls to make. Use your gut feel,
John.”
“So I draw up a profile?” John asked.
“Yeah, and get Ross to help. He was there too. Start with the
easy bits. He wasn’t a woman, right? Did he sound educated? Do
bank robbers live in the country or towns? Would someone come
in from New York to plan a raid in our little town? What’s his
likely age range? For example, we could eliminate all the phone
numbers which have been in place for more than five years if he
was, say, twenty-five. But you guys are policemen. You know all
this better than me. You get the gist?”
“This is fantastic, Chris. And I thought we were brainstorming
last night.”
“Bring, me a profile tomorrow, John. But do one thing. Get
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hold of a keyboard. You know, one of those Jap things. Switch it
to human voice and try and get me an acoustic range. Listen to
some CD’s with male singers, and try and get one in the same
range. That way I’ll write into the program that any voice outside
that range is eliminated immediately. And, John, some of those
guys who died were my friends. I’m gonna have a PC here in the
office make the calls and bill it to software development.” John left
the building walking on air, suddenly glad that he was suspended.
No way would they have followed up this lead back in the Police
Department.
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CHAPTER THREE
When José Carreras, Plácido Domingo and Luciano Pavarotti
performed in Rome on 7 July 1990, they probably did not
consider the assistance they would be providing the Police
Department a decade later. It was this CD of the three tenors that
John sent across to Chris the next day for the acoustic profile, to
set bounds to the range of frequencies of the voice they were
seeking.
As Chris had suggested, they started with a very tight profile
that listed numerous characteristics including that the raider lived
within ten miles of the bank. This profile generated very few
telephone numbers, just over five hundred. With the software
ready for testing three days later, they chose to call between seven
and ten in the evening. Including redials for busy numbers, it took
just under two hours to complete the process. Just five calls of the
five hundred plus were unsuccessful in getting a voice. There were
no voices that fitted the profile for John to listen to.
Over the next few days they progressively widened the profile
and voice matches began to come in. Chris also introduced a
system for second calls where females had answered the phone in
the hope of catching a male voice second time. If the townsfolk
were tiring of unsolicited calls, they did not show it. Mostly the
PC cut off as soon as a match failed on the first syllable. They were
soon extending their geographical reach and accessing telephone
directories outside the immediate area, and they added in the
hours of seven to eight in the morning for making calls, giving
them four hours of calling a day. Chris decided to speed it up
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further by hooking up to a second telephone line. They had
thought the overload would be on John listening to voices, but it
turns out that there aren’t so many tenors around, or at least not
tenors who answer the phone.
In a farmhouse forty miles outside town three men had gathered.
Bill Hadley was just bringing beers up for them from the cellar,
when the phone went.
“Hello,” Jim Duggan answered in his shrill, almost female
voice. Then he hung up.
“Who was that?” Bill asked.
“No one,” Jim replied.
“What do you mean no one?”
“They just hung up, if there was anyone there to start with,”
Jim whined.
“Look. I answer my phone. You got that.” Bill’s anger came
through, sharpening his usual melodious tone, a tenor. He turned
to the third of the men from the warehouse, from the bank raid.
“Give me a beer,” commanded Bob Mitchell, the baritone, in
his usual booming tone, matching his bulk.
“The way I see it,” Bill said, “handing each of them a beer, “is
we need cash and that means we need a new plan.”
“I lost three weapons,” Bob stated. “I need weapons as well as
cash. I feel naked.”
Bill interrupted. “I was thinking we should go north this time
after the bloodbath down south, but I’ve changed my mind. The
last thing they will expect is that we do the same bank.”
“I like that,” agreed, Jim, the falsetto.
“Yeah, it was real fun last time. Count me in,” boomed Bob.
“I say, let’s hit ‘em now, while they’re down. Next week.
Agreed.” Bill looked round to nods of agreement, from his
accomplices, the contrast of thin, whining Jim and beefy Bob,
loud booming, expansive.
It was three days later that the fallibility of Chris’s software
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resulted in the breakthrough. It had mistaken Jim Duggan’s sex,
confused by his shrill voice. The second call, made when females
answered the first, was automatically programmed and yielded:
“Hello, Bill Hadley…No, I don’t need tableware.” An acoustic
match, as in this case, triggered a telephone sales pitch to catch an
extra line, if possible, and it had. The next morning John was
running through his routine listening schedule, when he stopped
dead at the third voice: Hello, Jim Duggan…No, I don’t need
tableware. In his head he heard the echo: We want to negotiate. One
false move and the first of these two workers gets his brains blown out.
If I go down they both go down. John did not even bother to replay
it. He called Ross instantly.
Later that day Ross climbed the stairs to John Ralph’s apartment.
If he felt deflated, he had no idea of how John was going to feel.
He rang and Jenny answered.
“What’s wrong, Ross. You look like you’ve been…I don’t know
what,” she said.
“Is John here? Please join us too, Jenny.” Ross suggested as,
John came out of the lounge, beaming.
“Hey, Ross, come on in. Have a drink. Good news. I can’t
believe it was so quick. Chris is amazing.” They sat down and John
produced a couple of cold beers.
Ross began, “So you’re sure about the voice, John?”
“I am 100% certain,” John replied. “No doubt whatsoever.”
“I heard him just like you did, and I would have agreed with
you.” Ross acknowledged.
“What do you mean would have?” John’s surprise showed.
“I saw him in the flesh today. They sent me to interview him
as one of the guys who saw him at the warehouse. I heard that
same voice,” Ross continued.
“So you’ve taken him in?” John queried, but a touch nervously.
“He lives forty miles north on a farm. I met him in his office
twenty miles north. I couldn’t have recognised him physically, but
it sounded exactly like the guy. Outside I had armed back up. But
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listen, John. He’s an investment advisor. Quite a successful one. So
I asked him where he was on the morning of the raid. Outside the
office probably, he says. Most mornings I am.”
“It’s sounding good,” John commented.
“But it isn’t,” Ross continued. “He pulls out his diary and says
he’ll check. And right there he has two appointments in his office,
at eleven and at eleven thirty, i.e. when we were at the warehouse”.
“Does he have a secretary to corroborate this?” John asked.
“Only in the afternoons. He says it’s the nature of the business.
So I ask for his card index and I take down the names of the guys
he was seeing. They were both local, so we went round to see
them, Bob Mitchell and Jim Duggan. They both swear separately
that they were in his office, although Mitchell had left by the time
Duggan arrived.”
“I don’t believe it,” John spluttered.
“I didn’t either, John, but it’s true. We’ll have to go for another
voice match to another guy. First, he doesn’t look like he’s the type
to rob banks, and then he has two cast iron alibis.” Jenny, in the
background, sat transfixed. Had it all been for nothing?
“Did you tell them about the voice?” she asked.
“No,” Ross responded, “and by the way, our seniors are not
very enthusiastic about this voice thing. They say that even if we
find the bad guy, it doesn’t prove anything. There are plenty of
crooks that we know are crooks but can’t touch.”
Forty miles north in Hadley’s farmhouse they were in good spirits.
Bob Mitchell roared with laughter. “I told them I only spent
ten minutes with you, because I had to get into town to go to the
bank. Then when I get there half an hour later, I find everything
closed up. So I decide to go to the shopping mall and find that all
cordoned off. Then he asks me how long I’ve known you, and I
tell him you are the most serious, the most sober-headed
investment advisor in the area and that you were recommended to
me by the bank.”
“I like that,” Bill Hadley said. “A nice bit of authenticity about
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the bank. OK, boys, this is looking good. We’ll go in on Tuesday
and hit the place, this time successfully. I’m buying an air ticket to
New York. I’ll have someone fly for me and give me the boarding
card stubs as well as a hotel receipt on my credit card. That way, if
necessary, I can prove I was in New York.” With that they moved
on to the planning of the raid.
It niggled Bill Hadley, in the back of his mind, how it was that
the police had got onto him so fast. They had prepared for this
eventuality with well-rehearsed alibis, but there was still no clue as
to the source of the police’s lead. I’m going to have to find out
about this, he thought, and then do something about it.
***
A red pick-up truck cruised along Main Street. The back was
loaded up with lawn mowers and gardening equipment, and in
the front sat three men, similar in stature but different in
appearance from the three at the farmhouse. Traffic was light, as
they pulled over to the kerb immediately opposite the bank. It was
Tuesday, eleven a.m.
Inside the bank staff and customers alike were nervous. It is
absurd, but that is the way people think: they are acutely aware of
the earlier disaster, even though it is obvious that the same bank is
not going to be hit at the same time on the same day just three
weeks later. There were five staff at the counters, but just three
customers. Then a blast of automatic gunfire shattered glass,
furniture and walls. Part of the ceiling crashed to the floor, and
everyone dived flat to the ground for cover. This time there was no
an attempt to go for the alarm. The staff were frozen.
“Make this quick and stay alive,” a deep voice boomed,
followed by a second burst of gunfire. Bullets ricocheted off the
walls.
“I have two garbage sacks here, which I am sliding into teller
positions one and two. I’m giving you twenty seconds to fill them
from when I start counting. Now move, because if I shoot again,
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it’s with human targets and I don’t count many in here to choose
from. One…two…”
Thirty seconds later Bob Mitchell stepped out of the bank
carrying a holdall with the garbage bags inside and turned left to
the side street where Bill Hadley was parked. Opposite the bank
Jim Duggan pushed the gear selector of the pick-up into drive, set
the steering to take it straight along Main Street, stepped out with
a goodbye wave to the driver and slammed the door. In the driver’s
seat sat a tailor’s dummy, fully clothed, strategically kitted out with
blood and body parts from a slaughtered pig. Whatever happened
to the pick-up, and some kind of crash would be inevitable, it
would be a valuable decoy, costing time for any would-be
pursuers. Jim strolled across Main Street into the side street to join
Bill Hadley and they were away, turning left on Main Street and
heading north. There were no sirens and no pursuit. Outside the
bank all was calm and quiet, for the moment.
“Well, this won’t make us rich,” Bill said.
“True, but picking up twenty grand before lunch is OK by
me.” Bob gave a deep booming laugh. “This time there was only
one guy, me, and as far as they know I didn’t even figure last time.”
“Hang on. There’s someone chasing us,” yelled Bill, as glancing
in his rear view mirror, he saw a vehicle approaching rapidly. Jim
Duggan prepared his weapons. A Corvette screamed past at
around a hundred miles an hour.
“Jesus! Just some joker in a hurry,” Jim squeaked from the back
seat, “but I’ve got his number just in case we need to feed in any
information on unusual behaviour.”
Sitting at home eating a sandwich, John Ralphs flicked on the
news at one o’clock. He stared in disbelief as the newsflash came
up: another bank raid, same place, same day, same time. They’re
smart, the thought. That we would not have guessed. He reached
for the phone to call Ross, but stopped himself. Ross would be
busy. The phone rang. It was Ross.
“John, we’re clutching at straws.” Ross was clearly under high
stress. “There’s nothing to go on, except a wrecked pick-up truck,
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stolen from some contract gardeners. There’s going to be a big
meeting to look for links between the two raids, and I think you
are going to be invited.
***

The Herald and Courier
WHO ARE THESE EVIL MEN?
Fellow citizens, at eleven a.m. yesterday, three weeks to the
day, three weeks to the very hour and minute of the day, these
evil men were back in our town.This time their bank heist was
successful,if small,and mercifully there were no casualties.Who
are these callous creatures that visit their horror upon us as
we still mourn our lost friends?
At exactly eleven a.m. a large man entered the bank branch
on Main Street, firing an automatic weapon indiscriminately.
Within less than a minute he had forced two of the three
cashiers to load the cash they held behind the counter into
bags and was gone. No one dared move for some minutes,
remembering the events of three weeks ago. Then the alarm
was activated.
In a bizarre twist, shortly after eleven, a red pick-up truck,
loaded with horticultural equipment veered off Main Street and
ploughed into Duncan’s Hardware Store. The store manager
called the ambulance service immediately as the driver looked
in a bad way. And this is bizarre: there was no driver, just a
dummy stuffed with animal body parts.
The police have connected the bank robbery and the pickup truck, which was stolen.The police appeal for witnesses of
yesterday’s events to come forward.There have been reports
of a vehicle heading north at high speed shortly after the
robbery.The police seek information to identify the vehicle and
its occupants.
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Once again, like déjà vu, Jenny was sitting in her kitchen looking
down at the newspaper, an article about a bank raid. This time
John was there with her.
“They have nothing, Jenny. Not from first time and not yet
from this time,” John was saying.
“They have your voice, John,” she said.
“But it was wrong,” he answered. “I was mistaken and that’s it.
If I was mistaken once, what hope is there for a second match?”
“I can’t get this one idea out of my head,” she said.
“What idea?” he asked, still mournful, dejected.
“Well, I wasn’t at the crime scene, the warehouse,” she
explained, “so I just have this abstract image of one man and two
hostages. I don’t visualise them. They’re just an idea.”
