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    This is a story about a detective, his skills and the process involved to investigate homicide. It shows us that detective as a man, his family and his life. The book is also a travelogue as seen through his eyes. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
      
 
    The investigation branch within the Foreign and Commonwealth Office described in this novel is fictional and is not currently or possibly ever will be real in the format I have described within the story. They do have very gifted police superintendents who work there on a seconded basis as liaison officers, and they do all they can to support families and police forces. They work with a murder and manslaughter team within the FCO.  
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    My thoughts and wishes go to all those families who have lost loved ones abroad and the nightmare they face in trying to come to terms and understand and having to make arrangements for their loved ones to be returned to the UK. 
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    Chapter One 
 
    England 
 
      
 
    Alexander McFarlane was feeling rather pleased with himself as he boarded a train. With it being early Friday evening, the train leaving London King’s Cross station was crowded with rush-hour passengers and people heading away for the weekend. Everywhere he looked there were suitcases, protruding legs, in fact there were people everywhere, which made him feel extremely frustrated as he was struggling to, and eventually gave up trying to, find a seat, meaning that he had to remain standing for the majority of the journey. All these annoyances, though, did not diminish how good he was feeling. 
 
    Alexander was on his way to visit his parents, who lived in Ely in Cambridgeshire, for the weekend. This was something that he did on a regular basis, in fact, whenever he got a weekend off. 
 
    He also whilst there still played rugby for Ely Tigers, either their second or third team, depending on who needed him to play that weekend. Due to work commitments, and living in London, first-team rugby was almost a distant memory. 
 
    Alexander McFarlane was twenty-nine years old, almost sixfoot tall, with strawberry blond hair and slim – the playing and training for rugby still kept him pretty fit. 
 
    The reason he was so pleased with himself was that he had just received a phone call informing him that he had been successful in his application to become a detective chief inspector (DCI), working for the Foreign and Commonwealth Office based in London. It was a job that when he had seen it advertised in a national police magazine, had absolutely fired up his imagination, and he felt totally thrilled that he had managed to succeed in actually getting it. 
 
    He had wanted to phone and tell his maternal grandfather, Tom Fisher, that he had got the job, but the train was annoyingly far too noisy and busy to allow this to happen. His grandad was a retired detective inspector from the Cambridgeshire police force, and although he had been retired a number of years now, he still took great interest in all that Sandy (which was the name that the whole family and all his friends called him) was doing and had been delighted when he had first become a detective a few years ago, having himself spent most of his own career as a detective. 
 
    Sandy’s paternal grandfather, on the other hand, had in fact shown the opposite emotion when Sandy had announced that he was joining the Metropolitan Police in London as soon as he left university. John McFarlane was a retired family court judge, having previously been a barrister in chambers, firstly in Scotland and then in Cambridge. Sandy’s father, Gregor McFarlane, had become an accountant, so he, like Sandy, had not followed John by becoming a lawyer, also to his grandpa’s angst. 
 
    After stopping in Cambridge, the train became much quieter as several of the passengers had got off. Just twenty minutes later the train pulled into Ely, where Sandy left the train. He was able to walk to his parents’ home and decided against taking the direct route so that he could pass the towering, but very beautiful, Ely Cathedral. As he was about to pass the front entrance, he made his call.  
 
    ‘Grandad, it’s Sandy. I got the job!’  
 
    ‘Brilliant news! Well done, Sandy! When do you start?’ his grandad asked. 
 
    ‘I thought it might end up being months, but it appears that they have been able to sort it out with my boss, so I start in a few weeks at the beginning of March.’ 
 
    ‘Sandy, I hope you have some really good-experienced detective sergeants, and of course detective constables, to support you. It is all pressure you know, being a senior investigating officer in a murder enquiry,’ Tom told his grandson.  
 
    Sandy knew that his grandad was questioning his experience so far as a senior investigating officer (SIO), but he was not going to get too defensive and challenging with him about it, so just said, ‘I think I do have a bit of experience though, and don’t worry, I am sure there will be lots of people to give me advice and help out, especially you! See you on Sunday for lunch. Aileen and her children are visiting on Sunday as well.’ 
 
    Aileen was Sandy’s sister, less than two years younger than him, and they had a very close relationship. They had another sister, Isla, who was five years younger than Sandy, who lived in Durham in the north east of England, so she didn’t manage to get home very often. 
 
    Sandy’s grandad said, ‘I might come and watch you play rugby tomorrow.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not starting the game but hopefully will get on at some stage, Grandad.’  
 
    ‘I’ll give it a miss then – far too cold outside now to stand about if you are not playing.’ 
 
    Sandy reflected on his grandad’s comments as he continued his walk home. It had definitely made Sandy feel a little bit irritated by the implication of his lack of experience. He had read some research whilst he was at university from an American professor called Anders Ericsson that you needed to put in ten thousand hours of practise to be good at something. Obviously, in his relatively short police career, he hadn’t put in all of those hours as a detective. Although he had done quite a bit of time, it was probably nowhere near as much as he possibly needed to be a DCI, which he was soon to become.  
 
    Sandy was feeling the biting cold wind as he walked along and pulled his coat collar firmly up. He did feel that he had several other skills that were transferable. Sandy was also always one to ask for and take advice, so he felt confident he would be fine in his new role. He did, though, always take what his grandad said to him seriously, as he was the real reason that he had joined the police; growing up, he found him an inspiration with his stories of all the cases he had been involved in. 
 
    Sandy paused to admire Ely Cathedral, some parts dating from the eleventh century, as he approached it. The cathedral is truly a beautiful building, but obviously restored many times over the years. He never took the magnificence of the cathedral for granted, even though he had spent all his life in Ely, having gone to The King’s school Ely, which was almost next door to the cathedral, but with other school buildings dotted around Ely. On a day like this when he had received such great news, he seemed to appreciate it even more.  
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy walked through the door of his parents’ house and his mother Katherine immediately asked him, ‘Have you heard about the job yet?’ Sandy was not sure if her father, his grandad, had told her the news. He was pretty sure he hadn’t. He also felt a little bit guilty that he had told his grandad first, rather than his mum and dad.  
 
    ‘Where is Dad, so I can tell you both together?’ Sandy asked.  
 
    ‘Sandy, where do you think? It’s Friday night. He has gone to meet up with a few friends at the pub. He says join him if you fancy it.’  
 
    ‘I had better tell you then, Mum. I got the job! Isn’t that fantastic news?’  
 
    ‘Well done, Sandy. I am so very proud of you,’ Katherine said. 
 
    ‘What have we got for dinner? Let me put my case away and I can tell you what the job is about.’  
 
    Sandy quickly came back downstairs and started enjoying the Friday night chilli that his mum had made, which was one of her specialities. Whilst eating, he told his mum and dad, who had just arrived back from the pub, all about his new job. 
 
    ‘For a number of years, families who have had loved ones murdered abroad, through various pressure lobby support groups, have been asking the British Government for much more help, whether practical, financial or any help in understanding what happened to their loved one.’ 
 
    ‘You obviously got the job then – well done, my boy. What do you mean by practical or financial help?’ Gregor asked. 
 
    ‘Well, an example is, if they want to visit the country, the consulate or embassy help them by organising a list of places for them to stay while they are there or getting them the appropriate contacts of who to speak to or help in organising bringing their loved one’s body home.’ 
 
    Sandy took a few more mouthfuls of the chilli and a sip of the red wine his mum had poured for him, and said, ‘The government agreed to some of this practical help, and then a year or so ago, went further and set up a small team of detectives to work directly for the Foreign and Commonwealth Office. Their job in essence was to review or support investigations into a few homicides on behalf of the British Government and the families of the British citizens who had been murdered abroad.’ 
 
