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Praise for Poetic Justice




‘Poetic Justice is a dark tale that intertwines high stakes mystery with personal tragedy.
 Detective Jack Dylan manages to retain his humanity in the face of terrible
 adversity in a story that brims with authenticity.’ Adam Hamdy




‘Rings with a sure touch of insider authenticity’ Adrian Magson




‘A multi-faceted page turner. The perfect way to meet Jack Dylan’ Alison Bruce




‘Poetic Justice combines gritty realism with great heart.’ Ashley Dyer




‘Poetic Justice is crime fiction gold, with secrets, lies and tragic consequences. This is the
 authentic voice of the police procedural; crime fiction written by experts, who
 have lived through the real thing. R.C. Bridgestock books always deliver a
 cracking story with an expert’s insight.’ Howard Linskey 



Poetic Justice is a terrific read. The Bridgestock’s are an authentic voice in crime literature and have created a compelling
 character in DI Jack Dylan.’ J.D. Fennell




‘Jack’s back – and this time it’s personal. His wife is dead, his daughter is in danger and now two local
 teenagers have gone missing. But DI Jack Dylan is no ordinary detective. The
 ninth novel in the series is actually a prequel to the previous eight, and has
 all the elements you expect from crime writing duo Bob and Carol Bridgestock.
 The writing is smart and sharp, with plenty of insider knowledge and lashings
 of local Yorkshire colour. The plot grips from the start and doesn’t let up. A fast-paced, high-octane read.’ Paul Burston




‘A cracking read – fantastic story embedded in authentic police procedure’ Helen Pepper, Forensic specialist 



‘Draws you in from the first page – one of the best crime novels I’ve read in years’ Adam Croft 









To our family who lived with us through the real 
crime and support us in fiction.  
            


For law enforcement officers – the true heroes – who strive 
for justice for the victims and their families. 










You reap what you sow. 




Be not deceived. 

God is not mocked: for whatever man soweth, 
            

that shall he also reap. 




Galatians 6:7 








Chapter One 

Frank Bland’s hand trembled as he fumbled for the phone. The receiver felt too heavy as he
 lifted it. His heart was pounding in his chest; his shoulders heaved with the
 effort of running; his legs felt like jelly. When he breathed in, the cold air
 froze his throat and lungs. Leaning heavily against the door, Frank dialled 999
 and, while he waited for someone to answer, he closed his eyes and left a
 prayer on God’s answering machine. An angel in the mortal guise of a BT operator answered.  
            

‘Emergency, which service please?’ 


Shock, it appeared, had rendered him dumb. The controller sought to get him to
 speak, listening all the while for background noises, ruling out a kid’s prank. Frank licked his lips; his tongue felt like sandpaper. 
            

‘Can you tell me your name? Where are you ringing from?’


When the line remained soundless the operator persisted. ‘Can you cough or make another audible sign to let me know that you are in need
 of assistance?’ she said.  
            

He could see his breath spiral upwards out of his mouth. He tried, and tried
 again, but he couldn’t make a noise. A rush of adrenalin caused a burning sensation to run through
 his veins and, as his panic loomed larger, he could feel the perspiration run
 the length of his spine.  
            

The operator persisted. ‘Dial 55 if you are in danger.’ 


Fleetingly, Frank looked at his right hand, the skin pale grey in the moonlight
 that shone through the window of the call box. He was shaking, and not from the
 cold; sweat stuck his shirt to his back. He extended his quivering fingers and,
 as quickly as they’d allow, dialled 55.  
            

The call was immediately transferred to the police operator. His voice was deep,
 calm and soothing, but at the same time authoritative, just what Frank needed
 at that moment. He felt the blood rush back to his brain and control come
 sliding in.  
            

‘If you’re in danger please dial a number,’ said the police operator. 
            

Frank forced his voice out through his lips. His throat felt so constricted, he
 marvelled that he could breathe. His words came out in a rush, as if they’d been suppressed in a bubble.  
            

‘There’s been an accident. The car in front of me, it went off the road and vanished
 down the ravine.’ 


His frantic, breathless words, as the only witness on the road at the time
 heading in the same direction towards Harrowfield Town, were recorded.  
            

When the police operator ended the call, Frank slammed the receiver down and,
 backing away, pushed the heavy red door open and went out into the darkness. As
 advised, he returned to the scene.  
            

He followed the reflective road studs that lined the sweeping highway, which
 weaved and stretched for miles ahead across the Pennines. The sky was clear and
 the moonlight softened the darkness. The mild, dry conditions were a complete
 contrast to the previous weekend, when winter had arrived overnight, as it
 often did in the north of England. It seemed too calm for what he had seen to
 be real.  
            

Hands in his pockets, and still trembling from shock, he watched the hazard
 lights on his car flashing rhythmically. With only a little light from the sky,
 he stood on the grass verge, still struggling to believe what he had seen, and
 peered down into the blackness of the ravine. All was quiet and still. His
 heart was beating painfully fast in his chest, after the exertion of the uphill
 hike. He struggled to catch the tight, hard breaths inside him and forced them
 out slowly instead, to make himself calm down. 
            

