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Characters

Detective Inspector Rod Eliot: Policemen at
Detective Constable Jamie Bowen: { New Cross police
Police Constable Drewitt: station, London.

Sally Eliot: Rod Eliot’s wife.

Micky Eliot: Rod Eliot’s son.

Alex Forley: owner of an antique furniture shop.
Mr and Mrs Crowther: Forley’s neighbours.
Amanda Grant: Forley’s girlfriend.

Philip Wilver: Forley’s doctor.

Lisa Wilver: his wife.

Mrs Brook: a cleaner.

Linda Scott: manager of Forley’s antique shop.
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Answer the following questions:

1. Look at the front cover and read the blurb on the back cover.

What sort of story is this?

2. Read the contents on page ii. Say what you think will happen
in the story?

3. Look at the map of south London on page iv. What do you

know about this city?
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Chapter 1 Missing The Queen’s Head

Detective Inspector Rod Eliot was watching the rain
running down his office window. He looked at his watch.
6.30. Time to leave the mountain of papers on his desk
and go to The Queen’s Head pub across the road.

‘But only one beer,” he told himself. ‘I don’t want to be
stopped by some junior policeman for drunk driving. Then
I'll have to go home to an empty house.’

Just as he was leaving the office, the phone rang. He
turned back automatically and picked it up. He half hoped
it might be his wife.

‘Sorry to disturb you, sir, said Detective Constable
Jamie Bowen. ‘But we've got a bit of a problem.’

‘So have I’ said Eliot. ‘I shouldn’t be here. Ask Inspector
Merryon.’

‘Sorry, sit,” said Bowen, ‘but Inspector Merryon hasn'’t
arrived yet. He phoned to say his car is stuck in a traffic
jam in Hackney. He probably won't be here for at least an
hour.’

Eliot hit the top of his desk angrily. The lights from The
Queen’s Head looked so inviting. But in the street below
people were crowded into shop doorways, trying to escape
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from the rain. The water poured onto the street and was
thrown up again by the lines of cars moving slowly away
from the centre of London.

‘All right, Bowen,” he said. ‘Youd better tell me about it

then. What is it?’

‘We've just had a report of a death, sir. And there’s a
gun.’

This was the last thing Eliot wanted to hear. He had
been in a bad mood all day. He usually liked Friday
because of the weekend ahead, when he could spend time
with his wife Sally and eight-year-old son Micky. Micky
was crazy about football, and Eliot always took him to
watch West Ham on Saturdays when they played at home.
This weekend would be different, though. Eliot had to
work, and Sally had taken Micky to her parents’ house in
Brighton for two nights. He had argued with her that
morning.

‘Stop shouting,” she had said. ‘You're just angry because
you don’t want us to go away. Why can’t you admir it?’

She was right, but knowing this only made him more
angry. He had left the house without saying goodbye to
her.

He had tried to ring several times to say sorry, but there
was no answer. Now she would be at her parents’ house.
And she could not speak to him openly there because they
would be listening.
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‘I knew this would be a bad day from the moment I
woke up,” he told Bowen. ‘All right. We'll have to go.
Where is it?’

‘Blackheath, I'm afraid, sir.”

Eliot sighed. Blackheath was only six kilometres from
New Cross police station. But at this time on a Friday
night there was so much traffic that the journey could rake
over an hour.

Eliot could not think of a worse way of spending Friday
evening, especially as he had to be in his office early next
morning. Why did everyone try to leave London at the
same time? One day the whole city would be stuck in one
big traffic jam. Already the traffic moved more slowly than
it had a hundred years ago. It was madness.

‘Meet me downstairs in ten minutes, Bowen,” he said.
‘Oh, and there’ll have to be medical reports. Check that
someone’s told a doctor and the pathologist.’

Eliot turned away from the window. Well, at least Sally
and Micky weren’t waiting for him at home. He had better
phone them now. It might be his last chance this evening.

Sally’s father picked up the phone. ‘Hello Rod. Pity you
can't be here. The weather’s beautiful. How’s the job?’

Eliot made himself chat politely for a few minutes and
then asked to speak to Sally.

‘I'm afraid she’s not here,” her father said. ‘She’s taken
Micky for a walk. He couldn’t wait to see the sea. Any
message for her?” Eliot couldn’t believe his bad luck.
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‘Just say 'm pleased they've arrived safely,” he said. ‘And
give her my love. I'll ring again tomorrow.’

He put down the phone and took one last look at The
Queens Head. The traffic seemed hardly to have moved.
Well, at least he could get Bowen to drive.