    ‘Sounds a bit like a desk job based in London then. I thought you said there would be lots of overseas travel?’ Gregor said, teasing his son. 
 
    Sandy didn’t rise to it but took another large sip of wine. ‘Dad, I told you there may be, and I am sure there will be, some overseas travel. Anyway, part of this team started a year ago and they have been so busy, and proved that the concept worked, that they have now recruited the second part of the team and I am the last piece of that jigsaw and am going to lead this second team.’ 
 
    As Sandy and his mum had finished their meal, they topped up their wine whilst Gregor finished his food. Sandy looked at his mum and dad, both in their mid-fifties and still relatively fit. His mum worked as a primary school teacher three days a week and volunteered at the cathedral three or four days a month, and his dad worked as an accountant full time in London. He was most certainly as proud of them as they were of him. 
 
    Sandy said, ‘There are some occasions when the country where the death occurred request support with their investigation, in particular where there may be investigations back in Britain that need doing, but also practically on the ground in that foreign country. This is the part of the job I am most excited about being involved in.’ 
 
    ‘Sounds like you are going to have a really interesting time!’ his mum and dad said, almost in unison, really pleased for their son who was gushing with excitement. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, Sandy took his red Morgan Roadster for a drive. The car had been a graduation present from his grandpa, John McFarlane, almost nine years ago. Sandy had graduated from Cambridge with a decent law degree, and although he had initially thought it was a bit of an emotional blackmail present to encourage him to go to Bar School, he knew that this wasn’t true, as his grandpa was one of the most generous people he had ever met. He left the car at his parents’ house as he had no parking space at the London flat.  
 
    He kept the convertible roof firmly fastened, due to the freezing February weather, and sped down the road. The car’s 3.7 litre engine was far too powerful for the narrow Fen roads he was driving along, but with extreme difficulty, using all of his self-control, Sandy managed to keep to the speed limit.  
 
    Whilst driving and enjoying the feeling of being out on the open road, Sandy reflected on his police career to date. Towards the end of middle school, he attended one of his grandad’s trials and in an instant whilst sat in that courtroom, like the flick of a switch going off in his head, he knew what he wanted to do as a career. He wanted to be a detective and make sure the bad criminals ended up in prison. 
 
    He had obtained a law degree, which seemed the most appropriate one, for his career aims. One of the reasons he had picked the Metropolitan Police was up until that point, he had basically lived at home all his life; he only went fifteen miles down the road from Ely to Cambridge for university. He had steered clear of the police graduate entry scheme because he thought it would deny him the chance to spend time as a detective.  
 
    After a couple of years as a uniform officer in the West End of London, he became the detective he had aspired to be. He mostly dealt with street robbery or violent street crimes, and after two years and having passed the necessary exams, he was promoted to detective sergeant in the same office. Although he had dealt with much of the same crimes, he occasionally had the chance to work for short periods supporting the Metropolitan Police homicide section. This left him in no doubt that investigating homicides was the ultimate career goal he was aiming for. The whole intellectual process involved with the investigation of a homicide had totally captivated him. 
 
    Sandy had spent three years as a detective sergeant, and following promotion to inspector, he had spent the last eighteen months as a staff officer to the commander of the homicide division, who had supported him to complete his SIO programme and to lead his – one and only so far – homicide investigation. This had been a shooting where the husband had shot his wife dead and then tried to kill himself by taking his own life using the same method but had survived. He had pleaded guilty to manslaughter, which was the offence he was convicted of and sentenced for. Thinking about his Grandad Tom’s comments yesterday, Sandy felt he had a good grounding in detective skills, but maybe not in leading homicide investigations. He knew he had a lot to learn. This he excitedly felt would come in due course in his new role.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    It was almost ten a.m. as Inspector Solomon Kyte of the Vadodara City Police drove along the banks of the Vishwamitri river. He was heading to the Palace Hotel, which was located there. Even though it was only early March, the morning was already warm, but it was nowhere as hot as it was going to get over the next few weeks or so, with it being the start of the dry season. It was still much warmer than he was comfortable working in. He was an Anglo-Indian and even though he, and many previous generations of his family before him, had been born in India, he liked to claim it was his long, distant English heritage that made him dislike the heat so much. Solomon was not very tall and only of a slight build. However, with his sleek, short, jet-black hair, an immaculate, luxurious black moustache and an incredibly sharply pressed uniform, one thing he did have was an extremely strong personal presence.  
 
    The inspector had received a call from a constable who was now at the Palace Hotel telling him that an Englishman had been found dead by a member of the hotel staff. He had been found when they had gone in to clean his room. Solomon asked the constable to stand guard outside the room and let no one in until he got there.  
 
    Solomon arrived at the hotel, which was a century-old colonial-style building that had a few years ago undergone a complete refurbishment. The hotel was mostly used by Westerners and was geared up for their tastes. He saw the hotel manager, who seemed extremely flustered and was clearly waiting for him. They spoke to each other in English.  
 
    Solomon only really spoke English. Vadodara, which used to be called Baroda, is in the Indian state of Gujarat, hence the main language used is Gujarati. Hindi is also often used but English is widely spoken, in particular by anyone in a professional role, so Solomon always had little or no language problems. 
 
    The manager said, in a slightly high-pitched and clearly stressed voice, ‘This is a nightmare! The dead man’s name is Robert Smythe. He checked in with us almost a week ago and was due to leave tomorrow. I can’t believe this is happening! Mr Smythe hadn’t come down for breakfast this morning, which was his normal pattern whilst staying in the hotel, and he usually left by about eight thirty a.m. to go to a company called the All-India Energy Company, whose headquarters are based not far away. They supply electricity throughout the state of Gujarat, and in fact throughout India. They are a massive national company.’  
 
    Solomon knew all this information already as All India Energy Company (AIEC) were a major employer in Vadodara. The hotel manager had no idea why Robert Smythe was there in India, or what he was doing for this company. He had kept the room whilst he had visited a town a couple of hours’ drive from the city of Vadodara to check on some works going on there; the manager had no idea what this visit entailed though. The only members of staff who may know a bit more were the restaurant and bar staff. Solomon wanted to tell the manager to pull himself together, but instead thought it best to ignore him, and instructed Constable Hasan Bhatt, who had travelled in the car with him, to go and seek out any information that he could from the hotel staff who might know more than the little the manager did. 
 
    Solomon spoke to the constable outside the hotel room, which was situated on the second floor. He asked him what the cleaner had said and what she had seen.  
 
    The constable replied, ‘The cleaner tells me that she walked into the room and went straight towards the bed. She said that she was surprised that it hadn’t been slept in but presumed that the man was still working elsewhere. It wasn’t until she turned around that she saw him deceased in the chair. She came straight out and told the hotel manager what she had seen. When I got here, I only went in the doorway, saw him clearly dead in the chair and I came straight out of the room.’ 
 
    Solomon thought the officer must be new to the role. Their initial and first years of training were excellent, and this showed by the officers’ actions. However, this training seemed to tail off later in service. His detectives and forensic team seemed to receive very little current training. The superintendents and above had excellent management training and he hoped this would filter down. Solomon had over 25 years’ police service and had seen it all go around in circles. 
 