He looked about him. The lights of the M62 were behind him, but neither they nor
 the reflective road studs were any use in his attempt to follow the numerous
 sheep tracks that led down into the abyss. If only he were younger and fitter,
 he’d have been down like a flash. He looked up to see a swirling shape appear,
 shimmering like the folds of a curtain in the sky, stirred by the wind in an
 eerie silence. But this was no divine intervention come to help those in the
 crash; it was smoke rising from the vehicle – a sign, he feared, of worse to come.  
            

Frank looked from left to right, unsure from which way the emergency services
 would come, straining to hear the sirens approaching, hoping and willing
 another vehicle to come along to bring him support on the isolated stretch of
 moorland road. He felt useless, he felt vulnerable, he felt extremely scared.  
            

In the stillness, and with little else he could do, he berated himself for not
 listening to his daughter, who had begged him, on the death of his wife, to get
 a mobile phone. ‘What if the telephone box had been vandalised?’ he could hear her say. He shuddered to think what he would have done then. 
            




After what seemed like an eternity, and to his utmost relief, in the distance he
 saw a convoy of blue lights traversing the valley below and coming in his
 direction. Their lights brightened up the sky immediately above them in a
 continuous blue streak. 
            

Frank knew only too well that people had differing views about the use of the
 blues and twos during the hours of darkness, especially when the roads were
 generally quiet. He’d sat in on enough discussions, with arguments both for and against. The
 objectors didn’t see the need for the emergency services disturbing them in their homes at
 night and thought that they should show restraint ; he’d said as much himself. However, he now understood that, for those awaiting the
 assistance of emergency services, the sound of a siren or the sight of a blue
 light was a reassurance like no other. 
            

The old man watched the convoy pass through the village of Marsden. The blue
 flashing line moved at speed against the blackened backdrop. Now they turned up
 toward Standedge. 
            

The sirens got louder and louder and, hopping from one foot to another, Frank
 anxiously waited to greet them. Shivering, he watched their final approach. It
 was nine-fifteen in the evening on this February night and in the valley a
 swirling mist could now be seen creeping from the moorland in the path of the
 headlights. Was this nature’s attempt to hide the devastation beneath? 
            

As the police, ambulance, fire brigade and the mountain-rescue vehicles came
 together their sirens silenced in unison. They parked in an orderly fashion
 near where the vehicle had left the road, just below where Frank stood.  
            

‘Down there.’ The jittery old man pointed. 
            

Taking instruction from Frank, the crews began to assemble their equipment.
 Within minutes, dark bodies, not unlike seals in high-vis jackets, began
 scrambling down the unwelcoming terrain, slithering into the unknown towards
 where the vehicle had disappeared into the forest, with shouts of, ‘Hold on, help is on its way!’


Initially, the flashlights shone in every direction, showing the rescuers their
 steep descent into the dense, dark wood below. But, minutes later, the team
 came together in an illuminated line. The site of the upturned wreckage had
 been located. A rescuer’s shout appeared to come from the bowels of the earth. 
            

‘The vehicle’s caught on pine trees approximately fifty metres down the slope, so in my
 estimation there’s still a further drop of around fifty metres to the river below.’ 


A uniformed police officer approached Frank. 
            

‘Mr Bland?’


‘Frank,’ he nodded enthusiastically. 
            

‘PC Pamela Clare, although everyone calls me PC.’ Her warm smile was comforting. ‘I believe you telephoned the incident in on three nines?’


‘Yes, from the telephone box down the road,’ Frank said. Trying to anticipate the next question, he called upon his memory
 to recollect some useful information. He closed his eyes for a moment,
 concentration making him frown. ‘I was on my way from my daughter’s in Bury. I go every week since my wife … Anyway, as you’re aware, this road has just re-opened after the snow and ice and, well, I don’t “do” motorways – especially the M62 with all the heavy goods vehicles constantly on your tail. This road is fast
 enough for me. The only downside is,’ he hung his head, ‘it means I have to pass the infamous Saddleworth moors. That bit of the journey
 always sends a chill down my spine, no matter what time of day. Hindley and
 Brady and the five children they killed – you’re probably too young to remember …’


PC Clare’s body language and facial expression told him to return to the accident. ‘Can you tell me what you saw tonight, Frank?’


Frank shook himself. ‘Sorry, I’m rambling, aren’t I?’


PC’s gentle smile and professional manner encouraged him to continue. 
            

‘The road was quiet, in fact, I’d not seen another car except the Saab in front, as I came down. It was
 travelling at about forty miles an hour, I would guess. The driver didn’t appear to be in any sort of rush. Then, suddenly, for no reason that I could
 see, it was as if the wheel had been grabbed from the driver’s hand. The Saab suddenly swerved into the concrete posts on the left side of
 the road. The passenger, if there is one, would have taken a real whack. It
 gave me one hell of a shock. The next thing I knew the car was being driven
 normally again. I wondered if the driver had been drinking, or if they’d fallen asleep. Then, lo and behold, it happens again, and again. By this time,
 I’m dropping back, wondering what the hell is going on.’