“And?” John was not following her yet.
“And I wasn’t at the interview with the man with the voice, the
investment advisor. One man with two alibis.” She looked at him.
“Do you see what I mean?”
“I don’t think I do, Jenny,” he answered.
“Listen, John. One man with two hostages, but they weren’t
hostages. One man with two alibis…”
“You mean,” John started, but she interrupted him.
“Yes, John. Two alibis from two men. Three men at the
warehouse. What are these alibis, John? Are they like the hostages,
fake?”
The problem was that they had no evidence. In fact, the
evidence was against them in the form of sworn alibis. They took
stock of what they had: one voice identification, assuming they
had it right, which was in question. It had not been accepted at
the police meeting John had been invited to in the morning. Jenny
pulled out the first newspaper article from three weeks ago and the
reference to the shrill voice of the raider in the banking hall caught
her eye. Several of the witnesses in the banking hall must have
heard it. She proposed that they get the voices of Duggan and
Mitchell on tape and try it on a couple of the witnesses, to see if
they have any sense of recognition for either of them. Then she
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proposed that she should pose as an investor and visit Hadley.
They could put together a script and try to prompt him into using
the exact words as had been used at the warehouse, when he came
out with the hostages. They could dub that onto a tape to get the
words in the right order and try it on Ross, and if he responded
positively, a couple of the other officers who were present. It might
not be evidence, but maybe it could point the finger.
They agreed to work on both approaches and John’s
despondency began to lift, as he saw constructive work to be done,
but he was outclassed by Jenny’s enthusiasm. She obtained the
numbers from the directory. She put the phone down on Mitchell
as soon as she heard his deep baritone. She could not help but give
a little gasp when she heard Duggan’s shrill voice on the line. She
played him along for a bit asking for an unknown Philippa, and
then put the phone down beaming. They were on target. Now
they had to prove it.
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CHAPTER FOUR
Bill Hadley was an investment advisor, but not a very successful
one. The problem was finding the clients. If they wanted to work
with him, they did not seem to have enough money, and if they
had money, it always seemed to be tied up elsewhere. Apart from
that, since his divorce, he had been looking for a bit of excitement.
Planning bank raids in his spare time at the office had amused
him. It was just a game he played to fill time. One day going over
a plan with Bob Mitchell, he had thought Bob was joking when
he said he would join the gang to get an opportunity to try out his
weapons for real. It had become serious with Jim Duggan. Bill had
known Jim for years, a weird guy, well known as a kind of local
historian. Jim knew all the old stories about the town, where the
saloons were, the brothels, which families feuded and so on. When
Jim joined him and Bob for a poker game one evening and heard
them running over the plans for a bank raid, Jim did not for a
moment doubt they were serious. When he realised they weren’t
serious, Jim became angry, telling them it was a recent
phenomenon not to raid banks and they should get back to their
roots.
The discussion developed and the truth became clear: the truth
was that none of them had any qualms about robbing banks. In
fact, they wanted to do it. They would plan meticulously, arm
themselves to the hilt and execute ruthlessly. This would be their
trademark. Any casualties would be collateral damage as far as they
were concerned. As Bob put it, weapons weren’t built for
pussycats.
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Bill did not often get calls from prospective clients, but neither
was it completely out of the ordinary. When Jean Galloway called
up, he said he could squeeze her in the next day in the afternoon
for an introductory meeting, if that suited her, which it did. Now
he sat there waiting. She was not on time, but that did not matter.
He was reliving last Tuesday’s success.
Jenny, under the alias of Jean Galloway, was on time, but she
was outside in her Buick, suffering a last minute attack of nerves.
Back in her kitchen it had all seemed so easy, and it probably was
for John, a trained police officer. Now she was about to enter the
office of someone she believed to be a brutal, merciless, ruthless
killer. She was about to embark on a game of cat-and-mouse with
him, and he was supposed to be the mouse. This man who gunned
down innocent bystanders, police officers and shot a fire-fighter in
the belly, was supposed to be the mouse, and she innocent,
bouncy, friendly Jenny, the cat. She was not sure she could do this,
and her hand trembled as she read through her scripts yet again.
Finally, she focused on the friends they had lost, pulled herself
together and stepped out of the car.
“Mrs Galloway, do come in. Please have a seat. It is my pleasure
to greet you here today.” She could not have been more shocked,
as the melodious voice of Hadley washed gently around her. She
took a place opposite his desk and was involuntarily finding she
liked him. Gone were her nerves, gone was the sharp edge of her
tension, and she relaxed into his gentle questioning. But she was
still aware of the tape running in her handbag, seeking every now
and then to elicit the responses from him that she needed, the
words of the man at the warehouse. At least he had no suspicions,
she thought, as the meeting progressed. She glanced at her watch.
More than an hour had elapsed, although it seemed much less.
The meeting wound to an end. She left a phone number and
promised to call him, after she had had time to consider her
financial position, and thanked him for his advice. As soon as he
had shown her to the door, Hadley moved back to his desk and
picked up the phone.
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“Bob, its Bill. Get Duggan and come over right now. I’m
worried.”
Ross joined John and Jenny that evening, as usual in the kitchen.
She told them about the meeting with Hadley that she had taped.
She talked about her struggle to prompt him to say the right
words, the key words they had heard at the warehouse. There was
an hour’s worth of tape in which to find the individual words that
made up: We want to negotiate. One false move and the first of these
two workers gets his brains blown out. If I go down they both go down.
It took forty-five minutes of the tape before they had been able to
tick off each of the words on the list, but they were not sure how
it would work out with the intonation once they had strung all the
words together. Ross said he would drop the tape off to Chris on
the way back, and see if Chris could do something with it, by
recording it onto their computer and editing it. In the meantime,
both he and John were pretty well convinced that this was their
man. The voice just sounded exactly right.
Duggan had not been available that afternoon, so it was not
until the evening that Bill Hadley, Bob Mitchell and Jim Duggan
met together at Hadley’s farmhouse.
“So what made me suspicious,” Hadley was saying, “is that she
would be following the conversation normally, and then every
now and then it was like she was reading her lines and she would
ask me a question. Towards the end of the meeting, it struck me
that whenever this happened, she would glance down at her
handbag.”
“So what could she want?” Duggan squawked.
“You tell me,” Hadley replied. He fixed them both with a
steady eye. “Anything strange happen to you two guys.” Silence.
They shook their heads. “Any strange calls? Any calls from
strangers?”
“I got one woman,” Duggan said, “asking for some woman I
don’t know, but I cut her off pretty quick.”
“OK, Duggan, you try this number. See if it’s her.” Hadley
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passed Jean Galloway’s number across. Duggan entered the
number. The number did not go through. It did not exist.
“Let’s think about this,” Hadley said. “She gives me a dud
number. That means she can’t ever come back to me. Right?”
Bob Mitchell had been sitting back. Intellectual activity was
not his great strength, but this seemed so obvious to him, that he
explained: “She’s probably made a teeny weeny mistake, reversed
a digit. Anyone can. That way, if she wants to come back to you
and you query the number, she takes a look and says, ooh, I’m so
sorry and so on.”
“Good one, Bob,” Bill thanked him. “ I like it, so let’s take a
look.”
After a good deal of examination and comparison with
numbers in the area, they came up with five options. Duggan set
about trying the numbers. On the second attempt, a female voice
answered, and it sounded right to Duggan. Duggan put the phone
down and whistled. “That’s her.” Again the solution was easy for
Mitchell.
“She’s on to you both, but not me, yet. I’ll take her out
tomorrow. Let’s just match the number and name and address,
and boom.” This was Mitchell’s clean-cut pragmatic solution, and
it had its merits.
“I have a concern,” Hadley said. “Who is she? what does she
know? and why is she doing this? As soon as we know that we’ll
take her out or whatever.”
“Waiting is risky,” Mitchell objected. “That’s what the cops did
at the warehouse. If they had pulled the trigger, as they should
have, we wouldn’t be here.”
“We’re not going to wait,” Hadley replied. “We’ll get a fix on
her first thing tomorrow morning. If it looks bad, we’ll take her in
for questioning, as they say in the police. Then if she’s guilty, we’ll
prosecute and pass judgement and then, pardon the expression,
execute that judgement.” This satisfied Mitchell, and they
launched into what-if scenarios.
The assumption was that they would need to bring her in for
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questioning, after which it was unlikely that she could be
considered innocent. For one thing she would be guilty of
knowing about her own abduction. The outline plan was that Jim
Duggan would pick up a suitable vehicle anyway. The vehicle
would be available for Bob Mitchell to perform any necessary
abduction. Jim Duggan would call Bill Hadley the moment the
abduction was effected. Bill Hadley would then call and leave a
message on her answer phone for Jean Galloway to say he had an
investment opportunity and he was glad he had managed to get
her as he must have taken her number down wrong. With the call
coming through at the time of the abduction, this would be his
alibi.
***
“I think we’re getting it together,” John said to Jenny, as they
breakfasted in the kitchen of their apartment. Even as he spoke,
Duggan was passing the message to Hadley, twenty miles to the
north: she’s the wife of a police lieutenant, John Ralphs. Mitchell
was given the green light.
“I’m going to give Chris a call as soon as he gets in at nine, and
suggest I go over there. What are your movements today?” John
asked.
“I guess it’s back to work for me, after the excitement. I
couldn’t do that again. But I still can’t believe it’s that guy, even
though I know it must be. I guess I’ll head out about nine thirty.
I’m going to walk in today. I need the exercise, even if no one else
does.” It always amused her that she was virtually the only
pedestrian in town outside a radius of forty yards from the
shopping malls.
“You know, Jenny, even when we’ve put our bit together, it still
gets us nowhere evidence-wise. They have to do something else:
make some mistake; provide some lead; give us some hard
evidence; and I don’t know what that’s going to be, unless they do
another bank. That’s the last thing I want these trigger-happy
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bastards to do. It’s lethal.”
“That’s why I say, rather my job then yours,” Jenny answered.
“You have to take crazy risks, and then you’re still out in the cold.
Yesterday’s interview with Hadley was more than enough for me,
much more than enough, never again.” She smiled at him. Her
understanding of his position was a huge boost to his confidence
in this difficult situation. She stood up and busied herself around
the apartment. It was not even eight o’clock.
Having arrived at six a.m., Hadley sat in his office, anticipating
with eagerness the day ahead. This is my command and control
centre, he thought. Today I am free to take control. So far I always
had to combine this with the role of field officer. Today I’m
George W. Bush sending forces into Afghanistan. I’m the Director
of the CIA. He chuckled at the notion, and thought about his
forces, his field officers. Duggan is a sly little devil, he thought, but
he’s weak. He’ll carry out his orders to the letter, because he relies
on me. And as for Mitchell, well, he’s one of the few guys I know
these days who likes to watch cowboy movies. He just loves
gunning Red Indians down, and failing them whatever else he can
get, and that’s it for him. He sees no further than that. Still, he
seemed to buy into the damsel in distress bit about Ralphs alias
Galloway, so she should survive for the time being in his protective
custody. I need to interrogate her, to ensure our plans are tailored
to the situation. Again, he thought, this is me: command and
control; conducting the whole operation from behind the scenes.
I’m smart. Even when things went against us and we were trapped
in the warehouse, I managed to get us out. Mitchell would have
just blasted his way to an early grave, and Duggan would have
panicked himself to the same underground destination. I got them
out of there. Once we fix this situation, I’m going for a really big
heist. I need a bigger organisation. I need a number two to handle
execution while I set strategy. I need operatives in the field. The
phone rang. It was eight thirty.
“I’ve given the vehicle to Mitchell,” Duggan said. “He’s outside
the apartment block on foot.”
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“Thanks.” Hadley clicked the phone off. The instruction was
to phone in minimal but regular reports, so that he could track
progress.
Jenny left the apartment soon after nine. It was just by chance
that John glanced out of the window and saw her step onto the
street. A large man emerged from a doorway and fell in behind
her. At first it did not strike John, but then he thought there was
something odd. He looked again, but they were already around
the corner. I am being paranoid, he thought, but what the hell. He
opened the door and ran down the steps. He raced along the
sidewalk, turned the corner and looked up the street. As far as he
could see, no man, no Jenny, and she should be on that street. He
ran up the street and saw not a sign, not a soul. He ran back.
Around the corner a smallish fellow came out of a telephone
booth. John screamed the question: had he seen a woman about
thirty. The man looked shocked and pointed around the corner
where John had seen her go, and moved away fast from this
apparent maniac. John rushed back up to the apartment. A
message had just been left on the answer phone. He ignored it and
called Ross.
Ross alerted his boss and a message went out instantly to all
patrol cars. Ross was sent to pick up John and head straight for
Hadley’s office, even while an action plan was developed. Within
three minutes Ross had picked up John, and with sirens blaring
and lights flashing, they made it to Hadley’s office, twenty miles
to the north, in fourteen minutes. They burst in on Hadley, who
was reading a stockbroker’s circular, and showed him their ID.