    He entered the room and as he didn’t know whether it was a crime scene or not, he didn’t feel inclined to put a paper suit on – they had very few of them anyway. It was a standard hotel room with a double bed in the centre dominating the room and a small seating area tucked in the corner by the window, with one chair and a table. Robert Smythe was hunched over in the chair, clearly deceased. He was only in his underpants and a vest. On the table near him was a glass of what looked like water; it was half full. He had clearly been sick and appeared to have a little bit of diarrhoea. Solomon’s initial thoughts looking at him were that Robert looked like a man in his fifties and he had most probably died of a heart attack, possibly compounded by a case of a bad stomach upset, or as Solomon had had a rare case or two in the past, maybe food poisoning. The room was very tidy and there was no sign that any other third party had entered the room or done anything to Robert. 
 
    Solomon called up the forensics team to have a look at the room, and then when they had finished their examination, to organise the transportation of Robert Smythe’s body to the morgue. Although he would organise a special autopsy as it was a foreign national, he started to relax a little as he sensed that it was a natural cause of death. He knew that his life would become extremely difficult, and a lot of work would ensue, if a foreign national had been murdered, but he didn’t think it was the case here.  
 
    As he came downstairs, he met Hasan, who he had asked to make background enquiries in the hotel. Hasan said, ‘I have found out quite a lot from the bar and restaurant staff. It appears Mr Smythe didn’t wander far from the hotel when he was not out at work. I only made rough notes and have not taken any statements, unless you want me to?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, please. What else did you find out then?’ 
 
    ‘He told them he was working for an accountancy firm doing some sort of checking work at the AIEC headquarters. He then told them he was going to go and check the delivery of a project in the rural area of the Gujarat, the Sanpuri district, as part of his work. He said it was on behalf of the British Government.’ 
 
    ‘Oh no!’ Solomon said out loud. He thought to himself that this now complicated matters greatly. ‘Go on, what else did you find out?’ 
 
    ‘They told me when he came back yesterday, he said he had been robbed whilst in the Lehripura Gate Mandir Bazaar area trying to buy some gifts to take back to the family. A person on a motorbike went by him and ripped the laptop case from him that he was carrying on his shoulder and drove off with it. He reported the crime through to our switchboard, but no one had been to see him as far as they knew.’ 
 
    Solomon was a bit surprised to hear about the laptop theft as the crime rate in Vadodara was really quite low, and much less than in most cities in India, it was regarded as a really safe place to live, but there may have been a spate of these crimes that he had missed. 
 
    Hasan continued by saying, ‘Finally, he had only stayed for a very short while in the hotel bar as he said he felt ill and that this feeling of sickness in his stomach had been increasing as the day had gone on.’ 
 
    Solomon said, ‘Better get all of that you have just told me as witness statements, and also check the hotel CCTV to see if there is anything suspicious from when he came back and went to the bar. We can go further back if we need it.’ 
 
    Solomon then left the hotel and returned to the police station. His instincts were telling him something was not quite right, and of course he knew to always keep an open mind, but at the same time go with what the information was telling you. The information he had now, if he just focused on the death, was saying the deceased was ill, and it was this that had caused his death. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    On reaching the police station, he found out that a report of the crime had been taken, but no one had visited the scene, no one had made contact with the victim and the crime was yet to be allocated to an officer to make enquiries. He allocated it to himself in the first instance to find out more, and then had someone dispatched to go to the market to see if anyone had seen anything and if there was any CCTV to help, but he doubted it.  
 
    Solomon briefed his superintendent, who told him that he would brief the commissioner. He instructed Solomon, due to the information that Robert Smythe allegedly was working for the British Government, to contact immediately their High Commission in New Delhi.  
 
    Following his phone call to the British High Commission, Solomon was firmly under the impression that no one there really knew what they should do, other than to make a call to the UK, which due to the time difference in England, they would have to get back to him later that afternoon.  
 
    Solomon knew he needed to record accurately what he knew so far, and what he still needed to do. One thing he definitely had to do was organise an autopsy. He phoned the pathologist. 
 
    ‘Hello, Professor Sharma. I have a person who was found dead in a guest room at the Palace Hotel. I need you to perform an autopsy on him asap please. It is a British citizen and there are no signs of any trauma to the body. He had been feeling unwell from yesterday afternoon.’  
 
    Professor Sharma said, ‘Shall I meet you at the hotel and I can then examine the body and the scene there? I will need to get it spot on as I know my British pathologist friends will be checking all that I have done.’ 
 
    Solomon was kicking himself as he had asked the forensics officer to get the body moved to the mortuary. He had relaxed as he had left the hotel room, but he should have changed this advice after Constable Hasan had given him the update. He didn’t normally make too many mistakes as he was a very experienced and highly respected officer. He quickly checked with the hotel and found the body of Robert Smythe was already being moved to the mortuary. 
 
    He rang the pathologist back and was very apologetic as he told him the news that Robert Smythe’s body was almost at his hospital. They agreed to meet at four p.m. for the autopsy and Professor Sharma said that he would organise an x-ray of the body to take place beforehand. He asked if there had at least been any photographs of the body in situ. Solomon had confirmed this with the forensic officer and there was also a video of the room for the professor to see. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    England 
 
      
 
    The beginning of March came around quickly. Sandy took the busy morning underground train from Bank Station, which was near the flat in London that he shared with his father. He got out at Westminster and from there it was a short walk to the Foreign and Commonwealth Office. Sandy walked to the entrance, which was just off Horse Guards Road, up the steps, walking past the statue of Robert Clive, and he looked at the beautiful building stretched out in front of him. 
 
    Sandy entered the building and spoke to a security man who was standing by the reception desk, and told the man, ‘I am DCI Alexander McFarlane and today is my first day here. I am working in consulate services for the overseas investigation branch. Could you let me know how to get to their offices please?’  
 
    Sandy was pleased to call himself DCI, and it was in fact the first time he had used this title. He produced his Metropolitan Police warrant card as identification. The security man said, ‘You will need to get consulate services to sort you out a pass.’ 
 
    Sandy was taken aback by this comment. It looked like being a DCI actually carried no privileges, and this wasn’t going to be a good start for him if he couldn’t even get into the building. The security man continued by saying, ‘However, if you would like, I will personally escort you up there now.’ 
 
    Sandy and the security man walked together into the entrance way. Sandy said, ‘It is a magnificent building.’  
 
    The security man replied, ‘I have worked here nearly thirty years and still marvel at it. It was designed by the architect George Gilbert Scott and completed in 1868. It’s in the classical style. When you get a chance, have a look at the grand staircase and the Locarno rooms. They hold conferences and events in those.’  
 
    The room that Sandy was now going to work from was in a big open-plan space. He had spent the last eighteen months working at the Metropolitan Police headquarters, New Scotland Yard, and that building was full of small offices within which he had had his own, so he would have an adjustment to make.  
 
    The investigation team were based in a corner section of the open-plan office. As he walked towards the section, he saw that there were about four or five people already present at their desks. He heard one of them say, ‘Looks like Morse has arrived!’ Sandy had heard this said about him several times before in his police career. Morse was a fictional character from the books by Colin Dexter. The fictional Morse had also been a very popular television show. Morse, though, had gone to Oxford and liked classical music. Sandy had gone to Cambridge and most definitely did not admit to liking classical music. Morse also had a classic car, a vintage Jaguar, which made Sandy hope that none of them knew about him having a Morgan Roadster, which, although it was a modern car, people would presume, because of its styling, it was a vintage car as well. Sandy knew it was just harmless banter, but he did think that he would need to work hard to ensure the team didn’t regard him as just another academic. 
 
    Sandy laughed and said, ‘I am most definitely not Morse, but Alexander McFarlane.’  
 
    One of them told him to put his bags down on any spare desk and that the boss, Superintendent Watson, wanted to see him before the Monday morning team meeting. 
 
    After dropping his bags, Sandy went into the superintendent’s office, which was just down the corridor. 
 