‘So, in your view, this was no accident?’


Frank shook his head despondently. ‘I don’t see how it could be.’


‘And, when the car left the road? You think that was intentional too?’


Frank pulled a face. ‘I don’t know. After the car had hit the third post it didn’t recover as easily, it hit the crash barrier, then rocked from side to side
 before heading towards the opposite side of the road towards the ravine. I knew
 there was an almighty drop over the edge. I admit to closing my eyes. Only when
 I opened them did I see the brake lights come on. You wouldn’t bother braking if you intended to do it, would you?’ Frank spoke quickly, anticipating her question. ‘God, it gave me one hell of a shock to see it flip over and spin out of control
 down the ravine. There’s no way I could get down there with my bad hip, but I know this road well
 enough to know there’s a telephone box near the next lay-by, so I got to it as quick as I could,
 praying it hadn’t been vandalised.’


PC Clare gave him a quick nod of agreement. ‘And, rang three nines.’


‘I feel bad that I couldn’t do any more.’ He nodded down towards the hillside. ‘I hope they will be all right.’


Frank paled suddenly and his shaking became uncontrollable. It was clear to the
 seasoned police officer that the old man was in shock. Mentally noting what he
 had told her, she caught the attention of one of the medics and called them
 over.  
            

‘Can you make sure he’s okay when you get the chance?’ she said in a whisper. She saw Frank’s eyes narrow, his deliberate intake of a deep breath. She reassured him that he
 had done the best that anyone could have done in the circumstances. The medic
 arrived with a blanket to wrap around his shoulders, but his eyes could not be
 drawn from the activity down the ravine.  
            

‘It looks very overgrown and pretty inaccessible to me. Can you imagine if you’d attempted to get to them and injured yourself?’ PC Clare nodded slowly. ‘No, you did the right thing, Mr Bland.’


He turned to her. ‘Frank, please,’ he said, running a bony hand through his white, wire-brush hair. Suddenly he
 yawned, and she offered him a seat in the police car. He declined. 
            

A burst of frenzied voices told them that the rescue teams had reached the
 upturned vehicle. There was a rush of people at the road surface then quick,
 fleeting glimpses of equipment being lowered down to those requesting it. The
 shouting, although controlled, held great urgency.  
            

‘Is he alive?’ A strong, incisive voice asked. 
            

A shrill reply came. ‘I have a pulse.’


The pause wasn’t long enough to prepare Frank for the disembodied whisper that followed this
 news. It was quieter and seemed slower to reach the onlookers, as if it had
 been suppressed along the way. ‘She’s not breathing …’


The Saab had a personalised number plate: JDYN 1. The vehicle was now a mangled,
 contorted heap of metal, and even though some paintwork still showed signs of
 the cosmic-blue colour in places, collectively it looked like it belonged in a
 scrapper’s yard. There was the gut-wrenching smell of blood; but the underlying smell of
 petrol was more of a worry to the rescuers. 
            











Chapter Two 

The shattered glass of the windows was scattered about them, among the blood and
 what was probably flesh and bone. One of the first things visible, before
 artificial light gave them more clarity, was the tiny flames licking around the
 driver’s head and his pendulous arm. The driver was trapped by his seatbelt, which was
 almost strangling him. The strange sounds emanating from his motionless body
 told them he was breathing, if only shallowly. His shirt sleeve was all but
 ripped off, and the light beam revealed horrendous damage to his arm, which was
 horribly twisted, the flesh torn.  
            

Once the flames were extinguished, the rescuers were able to work safely,
 although thick smoke still encircled the area around them, making it difficult
 for them to breathe. Everyone there worked quietly and diligently, in no doubt
 that an unintended spark could cause an explosion; their lives were most
 definitely still at risk. 
            

There had been two people in the car and, as one emergency team dealt with the
 driver, the passenger was seen to by another. They had to decide who needed
 their attention more urgently; neither was moving. The seatbelt of the female
 was detached and her airbag hadn’t activated. Her body lay some metres away from the vehicle, crumpled and
 twisted, more like a rubber model of a person than a human being. Only the
 blood around her head, and the guts that spilled from her side, indicated that
 this body had once been alive. 
            

The paramedics quickly checked for vital signs. Her face was hidden by her long
 dark hair. There was no pulse. Pushing her hair to the side off her face
 revealed a large, sunken head wound on her left side, oozing quantities of
 blood. 
            

In the unforgiving location, with nothing to lose but everything to gain by
 working on the badly wounded victim, the team frantically carried out CPR.
 Unresponsive, the woman was pronounced dead at the scene, and as the rescuers
 hung their heads, sweating profusely from their exertion, her body was covered
 with a blanket and placed on a stretcher, ready to be taken back up the
 hillside and into the waiting ambulance. 
            

On the opposite side of the vehicle, the driver had been rescued from his
 bat-like position and hauled through the open driver’s door onto a stretcher. His airbag had deployed but was severely scorched.
 Adding to his injuries were several burns to his face, lower arms and hands.  
            