Give the best answer to each question:

1. Match the beginnings and endings.

1) Eliot was planning to a adeath in the Blackheath area.
2) Bowen phoned to tell b not being able to spend the
him about weekend with his family.

3) Eliot was annoyed about ¢ and gave his good wishes to

his family.
4) Eliot knew the journey d have abeer on the way home.
5) Eliot phoned Brighton e would take ags in the heavy
traffic.



Chapter 2 The colour of death

The car went forward a few metres, and then stopped
again. At first Bowen had switched on the blue light and
siren so that other drivers would let them pass. But there
was no space for them to get through, and they had almost
caused two accidents.

They were nearly in Blackheath now. The rain had
stopped but the traffic seemed to be getting worse.

Blackheath Village is one of the prettiest and greenest
parts of south east London. Its narrow streets are on a hill
with pleasant views, unusual houses and many restaurants.
Large areas of grass separate the village from the main road.
Here children play and lovers wander, and families walk
with their dogs.

Tomorrow night there would be crowds, as it was
November 5, Guy Fawkes Day. Thousands of people
would come to the Blackheath firework show if they
weren't having parties in their own gardens. Some of these
parties seemed to have started already. The sky was full of
the sounds and colours of fireworks exploding above their

heads.
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Eliot thought about his son with a sudden pain. Micky
would be so excited tomorrow. Eliot would have loved to
bring him here.

He made himself think about his work instead.

‘What do you know about this death?” he asked Bowen.

‘Not much, sir. It’s a white man in his thirtes.’

‘I suppose we'll find out more when we arrive. If we ever
do arrive, Bowen,” added Eliot impatiently.

‘Sorry, sir. I'm doing my best,’ said Bowen.

Eliot wondered how Bowen would feel about seeing the
dead body. It was never easy, even for himself after all these
years, though he had become much harder.

Bowen was twenty-eight, ten years younger than Eliot,
and had worked with him since first joining the police. His
parents were rich and he had been to Cambridge
University. This had worried Eliot at first. But Bowen was
honest and intelligent and a good policeman. Eliot now
had a high opinion of him, though he did not often show
it.

But there was one thing about Bowen which Eliot could
not understand: he was always falling in love with the
wrong women. They were either married, or not interested
in him, or rtotally crazy. Recently he had started asking
Eliot for advice when they were in the car together.

Impatiently adv. KA
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‘All that education, and he can’t get a girlfriend. What a
waste!” Eliot thought. ‘And he’s not bad looking, with those
dark eyes and all that black curly hair.’

Eliot knew how lucky he was to be happily married
himself. He was sorry for Bowen and angry with himself
for arguing with Susan that morning. He wished she had
been there when he phoned.

At last they turned off the main road and stopped
outside a small but beautiful eighteenth century house at
the end of a quiet street. Lights were shining from all the
windows. Eliot got out and stretched his legs. Normally he
would have looked forward to seeing the inside of such a
lovely building.

A young policeman opened the door. He looked pale,
and seemed very pleased to see them.

‘Evening, sir. Evening, sir,” he said, looking at each of
them. ‘My name’s Drewitt. The, er, bodys through
here.’

They followed him through a hall with a deep red
Persian carpet, past some beautiful wooden stairs and into a
sitting room at the back. A fire was burning in the
fireplace, and lamps on low tables threw a warm light over
the curtains and walls and antique furniture. An open
piano stood by the window, with music on it and a half-
filled glass of red wine.

Eliot’s attention was caught by a dark shape on the wall
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beside one of the armchairs. It was the same colour as the
carpet in the hall. At first it seemed the only ugly thing in
the room. But then Eliot looked down at the chair. He
quickly looked away again.

It was a man’s body. But he only knew it was a man from
its shape and the clothes it wore. Not enough of the face
remained to show what sex it had been. It sat in a chair
with its back to the window. A gun lay beside it on the
floor.

Eliot made himself look again. The hands were long,
with thin, well-shaped fingers. Piano-playing hands. There
was a thick gold ring on the third finger of the right hand.
So he wasn’t married, though he could be divorced. His
clothes looked expensive, as you would expect in a house
like this.

In the few seconds it took for these thoughts to cross
Elio’s mind, Bowen had taken out his notebook and
started questioning Drewitt.

‘Bowen’s becoming as hard as me,” Eliot thought. ‘Not
like young Drewitt there. He’s as white as a sheet.’

‘Any idea who he is?’ Bowen asked Drewitt.

Drewitt was obviously having difficulty speaking. “Well,
sir,” he said at last, ‘the house belongs to a Mr Alex Forley.
His neighbours called us. Mr and Mrs Crowther. They live
next door. He normally had tea with them on Fridays, and
they got worried when he didn’t come this afternoon as
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