    ‘Hello, Alex. I am pleased to meet you. Welcome to the team,’ she said, as he entered the room. Superintendent Jane Watson was a very smartly dressed lady in her mid-forties, and Sandy had only heard good things about her. She was not one to cross and hated being misled. It was said that she required true loyalty from all her staff. Her area of responsibility was a lot wider than the investigation branch. 
 
    Sandy replied. ‘Thank you, ma’am, but it is actually Sandy – Scottish, you see, through my father. I am absolutely delighted to be here.’ 
 
    ‘We don’t use ma’am or sir here for our ranks, just first names, so Sandy it is, and please call me Jane. You will be hot desking, so you will have a locker and drawer allocated, and you must keep your desk clear of any paperwork when you leave for the night. I am sure you will really like working with us,’ Jane said, as her phone rang and in essence their conversation ended. As Sandy returned to the desk he would work from that day, he had an underlying feeling that he would need to impress Jane with his work before she truly welcomed him to the team. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    The team meeting was led by one of the detective sergeants, Juliet Ashton. The investigation team was made up of two DCIs; the other DCI, Phillip Harris, was away on leave. Normally, Phillip, or now Sandy, would lead the meeting. There were two detective sergeants and six detective constables, along with two crime scene managers/investigators.  
 
    After the meeting ended, Sandy and Juliet sat down and had a coffee together. Juliet said, ‘There are several hundred British citizens that die abroad every year, and of these about eighty to ninety are murdered, with many more who possibly died in suspicious circumstances. The British police have no jurisdiction in any of these countries and are mostly a line of support to the investigation and the link with the family.’ 
 
    Sandy took a large sip from his mug of coffee; it wasn’t too bad, which was unusual for canteen coffee. Sandy had bought them both a Danish pastry to enjoy with their coffee, which they both almost simultaneously took a bite of. Juliet then said, ‘Sadly, I am sorry to say, in most of these cases, the families are almost totally left with trying to deal with the foreign police investigation by themselves.’  
 
    Juliet then handed over half a dozen files for Sandy to spend the next few days reviewing.  
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy sat at his desk and looked at the first file. It was a case of a twenty-five-year-old man who normally lived in York. He was on holiday in a country in South East Asia and it appeared he had got into a fight in a bar. The North Yorkshire Police force, with support from the senior coroner for their area, had sent the file in for any comments or thoughts on whether to close the investigation. After reading through the file, Sandy rang the DC contact on the letter. Amazingly, he got through to him on the first call. 
 
    ‘Hello, I am DCI Alexander McFarlane and I work in investigations in consulate services for the FCO. I have reviewed the file you sent in on the young man’s death in Cambodia. I have a few questions just so I can clarify a few points, please.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, no problem, sir.’ 
 
    ‘The report portrays the young man to be the aggressor who started the fight, but the report from the family say he was a very placid person and would never have done this. Is there any CCTV footage that you have seen, and has he got any previous convictions? Does intelligence show us any previous violence in his character?’ 
 
    Sandy was thinking about what is sometimes called victimology, i.e., what do we know about the victim. 
 
    ‘I have CCTV that they sent to me. I can email it to you now, but it is very poor quality and was taken from the bar’s CCTV. It has not copied very well but you can make out what happened, and yes it does look like he started the fight. He has no previous convictions and all intelligence known about him shows him to be a decent young man.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘I have looked at both the autopsy reports – the one from there and the second post-mortem carried out here. Looks like he had had a lot to drink, according to the toxicology, but I see no mention of any drugs in his system. I might be missing it, but did he have any drugs in him?’ 
 
    ‘No drugs, hence, they haven’t needed to mention it. Yes, you are right, he had quite a high level of intoxication from alcohol. The witnesses back this up.’ 
 
    ‘OK, that was my final point. There are four statements all in the local language, but the translation states his two friends said they had a few drinks before getting there and that he didn’t start the fight but got into the fight. The barman and another person in the bar state he was very drunk and started the fight, and the suspect on interview said it was self-defence. Is that right?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that is the sum of it.’ 
 
    ‘OK, I don’t think there is anything further to do on this case, so I will write up a covering report and send it back over to you in the next couple of days.’  
 
    The DC said, ‘Thank you. It is as I thought. The family will be disappointed, and you will most likely get a challenge from them for making this decision, but I agree that this is the right conclusion. Once I get your report, I will talk to them and the coroner.’ 
 
    Sandy decided to write the report immediately, thinking at the same time about any challenge from the family, but also making sure it was the right decision for the case.  
 
    He then moved on to the next file, which was a case that involved a death in a swimming pool overlooking the Mediterranean Sea. 
 
    When Sandy got back to the flat later that day, he saw that his father wasn’t there and had probably gone straight back to Ely. The flat he lived in was owned by his parents. It was one they had bought almost twenty years ago to give his dad a base when working long hours at his job as a specialist tax accountant with an international investment bank based not far from them in the City of London. The flat’s location also provided easy access to King’s Cross or Liverpool Street to enable travel home to Ely via Cambridge.  
 
    Sandy had now lived here for almost seven years, having moved in after leaving the police section house in the West End on the completion of his two-year probation. He was ashamed to say that however much he tried, his parents wouldn’t take more money, as he only paid a small amount of rent, and he realised he probably should have bought his own property somewhere on the outskirts of London or travelled in from Cambridge every day, but like London, property prices were sky high in Cambridge too. Dating girls had been a little bit difficult, although he had not had a steady girlfriend for a few years now, but his dad was very good and went home, more often than not.  
 
    Sandy made himself some dinner, then whilst eating it, he settled into reading through and making notes on another file. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    England 
 
      
 
    Sandy had just got off the underground train when his phone rang. 
 
    ‘Sandy, it’s Jane Watson here. I need you to go to a meeting at the Department for International Development for ten this morning. There has been a death in India of a man called Robert Smythe. We don’t think it looks suspicious, but as he was indirectly working for the government, our bosses have said we will supply a couple of people to help with the investigation. I hope you have got your inoculations sorted, as you will hopefully be going tomorrow. Business admin will sort out the diplomatic waiver, which you will need instead of a visa, as well as your flights and accommodation.’  
 
    Sandy was thrilled by the thought of this deployment. This was the investigation he had been hoping for but hadn’t expected it to happen so quickly. He had got out at Victoria to try and stretch his stiff legs a bit. He had played the full eighty minutes of rugby on Saturday and was most certainly feeling it this morning, hence needing to have a walk.  
 
    He had had a really good weekend as after the rugby, he had gone for a couple of beers and a curry with some of his teammates. He thought the curry he was going to be having over the next few days would be very different to the one he had had on Saturday night. Sunday had also been a busy day. He had attended a service at the cathedral with his mother, and then his sister Aileen came for a Sunday roast with her husband and children. Neither his Grandad and Grandma Fisher had been present or his Grandpa John McFarlane, so although the house had been busy, it wasn’t overrun with people. His sister had continued with her project to find Sandy a girlfriend and suggested to him a lovely single mother she knew from her children’s nursery. Sandy declined the invitation from her to set up a meeting for coffee. Sandy knew that he always needed to be on his guard to avoid his sister’s matchmaking attempts for him. 
 
    Sandy dropped a couple of files off at the FCO office and then met the other DCI, Philip Harris, for the first time, who was now back from his leave and getting ready for the Monday morning team meeting. Philip told Sandy how jealous he was about the probable forthcoming trip to India, and with a smile on his face, told him to be careful about what he was going to eat and drink. 
 