The paramedics stabilised the driver, dealing with his burns as best they could
 and continuing to check his vital signs. His pulse was very weak and, with him
 still unconscious, they started the long climb up the ravine. Only then did
 their concentration turn to getting the two to hospital. It was a far from easy
 task to manoeuvre the stretchers up the steep and uneven slope, but with all
 the emergency crews working together, the ascent was managed with as little
 stress on the injured as possible. Once the two were on board, the ambulance
 hurriedly left the scene, its blue light whirring under the dark sky. The
 wailing sirens could be heard breaking the silence of the night, as the
 emergency vehicles re-traced their journey. 
            

‘There’s no point in upsetting the witness more tonight,’ whispered a rescuer in PC Clare’s ear.  
            

‘I’ll tell Frank that they’re unconscious, shall I?’ she whispered. 
            

The rescuer nodded in agreement. 
            

Having been examined by a paramedic, Frank made his way over to PC Clare. He
 could see one of the rescuers speaking with her. He felt a lot calmer now and
 the paramedics had deemed him fit enough to continue his journey home. 
            

‘My daughter will be very anxious until she hears I’ve arrived safely,’ he said. ‘If she’s heard about the crash, she’ll no doubt be panicking.’ It was a weak attempt to raise a smile that focused two sets of concerned eyes
 upon him. 
            

‘That’s what daughters do,’ smiled PC. 
            

The verbal account Frank had given to PC Clare about what he had witnessed meant
 that the police would need to catch up with him for a written statement within
 the next twenty-four hours, and she told him she would update him then on the
 condition of the car’s occupants. 
            

Frank Bland drove slowly home, willing himself to remember every last detail in
 order to be of as much use as possible to the emergency services. He was used
 to their procedures, having dealt with them as a mortuary assistant all his
 working life, although the young ’uns wouldn’t remember him now. The events were still swirling around in his mind ten
 minutes later when he pulled up outside his house. It was in darkness. All he
 wanted was to get inside and to hear his daughter’s voice, even if that meant she’d reprimand him – and, yes, he would agree to get a mobile phone now. 
            

The long hours the emergency service teams spent practising rescues had proved
 invaluable. This may have been a fatal road accident, and might yet prove to be
 a double fatal, but the rescue itself had gone like clockwork; it had been
 faultless and was therefore deemed a success by the emergency services
 commanders. 
            

The police supervisor from the Road Traffic department was called to the scene
 as soon as he got home after a ten-hour shift. When he arrived, he was pleased
 to see that the immediate area had been coned off for security and to enable
 investigations. Photographs had been taken. The road conditions, just as the
 witness, Frank Bland, had said, were confirmed by the investigators as ‘good’. There was nothing obvious to the trained eye that should concern a driver. Cat’s eyes illuminated the centre of the road and defined the lanes. The officer
 noted that the full moon gave a much better light than would normally be
 expected at this time of year. There were no sheep or other livestock in the
 area that could have caused an obstruction to distract a driver, or made him
 swerve suddenly not once, not twice, but three times, as had been reported. It
 was immediately apparent that there was considerable damage to a number of
 concrete posts at the side of the road – he counted one, two, three – and to the crash barrier at the hairpin bend. Bits of concrete and parts of a
 wing mirror, wheel trim and other debris had scattered at the points of contact
 and were strewn over the roadway, giving him a sense of the force of the
 vehicle’s impact. 
            


He bent down and touched the tarmac. The road surface was dry. Could a mechanical failure be at fault? he wondered. Or was it human error?  


The police had a duty to investigate how someone had died and that was exactly
 what he would ensure was done: checking every bit of information carefully,
 using every technique and all the equipment he had at his disposal. The vehicle
 needed to be recovered, searched and examined in detail. That, by itself, wasn’t going to be an easy task. To lift the metal, plastic and rubber mass of a car
 weighing over a tonne, a winch would be required at the very least, and maybe a
 crane. No matter what it took, it was, however, totally necessary in order to
 understand exactly what had taken place. He needed to find out precisely what
 had caused the vehicle to leave the road, ultimately leading to the loss of
 life.  
            

Both driver and passenger, he had been told by the medics, were approximately
 mid-thirties. With no suggestion from the witness that the car had been
 travelling at excessive speed prior to the accident, the reported actions of
 the driver of the Saab puzzled him. 
            

The traffic sergeant heard soft footsteps creeping up behind him, but he chose
 to keep studying the scene before him, systematically processing his next move. 
            

‘Where the hell to start?’ asked PC. She sighed heavily. 
            

He didn’t look at her. His attention was on the edge of the ravine and, beyond it, on
 the wreck of the vehicle. 
            

‘You know as well as I do, PC, that dead men talk; a dead body affords us so much
 evidence of the life lived. But we’ll have to wait for the results of DNA, or a report of missing people, to get a
 result on their identity – unless he wakes up and talks to us beforehand.’


‘Do you think they’re husband and wife?’


He shrugged his shoulders. ‘God knows. Apparently, she’s wearing a wedding ring, he isn’t.’


Pamela Clare grimaced. ‘I heard visual identification’s impossible due to their injuries.’


He stood up and turned. ‘He’s heavily sedated, I’ve been reliably informed; his face, shoulders and arms covered in bandages.’