“Gentlemen,” Hadley said, perfectly calm and motioning to
the two chairs in front of his desk, “do have a seat. What can I do
for you?” John and Ross looked at one another. The voice, their
looks said, it’s uncanny.
“When did you get here?” John started, but looking at the
blotter on Hadley’s desk, saw his own phone number. “What’s
this?” he asked, pointing to the number.
“A Mrs Galloway,” Hadley responded. “I’ve just called her
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about an investment opportunity. She was in yesterday. A new
client. Unfortunately she was out, so I left a message on the answer
phone.”
“Excuse me,” John said. He stepped outside the office and
pressed the shortdial for home on his cell phone. When the answer
phone came on, he punched in his security code, and sure enough
Hadley’s voice came on the line, very proper, very courteous, not
a trace of tension. For security reasons John had instructed Jenny
not to use their name in the answer phone message, so Hadley
could fairly claim to believe that he had recognised Jean
Galloway’s voice and left a message. John went back into the
office, but he let Ross complete the routine questions. Outside
John said to Ross that Hadley must be in the clear, otherwise he
was one hell of a cool customer. They had not expected to see him
sitting in his office, let alone making a call to John’s number. She
wasn’t supposed to give him our number, he said to Ross. Why did
she do that? Much later it would occur to them that maybe she
had not.
Back in the patrol car John turned to Ross.
“They’ve got to take me off suspension,” he said. He reached
for the radio.
“This is Ralphs here, I need to speak to the captain.”
A few seconds later: “Ralphs?”
“We’ve drawn a blank up here, Sir. They have my wife. I
request to be taken off suspension.” John spoke evenly, without
showing his emotion.
“Maybe that’s why you should stay on suspension, Ralphs.”
“No, Sir. If ever my expertise can be of use, let that be now,” he
persisted.
“Come and see me, Ralphs.”
“It’s looking good,” Ross said, squeezing John’s arm.
Jenny had left the apartment in good spirits, happy to have the
unpleasant experience of yesterday behind her. As she turned the
corner, she sensed a movement behind her. A hand came over her
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nose and mouth, and she felt the click of a handcuff around the
left wrist. She was pulled back a fraction as the man’s left hand
reached past her and pulled open the car door. She was thrust into
the back seat, felt the click of the other cuff on her right wrist and
a hood came down over her head. The front door opened and
closed. She was lying on her right side, but could not change her
position, as the handcuffs were attached to something behind her.
Breathing was difficult under the hood. She heard the car start and
it moved off, swinging immediately into a road on the left. Side
roads, she thought, but very soon lost any sense of direction, and
terror set in.
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CHAPTER FIVE
Back at the farmhouse they enjoyed lunch in good spirits.
“Gentlemen, may I call you gentlemen?” Hadley joked. “We
are good at what we do. We make a good team. Yesterday we
sniffed out a nosy female investigator. Today we have a police
lieutenant’s wife locked in our cellar.”
“Are you sure that’s safe?” asked Duggan with his usual
insecurity.
“Couldn’t be better,” said Hadley. “The only link to us was
made by them and not by us, so they have no reason to come here
and certainly no justification for a search. This is the safest place.”
“I’ll shoot her now,” suggested Mitchell.
“I’m not so sure,” Hadley replied. “Let’s make a plan. You
know what. I think this may be a good time to rob a bank, while
the police are hunting abducted police wives, you know, otherwise
engaged.”
“You have a bank in mind?” queried Duggan.
“Funny you should ask.” Hadley had a smug grin on his face.
“I was thinking about the branch on Main Street. Go for the safe
this time.”
“You out of your mind?” It was Mitchell’s turn to assert
himself.
“That’s exactly it, Bob,” Hadley replied. “Who in their right
mind would rob the same bank three times in a row? No one.
Right?”
“Right.” Both Duggan and Mitchell assented to that.
“So that’s settled then,” said Hadley. “We will, because they
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won’t expect us to rob it for one moment.”
“But I’ll shoot the woman first.” Mitchell was back on his
favourite subject.
“Let’s put that on hold for the present,” Hadley proposed. “In
the back of my mind I have another thought. She doesn’t know
who we are. If we can think of a way of using her to keep the
attention off us and maybe shift attention somewhere else, it could
even be interesting to release her. We can shoot someone else,
Bob.”
“I like that one,” Duggan cut in. “Let’s explore that. We might
need some kind of get out of jail free card.”
“She’s a very attractive woman with a very engaging manner,”
Hadley continued. “I enjoyed the interview with her yesterday. So
remember she is our guest. I want to make it comfortable for her
down there. Also, and I know I don’t need to say this to you
gentlemen, we are not going to rape her or otherwise molest her.
On the one hand, we are civilised human beings, and on the other
hand, we do not wish to plant any unnecessary forensic evidence.
Frankly, we should avoid all physical contact. That’s another
reason why I want her to have access to the bathroom down there.
Let her wash off any evidence that might have resulted from the
abduction. We’ll get her some fresh clothes and burn those she’s
wearing.”
“I’m still keen to learn what she was after and why,” Duggan
squeaked, bringing them back to the issue in hand.
The bounce had gone out of Jenny. Her wrists were chaffed from
the cuffs, her head ached from the poor air under the hood and
her whole body was stiff from the awkward position in the car. As
soon as they released her in what appeared to be a basement, she
drank what seemed like gallons of water. Agitated she paced the
room, and after a few minutes decided she should examine the
detail of where she was, in case there was a clue to where she was
or who these people were. It had to be Bill Hadley from yesterday.
When would John miss her? Would he have Hadley pulled in? She
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looked around. The room was set up like a guest room with a bed,
an armchair and a small wardrobe. There were two doors. The one
by which she had entered, which was locked, and next to it a door
which led into a shower room with a toilet and washbasin, where
she had drunk the water. Ventilation was by way of fans in a
narrow shaft. Natural light came in through a section of
translucent glass bricks set just below the ceiling. There was no
indication as to where she was and no way out other than through
the locked door. She saw a telephone point next to the bed, but no
telephone. A basket of fruit was on the table as well as a tray with
biscuits and packets of fruit juice. Then the thought of their dead
friends hit her, and she began to tremble uncontrollably. Sobbing,
she crawled into the bed, closed her eyes and wished herself
elsewhere, but to no avail. Behind closed eyes one nightmare scene
succeeded another, until totally out of control, she was screaming
with rage and despair. She must have fallen asleep, because when
she finally threw the bedcovers from her, there was a tray of food,
placed next to the food basket, with salad, boiled eggs, cold meats,
bread and a thermos flask of hot coffee.
I am not playing this right, she thought. I must keep my wits
about me and find out what is going on. I must pick up any clues
I can, so that when John finds me I can provide valuable
information to help catch these men. What are hostages supposed
to do? I’m supposed to bond with them, so that they do not harm
me. Again she shuddered at the thought of these callous, ruthless
men who gunned down innocent people. She lay back and
thought of John. She saw his tall frame before her, imagined his
eyes flashing with anger when he found she had been kidnapped
and trusted herself to his power to rescue her.
John had not been told whether or not he would be reinstated, but
no one objected to his presence. Ross had unofficially been
assigned to look after him, but confusion reigned in the precinct.
There had to be a link between the two robberies and there had to
be a link to the kidnapping of Jenny Ralphs. Hadley was the
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obvious link, but that did not seem to stack up. If anything it was
John who was bringing order into this chaos. He moved around,
questioning the members of the team, trying to develop thought
processes, looking for an angle to follow up. Forensics had turned
up nothing to go on so far. John ignored the suggestion that he
should be at home waiting by the phone in case a call came. That
was too simple, he thought. This is not a straightforward
kidnapping. If and when they want to get hold of me, they will.
They must know who Jenny is. This is not just a random event.
John came back to Ross’s desk.
“You know, I never got round to calling Chris,” John said.
“Maybe it’s even more important now, than it was. We should go
ahead with our plan. It might help Jenny.”
“I’ll call him now.” Ross picked up the phone, and Chris
answered on the first ring.
“Hi, Chris. You’ve made a tape? Great. We’ll get it now. There’s
bad news, Chris. John’s wife, Jenny. They’ve got her.” The shock
on the other end of the line was palpable.
“OK,” John said, as Ross hung up, “can we organise this, that
everyone who was at the warehouse at the time of the hostage
scene gets to listen to the tape and gives us his view? Maybe it’s not
evidence, but it might confirm whether or not we are aiming in
the right direction.”
John returned to his apartment late that evening. As he knew
it would, the emptiness and the loneliness struck him. In the
afternoon he had advised immediate relatives of the situation.
Jenny’s parents had taken it well. He had asked them not to come
over, but to let him get on with the job. It was a harrowing
experience. So far friends did not know, and the longer that lasted
the better. He did not want interminable expressions of sympathy.
In his professional capacity he had requested at Jenny’s workplace
that they keep quiet about it. Publicity was not felt to be of value
at this stage, certainly not before they had developed a better
understanding of what was going on. This was all the practical
side. With this he could live. But the victim was Jenny this time,
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not just a victim. Where was she? How was she? What were they
doing to her? How was she taking it? His mind went round and
round in turmoil. He looked out of the window to where it had
taken place. He flicked on the television. He turned it off. He
made some coffee, and then poured it away. Restless, he wanted to
go out, but he wanted to stay in. He decided to get some sleep,
but lay awake with the same thoughts running through his mind
over and over. The defence lawyer towered over him: “So this is
the man you saw,” he said, pointing at Hadley. Ralphs: “No, no,
that is the man I heard.” Defence lawyer: “The man you heard.
Ladies and gentleman of the jury, consider carefully this man is
not an eyewitness; he is an earwitness.” “No you don’t
understand…” John awoke with a start. God this is awful, he
thought. How can this have happened? Where is she? What can I
do? He checked the dial of his watch – four a.m. He decided to
get up. I’ll try to set pen to paper, and see if that helps with a plan,
he thought.
At six John called Ross and invited himself to breakfast to
expound his plans.
“The point is, Ross, that we precipitated the kidnapping with
our plan to entrap Hadley. Now let’s assume Hadley is guilty and
playing a very clever game. In that case, we have to be even
cleverer.”
“Any thoughts as to how, John?”
“Well, we’ve got to be quick. I really believe that time is not on
our side if we are going to get Jenny out. That means we cannot
simply investigate. We’ve got to make something happen.”
“Like we’ve already made something happen,” Ross said.
“What we have now, Ross, is the tape. I say we doctor it a bit
and add in a bit that sounds like Kinley on the megaphone. Then
we have to work out a way of confronting Hadley with the tape,
claiming we recorded him at the warehouse. It has to be a
plausible confrontation. No doubt he will deny it, but it will
prompt him to take action. If he’s hasty he might make a mistake.”
“Are you not worried about increasing the danger to Jenny?”
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Ross countered.
“I am acutely aware of the danger she is in,” John said, “and I
see that danger growing every day that we do nothing. If Hadley
perceives himself to be in danger, surely that will take pressure off
Jenny to some extent. Well, that’s what I have to hope. I see no
other way.”
“Then we have to work out a way of confronting Hadley in a
way which is constructive,” Ross said. “Not that he just cuts and
runs.”
“Right, Ross. Let me make one thing clear. This is about Jenny.
This is also about Kinley and the rest of them. Jenny took this risk
for them. I want her out, and I want her risk to be rewarded, her
personal risk which she took for our friends, and to stop these
bastards ever doing something like this again. That’s what this is
about, Ross.” Determination set upon John Ralph’s face.
A thought began to form in Ross’s mind. “You know, John,
Hadley is not the weak link. You saw how much he was in control,
when we were in his office. Confronting him with the tape would
be like revealing your hand in poker. I think we should pull in
either Duggan or Mitchell. Now Duggan’s the other one with a
voice that people heard, the shrill voice in the bank – he’s the guy
who talked in the bank. If we went after Mitchell, we could claim
we have Duggan on tape as well. We could claim it’s even more
damning, but only play Mitchell the Hadley tape.”
“You saw Mitchell and Duggan, Ross, when you checked out
the alibis. What were they like physically,” John asked.
“Duggan’s a weedy fellow and Mitchell is a very big man,” Ross
answered.
“Well you know what. It was a big guy whose back I glimpsed
in the street when Jenny was kidnapped. If it was one of these
three, then it was Mitchell.” John felt a plan was coming together.
“What have we got to lose? If it was him, we can rattle him, and
if it wasn’t, too bad. Let’s try to unnerve them, and see where we
go from there.
It was not difficult to track down Bob Mitchell, as he worked
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from home. Mitchell opened the door to John, towering over him
as he lead him through to the lounge. John wasted no time. He
simply pulled the tape player from his bag, set it on the table and
pressed the play switch. Bob Mitchell listened to the tape in
silence. Across the table sat John Ralphs. In a car outside listening
in on a radio receiver sat Ross, which Mitchell did not know. The
tape clicked off.