    Sandy walked down the road and then through Admiralty Arch, round to Whitehall where the Department for International Development (DFID) was situated and asked for the contact he had been given, Director Jill Munro. There were another couple of people waiting with him in the reception area who were also clearly there for the same meeting.  
 
    At the meeting, there were with Jill two civil servants, as well as the two men Sandy had seen downstairs. One introduced himself as Paul Bristow, who was a partner in the global accountancy firm Plato Solutions. He had travelled across London to the meeting from their head office in Canary Wharf. The other was a detective constable from Northamptonshire Police, DC Stephen Thomas.  
 
    Jill started the meeting by briefly outlining the project that Robert Smythe had been in India auditing. DFID had been giving a grant to a company in Gujarat in India. The project was to provide a solar panel farm that would help, in a small way, to impact on climate change, and also in a much bigger way, for the people ultimately to lift themselves out of poverty, by providing not just some employment, but lowering to almost zero the cost of electricity for those villages in the surrounding area. The project had achieved several the aims set by DFID that had allowed the grant to be awarded. 
 
    The grant from DFID was for £499,000 a year for three years, and this was to be matched by the Indian government, whether in hard finance or in other benefits, and then facilitated by and through the AIEC, who had provided the land. 
 
    Paul Bristow outlined that his company had the contract to audit all the DFID overseas aid projects. The contract was to carry out the audit once in the grant’s three-year cycle. This was what Robert had been doing in India. The project had been running for two years already and the plan was to consider extending the project by another three years, depending on the result of the audit. Robert was a senior manager with the company and extremely experienced and capable. 
 
    The detective constable from Northamptonshire Police outlined his visit that had taken place on Sunday morning, where he had let the family know of Robert’s death, and that it was currently believed not to be suspicious.  
 
    The plan was for Sandy and a crime scene examiner to fly to India the next day to support the local investigation and to evaluate and report back to DFID. Sandy felt from the briefing that had just happened that one of the many challenges he was going to have was trying to understand the finance side to the investigation. He had no experience of a fraud investigation, if that was what this one turned out to be. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy decided to go via Cambridge on his way home to Ely, as he was acutely aware that the weather in India was going to be a lot hotter than the freezing temperatures England was currently experiencing. He presumed that working in a hot climate would be difficult for him. To try and overcome this, he wanted to get a lightweight suit and some short-sleeved shirts. On reaching Cambridge, he took a bus to the city centre and bought at Heffers bookshop a guidebook to India that featured Vadodara and Gujarat. Heffers was a place that he had spent many hours in whilst studying law at Cambridge, with it being just down the road from his college, St John’s.  
 
    Sandy didn’t find what he needed at the Marks and Spencer shop nearby, and as he had decided to see his Grandpa John McFarlane, he thought he would do that next. Then he would wander through the Grand Arcade to find his suit and shirts. He walked past the absolutely stunning and probably, in Sandy’s view, the most beautiful building in England, King’s College Chapel, along the narrow Senate House Passage, and followed the road until he turned along Garret Hostel Lane so that he could cross over the river heading to the Cambridge chambers, where his grandpa was spending a day advising and mentoring. He had already sent him a text message to say he was coming to see him. The Backs along the River Cam always looked great at this time of year, with the wild crocuses finishing but the daffodils still in bloom. This year didn’t disappoint.  
 
    The clerk at the chambers told him to go straight up into the judge’s office. On entry, Sandy saw that as well as his grandpa in the room, there was an extremely attractive young woman present. The woman introduced herself as Hannah Tobias. It appeared that Hannah was getting advice from Judge McFarlane about a case that she was working on. Judge McFarlane told her to tell Sandy a bit about herself – it appeared that he had told her quite a bit about Sandy already. Hannah had studied history at Nottingham and then on completing a law conversion course there, had completed her two-year pupillage and was now working as a barrister in the Cambridge chambers. 
 
    When she left the room and their coffee had arrived, Sandy said, ‘You set that up, Grandpa!’  
 
    To which he replied, ‘It worked, didn’t it?’ 
 
    Sandy wondered what the obsession was with his family trying to find him a girlfriend, but with his thirtieth birthday looming in June, he presumed it was that. His grandpa was fascinated with Sandy’s forthcoming trip and told him to be careful and take the lead of the local police, as he would find that the criminal justice system was very different in India. 
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    The following morning, Sandy drove his Morgan Roadster along the A10 and then the A14 to get to Wellingborough. At the police station there, he met DC Stephen Thomas. ‘Love the car,’ he said. Sandy thought the Morse joke was about to be told again, but it didn’t happen.  
 
    They drove together to a village a few miles away in a police squad car to visit the family of Robert Smythe. Stephen was in essence carrying out the role of a family liaison officer (FLO). Sandy knew that an FLO has a key role to provide information from an investigation to the family, and at the same time feed back to the investigation any information the family could provide. This was the main reason that morning for their visit to the Smythe family. It was common knowledge that most homicides are committed by someone known to the victim, so the role of family liaison is crucial in order to find out who the victim might have known that might have had a reason to kill them. This wasn’t likely to apply in the case of the death of Robert Smythe, but they just needed to make sure. 
 
    Sandy knew that it was crucial for him to develop a good relationship with the Smythe family. On his detective training courses, he had been told numerous times of cases, in particular the Stephen Lawrence case in London, where relationships with the police and the family had broken down. This had caused incredible issues with those investigations. Sandy vowed that he would do everything he could not to let his and the police’s relationship with the Smythe family be anything but a good one. 
 
    The Smythe’s lived in a lovely, old, traditional stone-built house right in the middle of a small and very pretty Northamptonshire village. 
 
    When they had been welcomed in, after introducing themselves and being made comfortable in the lounge with cups of tea, Sandy said, ‘Mrs Smythe, I am so sorry for the loss of your husband. We don’t know as yet how he died, but we are going to India to see what we can find out and we will let you know as much as we can as soon as we can.’ It was plain for both officers to see that Mrs Smythe and her two teenage children were absolutely devastated by their loss. Sandy could just feel the grief in the room. 
 
    ‘I presume Robert had kept in touch with you whilst away. How did he do this, was it on his mobile phone or the hotel phone?’ 
 
    ‘Robert worked away a lot, and we had a pattern that he would phone home every other day, but at least message by text or WhatsApp every day. There was no difference whilst he was in India on this trip.’ 
 
    ‘Did he use his own mobile phone or a work one, and was there anything unusual in his calls or text messages?’ 
 
    ‘A couple of years ago, the company withdrew work phones, so he used his personal one. It was a Samsung phone. He also never did any work emails on it; they were all done on his laptop. No, there was nothing unusual at all.’ 
 
    ‘We will see if we can get his phone and laptop so we can examine them. Do you know his code or password to get into them?’ Mrs Smythe nodded that she did. 
 
    Sandy said, ‘Any illnesses that we should know about?’ 
 
    ‘He was pretty fit for a man in his fifties. He was a keen cyclist and went to the gym a couple of times a week.’ 
 
    Sandy and Stephen Thomas left, telling her and the children they would be in touch as soon as they knew any more. 
 
    On arrival back at the police station, Sandy confirmed that Stephen would contact the family’s doctor’s surgery, and that he would speak to the senior coroner to let him know of the death and that Robert’s body would be returning in the next week or so.  
 
    Sandy contacted Clare Symonds, the FCO crime scene examiner, to see what time she would get to the airport for the flight to Mumbai, which was where they would transit to fly to Vadodara. He also asked about digital forensics in case they needed to examine the phone and laptop if the Vadodara Police needed help. Clare explained that they could see if Northamptonshire Police were able to do the examination, and if they were not able to, then the FCO had an agreement with the Metropolitan Police unit. This was a unit that Sandy knew well and would probably be his preference. 
 