PC’s face darkened. ‘Critical?’


‘Stable.’


‘The next twenty-four hours are crucial.’


‘Yep, and then with some luck he’ll be brought out of his induced coma and be able to enlighten us.’


‘If he can remember what happened, that is.’


‘Well, he’ll certainly be interviewed, and challenged about his account, if what he tells
 us doesn’t fit what we already know.’


‘I wonder, if there is no identification, whether we might find something in the
 car that would help?’


‘We’ll have to wait for daylight to recover and search the vehicle.’


‘The recovery vehicle has been called out?’


‘It has, and I guess when we both drive home from this we’ll drive a little bit slower. Life’s fragile, isn’t it?’


The registered owner of the vehicle, according to the Police National Computer
 was a Mr Jack Dylan of 37 High Villas, Ripponden, Halifax, West Yorkshire. This
 area was covered by the neighbouring police division of Calderdale and so the
 traffic sergeant liaised with colleagues there and made them aware of the
 situation. A local police officer would visit the address and find out if Mr
 Dylan was the current owner and, if so, glean what information they could about
 who had been driving the car at the time of the accident. It was always
 possible that he was the injured man.  
            

The unit dispatched was made up of a rookie and his mentor.  
            

‘When I was in the Traffic department, fatal RTAs were dealt with differently,’ said Harry Leach. 
            

The young rookie rolled his eyes and stared out of the vehicle’s window. He felt sick to his stomach, sort of like the way he did when he had
 to speak in public but much worse. How could the old fella be so calm when he
 may be about to deliver the worst news in the world to a family? 
            

The old timer glanced at Sultan Alam Mohammed. ‘You okay, Sam?’


Sam nodded. He felt a lump in his throat.  
            

‘Back then a force photographer would take photographs of the scene and send us
 copies through the internal mail a few weeks later. We’d get a written report from the vehicle examiner, who would take a close look at
 any mechanical defects on the vehicle that might be a contributory factor to
 the crash. Oh, and an accident investigator would draw us a detailed plan of
 the scene and give some calculations on the speed and braking efficiency of the
 vehicles. His report could take two or three months.’


Arriving at the address, the pair found the detached house in darkness. Harry
 knocked loudly on the door and they stood and waited patiently on the doorstep.
 Sam noticed his breathing was so heavy he could feel and hear every breath he
 took and he wondered if the old timer could too. He tried to calm down. 
            

‘The basic rule of thumb is to get in there, give them the death notice without
 dilly-dallying and get the hell out, okay?’ said Harry, out of the corner of his mouth. 
            

Sam nodded emphatically.  

‘If you want to be a police officer you’ll have to learn to become a sponge: able to soak up large amounts of emotional
 trauma, but not be affected by it too much. You’re lucky, our welfare is now at the top of the force’s concerns. Pfff – that never happened before; I don’t know why it has now. I guess all the new rules mean it’s mapped out now that they are responsible for our welfare.’ 


When there was no response at the door, Sam followed Harry to the back of the
 house. Security lights came on, illuminating the path. There was no answer to
 their knocking at the back door either. Harry looked through the patio windows.
 The rookie expelled the long breath of air he had been holding unintentionally.
 He was relieved that he didn’t have to be the bearer of sad, life-changing news quite yet.  
            

The knocking and the tell-tale sight of the security lights had caused one of
 the neighbours to come out to see what all the commotion was about. Mr
 Anderson, in his grey and red striped pyjamas, dressing gown and sheepskin
 slippers walked down the path towards the officers. He and his wife Janice were
 friends of the Dylans and he invited the officers inside and confirmed that the
 blue Saab they were enquiring about still belonged to his neighbours.  
            

‘I waved to Kay – Dylan’s wife – as she was leaving home in the car.’ He looked thoughtful. ‘It’d be about five o’clock.’


‘Was she alone?’ asked Harry.  
            

‘Yes, I think so,’ he said. He cocked his head to one side, his eyes narrowed and his face turned
 grave. ‘Before you say any more, you do know her husband Jack Dylan is a senior police
 officer, don’t you?’


There was a long pause as Harry stared at Tony Anderson, a blank expression
 masking his internal struggle. Sam had never seen his mentor quiet for so long,
 and he felt compelled to say something. ‘Do you think she might have been going to pick Mr Dylan up from somewhere?’ he asked. 
            

‘I don’t know,’ Tony replied. ‘Maybe. I haven’t seen Jack around for a couple of days. I just thought he was on a job. He’s in and out at all hours of the day and night.’ Tony looked a little embarrassed. ‘Well, as you guys know. It’s the job.’


The information was passed back to headquarter’s control room, where the operator contacted the divisional commander to inform
 him that Jack Dylan’s vehicle had been involved in a fatal road accident.  
            

‘Owing to the nature of the survivor’s injuries, visual identification is not possible at this time,’ the operator said.  
            

‘What about the casualty’s fingerprints? Can’t these be checked against force records?’


‘Again, due to extensive burns to the driver’s hands, I am reliably informed, sir, that it’s not possible.’ 