“We have another tape, one of Jim Duggan in the bank,” John
said.
“Well, that sure sounds like Bill Hadley,” Mitchell admitted.
“Look, Mr Mitchell, I’m not accusing you of anything. I’m
asking you to help us.” John looked Mitchell square on. He had
to persuade this man that there was a way out for him, if they
could get to the big fish. “You know these people, and we believe
they may be involved in criminal activities. We are appealing to
your civic duty.”
“I don’t see what I can do for you. Yes, I know Bill and I know
Jim. I know lots of people.” Mitchell replied firmly in his deep
voice.
“We’re looking for information, Mr Mitchell. If you had any,
or knew anyone who could help, well, if it was incriminating for
them, we would do a trade, do a deal with them.” John felt he was
not being very subtle in insinuating that there was a deal for
Mitchell to take.
“If what you say is true,” Mitchell said, “then I fear for my own
safety. More so now that you have asked me to listen to this tape.”
“Your own safety?” John queried.
“Yes, think about it. If what you say is true, now I know too
much. So what do I do?” Bob Mitchell looked at John questioningly.
“You come in and talk to us,” John answered.
“Either that,” Mitchell responded, “or I take off. I have no ties
here.”
“No, think of the threat these people pose. Talk to us,” John
insisted.
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“First comes me, as far as I’m concerned.” Mitchell sounded
adamant. “But I’ll do a deal.”
“Tell me the terms.” John leapt at this change of heart. The
mood was changing in his favour. A vision of Jenny moved to the
front of his thoughts.
“The terms? There are no terms. My safety: that’s all. Jim’s
meeting Bill in his office at four. I know because they asked me to
come over.” Mitchell held John’s gaze. “You give me a guarantee
and I will talk.”
“What’s the guarantee?” John asked.
“No, not a guarantee. From what you tell me these guys are too
lethal for you to guarantee anything. I’ll tell you what. You take
these guys in. When you have both of them locked in a cell, I’ll
talk. You call me here when you have both of them locked in a cell,
and I’ll drive into town. I’ll come and see you. Is that a deal?” On
his own John could not have made a deal. With Ross listening in
and recording everything outside in the car, he thought there
could be a deal. Anyway, it was all he had. Mitchell had made a
proposal. The ball was in his court.
“It’s a deal,” John said.
As John got in the car, Ross gave a low whistle.
“Wow,” Ross exclaimed, “that is some deal. What do we do?”
“Ross, you call on the radio while I drive, and you recount my
conversation with Mitchell to HQ. Then propose two things.
One: they take the surveillance of Hadley’s farmhouse and
Duggan’s bungalow and move everyone pronto to Hadley’s office.
Two: with as much back up as can be mustered, they hit Hadley’s
office at four and take them both in for questioning.”
Bob Mitchell had watched Ralph’s intently to make sure he did
not place any bugs while he was there. Now he relaxed. He took a
beer from the refrigerator in the kitchen and threw himself down
in his television recliner. The bedroom door opened and Bill
Hadley stepped out.
“I’m gonna recommend you for an Oscar, Bob.” Bill was
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smiling broadly. “Do they have one for best actor without a script?
That was perfect, sending them to my office.”
“I’m not just a pretty face, Bill. My brawn is matched only by
my brain. Clearly they’ve got us pinned down, so I had to send
them off somewhere believable,” Bob replied.
“I think it’s time we went on holiday. Plan B. We’ll call Jim at
the farmhouse now. The clock’s ticking.” Bill was already reaching
for the phone.
Bill Hadley had honed the planning process to what he
considered to be perfection. Each scenario would be set out on
paper, graphically displayed so that it was 100% clear to each of
them. The likely course of events was set out in a planogram, as he
called it. Decision boxes in the planogram led to different courses
of action, depending on the decision required by circumstances.
Weaknesses and risks were calculated and listed. Hadley’s view was
that the simplest plan was the best plan and the simplest plan
usually entailed risks. Therefore things would go wrong but that
did not matter because countermeasures were planned in.
A frequent symbol in the planning process was a red revolver,
which meant, we shoot our way out. This symbol had been used
several times on the decision tree leading from the bank just over
three weeks ago. Hadley had learnt that while violence could be
counter-productive, extreme, sudden violence was highly effective.
Hadley had rented a cabin by a lake for the “holiday” plan. The
plan was simple. Wherever they were, they would all head for the
cabin. The risk in this case was surveillance and that any one of
them might be followed. The initial phase of this plan had a
number of red revolvers drawn in on its planogram.
Jenny was sitting in the armchair dreaming of home, of her
apartment, of John, when she heard a rustling sound. A typed
note had been slipped under the door.
Mrs Ralphs,
It has unfortunately become necessary to bring you to a place of
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greater safety. I do not wish to harm you, and I regret the insult to
your dignity when I brought you here.
I ask you to co-operate. I am on my own and I do not wish to be
obliged to employ force. I respect you, and admire the fortitude you
have shown in bearing these regrettable circumstances.
In the draw at the bottom of the wardrobe you will find a black
hood. It has holes for your mouth and nose, so that you may breathe
freely. Please pull the hood over your head and knot the drawstring
below your chin. You will also find handcuffs. Please cuff both wrists
in front of you. In ten minutes I will lead you out. Unfortunately, the
first part of the journey must be in the trunk, but I assure you that
this will be for no more than a few minutes, before we change vehicles.
By the way, there is no purpose in trying to get a look of me. I shall be
disguised.
Please accept this note for what it is: an attempt to make an
unpleasant task as bearable as possible. Take my assurance that this
will be over soon.
Panic surfaced and subsided. This will be over soon, she
thought, and grabbed at that straw. She reached into the draw,
carried out the instructions and waited, in her own personal
darkness. She heard the lock and then the door. A touch on her
shoulder and she was guided up the stairs and along a corridor. It
was eerie underneath the hood, pitch black. Another door and
they stepped into a room with a hard surface. Then the click of
what must be the catch of the trunk, and she was gently helped
into the trunk and the lid slammed above her. Her calm up to this
moment dissipated and she began to sob, more in self-pity than
fear. The note had had a calming effect, clear and courteous,
somehow removing the immediate threat. A moment’s panic: will
I suffocate in here? And then the motor sprang to life and they
were moving.
In the driver’s seat, Jim turned out into the road with Jenny in
the trunk, tapping numbers into his phone. Bill answered from his
vehicle.
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“No surveillance so far,” Jim said.
“OK continue towards the track. Approach slowly until you see
us in the distance, and then set your speed so that you turn in
immediately behind us. Even if it comes from nowhere out of the
bushes, no police vehicle is to get between us,” Bill instructed. Bill
had given Jim a start time which should result in them arriving
together almost to the second, meticulous as ever. The road ahead
was a clear stretch of a mile and a half. Jim saw his partners’ vehicle
approaching. He checked his mirror and still there was no sign of
life behind. On the road ahead his partners were the only ones in
sight. Up ahead was the track, on Jim’s right. Bill’s vehicle cut
across in front of Jim, and Jim followed it, turning into the track
just ten feet to the rear. One hundred yards further, the track
entered woodland and curved left. Jim saw Bob roll out of the
passenger door on the move and take up position behind a tree,
aiming a high-powered rifle back from where they had come. Fifty
yards further was a clearing with black pick-up truck. There was a
superstructure mounted on the rear of the truck to create a
separate cabin with smoked glass windows.
By the time Duggan had transferred Jenny to the rear cabin of
the pick-up truck, Bob had sprinted up to join them. The clearing
was a start point for hikers and hunters and it was not unusual for
vehicles to be left there for a few days. The pick-up pulled off
across the clearing and they headed up another track to join a
different road. Fifty yards before they reached it, Bob jumped out,
recced the road up ahead and waived them on, boarding the pickup truck as it turned onto the road.
“Boring,” Bob said.
“You mean no shooting,” Jim squawked. “As far as I’m
concerned, no surveillance this time was good news. Let’s go
fishing.”
And Bill hit the gas pedal. In the back Jenny sat on cushions
with her left hand chained to the pick-up and her right hand free.
The hood was removed, so she could follow the route, although
nothing looked familiar to her and she did not know from where
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they had started. Next to her was a bottle of water, a thermos flask
of coffee and a picnic hamper. She was no longer nervous, but too
resigned to her fate to think of giving these kidnappers a star
rating just yet.
The police had taken up positions outside Hadley’s office. John
had not been reinstated, at least not yet, but he was allowed to
come along, given his central role and that he was technically a
victim through his wife. They did not know if Hadley was inside.
They would wait for Duggan to show up. Four came and went.
Four thirty came and went without Duggan. They decided they
would have to send someone in to check out what was going on.
They chose a low-key approach with an officer out of uniform
who might have been anyone. It took thirty seconds to establish
there was no Hadley. Expecting the worst, they had moved
everyone over here to provide support in case Hadley resisted
arrest. Now they had to check out the three men’s residences. That
took longer but yielded the same result. What struck John, in
particular was that Mitchell was gone, the man who had agreed to
speak to them, his great white hope for Jenny’s rescue. He looked
across at Ross and could not stop the tears forming in his eyes,
tears for Jenny, tears for Jenny and for him.
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It took them just over two hours to reach the lakeside cabin. They
had hooded Jenny for the final stretch and now Duggan
transferred her to a room at the rear of the cabin, with a window
looking straight out at tree trunks. As far as she knew, there had
been just one kidnapper. He had not spoken and he had been
masked when she saw him. While she sat and gazed through the
window at the tree, John was weeping for her in Ross’s patrol
vehicle. She felt deflated, but terror and panic had left her. She felt
lonely. There was no human contact, not even with her gaolers.
Hadley, Mitchell and Duggan sat on the porch overlooking the
lake, a beer cooler in front of them.
“We’ve got to exploit this mess to our advantage,” Hadley was
saying.
“How do you mean, Bill?” Mitchell asked. “I mean, I don’t
know why we don’t shoot her and be done with it.”
“No, Bill, it’s better for us if we are not on the run. We’ll use
this to legitimate ourselves.” Hadley was thoughtful.
“Doesn’t look very likely to me.” Duggan was taking Mitchell’s
side.
“Think about it. This is not police work,” Hadley said.
“What do you mean?” Mitchell asked.
“That stuff with the tape, the girl coming to my office,”
Hadley explained, “that’s not what the police do. This guy’s on his
own.”
“So what good does that do us?” Mitchell was getting bored
with this.
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“Boys, give me three days. I’m going to get to know about this
girl and her man. Then I’m going to turn the tables on them. I’m
going to have him back off. That’s the plan.” Hadley had finished.
He stood up and went inside.
Hadley started to type a note on his laptop. Win trust with
trust, he thought. They think I am the kidnapper. It follows that
if they trust the kidnapper, then they will trust me. Because they
trust me, when I make it clear that I am not the kidnapper, then
they will believe me. If I am not the kidnapper, I am not the bank
raider. Therefore they have no reason to investigate me, or
Duggan, or Mitchell. Mitchell will say he took off because he was
frightened when I was not arrested. He effectively told them that
he would do that. The logic may be circular, but it is logic. Earth
exists so god must have created it: god must exist or he could not
have created earth. What’s good enough for the Pope is good
enough for me. Win trust with trust. I am going to give her my
trust.
Jenny saw the door open three inches. A hand reached in and
dropped a sheet of paper and a cell phone. She picked up the
paper.
You may talk to your husband for twenty minutes. I suggest you
call his cell phone. Do not make any other calls. It will not help and
we will withdraw this privilege. If you follow the rules, you can call
him tomorrow as well. First, tell him you have twenty minutes, but
this is a personal call, not business, and definitely not police business.
Tell him there are two rules, just two rules. Rule one is that you do not
talk about kidnapping. Rule two is that you do not try to describe
where you are (it would be a waste of time anyway, as you have no
idea of where you are). Tell him to respect these rules.
We have no desire or intention of harming you or him. Oh, and
you can mention that we expect to have you out of here and back home
within three days.
Jenny’s hand trembled as she reached for the phone. She would
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not believe this until she heard John’s voice on the end of the line.
Slowly she tapped the numbers willing the call to go through.
“Hello.” It was John’s voice. For a moment she could not speak.
“Hello, hello.” His voice repeated and she had to force herself to
speak. As emotion flooded through her it came out in a whisper.
“John.”
“Jenny, are you alright. Jenny, where are you?” Panic was rising
in his voice. She looked down at the paper, drew herself together
and read out the rules.
“Do you understand, John?” she asked. “Do you agree to these
rules?” He did, and the tension dissipated as they talked.
Normality was returning for them both, but twenty minutes was
short. She watched the last minute of those twenty minutes slip by
on her watch and then respected the trust given to her. She
replaced the phone by the door. A hand reached in and withdrew
it.
Hadley went back out onto the porch, where the empty beer
cans were building. The late afternoon sun was playing on the
water, which lapped against the stony beach. Birds flitted across
the lake catching insects as they flew. Behind the cabin rose the
leafy backdrop of wooded hills with the buzz of wildlife.