    Sandy bid farewell to Stephen and then headed home so he would be there in time for the taxi that was picking him up to take him to Heathrow Airport, to get the British Airways flight to India just after eight p.m. that evening.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    Sandy kept himself occupied on the nine-hour flight to Mumbai by catching up on a couple of films that he had wanted to see in the last few months. This was for various reasons but mostly because he had had no one to see them with, or more to the point he hadn’t felt inclined to ask anyone to see them with him. He thought that the meals provided on the flight were quite tasty, which he was pleasantly surprised about as he was not a great lover of airline food. He also learnt a lot more about Clare Symonds, who was sitting next to him, and for whom his respect in relation to her previous experiences and knowledge of crime scene investigations and forensics had grown as the flight went on. One thing he couldn’t do much of was sleep in the cramped economy cabin that the FCO had booked them into. 
 
    Sandy did enjoy reading the guidebook on India that he bought the previous day in Cambridge at Heffers. He would have loved to have been able to have a stopover in Mumbai, previously called Bombay, to explore for a little while. He also learnt a bit about Vadodara, for example, that it had previously been called Baroda, which is a name for the city that several people still used. The guidebook he had been reading told him some of the best places to visit in Vadodara, such as Laxmi Vilas Palace, Nazarbaug Palace, Baroda Museum and Khanderao Market. Sandy didn’t know if he would have any time to visit them, but he hoped he would at least get a glimpse of these and other similar must-see sights. 
 
    Sandy had been keeping his key decision file up to date, which was a book he wrote in with information relating to the death of Robert. He used this to record any decisions and the reasons why he was making them. Sandy preferred to call it his key decision log. He also had a rough book, more like a daily journal, dedicated to the investigation that he kept all his notes in. He realised it was not a homicide or even really a suspicious death. He was also fully aware that he wasn’t the lead investigator – that was the detective in India. He was only involved as support, but it was really good practise and was useful in increasing his experience, so he was going to continue with it. He glanced through his notes to keep himself up to date as any further sleep on the plane was alluding him. Having met the wife and children of Robert Smythe he was determined that he would do all that he could to assist in finding out how Robert had died. 
 
    The flight landed in Mumbai on time and after going through some international transfer procedures, Sandy and Clare only had a short while to wait before they boarded their next flight to Vadodara. The flight only took an hour. Sandy would have really liked to have experienced the train journey, but as that normally takes almost six hours, it hadn’t been a viable option, plus Sandy really needed to focus on the fact that he was there to work and not as a tourist. 
 
    They were met by a smiling and very welcoming Constable Hasan, who was in full police uniform and had the most wonderful moustache that Sandy had ever seen, curling up slightly at the edge tips. He had come to collect them and take them into the city a few kilometres south. The terminal building in Vadodara airport was actually quite stunning and very modern, and from what Sandy could see had a really interesting garden area incorporated into it.  
 
    As soon as they came out of the air-conditioned terminal, Sandy felt the heat, even though it was now late afternoon. He was glad he had come prepared for working in the hot conditions. Hasan assured them it was still cool and the climate would get much hotter over the next few weeks. Sandy, though, was now under no illusion that trying to work in this temperature was going to be a challenge. 
 
    Unlike Clare, Sandy had never been to India before, so he didn’t really know what to expect. He was amazed and immediately taken in by the sights, sounds and the sheer volume of people he could see as they drove into the city. There were wonderful, old, historical buildings interwoven with incredible modern ones. There were people and vehicles everywhere. Motorbikes were wherever you looked with sometimes multiple people, parcels and packages all on the one motorbike – he even saw a whole family balancing what looked like a dining room table on their motorbike! There was also lots and lots of rubbish in the street at times, but then in complete contrast they passed clean, sparklingly bright shopping malls.  
 
    Hasan said, ‘India is quite an experience when you first encounter it. If it is ok with you both, we will go to the police station first to have a meeting with Inspector Kyte, and then I will drop you off at your hotel. I must say that we were very surprised by your choice of hotel. After the meeting, I am sure you will then probably want to have a rest after your long travels.’  
 
    Hasan continued to tell them that he had family living in England and did they know where they lived and even asked if they knew them. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    They had only just settled into the police station meeting room when Hasan returned with the inspector. After a round of introductions, Inspector Kyte began to brief them on what had happened so far with the investigation into the death of Robert Smythe. 
 
    Sandy said, ‘I am really keen to know what you did in the ‘Golden Hours’ of your investigation and what your fast-track investigative actions were?’ 
 
    Solomon Kyte was visibly annoyed by this comment and even Clare looked at Sandy and frowned.  
 
    Sandy apologised immediately. This was so unlike him; he was normally what could only be described as a perfect gentleman. He could put it down to the tiredness of the long flight, but it was really because he was fascinated by all of the mechanics of investigations. 
 
    Solomon quite crossly replied, ‘Please remember you are here at the request of the Vadodara City Police to support our investigation. There are no suspicious circumstances in relation to the death of Mr Smythe. I have an in tray full of definite crimes that I also need to prioritise.’  
 
    Sandy apologised again and realised that he could not have got off to a worse start. He could imagine how cross his boss Jane Watson would be. Even more so, his Grandad Tom. 
 
    Solomon said, ‘I do actually know what a ‘Golden Hour’ in an investigation is. I know you must gather as much information and evidence as possible in the early stages in order to help facilitate a quicker understanding of what has happened, and how it happened, and that I can assure you is what has happened here.’  
 
    He carried on, saying, ‘We secured the scene of the hotel bedroom in the Palace Hotel’  
 
    Sandy and Clare looked at each other. Sandy said, ‘That is where we have been booked in for our stay.’ 
 
    ‘We did think it seemed a strange choice of hotel for you to book yourself into,’ Solomon replied. 
 
    Sandy explained it was business admin that would have done this and he knows he should have checked first.  
 
    Solomon said, ‘After examination of the scene, the body was taken to the mortuary and we had an autopsy later that day. Professor Sharma would like us to meet him in the next couple of days, which I will arrange. I will also arrange for us to visit and meet the Chairman of All India Energy Company, where Robert had been working. We haven’t seen them yet. We have three witnesses from the hotel and statements from them, which I will get copies of for you to read. Be aware whilst you are in the hotel that it is two of the bar staff and the restaurant manager who are the witnesses.’ 
 
    It was decided to call the meeting to a halt as clearly Sandy and Clare were looking tired. Hasan dropped them off at the hotel with a plan to meet in the hotel reception area at nine a.m. the following morning to continue the briefing, and to visit the scene of the death in the hotel bedroom. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy had slept well that night. He had set the alarm on his phone to make sure he was at breakfast in time to be ready for the meeting at nine a.m. He didn’t want any jet lag to make him sleep in too late. 
 
    At nine a.m., Sandy, Clare, Hasan and the Vadodara forensic officer entered the bedroom that Robert Smythe had been staying in. Solomon hadn’t made it due to another commitment, but he was going to meet up with Sandy later to visit the head offices of AIEC. The hotel had sealed off the room and not let anyone in there. Although there probably wasn’t much to see, Sandy knew it was always important to visit key scenes like this to put everything in context. 
 
    The Vadodara forensic officer told them that there was CCTV in the corridor and only Robert had been seen entering the room on that evening. No one else had entered until the cleaner the next morning. There were no marks on the door or any signs of forced entry to any of the outside windows. The room was on the second floor and there was no access from the outside anyway. 
 