‘I see. And the passenger was pronounced dead at the scene?’


‘Yes, sir, and the passenger was a female.’



As senior detective covering the station in Dylan’s absence, DS Bankswas made aware of the crash, the injuries of the male driver and the death of
 the female passenger early the following morning. The moment he put the phone
 down, Larry Banks reached for the bottle hidden in his desk drawer. He had been
 given news like this before but this was different. He took several swigs from
 the bottle and, after a few minutes, managed to calm himself down a little. ‘Never assume,’ he heard Dylan’s voice saying in his ear, as plain as if he was there beside him. With a
 flicker of hope, he began to think more clearly. It looked bad, that much was
 true. Someone had died and another person was seriously injured and lying in
 intensive care. But was it possible the two people weren’t actually Dylan and Kay? 
            



Larry ran a hand distractedly through his hair. What could he do? He spun the cap on the whisky and paused for a moment before removing it,
 taking another swig and throwing the empty bottle in the bin. He rested his
 head against the back of his chair and closed his eyes. What would Dylan do at a time like this? he asked himself. 


And then it came to him. Larry reached across the desk and pulled Dylan’s tray towards him. He searched through it until he finally found the copy of
 the letter that confirmed the details of Dylan’s residential course. The two-day course was south of Sheffield, so Dylan had
 needed to stay over for at least one night and had elected to stay for two
 because of the early morning meetings. He’d also taken one of the CID cars … Larry jumped out of the chair as if it were on fire, leapt to the window and
 searched the police station’s backyard. There was no sign of the CID car. He widened his search to the
 illuminated streets beyond. As far as he could see, the CID car was not there
 either. The question remained: had Dylan returned early? 
            

Back at his desk, Larry picked up the phone and rang the porter at Dylan’s hotel, giving him the details of the vehicle Dylan was using. Disappointment
 overwhelmed the DS when he was told that his boss’s room keys had been returned to reception. Larry explained why he was calling
 and the porter immediately agreed to check Dylan’s room and the register in which Dylan would have signed in and out. 
            

As he waited for the return call, Larry noticed his hands trembling. He silently
 prayed his friend would be okay. Detective Inspector Jack Dylan was the best
 boss he’d ever had, his colleague, his mentor and his friend. Thirty-five, six feet tall
 and born in Yorkshire, Jack was known for his hard exterior – much needed in the job that he did – but Larry knew him to be kind-hearted underneath. Jack had a good sense of
 humour and had covered Larry’s back, and those of others under his command, on many occasions. He was known
 by the hierarchy as a safe pair of hands.  
            

When the call came it was not with the news that Larry had hoped for. It
 appeared that Dylan had left the hotel in the CID car, but the porter could not
 tell him exactly when. It seemed very possible that he might be the casualty
 lying in intensive care, fighting for his life. 
            


The night report for the chief’s log read as follows: A female passenger was pronounced dead at the scene of a car accident on the
 A62. She is believed to be the wife of Detective Inspector Jack Dylan. The
 driver, who is unable to be identified at this time owing to his injuries, is
 believed to be Mr Jack Dylan. The driver is in a critical condition, currently
 in an induced coma at the hospital.  












Chapter Three 

Ten days earlier  

Detective Inspector Jack Dylan was in the City of London where he had just
 finished an intense, two-week residential development course for negotiators.
 Threat levels had risen to ‘severe’ due to ricin having been discovered in the north of the capital, an indication
 that this could be the most worrying terrorist threat to Britain since 9/11,
 the previous year. Though the intelligence reports named Heathrow, where some
 of Dylan’s hostage training had taken place, the thought was that terrorists might
 refocus their efforts away from the airport and the hope was to deter them by
 increasing the number of uniformed officers in the city. Uniformed police were
 being assisted by the deployment of troops following a tip-off from MI5 to
 Scotland Yard. Downing Street had stressed the need not to overreact and ‘do the terrorists job for them’ and encouraged everyone to continue to live a normal life.  
            

Dylan made his way to a telephone kiosk at King’s Cross Station, swept along with the crowd, at a seasoned city dweller’s pace. So tired was he from the schedule – kept awake for hours on end by interrogations, woken up from his sleep,
 undergoing long, arduous hours of negotiation – that when he and his colleagues had been able to let their hair down on the
 last night, they all opted for their beds and an early night. As soon as he’d put his head on the pillow he’d gone out like a light, forgetting to plug his mobile into its charger. 
            


Berating himself for the second time that morning for being disorganised, Dylan
 squeezed into the telephone booth. Shuffling sideways, he looked down around
 his feet for a clean spot to put his holdall down. The concrete floor was
 littered with the stuff that people leave when they wait around a lot:
 cigarette butts, gum wrappers and crisp papers. Dylan put his change on the
 little shelf under the phone, picked up the receiver and wiped it with his coat
 sleeve. He dialled his home number. Facing the kiosk wall, he saw an adornment
 of cards and phone numbers, some written in lipstick, advertising personal
 services, massages and all types of unrestrained immoral self-indulgence.
 Alongside these was a selection of abusive graffiti. Dylan’s eyes settled wearily on one: ACAB – All Coppers Are Bastards. 