“Nice holiday.” Bill brought his arm round in a flourish
towards the view of the lake.
“What you been doin’ in there?” Bob smiled at him and
winked. “Something sweet in there, Bill?”
“My plan is going to work. On day four we release her and go
home. Now I’m going to take her for a walk. It’s part of the plan.”
“You what?” It was Jim.
“Look, if she does anything wrong, I shoot her, OK, and we get
out of here,” Bill said. This satisfied Bob, who told Jim to pipe
down.
There was a rear exit from the cabin, which opened onto a path
leading straight into the woods. Jenny stepped through the door
and set off along the path. The written instructions were clear.
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You have been cooped up too long. Go for a walk. Keep to the rear
of the cabin in the woods and be back in thirty minutes. I shall be
behind you, well disguised, but still, please, do not look at me. You
may exchange greetings with anyone you meet, but not more than
that, or you must accept the consequences for them. You must be lonely.
Feel free to talk. I will listen, but not reply. It is nice to know someone
listens to you when you are lonely.
At first she had not been sure, if she should go, but the trees
through her window, the outside, had beckoned. A talk with her
husband and now a walk in the woods. She began to hum to
herself, and then, as if remembering the last sentence, she began
to talk out loud, softly at first, but someone was listening and she
gained confidence. She wondered about her friends at the office,
and voiced this. Then she moved on to John and how he was
coping with this ordeal. Afterwards this would seem surreal to her,
but at the time, after days shut away, it seemed so natural. The
listener had her entire sympathy for that moment, until suddenly
she realised time had slipped away. Forty-five minutes had elapsed.
Had she broken a rule? He was following her steps as she walked
wistfully back to the cabin and captivity. It is said that a special
relationship develops between a torturer and his victim, one of
mutual dependency. This was no torture, this was control and a
special relationship was developing, but it was one-sided.
As soon as Bill left, Bob turned to Jim and threw him another
beer from the cooler.
“Bill’s good at planning,” Bob said to Jim. “I can’t say I like this
releasing idea.”
“Me neither,” Jim agreed.
“I think I’ll give Bill some more planning to do,” Bill
continued.
“Yeah?”
“Day four, in the morning, I shoot her.” Now that business was
out of the way, Bob turned back to his beer.
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On day two Bob suggested to Bill that they take a boat out on
the lake and go fishing. Bill decided to stay back and work on his
planning scenarios, but Jim joined him. They walked around the
lake to a clubhouse where they were able to hire a Dory and pick
up some fishing tackle. Neither of them knew how to fish, but
what the hell, they were on holiday. First stop was back at the
cabin where they picked up a beer cooler and accepted Bill’s
challenge to haul in some fresh fish for dinner. Out on the lake,
the shore was soon distant and the colour of the water faded from
the green reflection of the trees into the deep blue of the sky. It was
wind still and with gentle ripples giving texture to the surface of
the water.
“Bill’s getting sweet on her.” Bob was gazing back at the cabin,
wondering about Bill.
“Bob, Bill doesn’t get sweet on anyone. I’ve known this guy for
years. He’s what they term a psychopath.” Jim was pretty clear in
his mind about who Bill was.
“Then we shouldn’t let him alone with the woman,” Bob
responded.
What do you mean? You said you were going to shoot her
anyway,” Jim countered.
“Exactly.” Bob opened another beer. “Do you believe in
evolution?”
“You mean like we were apes?” Jim questioned.
“Yeah, you see I think I’m very evolved. Do you want to know
why?” Bob asked.
“No, I don’t,” Jim replied.
“Well, I’ll tell you anyway,” Bob continued. “I was reading this
thing about how Europeans developed this gene giving them
tolerance to alcohol, which Native Americans, for example, don’t
necessarily have. Because the Europeans lived in dirty little towns
and villages the water wasn’t safe, so they drank alcohol. Natural
selection eliminated those who couldn’t take it. So drinking
alcohol is advanced evolution. There’s a gene for it.”
“So what’s that got to do with you?” Jim wasn’t particularly
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interested, just polite.
“Well, I’m leading the way. According to the current state of
medical knowledge someone like me should be dead.” Bob
grinned. “I’m supposed to drink two beers a day max. Imagine.”
“That’s beyond my imagination, Bob.”
“Exactly. I’m leading mankind in the direction of a world
where it can survive on liquor alone. Just think. You could store
your next thirty years of nourishment in your basement. You’d
never have to work, or in our case rob a bank, again.”
“You’re a real intellectual, Bob, when you can’t find anything to
shoot.”
“I’m serious about dealing with this woman, Jim. Bill’s a clever
guy, but I can’t have him taking risks with my future. He should
have discussed this with us, like we discuss the raids.” With that
Bob turned his attention to fishing.
Back at the cabin, Bill was toiling away over his laptop. He
could see a way to ingratiate himself into the Ralphs’ household
and exonerate himself. Where he had a problem was how to
handle her release: how to do it and how to time it. His mind
drifted to her in the back room, and he decided it was time for
another walk. He typed up a note for her and slipped it under the
door. Five minutes later they left the cabin, following the same
procedure as the previous day. Jenny, naturally a bubbling,
buoyant person had something of the spring lamb about her as she
stepped out into the woods, freed from her stall. He followed,
admiring her movements and hoping her spirits would bubble
over into speech again today. She knew she had a listener, she felt
it, and soon the words were flowing. Bill was building his mental
picture of her, her psychology and her relationship with her
husband. He was looking for the trigger points he would use to
draw them to him. Later everything would be recorded on his
laptop for analysis and reference, but for now he was simply alert
and attuned to her psyche.
The days of the kidnapping were passing slowly for John. To hear
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Jenny had been an immense relief, especially when she had been
permitted to call again on the second day. Otherwise, he had
nothing to do. He was still suspended. He could think of no way
of tracking Jenny, and he cursed himself for having involved her.
It had to be that trio, he thought, but somehow all the pieces did
not seem to fit. Ross, stretched beyond belief, had little time for
him. The fact that the case had gone way beyond the local level,
just seemed to generate that much more work for him, answering
the investigators’ queries and undertaking assignments for them
locally. Still there was no progress worth mentioning, and there
was an argument about whether Jenny’s kidnap was really tied in
to the robberies. John felt a kind of resignation settle on him. All
he found himself doing was waiting for her next phone call.
Outside the twenty minutes with her on the phone, the day was a
haze of nothing, and so day three passed. At five a.m. of the fourth
day, sleeping fitfully, John woke to the sound of the answer phone
in the lounge. He leapt out of bed, but the caller had hung up by
the time he reached the machine. The light was flashing. He
pressed play and heard an unbelievable message.
It was an hour earlier that Bill Hadley had awoken with a jolt.
There was something about Bob Mitchell these last couple of days
which eluded him. Now it came to him. Whatever topic was
under discussion, Bob always came out with something about
shooting, representing, in his book, the approach of the true redblooded male. For two days he had not talked once about
shooting. Did that mean he was hiding something from Bill? Bill
guessed it meant Bob was planning to shoot someone, and he did
not have to look far to decide who. He had proposed they leave at
seven. Now he had to get her out of there fast before Bob executed
his plan. He threw off the covers, turned on the laptop and he
dressed while it booted up.
Jenny awoke to a light scratching on her door and saw a note
slipped underneath. He promised I could leave today, she thought.
What is this? In the half-light she moved across the room and
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retrieved the note. She unfolded it and switched on the bedside
light.
Be quiet, be quick, be ready in three minutes. You’re leaving. Trust
me.
Her heart pumped. She was ready. She had always been ready,
dressed at night for a rapid exit, if the chance arose. She waited
and those three minutes, dragged and dragged. She looked at her
watch. Just one minute elapsed. God, please, please. Two light
years later, she heard the click of the lock outside as it was very
gently, almost soundlessly released. This did not seem right. As far
as she knew, there was just one kidnapper. What was he afraid of?
Were the police on their way? Was this a ruse? Should she resist?
As she started to speak, he clamped his hand over her mouth and
dragged her out towards the woods, the way she had gone on her
walks. Under the darkness of the trees, he released her and she
shivered with both fear and cold, feeling herself truly at his mercy,
and fearing the worst. The trembling spread through her limbs.
He pulled out another note and struck a match so that she
could read.
Call your husband and give him the address below. Tell him he
may tell no one, come on his own and find you safe and unharmed.
Or he may call the police. Then he may come here with or without
them and retrieve your corpse. It is his choice. I do not mind either
way.
You must hide where I take you now. Do not come out until you
hear your husband’s voice. Repeat do not under any circumstances
come out. He should be here in two hours.
As he led her further into the woods, she keyed in the number.
The answer phone came on. John, John, she whispered to herself,
answer it, but he did not and she left the message as instructed.
She was given no second chance. He took the phone from her and
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indicated that she should crawl into a clump of thick bushes. He
left.
Back at the cabin, Bill went to bed. He was awoken at six by
Bob’s booming voice.
“She’s gone. Where the hell is she?” Bob burst into Bill’s room,
and Bill leapt out of bed.
“It’s OK. I advanced the plan, Bob. It’s safer that way.” Bill
spoke evenly, with a faint smile. Bob had a pistol in his hand and
was gesticulating wildly.
“I’m going after her,” Bob roared. He flew out of the rear door
of the cabin and crashed through the woods. Bill walked out onto
the porch, where Jim was munching breakfast.
“I don’t think I should go after him, Jim. I think you should. I
think you should let him know that it won’t be good if she sees
him. Right now we have no eyewitnesses.” Jim was reluctant to
stalk a raging armed Bob Mitchell through the woods, but he saw
the point.
Situated just thirty yards from the cabin, Jenny heard the
sound of a wild creature crashing through the undergrowth, and
was on the point of leaving her hiding place when she realised it
was a man. She got a glimpse of an arm waving a gun, but did not
see the man. I don’t understand this, she thought. First, he hides
me and then he’s crashing through the woods with a gun. Or is it
someone else? But why would anyone be running around with a
gun other than the kidnapper? Or is he the police? I should show
myself and get this over with. She began to crawl out of the
bushes. Then she stopped. The note said wait for John’s voice. It
was very clear. Surely it’s not a trick. She crawled back under cover,
just before Jim Duggan ran by in search of the rampant Mitchell.
By the time Mitchell had been retrieved and they had packed
up, it was six forty-five. Bill drove the truck off the grass down to
the tarmac road and eliminated the tyre tracks. Not that it really
mattered. They would abandon the pick-up later. The other two
got into the truck, as Bill went back up to the cabin. He set light
to the bedding in the bedrooms and the cushions in the lounge,
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and then he turned on the gas bottle in the kitchen. They drove
out past the clubhouse and on to the highway, heading north. Ten
minutes later, heading south, John passed a black pick-up truck
going in the other direction and thought nothing of it.
In the bushes time was slipping by slowly for Jenny. She
realised she had been there for nearly two hours. She just hoped
that John had got the message, hoped he would be there, to hear
him. That was when she smelt the smoke. At first the faint smell
of burning floated in the air, but it grew stronger and soon she
could here the crackling of a major fire, and as it caught the smoke
belched out. Soon smoke was billowing through the bushes and
she began to cough. Where is John? So near and yet so far, she
thought. It can’t fail now. Please. What’s happening? Her panic
grew as she choked on the smoke and realised she would not be
able to hold out.
As he swung up the driveway towards the lake, John could see
smoke rising, and soon he could make out a cabin on the shore,
ablaze. His heart sank, as he realised he was too late. Still, he
accelerated hard, swerving off the driveway and heading straight
over the grass towards the blazing cabin. Stopping just clear of the
blaze, he leapt from his vehicle, screaming for Jenny. And then
through the smoke, from behind the cabin, he saw a figure
moving towards him, now running towards him. She shed tears of
relief, as she sobbed in his arms, stricken but saved, and he led her
away.
They drove down to the clubhouse, where the emergency had
now been recognised, but there was little to be done. John decided
it was better to leave, to be on their own, and they headed back
the way he had come. He knew he should call Ross with the news,
but he could not face it. They were both still in turmoil. She with
the knowledge of what she had escaped and he with the
knowledge of what might have been. Somehow, they could not
talk for the moment, but sat in silence as he drove north. In this
last month the whole world had changed.
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Driving north with the three of them in the front of the pick-up,
Bill Hadley kept a steady banter going with the aim of relieving
Bob’s morose mood. Eventually he took the bull by the horns.
“You nearly had me there, Bob.” He turned towards Bob,
grinning. “If you’d shot her, two days of my work on the laptop
would have gone out of the window. All my planning. But I woke
up at four and suddenly realised I hadn’t planned you in right.”
“Screw your plans,” Bob retorted. “She’s at large and I’m at
risk.”
“Come on, Bob,” Bill cajoled him. “You’ll get to shoot
someone else. Right now I’ve got it sorted. She’s our safely valve.