    The only fingerprints found in the room were Robert’s and two cleaners’. Clare said to Sandy, ‘I presume you may know this, but every person’s fingerprints are unique. Even identical twins have different fingerprints whilst having the same DNA. India, through a man called Sir William Herschel, started using fingerprints for identification purposes in 1858, almost half a century before we used it. The Indian police, in fact in Calcutta, had a fingerprint bureau a few years before our first one at Scotland Yard in 1901.’  
 
    The Vadodara forensic officer had used a chemical so as not to harm any DNA capture. Clare had brought with her a powerful portable lighting device to look for bodily fluids; she went off to her room to collect it. 
 
    Sandy asked Hasan what exhibits had been seized. Hasan said, ‘We have his mobile phone but have not been able to do anything with this as we currently have a limited digital forensics capability. We are also unable to get into it as we do not have his passcode.’ 
 
    ‘If it is OK with you, we will take it back with us, and if necessary, get someone to look to see what is on there. We know from the family, in messages to them, that there was nothing untoward. We have that information from his wife. We also have his password to log into his laptop.’ 
 
    Hasan said, ‘I thought you were aware that his laptop had been stolen in a street snatch in a market earlier that afternoon?’  
 
    Sandy was very surprised by this revelation as it was the first time, he had heard of it. He was also a bit cross that the information hadn’t been passed across to them before now as Plato Solutions might have wanted to disable it or make a cyber-attack risk assessment if there was anything on there that could have compromised them as a company, or other companies they work with, including the British Government. 
 
    ‘Have you recovered it or found out who carried out the theft? What did the person look like?’ Sandy asked, using as calm a voice as he could without it sounding accusatory.  
 
    ‘The person was on a motorbike, and we have very little description of the offender I am afraid. There are so many entrances along the market that CCTV has not been looked for.’ 
 
    Sandy made a note to chase this up later. In particular, to ask what intelligence they had on similar thefts, and any suspects or offenders who committed these types of offences. 
 
    Hasan asked if Sandy wanted to speak to the hotel witnesses. The cleaner, he felt, had nothing to add, but the two bar staff and the restaurant manager might have. After having had time to think about it, something might have jogged their memory, which at the time it happened didn’t mean anything but in context, now did. Sandy agreed that they should go and speak to them later. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    Later that morning, Sandy was picked up by Solomon and they went together to visit the headquarters of AIEC. Solomon had organised for them to meet the Chairman, Amar Thakur, and his son, Hari Thakur, in their boardroom. Sandy had a feeling that his relationship with Solomon had improved after their unfortunate misunderstanding yesterday evening. He thought, though, that now was not the time to ask about any progress, or lack of it, into the theft of Robert’s laptop. He had made a note to call Paul Bristow, who was the senior partner from Plato Solutions that he had met at the DFID offices. He decided to make this call when he got back to the hotel later that afternoon, in order for Plato Solutions to make decisions into any potential data on the laptop that may make them vulnerable to someone outside their organisation seeing, as well as if they might be vulnerable to a cyber-crime attack. As they travelled through Vadodara City, Sandy was enthralled even further by the sights, sounds and smells of India that he was experiencing. He found the immense volume of people and the cacophony of noise incredible. 
 
    Solomon drove into the AIEC car park and parked his car in the visitors’ bay, which was in front of a large, extremely modern office building. India, Sandy supposed, was like several other places around the world – a country of total contrasts, from the extremely rich to real abject poverty.  
 
    Solomon said, ‘Alexander, the AIEC is a family-owned business stretching back at least two generations. It has a very wide-reaching business with national and international interests. Their headquarters are only here because this is where the family originate from. They employ many thousands of people, both here and throughout India. They are at the top of society here in Vadodara and would regard the royal family of Baroda, the Gaekwads, as good friends of theirs.’  
 
    Sandy felt Solomon was very much warning him off being too aggressive in his questioning before they went inside. As they walked towards the reception area, Sandy saw a classic Rolls Royce in the Chairman’s marked parking place, and next to it a modern Porsche 911 Turbo. The Thakur family most certainly were not short of money, and Sandy was sure would be described as members of India’s extremely rich. 
 
    Shortly after they arrived, they were shown into the boardroom on the twelfth floor of the palatial offices and provided with refreshments. Both Amar and Hari came into the room. They were immaculately dressed in extremely smart linen suits, which Sandy presumed would have been made either in Milan or Saville Row in London. Amar was a very handsome man, probably in his mid- to late sixties, and was clearly in total command of his surroundings. It seemed that they clearly already knew Solomon, and after introductions to Sandy, Amar said, ‘DCI McFarlane, although we will formally pass on our condolences to the family, when you next speak to Mrs Smythe, please could you pass on my personal, deepest sympathies. I never met Mr Smythe whilst he was here, and I don’t think Hari had anything to do with him either.’ 
 
    Sandy glanced at Hari, a man probably a bit older than himself, in his early to mid-thirties. Possibly, unfairly, Sandy thought that he displayed an arrogance that came with the undoubted silver spoon he had been born with. Sandy knew, though, that people might possibly say that about him. 
 
    Amar continued to say, ‘We are very thankful to your government for allowing us and helping us to fund this exciting project that is part of our climate change initiative. The Indian government, about four years ago, advertised to companies like ours what was planned. We jumped at the chance.’ 
 
    Sandy asked, ‘What does the project actually deliver?’ 
 
    Hari said, ‘Just over two years ago we set up an associated sub company that is only involved in this project. The company is called Sun Energy. We gave it an English name rather than a Hindi or Guajarati one due to the funding grant from the British Government. We donated the land for a solar panel farm that will provide, and is already starting to provide, energy for all of the local people where it is situated and will eventually contribute greatly to the whole region.’  
 
    Sandy asked, ‘I thought the Indian government was also contributing. What is their role?’ 
 
    ‘They have supplied all of the infrastructure parts to the project. In fact, they have contributed much more than the British by putting in a new road to the farm, all of the generators, cables and connectivity to the regional and national grids,’ Hari replied. 
 
    Amar said, ‘As my son has stated, our role, if that was your next question, was to provide the land, which is many hectares, and we facilitate the company, for which Hari has complete and sole oversight of. We will eventually use the electricity generated to contribute to what we supply all of our customers with at an extremely generous rate.’ 
 
    Continuing to control the conversation, he went on to say, ‘I’m not sure that we can help further – neither of us met Mr Smythe – but if you want, one of our assistants can show you down to the second floor where Mr Smythe was working for the couple of days he was here.’ 
 
    The meeting in Amar Thakur’s eyes was now over. Sandy had a feeling that they were being dismissed and wasn’t sure he was entirely happy with this. However, there was nothing else that he wanted to ask so he presumed it was fine. 
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    Sandy and Solomon were taken into a large office space on the second floor where the finance team were situated. They were introduced to the two employees who had met and helped Robert to understand the finances of the project. 
 
    Solomon said, ‘We have no real idea or any details about what Mr Smythe was doing here. We know about the principle of the Sun Energy project, but that is all.’ 
 
    Both employees were clearly upset to have heard that Robert, a man they had only met the previous week, had died. One of them said, ‘We receive a bank transfer from England every month for the figure of £41,583.33. This equates to £499,000 per annum. Robert said this figure had been reached to ensure it fitted into a lower, more achievable grant category. The money does not go into one of the main AIEC accounts but into a separate one. We have a few accounts that we could have used, but this is the only one for this project. Our bank converts the money into rupees.’ 
 
    Sandy felt his eyes starting to glaze over as he really didn’t understand finance, probably because it didn’t interest him. To force himself to concentrate, he decided to ask a question. 
 
    ‘Doesn’t that cause you a problem, as surely the rupee conversion on a month-to-month basis could go either up or down?’ 
 