Outside, two uniformed police officers were cuffing a scruffy individual. At his
 feet lay a handbag, its contents strewn over the floor. Dylan caught the eye of
 the young rookie who was covering his partner’s back while he dealt with the prisoner. His eyes spoke volumes to Dylan. Why am I doing this? Dylan felt his frustration. Then he looked beyond and saw another officer on
 his knees comforting an old lady. ‘That’s why we’re doing this, mate,’ he said in a whisper.



There was no answer at home. He sighed heavily and put the phone down. Dylan
 looked at his watch, slightly puzzled. Kay should be home now. He waited. 
            

When Kay didn’t answer a second time, he tried her mobile. It went to her answer service. 
            


‘What is the point of having a mobile, if …?’ he fumed, and then thought immediately about his own situation. She could be driving, he thought. He left a message, not knowing what else he could do. He hoped
 that she would be there to greet him off the train at Harrowfield train station
 at six-thirty. As he came out of the phone box, the announcement came over the
 tannoy: the Leeds train was boarding on platform 8. 
            


Striding onto the platform, he was more than grateful that his forward journey
 was above ground. Travelling on the Northern Line into the City earlier in the
 day had not been an experience he wished to repeat often. Strangers squashed in
 stale air, the only respite coming when the doors opened. And he’d nearly missed his station. Oh, how he admired those who used the underground
 daily as their mode of transport. His musing was broken by the announcement
 that his train was about to leave. Safely tucked away in a seat by the window,
 he was pleased to see there was no one sitting next to him and for this he was
 grateful too. 
            

The whistle blew and the train pulled out on schedule. 
            

With the end of winter near, the ground was wet and slushy, the sky grey and
 dismal. As the train chugged slowly out of the station the half-empty carriage
 clattered over uneven tracks and battered points. Dylan took in the graffiti
 and wondered what kind of person risked their life to display their art in that
 way. The industrial buildings, once a hive of activity, would now seem so dull
 and lifeless without it. 
            

Gradually the train picked up speed and the world whizzed past his window. He
 hardly noticed the time pass as the gentle rocking lulled him into a state of
 relaxation. He reflected, in a dreamlike state, on the hostage negotiators’ course at Hendon Police College. It had been by far the most intensive in his
 police service. There had been very little respite from the round-the-clock
 scenarios and constant, continual pressure. He knew the role of a negotiator
 required a high level of self-control: to be able to remain calm even under
 immense pressure, possess extraordinary interpersonal skills, be able to use
 active listening and be able to work well within a team. He had to admit to
 feeling a little bit terrified of holding what might be someone’s last moments in his hands when they were at their most vulnerable.  
            

In the past two weeks he had worked alongside strangers, some of whom had a very
 limited command of the English language and little knowledge of life in the UK.
 Negotiation, he had learnt, was not on the agenda everywhere. Should hostages
 be taken in some countries, the approach was lay siege to wherever they were
 held and plan an armed assault in which, hopefully, only the kidnappers would
 be killed. The course had, no doubt, given the police officers from those
 countries food for thought. 
            

Dylan was pretty certain he had been kept going by adrenalin in the last couple
 of days; his energy levels were truly drained. It was nice to sit quiet, still,
 and not be expected to talk continuously. Having passed the course, he would
 immediately be an ‘on-call’ negotiator, back in the Yorkshire force, for serious life-threatening incidents
 including kidnap, extortion, terrorism and suicide; the latter being
 undoubtedly the most common. 
            

‘And, what do you get for it?’


He heard Kay’s angry voice in his ear. It startled him. He opened his eyes and sat up.
 Looking to the seat next to him, he half expected her to be there. He turned
 and looked through the window and instinctively lifted his face up to the rays
 from the sun, that had emerged from between two clouds. ‘Nothing,’ he answered in his head. 
            

He imagined her scoffing, ‘So, you choose to spend time your time away from me for no extra money?’ He saw himself nodding at her, in the kitchen of their salubrious home, his
 eyes still resting on his newspaper. 
            

‘I’m doing it because I think I can make a difference.’


Kay’s wrinkled nose lifted her glasses. ‘Who do you think you are? God?’ 


Dylan felt a little nostalgic when the train pulled into Penistone railway
 station, because it reminded him of his dad, who had worked on the railways. In
 his mind’s eye, he could see his father talking to a colleague on the platform, his
 mother looking hot and bothered and him and his siblings in the carriage in
 their Sunday best with their holiday trunk. Dylan’s stomach would have been jittery, feeling his mother’s anxiety that Dad might not make it on board to join them. But he always did.  
            

The train picked up more passengers. With hardly a spare seat to be had Dylan
 put his head down and thumbed his way through the pages of his newspaper.
 Having not had the opportunity to speak to anyone in the real world for two
 weeks, he was interested to see what had happened while he’d been locked in the Hendon bubble. He was distracted by a disturbance futher
 down the aisle. An elderly lady stumbled. She looked around as she swayed to
 and fro with the rhythm of the train, trying to find somewhere to sit. Dylan
 half stood, raised his hand and pointed to the seat next to him. Those behind
 her gratefully ushered her on. In silence she sat down and gathered her things
 around her. Turning her head away from him, she blotted her eye with a
 handkerchief from up her sleeve. She wore leather gloves and was dressed a
 little more finely than their carriage companions and she smelled of fresh
 roses. He turned to the window to allow her a moment and briefly closed his
 eyes. She reminded him of his mother.  
            