Just sit tight and wait.” Bob brightened up a bit. He knew from
the past that Bill generally had smart ideas that worked. Well,
what was done was done. He could not change it now, and go
back and shoot her, so he had better make the best of it.
“Give me another beer, Jim,” he ordered, “and think about
evolution, right.”
As the road ahead came to meet them interminably mile after
mile at fifty-five miles per hour, Bill began to think about those
walks in the woods. He could feel it was happening again. He
knew it would do him no good, but he was drawn to her. It would
be just like all the other times, in the end, he knew, when rage
would overtake him. Again the thought came to him that he
should seek professional help. One of his clients was a psychiatrist
locally, very eminent. They were quite good friends. Can he not
see it for himself, see into my head, Bill thought? Can he not tell
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me why this is happening again? Then he rationalised it to
himself. No, this time I am completely in control. I can take her
or leave her. I do not need help. Bob needs help. Jim needs help.
They are both psychotic. You just have to look at them to know
that.
In his seat Jim was dozing dreamily. He had half listened to the
banter between Bill and Bob, but it did not interest him. How
come I get hooked up with these weirdoes? he asked himself. I
guess it’s the money. Who else has asked me to rob a bank with
them? And we do split our shares evenly. Bill plans, Bob shoots
and I do whatever they tell me to do. I guess it’s OK. When it
comes down to it, we do a pretty good job, make a good team. The
kind of ultra-violence we use seems to work quite well around
here, where the cops prefer to pussyfoot around like ballet dancers.
I can’t believe they let us just walk out of that warehouse and jump
in a fire truck. I guess Bill worked that one out well – when the
shit hit the fan, he reversed thrust. Those guys got splattered, well
and truly splattered, in all senses of the word. He laughed to
himself.
“Well boys, it’s been a fun holiday,” Bill was saying, as Jim
awakened from his reverie.
“Good fishing, if no shooting,” Bob added.
“It’s back to work tomorrow,” Bill continued. “Leave it with
me. I’ll fix the situation with the cops. Give me three days. Bob,
you just tell them you took off scared, if they ask. Just like you said
you would, if they didn’t call you back. Then say you’ve spoken to
me and you don’t believe them. Say it’s a load of utter bullshit. The
tape must be a fake. It doesn’t make sense.”
“OK,” Bob agreed.
“And Jim, you just tell the cops to go to hell. You’re not a nice
guy, so don’t pretend to be. I think you’re a jerk. What do you
think, Bob?”
“My mum doesn’t like me to use the words that would describe
him,” Bob replied.
“So your mum told you to wash your hands after you’d been to
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the bathroom, but that didn’t make any difference.” Jim wrinkled
up his nose, in indication of the source of smell. However, the
conversation quickly moved on to professional matters connected
with banks and jewellery stores, the latter being an as yet untested
business proposition for this little group.
Over the next couple of days the police left the trio in peace. As
Ross explained it to John that evening, they were stymied. They
quite simply did not know which way to go. Every lead resulted in
a dead-end. John had waited to call Ross until they were back at
the apartment. He needed to be settled and so did Jenny. She had
assured him that she had not been harmed or molested in any way;
in fact they had shown her more courtesy than he did. He was
about to offer to drive her around in the trunk of the car in the
future, handcuffed, but she disappeared into the bathroom with
the evident intention of a relaxing morning in the bath. Ross came
straight round. They talked the whole thing through, but Jenny
had not been able to give John anything on the drive back, other
than that there seemed to be just one kidnapper. It had to be
connected with Hadley, but then why did he let her go? Why were
there no demands? It did not make sense. So maybe it wasn’t
Hadley. They would have the cabin at the lake, or what was left of
it, checked out, but they both knew that that would yield nothing.
What next?
“I’m afraid to make another move, Ross.” John looked at Ross,
pain showing in his face. “We were stuck, so we tried to force
them into the open, to make a mistake, and then this awful thing
happened, this kidnapping. Then we tried to force the issue again
with the tape and Mitchell, and everything went dead. Then I get
phone calls from Jenny and she resurfaces. It baffles me. What’s it
all about? I daren’t take another step, for fear of the whole thing
spiralling out of control again.” Ross sat there and said nothing.
He too felt it was beyond him. Finally he spoke.
“They got nothing on the first raid, John. On the second raid
they got just under thirty grand. They’re going to have to strike
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again. Let’s hope it’s not here, but wherever it is we’ve got to get
them. That’s all there is to it. There’s a debt there, John, a very big
debt.”
If the financial advisory business had been tedious before, now it
was beyond Bill Hadley to focus on it. Most of the time in his
office was spent on his laptop, honing his plans. Jewellery was the
new project. The raid was easy. What he was working on was a safe
way to turn it into cash. What Jim called their ultra-violence was
effective on one side of the deal, so why not on the other. If they
took a jewellery fence out in a very unpleasant way, then maybe
the other receivers of stolen jewels would be more amenable in
negotiations. He thought about this and decided he would like to
put in place a process. He would start with simple threats, escalate
to a bit of minor assault, followed by full-scale torture and
execution, with plenty of evidence left behind. They would need
some kind of alias, some kind of cover, and he was beginning to
think a dirty cop might be the answer. Maybe he could tie two
things together, and use as his alias (or more probably Bob’s alias
in this case), the name of Lieutenant John Ralphs. After all, if
things turned really bad, they could always stick a bogus
abduction of his wife on him. In fact, the more he thought about
it, the better it looked. What it could be made to look like was
dirty cop Lieutenant John Ralphs trying, with his devious
scheming wife, to frame Bill Hadley, law abiding financial
consultant. He smiled and picked up the phone to Jim Duggan.
***
The bell rang at the apartment door. Jenny opened it to see Bill
Hadley. Bill Hadley stepped back in surprise.
“Mrs Galloway! I’m here to see John Ralphs. I had no idea you
knew him. Is he in? If not, I shall come back later.” Jenny was
stunned, but did not show it. He was not threatening.
“Do come in,” she said. “I’m sure he will be here in a few
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minutes. Do wait in the lounge. We’re in the kitchen, if you need
anything.” He might as well believe she was with Mrs Ralphs. It
was easier than trying to explain what she had been doing in his
office. They moved through into the lounge.
“Jenny, I know it was you.” His soft voice surrounded her, but
there was no menace. “That’s why I’m here. To clear the air. I bear
no grudge. I know your husband must do his job. If suspicion has
fallen upon me, I must be investigated, as any other citizen.” He
smiled at her and sat down. She sat across from him. Then the
door opened and John came into the apartment. He walked into
the lounge and looked at them, baffled. They both rose and
Hadley repeated to John his earlier words to Jenny. John motioned
for him to sit, taking the centre of the sofa opposite. Jenny was
obliged to sit next to Hadley.
“I really wanted to clear the air.” His melodious voice
continued. “I also felt deeply for Jenny when she was taken away
by force. I could not help thinking how brave she must have been
when she came to my office, to interview a callous killer, a thief
who would stop at nothing. And that is also why I am here.” John
was embarrassed, not least because his suspicions of Hadley were
still there, and now the man was his guest in his lounge.
“I had to do that Mr Hadley. Our friends died. I had to help
find these evil people. I had to help John.” Jenny was visibly
distressed.
“I accept that.” He smiled at John and added, “Someone such
as your wife may investigate me any time, Mr Ralphs.” Silence fell,
and Hadley broke it. “Evil is a medieval word, not appropriate for
modern police practice. I would say they are not evil but psychopathic.”
“What’s the difference? Evil is evil.” This was clear to Jenny.
“I think there may be a difference, one which is important for
police work. Lieutenant Ralphs may agree. A psychopath may be
acting in a very rational manner, just with a little less emotion.”
“You mean as in gunning down police officers in cold blood,”
John cut in, willing the discussion to end.
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“Consider this. A beautiful woman such as Jenny is
kidnapped.” He took her hand. “And it pains us.” He gently
released her hand. “And you, John. You are in love with Jenny. You
would risk your life for her. Is that rational? I would feel the same,
John, but in this case she is not my Jenny. But if she were and if
she loved me, then I too would be ruled by emotion like you, in
this particular case. The psychopath experiences less emotion,
John. That is all. He wants money. Someone is in his way. He
shoots him. This is what mankind does anyway, John, in wars. It
is what the psychopath is prepared to do within his own
community, and this is what we object to.” The words washed
around Jenny and she sank back in the sofa next to him. He
wanted to draw this out as long as he could as he sat there with
her. She could see John as if he were on a distant shore willing her
to come back to him, and then the spell was broken. Hadley
stood, reluctantly, to leave. He had achieved the first step of what
he termed reconciliation, but not as well as he had hoped.
“He’s slimy,” John said.
“He’s not slimy, John. He’s a ladies’ man. That’s why he makes
you uncomfortable. His soft voice makes us feel warm inside. He
is appealing to us, rather than speaking to us. I felt the same in his
office.”
“That stuff about psychopaths was weird.” John did not want
to hear about Hadley’s charms.
“It was weird. I’m seeing my counsellor tomorrow.” A psychiatrist had been assigned to help Jenny over her ordeal. “I’d like to
ask him about this.”
“I’ll come with you, Jenny. I have my own questions.”
Giles Marshall was in his mid fifties, and had practised psychiatry
in both hospitals and private practice. As his profession
demanded, he had a good listening manner. He had a sleepy look
with drooping eyelids that set his patients at ease. He greying hair
and lined face added a fatherly impression. He saw little point in
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seeing Jenny. It was a duty for him and for her. Clearly she was
totally together and had no adverse effects from the kidnapping,
but they would both go through the motions of counselling as was
expected of them. However, he livened up when they addressed
the question of psychopaths.
“This is my special draw,” he said, opening a locked steel
cabinet. Mostly people display a mix of symptoms that make up
their particular case. But every now and then I have a patient who
brings together all the fragments of the condition in one case, like
a full house in poker. These cases I collect for reference. This man
– let’s call him Al Capone – mirrors what you have just been
describing to me.” He pulled a file out of the draw of the cabinet.
“Giles, let’s do a role-play here,” John proposed. “Let’s assume
that the man we mentioned who told us about the psychopaths
yesterday is a psychopath. Describe the situation to us. We’ll sit
back and listen to your lecture.”
“John, Jenny, your man was right. We do now believe that part
of the brain is physically smaller in subjects with psychopathic
conditions. I won’t be technical, so think of it as the seat of the
emotions that is undeveloped in a classical psychopath. Your man
will appear normal, because in most senses he is normal. If he is
highly intelligent, his very rationality may be heightened and
dangerous. Because he does not live in our emotional world, at
least not in the sense of the rest of us, he may devote considerable
energy to planning things that we would never even consider
doing. He may establish an objective and then eliminate what
stands between him and his objective remorselessly.”
“So he’s a rational man then?” Jenny asked.
“Don’t think of if like that,” Giles continued. “He will have
desires like you or I, but he will do things to satisfy those desires
that we cannot do. He may fall in love, but there he will be
thwarted. He may have a well-honed social veneer, but
underneath his veneer the person he hopes to love, the object of
his affections, will eventually encounter ice, cold steel, call it what
you will. In most things he can take what he wants. In love he
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cannot: it must be reciprocated. This is one classic situation in
which he gets dangerous. He may be good looking with
exceptional social graces on the surface, which he has learnt, but
his emotionally retarded nature will always come through. He may
have been rejected many times in the past, and may or may not
have controlled his violent reaction, but ultimately it will out, as
they say. ”
“So if we encountered such a person, what should we do?” John
asked.
“What I would do,” Giles turned very serious, “is pack my bags
and start again elsewhere, if my ties here were not too strong.
Speaking as a psychiatrist, I do not believe a healthy man or
woman can escape from a determined psychopath of the type you
describe.”
“Can’t he be arrested and imprisoned?” Jenny asked.
“Jenny, he is a very hard man to catch. He is devious, manipulative and very, very aware of what he is doing. He will take care
of the last little detail if he is like the man in my file.” Giles waved
the file and looked very unhappy. John also felt unnerved. He
knew what Giles meant. He knew how difficult it was to collect
evidence that would stand up in court. The rule of law did not
make it easy to catch psychopathic killers, and psychopathic killers
seemed the best way to describe the men who had so recently
come among them. But who were they?
Jenny persisted: “Can we oblige someone to take a psychiatric
assessment, or even get them to volunteer.”
“It’s very difficult, Jenny,” Giles responded. “It’s like when you
have an intermittent fault in a mechanical device. It’s like your
washing machine works fine when the repairman arrives, and then
cuts out again as soon as he’s gone. The human mind is very
complex, and this man may be very clever.” With this the
discussion reached a close. What Giles was unaware of was that
John and Jenny were thinking of Bill Hadley, and what John and
Jenny were unaware of was that Bill Hadley had been Giles’
financial advisor for the last three years, and he and Bill would
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often meet for a friendly drink, but then it was a small town, and
Giles had said psychopaths were hard to spot.
For the coming Saturday John decided to hold a party to celebrate
the return of the rescued hostage. Somehow it seemed right to
keep it an intimate event with the people who had been involved.
The first to arrive were Ross and his wife Mary. In her early
thirties, Mary was in the throes of recent motherhood with a son
of two and a daughter of eight months, both of whom, after due
admiration, would be settled in the bedroom to sleep, or not as the
case may be. Still bright and youthful, recent months had wrought
lines of tiredness beneath Mary’s eyes. Otherwise with her trim
figure and shoulder-length blonde hair she could have been
Jenny’s sister. Next came John’s bother Chris with his wife Liz. The
women knew one another and John was introduced to Liz, a lively
petite lady in her late twenties. Giles might have seemed out of
place in this crowd, when he arrived, and maybe his wife Diane,
his second wife, was in her way. Diane was a classic older man’s
wife, these days in the upper echelons termed trophy wife. As she
came into the lounge, she could as well have been modelling her
green velvet evening gown on the catwalk. Elegant, sparkling, she
introduced herself to the gathering, and underneath her exterior
she revealed a true interest in each of them. The psychiatrist had
chosen wisely after all.
John drew the chairs into a circle in the lounge, and they took
their places while he served drinks. As the minutes dragged into
double digits, the conversation remained strained. Eventually
Jenny decided she had to do something.
“You know, kids, it’s like we’re teenagers invited to a disco,
waiting for the parents to leave, so that we can get going.” A laugh
went around the circle, nervous not hearty. “There’s a subject we’re
avoiding.”
“I can’t guess what,” Chris chipped in. This time the laugh was
less artificial.
“Giles, you take the chair. Let’s get it out in the open,” Jenny
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proposed. Giles stood up and moved out of the circle, so that they
all had to turn to look at him.
“So what’s the agenda,” he opened, smiling in his relaxed
fashion. “What’s the common theme?”
“Abduction?” John suggested.
“So how many of us have been abducted?” Giles asked.
“Chasing the voice,” Chris proposed enthusiastically. He had
been excited by his success, and in the back of his mind was
planning to find a commercial application for this software. His
sparks ignited the surrounding timber. This was exactly what they
wanted to do: make progress on the case that blighted their town.
“Give me a few moments to think about this,” Giles instructed
them. “Talk among yourselves.” He moved to the kitchen.
Immediately the conversation in the lounge developed the buzz
that had been so lacking. In the kitchen Giles considered his
options. There were a lot of emotions riding on this, probably a
hell of a lot more than people realised. He did not want to end up
with a catastrophic scene in the lounge. In the end he decided to
take an academic approach, to treat it like a sort of seminar and
see what came out. He went back into the lounge.
“OK, class, pay attention.” Giles struck his professor’s pose,
waiting for the noise to subside.
“John, tell me what is this, this chasing the voice?” He asked.
“Well.” John thought for a moment. “It’s all we’ve got, the
sound of this guy’s voice. We thought if we chase the voice, we’ll
find him. That’s how we got in this mess and…”
“Stop right there,” Giles interrupted. He was going to keep
tight control of this. “I’m beginning to see the makings of an
intriguing proposition. Much research has gone into the voice
with regard to lie detectors and so on; much research has dealt
with clues to an individuals background and education sculpting
the way we speak, but that’s more language than voice. We’re
looking at something different.”
Ross: “So what are we looking at?”
“Let’s find out,” Giles proposed, looking around the circle.
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“I’m going to ask each of you what you see in a voice. Chris, you
start.”
“A voice. Well I deal with a lot of voices, disembodied voices, I
suppose, where all I’ve got is the voice. At work I meet people on
the telephone and often only get to see them much later. I used to
visualise the person from his voice. Now I deliberately keep it
blank. That’s really since I met this one guy I’d been dealing with
for a couple of years. I went to meet a fifty year old, balding with
a paunch and smoking a pipe. In fact, I met this twenty-two year
old six foot six athlete.”
Giles laughed. “I like that, Chris. You got the message.” Giles
looked at Jenny. “ Jenny?”
“For me a voice tells me of an emotional state. A voice can
really move you, like your favourite singer, when you feel a shiver
going down your spine, or it can leave you cold, even disgust you,
but mostly it affects you one way or another.” Jenny would have
continued but Giles pointed at Ross.
“I guess it’s my work, but I look for what the person behind the
voice is thinking and what clues the voice gives me. Is he telling
the truth? Is he nervous? I guess I’m a human lie detector.” That
was Ross’s contribution and it moved to Chris’s wife Liz.
“I’m probably the reverse of what Chris said. As soon as
someone opens their mouth I place them in various categories.
Where do they come from, town or country? Did they go to
college and so on?” Chris was going to say something but Giles
stopped him and moved to John.
“Right now I’m just fixated on that one voice. I hear his words
echoing in my ears. I want to nail the bastard.” John looked very
grim.
“Hmm. I’m not sure you’ve quite entered the spirit of this little
seminar, John, but no matter. As chairman of this convention, I
now invite the last participant’s contribution, my darling wife
Diane.
“Giles, I know this is a trick and that you plan to hold me
hostage with your psychiatric horse-play, whatever I answer.” She
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grinned at the others. “But even with your fancy education, when
it comes to practical psychology you’re no match for a woman.
Ladies, you can see who wears the trousers in our household.
Voices. There are two types of voice: voices I know, friends and
family; and then there are the rest. That’s it, Giles. Do with it what
you will, but you’re not getting me on your couch.” She finished
to a round of applause. Looking at her, Jenny saw a toughness
underneath the veneer of fashion model or society hostess. One
tough lady: she could be a marine in another life, Jenny thought,
smiling.
“Gentlemen” - Giles took back the reins - “and ladies, if you
are still interested, I shall sum up.” Mary came out of the bedroom
where she had been quieting the kids. “Mary, motherhood excuses
you of making a fool of yourself, like the rest of them, but you’re
in time to hear the results.”
“Thank you, Giles.” She took a seat.
“Now then, Liz, I’m excluding your contribution. You were
talking about language, not voice, which you use to size people up;
very valuable but not our subject today. John, I’m excluding you
for the reason you gave yourself, you just want to nail the bastard.
Are we all agreed?”
“Get on with it, Giles,” said Diane.
“That leaves us with Chris, Jenny, Ross and Diane, four
differing positions. Let’s look at them. Ross, you are the lie
detector. You are dealing with how the voice betrays us, with a
tremble, a tension, whatever. Interesting and well studied.
Agreed?”
“That’s it, doc,” Ross assented.
“Now, Jenny, I’m going to deal with you and Chris together.
Chris had worked out that the sound of a voice does not tell you
a person’s physical characteristics, including even age. You,
however, believe it communicates to you at an emotional level.
Tell me, in view of what Chris said, do you really think that the
emotion conveyed to you by the singer is shared by the singer? Or
is it just a professional performance, just an illusion of emotion?”
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“You mean I’m being duped?” Jenny asked. “Duped into
believing in an emotion which isn’t there. No, I don’t agree with
you. I think the performer is a performer because she feels and can
display emotion, and that’s the message I get.”
“I agree with you, Jenny.” Giles looked at Chris. “So I put it to
you, Chris, that you have missed something. You have trained
yourself to ignore clues from a voice, false clues, to physical
appearance. But you do impute other things, Chris, personality
and character.”
“Yeah, I sure do that, Giles.”
“OK, so what have we got?” Giles started his summing up.
“Sorry, Diane, of course, family and friends. What is this? Social
cohesion? Familiarity? Like the song we grow to like because we
are used to it, or the sound of our mother, soothing us as a child.
Diane, I have to think about that. Anyway, what we have is that a
voice is distinct from the appearance of a person but it’s bound up
with things like personality, emotion and mental state, trust,
truthfulness, and no one even told me that it speaks words so that
we can communicate.” Giles stopped here and looked around.
“And John, I wrongly excluded you. What you told us,
somewhat abstrusely, is that a voice is unique.”
“This is the heart of it, Giles. I have the voice, and Ross and I
think we have the man, because he has that voice. But then we
find it’s not the man.” John was agitated.
“Yes, that’s it,” Ross agreed. “How is this possible?”
“Well, I guess that concludes the seminar,” Giles said. “Now it’s
down to police work.”
Diane stood up.
“What a wonderful opportunity you have given me, Giles, to
make a fool of you.”
“What do you mean?” Giles could see from her sly smile that
she had a party-piece lined up.
“Ladies, our men folk never listen to us - well, maybe because
we never shut up - here we have an eminent psychiatrist working
on a police problem. His wife, me, gives him the very clue he
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needs, but he’s so tied up in his psychiatry that he can’t see it.”
“My husband’s a policeman and he can’t see it either,”
interjected Mary.
“He’s a man too, Mary. You’ve said it, Giles: family and friends.
Every voice is unique, but when do we get confused? We call our
friends on the phone. One day, in adolescence, the son’s voice
breaks. We think we’re talking to the father when the son answers
the phone. It’s uncanny.”
There was uproar in this little group as the realisation struck
home, the false realisation, that Hadley might not be “the voice”
but a very close relative of it. Later, much later, Diane would wish
she had never made that point.
After the guests left, as she cleared up, Jenny kept thinking,
we’re just one step away, just one step. I’ve come so far; I must
make it all worthwhile.
Sunday was uneventful, but Jenny was keyed up with anticipation. She left early on Monday morning without even waking
John. Bill Hadley was surprised, very surprised, to see her walk
into his office and very pleased. He closed the file on his
computer, headed “Alias John Ralphs” and stood up to greet her
courteously.
“I really wanted to thank you, Mr Hadley, for the consideration
you showed, in coming round to see my husband and me.”
“I felt it was right, that some way I was implicated in this whole
thing.” She already felt the warmth of his concern enveloping her.
They sat in silence, as she groped for ways of broaching the
question that was burning within her, and then it simply came
out.
“Mr Hadley, do you have a brother?” His relaxed expression
was unchanged, but his mind raced. He could see no reason for
the question, but another opportunity to lay confusion opened up
to him, and he improvised. A sadness came into his eyes, as he
spoke.
“I didn’t know I had a brother until my mother died last year.”
It was true she had died. “Well, just before she died. My father
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died year’s ago.”
“I’m sorry,” she said. In fact, he had not seen his mother for
more than twenty years.
“That’s OK. She told me she had a child when she was still
under age. Same father. It was adopted. When they married years
later, it was too late, and then they had me.” His sad expression
brightened, and another idea came to him. “He lived locally, my
brother. She knew who he was. Bad type, she said. Off the rails. I
never knew who he was. Found nothing in her papers.” He
changed the subject. “And you? You’ve really perked up.” It was
true. This new information had given Jenny a rush of excitement.
So they were on target with “the voice” but it was the brother.
Hadley continued on a different tack, and Jenny slipped into the
embrace of his gentle tones. It was he who drew the conversation
to a close, claiming to have an appointment. As Jenny left, he
knew that he did not really understand what was behind her visit,
but he was sure that he had taken a major step forward with the
tale he had made up about his non-existent brother. He would call
Bob Mitchell and they would set the next stage of the plan in
motion.
Ross stepped into the Captain’s office, a very grave Captain this
morning.
“Take a seat, Ross. I didn’t want to show you this, but I’m going
to.” He passed across an envelope, addressed in typeface to the
Captain. Ross pulled out a single folded sheet of paper inside the
envelope. The first thing he saw was the word “anonymous”, at the
bottom where the signature should be. He read it. It was short. He
looked at his boss.
“I can’t believe it’s him,” Ross stuttered.
“I neither. Tell no one. Watch him. Frankly, I’m not going to
do my duty, and you can witness this.” He tore up the letter and
threw it in the waste bin. “Just you and I know, and that’s enough.
I don’t want those bastards from outside meddling.” The Captain
signalled that the meeting was over. Back at his desk Ross slumped
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in his seat and covered his face with his hands. He saw the words
of accusation as if the letter were still before him.
Sir,
You might call me a thief but I am not a killer. I will not give you
names for fear of my own safety, but there is one among you. My
friends, no longer my friends since that disastrous raid, were helped by
one of yours, and helped to escape, even when they had murdered his
own. I despise him. Do your job.
Anonymous.
It was John who stopped him from shooting them at the
warehouse when they boarded the fire truck. John carried on
investigating while he was on suspension. Was he trying to allay
suspicion? John pushed the whole voice thing and fingered Bill
Hadley, even though there was clearly nothing usable as evidence.
To divert attention? It was John who reported Jenny abducted and
who then recovered her safe and sound. Was this staged? None of
it had made sense, but as soon as you slotted John in as the bad
guy, then the whole pattern fell into place. Was John playing the
assiduous policeman and diverting attention from himself? Even
going as far as staging the abduction of Jenny? This is impossible,
Ross thought. I have known this man for years. We are best
friends. It cannot be. But when I ignore my personal relationship,
when I act dispassionately as a police officer, then he looks guilty
as hell. It even looks as if Jenny is in it with him. Is there really
something I don’t know about them?