Dylan didn’t normally feel the need to converse with his fellow passengers, but for some
 reason he wanted to reassure the old lady. When he turned towards her, his eye
 was caught by an angry-looking man who was walking down the carriage in their
 direction. They eyeballed each other. Dylan knew that look; he knew that face;
 he knew that man – but where did he know him from? His mind searched frantically for a name, which
 would not come. 
            

Suddenly, the carriage was plunged into a darkness that seemed to go on for
 ever, before the train dramatically twisted and turned, to spill out into
 daylight on a high path surrounded by the gnarled roots of immense trees. The
 angry man had disappeared, Dylan guessed through the electric doors into the
 next carriage. The old lady turned and asked where Dylan was heading and told
 him she was going to church. Dylan was momentarily taken aback. She noted his
 surprise and went on to explain that she was going to a funeral. She lived near
 the train station; the train was easier, and more reliable, than the bus. 
            

He should go to church – he hadn’t been in a while. 
            

He was still curious about the man. He had to remember who he was. As much as he
 tried to remain focused on what the old lady was saying, his mind played games
 attempting to remember the man’s name.  
            

The next signpost announced that they were in ‘God’s Own Country’ – and boy, was he glad to be nearly home. 
            

Dylan stood in the gangway with his suit carrier and holdall, eagerly waiting
 for the train to halt and the doors to open. A short walk to the next platform
 and the waiting shuttle and in twenty minutes he’d be in Harrowfield. 
            

As he sat on the bone-shaker, he thought about the times he’d had to close this line, the times he’d walked the railway line to recover the limbs of those who had taken their own
 lives so that they could be laid to rest, whole again, for their family and
 friends to grieve and ask themselves why they hadn’t seen this coming. 
            

It felt good to stretch his legs as he walked the station platform, after having
 sat for so long. He carried his bags up the single flight of stairs from the
 platform to the concourse immediately outside the station. It was raining, the
 sky was scarred with dark clouds and a mist swirled towards him across the busy
 car park. Pedestrians jostled him. He listened to the sound their footwear made
 as they splashed in the running water. He stood just outside the cover of the
 station’s stairs and, in the downpour, stretched out his spine, bending down to place
 his bags on the floor at his feet while he waited. He breathed in the cool,
 fresh, clean air, and it felt good to be alive, to be free of the courses and
 the watchful eyes monitoring his every move. Dylan was looking forward to
 seeing his wife and hearing her news. A fortnight was far too long to be out of
 the loop.  
            

As he waited in the now light rain, the clouds thinned to a pale grey and the
 sun peeped through, its rays glistening off the water as it slowly ran down the
 gutters. He waited, and he watched, but neither Kay nor the Saab were anywhere
 to be seen.  
            

Then a car horn sounded and he looked up hopefully. A taxi pulled up on double
 yellow lines beside him. He reached for the warrant card in his inside pocket.
 The driver was an Asian male of about twenty years old, he guessed, his
 passenger a young, white male, no more than sixteen. He didn’t see where they had come from, but two young girls aged around thirteen or
 fourteen were suddenly at the open passenger window. They giggled, they
 laughed, they both jumped in the back seat of the car and the taxi took off at
 speed. Dylan slid his warrant card back in his pocket and smiled to himself. He’d not been back on home turf for five minutes and he was in work mode. Or was it
 just an in-built instinct he’d developed for sensing trouble, he wondered? 
            

The traffic flow had reduced significantly and would-be travellers strolled
 around the entrance with their cases on wheels in tow, no longer hurrying. 
            

It seemed strange, opening the door of the red, iconic telephone box, having had
 the use of his mobile for a while. He stopped short. The telephone had been
 ripped from the wall, the coin box smashed open and the vandals had cut through
 the wire that had once attached the handset. 
            

‘Bastards,’ Dylan muttered under his breath. 
            

With heavy legs, he walked in the direction from which Kay would arrive, so
 familiar with the route that he barely paid any attention to it. Dylan stepped
 down onto the banking of the canal to avoid the town’s one-way system and headed towards the bridge that crossed the canal. Usually
 he’d take the time for a quiet, relaxing reverie. But this time he was agitated,
 and muttered to himself, angry with Kay. His thoughts were splintered by a
 sudden scurry of footsteps behind him and his heart skipped a beat just as a
 tree branch bounced off his shoulder and caught the side of his head. As he
 stumbled from the blow, he retained enough of his survival instinct to glimpse
 the tall, dark shadow of a man. Silently, he dropped to his knees. His hands
 hit cold mud that slipped through his fingers, which was the last thing he
 remembered before a blow to the back of his head saw him sprawled, face down,
 in a gritty puddle. 
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