It was just an hour later that John came with Jenny to see Ross.
He met them in a meeting room. John entered beaming. At first
he had been angry when Jenny returned from Hadley’s office, but
this was soon replaced by euphoria, once he realised they were
probably right about the voice after all. It was just that they had
the wrong brother. Ross listened to them and asked questions, but
to John Ross seemed incredibly distant, as if untouched by this
momentous news. We just have to find the brother, John was
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telling him, and better than that he’s local, and he’s known to be
a hoodlum, at least according to Hadley. For his part, Ross’s mind
was flooded with doubt. I don’t believe this, he told himself. He
really is incriminating himself. Does he really expect me to believe
that he would put Jenny through this after what happened to her
last time. It’s simply not credible. Then standing to leave, John
said, throwing Ross into total turmoil, “We have to thank, Jenny.
If she had told me she was going to do this, there’s no way I would
have let her. Not after what happened last time.”
Twenty miles to the north, Bill Hadley clicked off his laptop,
ending the slide show he had projected on the wall for Bill
Mitchell.
“So that’s it, Bill. You’re John Ralphs for this little trip. You
won’t tell them that, but I’ll make sure they find out.” They both
laughed, Bob with a deep guttural booming.
“Bill, I’ve always wanted to be a cop. They expect me?”
“I’ve made an appointment Bob. They want jewels. You have
access to them. It’s just that when it comes to the negotiation
you’re gonna threaten the hell out of them. Frankly, I think you’re
a pretty nasty piece of work anyway, so you should have no
problem with that.”
“I appreciate your confidence in me, Bill, but I’ll keep my
opinion of you to myself. Well, not quite. Jim knows it.” Bob’s
whole body rocked with laughter at his own joke, at least he
thought it was a joke. “But I’d like to modify your plan, Bill. I
think it will have more impact, if I go back to the bar the same
night, and, if the guy’s in there, break his fingers in front of
witnesses.” Bill thought about this, and then amended his
planogram.
“OK, Bob. I buy that. You’re on.” With that, the new John
Ralphs set out for his rendezvous to negotiate the sale of still-tobe-stolen jewels. Things were looking up. Bob was even beginning
to think it might have been right, after all, not to shoot the girl.
Bill was one smart dude.
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If Bob had seen Bill’s planogram, he would have seen a box
with him in it, performing a minor crippling exercise on a smalltime jewellery fence. He would have seen that this box led to
multiple options, to cover what needed to be done next. The
problem with using operatives like Bob Mitchell was that you
never really knew what they would end up doing in the heat of
action. On the other hand, the reason Bill liked to work with Bob
was that however of-the-wall Bob’s actions may be, he would never
end up exposing himself and would always spot a (usually violent)
way out of a difficult situation. Bill recognised that, while his own
solution had undoubtedly been better, Bob would have found a
way to get out, in his own style, when they had been trapped in
the warehouse. The unpredictability made it fun.
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CHAPTER EIGHT
They were a good hundred miles away from home, which made
Bob Mitchell uncomfortable. It was a long way to get back after
the raid, particularly if it ended up in a shoot-out, and they were
not on home territory. This meant they might have to explain
what they were doing there, if anything went wrong and if they
were stopped. The jeweller’s shop belonged to the man whose
fingers Bob had broken in the bar three days before. Wincing with
pain, he had threatened Bob with retribution, and Bob, for all in
the bar to hear, had said: “Little guy, I’m takin’ your shop out.
Next time, no tricks with me.” The idea behind Bill’s plan was to
broadcast a message that they were serious and wanted serious
prices for their merchandise. Pour encourager les autres, Bill had
said, and Bob didn’t know what the hell he was on about. Still,
here he was, and the plan was first to inflict maximum damage,
and then steal what they could of value, in that order. If the owner
turned up himself, and Bob thought he would, then Bob would
shoot him, in the legs this time.
Bob cruised to a stop fifty yards from the store. Ahead, just
beyond the store, he saw Jim Duggan get out of his vehicle, that
is to say his stolen vehicle, and saunter across to a drug store. He
was to be lookout today. Bill was already in the store, posing as a
customer. Bob was beginning to feel good. This looks like fun, he
thought. Let’s get in there. Let’s get going. He felt the adrenalin
surge that he remembered from his younger days in the football
team. He fingered the revolver in his left jacket pocket and then
the automatic pushed down the back of his jeans and felt the thrill
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of impending action. He stepped out of his vehicle and looked up
and down the street - calm, peaceful, not a sign to cause concern.
He crossed the road and moved down the sidewalk towards the
store, listening to the sounds of the street, alert to anything
unusual. The traffic was sparse at lunchtime. There were a few
young girls out to shop in their lunch break; otherwise, it was
sleepy, small town sleepy. Whistling softly to himself as he walked,
Bob thought, they need a bit more action around here. Let’s hot
things up a bit, inject some Latin American rhythm maybe.
Bill was a fussy shopper, or so it seemed to the assistant, who
had brought out for inspection one tray of rings after another,
followed by necklaces and then earrings. Then Bill complained
that she was rude and asked for the manager. As Bob entered the
store a furious row was raging between Bill and the store manager.
Bob extracted the assistant and told her that if he was to shop in
this place, she had better get the owner, and now. She needed little
incentive to get away. The owner came down the stairs with the
assistant close behind, heading straight for the disturbance that
could kill his lunchtime trade. Then he saw Bob, and his good
hand moved inadvertently to his bandaged broken fingers, but by
this time Bob had slipped round between him and the stairway,
and Bill had moved across to the door from the street and released
the bolt to lock it. If there were an alarm button, none of the staff,
as a result of the dispute, were in reach of it. Right on cue Jim
Duggan pasted a “closed” sign on the glass entry door from the
outside and moved back to his lookout position. No one moved.
No one dared move. The raiders kept silent. They were in no
hurry and happy to let tension build. Silence.
Slowly Bill reached for the trays of jewellery. One by one, he
took the items out of the display and dropped them into his
shoulder bag. Silence. He moved to the open displays and
repeated the process. Silence. Wordlessly, he signalled to the owner
to have the manager unlock the other displays and cabinets.
Unhurriedly, he picked up items, examined them and dropped
them into his bag, one by one. Bob reached across to the phone
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behind the counter. Very deliberately he tapped in Jim Duggan’s
number.
“All OK outside…Thank you.” He hung up. Silence. Bill
continued with his examination and appropriation of the
jewellery. Time stood still. Silence. Except that every five minutes
Bob repeated his phone call to Jim.
Finally, Bill zipped his bag shut and turned to the owner.
“How much do I owe you?” Silence.
“I enquired of you, how much I owe you for these jewels I have
selected.” Bill spoke in a firm tone. Bob was not surprised by the
silence, but it did strike him that nothing had happened other
than Bill selecting jewellery and his walking into the store and
asking for the owner, (apart from Jim sticking on the closed sign).
He thought he should join in the discussion.
“Excuse me, Sir. I believe you are the owner of this store.” Bob
spoke with the utmost courtesy. “I assume you are the owner, Sir,
because the gentleman asked the girl to get the owner and she
brought you. Are you the owner, Sir? If so, would you allow this
gentleman to pay?” The owner found himself in an extremely
awkward situation. He watched Bob’s left hand slip into his jacket
pocket. He looked at the manager. He looked at the assistant. He
turned back to Bill.
“It’s on account,” he said. “For this volume of purchase you can
take your time to pay.”
“What’s your rate of interest?” Bill asked. There was a sense of
menace in the store. The assistant shuddered. Bill thought, in a
detached sort of way, I wonder whether Bob will appreciate the
changed scenario. We came in here to cause maximum distress and
expected little value for ourselves. Now we have a huge amount of
jewellery and have no need to shoot and maim these people. Will
Bob just shoot anyway, because that is what he does? As it stands,
we can sell the whole lot straight back to this bent jeweller, who
will have claimed on his insurance by then. He realises this, which
is why he is offering to give this to me on “account”, hoping I
understand the double meaning. What will Bob do?
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“I came in here to look for something for my wife,” Bob said.
“If you remember we met in the bar the other night.” He grinned
and the jeweller clasped his bandaged hand. “Now it seems that
this gentleman has cleaned you out. It’s unlikely I will find what
my wife wants. But I’ll tell you what. I’ll go now, but you just take
a good look through your storeroom and see if you have any
exceptional items. I’ll be back in half an hour to see what you’ve
got, if I’m not otherwise engaged. After half an hour, I repeat half
an hour, why don’t you just go and do whatever it is that jewellery
shops do in circumstances like these, you know, when they’ve been
cleaned out of merchandise.” Bob turned to the door, unlocked it
and left. Bill followed. They left town in the vehicle Jim had
“borrowed” for the occasion. With each operation Bill was
becoming more impressed with Bob Mitchell’s savvy approach
and ability to think on his feet, despite the gun-slinging image he
favoured.
“One heavy bag. One hell of a load of jewellery. We’re rich.”
Jim Duggan was sitting on the rear seat, examining the contents
of Bill’s bag. He slipped an Omega watch onto his wrist and liked
the look, all five grand of it.
“Bob, call him tonight,” Bill instructed. “Tell him to get his
abacus out and work out a price for us.”
“It has to be a no-brainer for this guy. He knows what his
stock’s worth, insured for.” Bob answered.
“Yeah, tell him to put the price into a couple of lines in the
personal section of the Herald and Courier,” Bill suggested. “Give
him a code word.”
“I’ll tell him to put it under broken finger.” Bob roared with
laughter. “But why the Herald?”
“It’s local to us. The scent trail leads to our town,” Bill replied.
“You crazy!” Jim piped up from the bank with a porcine squeal.
“It won’t lead to us.” Bill glanced behind at Jim and turned
back to his driving.
“Well, who?”
“John Ralphs, Jim, John Ralphs.” As Bill spoke, a soft whistle
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escaped from Bob’s lips. He was beginning to understand where
this was leading and it looked very, very smart. Bill turned off onto
a track to make the switch to their own vehicle that was parked
there.
Turning into his driveway, Bill saw a patrol car outside the
farmhouse, waiting. It was too late to stop and definitely not the
place for a shoot out, from his own car at his own house, so he
drove up and parked behind the vehicle. At least it was blocked in.
An officer got out of the patrol car. Bill remembered him as the
officer who had come to his office with John Ralphs. On his side,
Ross could see no one through the smoked glass windows of Bill’s
truck, a Yukon. Then he saw Bill get out and asked if he might
have a few words, just routine stuff. Only then did Ross realise
that Hadley had not been alone. Hadley turned to the truck, gave
a friendly waive and it reversed and pulled off along the driveway
back to the road. Ross made a mental note that Bill had been
driving and someone else must have slipped across into the driver’s
seat. It was just his way to remember detail, just in case.
Hadley offered Ross a seat in the lounge and sat down
opposite, expectantly.
“We met at your office some time back, Mr Hadley.”
“Yes, I recall that.”
“We’d like your help, Mr Hadley.”
“By all means.”
“We are trying to get hold of your brother. To save time, I
thought I’d ask you.” Ross looked across at Hadley, who looked
perplexed.
“I really don’t know how you know about my brother. Even I
didn’t until last year.”
“Just his address will do,” Ross said in a matter-of-fact tone.
“Officer, I don’t even know his name. I’ve never seen him to my
knowledge. All I know is what my mother told me before she
died.” Bill maintained his air of perplexity.
“But you went though her papers?” Ross raised his eyebrows.
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“Nothing. You know what I think. I think this was a hushed up
family scandal. Knowing the kind of man my grandpa was, it
wouldn’t surprise me if they even had the child recorded as
someone else’s. No way would he have stood for the faintest whiff
of scandal. He was a judge. Wouldn’t tolerate wrongdoing by
anyone, except himself, of course.”
“So you mean, he could be anyone?” Ross asked.
“Same father and mother as me, but she said he took after him
and me after her. Best I can do is give you a picture of my father,”
Bill offered. Ross grunted and Bill continued, “There’s a chance he
doesn’t even know he was adopted. Certainly, he never looked for
his mother. She saw him locally. Said he was a hoodlum.” Bill
enjoyed ramming home this tissue of fabrication. I should have
been a scriptwriter for soaps, he thought. Ross felt the ground
sinking beneath his feet. Bill broke the silence.
“Look. I’ll give you a photo of my father, same age as my
brother would be today. Stick it in the Herald and ask people to
identify him.” As he spoke, Bill realised that if they did this, this
was how he would specifically link the name of John Ralphs with
the raids. Ralphs didn’t look anything like Bill’s father, but Mr
Anonymous would still write in and claim they were one and the
same. That would create confusion. Ross registered Bill’s smile,
which seemed out of place to him.
“I’ll take you up on that, Mr Hadley, and we’ll see what we do.”
And they did take up Hadley’s suggestion.
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