    ‘It does cause a little bit of a problem for the Sun Energy Company as they are unable to accurately forecast income, but it is pretty consistent. That was one of the things that the auditor, Robert, was checking. The figure coming in, then the conversion rate and the final figure each month. They could have done it the other way around and the British Government send the money across in rupees, but to be fair that also wouldn’t have made the fluctuation up and down any different.’ 
 
    Solomon asked, ‘Who has access to this account?’ 
 
    Both finance employees appeared to be a little bit aggrieved by this question, and one of them said, ‘Only the two of us can access it, and of course Mr Hari Thakur, who is the operations director. However, we can assure you that none of us has touched it and there has been no crime committed either, as Robert’s work will vouch for.’ 
 
    Solomon said, ‘I wasn’t suggesting that for one moment. What happens to the money then?’ 
 
    ‘It is transferred in the figure of rupees in its entirety to the Sun Energy Company every month. Due to the fluctuation in amounts month by month, one of us has to do it manually, but it isn’t at all difficult.’ 
 
    Solomon asked, ‘Who manages the Sun Energy account?’ 
 
    ‘Well, we don’t, even though the account for them comes under our overarching finance system, as this is a part of the project that AIEC have agreed to facilitate. It is much more complicated as the general manager and the business officer of Sun Energy, who are based at the farm in Sanpuri, use the account on a day-to-day basis, making payments of invoices, payroll and such like. There is very little detail of outgoings in the bank account line that we can see. The invoices are all paper based and they can’t, or won’t, scan them in and upload them onto our system. We saw an Excel spreadsheet at the end of the first two years, which does show it all balances.’  
 
    Sandy said, ‘Mr Smythe then had a visit to Sanpuri, I presume to see these invoices and check what was being purchased?’ 
 
    ‘That is right. He seemed to be very thorough and good at his job, so we organised a driver and overnight accommodation for him to visit. We never saw him again, as when he returned, he never came back up to our floor.’ 
 
    The two staff said that Robert had shown no signs of or complained about any illness. He had been very careful to only drink bottled water or boiled water for his tea, and he was only eating in the hotel, albeit he had planned a meal out at a nice restaurant on his last night, which, clearly, he never made it to. Solomon left Sandy at the reception area as he had to go back to the police station for a meeting. They did, though, organise to take a trip together to visit the Sun Energy solar farm at Sanpuri the next day. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Hasan arrived to pick Sandy up and as they began to head back to the hotel, Sandy asked if they could visit the market around the Lehripura Gate, where Robert Smythe had had his laptop stolen. Hasan thought that was a good idea and they drove up Jail Road, past Sursagar Lake, onto MG Road, and then past the Lehripura Gate, which was built over 400 years ago. Sandy could see that it had an imposing central stone archway with two additional beautiful stone arches on either side. The area all around here was a bustling market. 
 
    Hasan parked the car and they both got out into what was, for Sandy, a stifling and debilitating heat. Sandy asked Hasan where the street robbery had taken place. Hasan had to admit they didn’t know, as the report from Robert had only said by, or possibly in, the market area. They unfortunately hadn’t sent anyone to look around, not that it would have helped without knowing where to look exactly. They had not been able to see Robert as he was deceased by the time someone would have visited to get the report of the crime.  
 
    The crowds, the sights and colours of the stalls were, in Sandy’s eyes, incredible. He was also picking up the aromatic spice smells, burning incense and cooking smells. The volume of people was, to a certain extent, overwhelming and Sandy quickly found himself pestered not by beggars, but by stall holders and people selling items that they were insistent he came and looked at and hassled him to buy from them. He felt quite a bit of jostling and he could easily see how Robert could have become disorientated and an easy prey to the robbery.  
 
    Sandy felt he had been pestered worse than this whilst in North Africa a few years ago when visiting Cairo, but because he was here working, and trying to learn about a crime scene, it seemed to make it worse. Lots of people were staring at him, not that they were being rude, they just seemed to be interested in him, probably because he was the white man dressed in a suit on a day where the temperature was well over thirty degrees. 
 
    Sandy said, ‘Hasan, this seems a bit futile. I understand that there have been no reports of any previous similar crimes, and from what I can see there doesn’t seem to be any CCTV. There are, however, a few food vendors that he might have bought something from that gave him the upset stomach, so I wonder if someone could ask around to see if anyone had seen him?’ 
 
    Hasan replied, ‘Inspector Kyte has already asked the uniform section to do that. I’m not sure what the result has been, but I will chase it up. There are a couple of CCTV cameras on this main road, for example, outside jewellery shops. I can also ask them to look at them. Inspector Kyte has asked to see if any informants have heard of a laptop being offered for sale. We will see if that brings about any results.’ 
 
    They got back into the car and headed for the hotel.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    Sandy had again set his alarm that Friday morning, as he needed to ensure that he was awake for the trip to visit the solar panel farm at Sanpuri. Whilst there, the plan was to talk to the manager. Sandy also hoped that they could visit the small hotel that Robert had stayed in overnight. 
 
    Sandy replayed in his mind the conversation he had had with Paul Bristow from the accountancy firm Plato Solutions the previous evening. 
 
    ‘Hello, Paul. It’s DCI Alexander McFarlane. We met at the DFID offices on Monday earlier this week.’ 
 
    Sandy couldn’t believe that that was only a few days ago, as so much had happened since then. Sandy continued, ‘We have now been in India for a couple of days or so, and I am sorry to say that I have found out nothing to enlighten us as to why Robert died suddenly.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think it was something he ate?’ 
 
    ‘At the moment, I can pretty much say that is what we are looking at. However, one thing that I want to talk to you about is his laptop.’  
 
    Paul said, ‘While I think about it, please can you make the people there aware that we, as a company, have agreed to pay for Robert’s body to be repatriated. We give all of our employees a really good insurance package when they are working abroad, but rather than wait until that is sorted out, we have contacted an undertaker on the list that DC Thomas from Northamptonshire Police supplied to us, which came from the FCO.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘That will help get him home fairly quickly. OK, so I need to tell you that the laptop was stolen from Robert during the late afternoon on the day before he was found dead in his room.’ 
 
    ‘That is terrible. Was he injured at all?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think so. It seems that it was more like a bag snatch. They have no idea who has done it, and of course, no sign of the laptop. Was there anything on the laptop in terms of data that if released would cause your company, or any other client’s company, any embarrassment or problems?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think so. The laptops our auditors use have a really high level of encryption on them. All their work on the actual accounts is done using our own cloud-type servers here in the UK, so nothing is stored on the laptop. I will, though, check and confirm with our experts here. The only thing they might be able to see, if they could get into the laptop, which I don’t think they can, is that Robert may have operated a notes document to help him work through what he was currently working on, and anything he wants to check, a bit like a to-do list. Some of our auditors still use a handwritten notebook, but we know from experience that Robert used only his computer for his notes.’ 
 
    Sandy felt reassured that even if the laptop got into the wrong hands, there would subsequently be no ensuing problems. 
 
    Clare joined him in reception and they waited for Hasan to arrive. Solomon wasn’t now able to go with them, so was sending Hasan along instead. After having spent the previous morning and part of the afternoon examining Robert’s hotel room, Clare was quite happy that there was nothing untoward within it. The room was now being deep cleaned ready to be reused by the hotel for more guests. 
 
    Sandy and Clare had together spoken to the bar staff and the restaurant manager, but there was nothing they could add to what they had already told Hasan. He was a man Sandy and Clare were increasingly becoming more and more impressed with.  
 
    The impressive Constable Hasan Bhatt arrived in the hotel reception area. As always, he had his infectious smile lighting up his face. They jumped into the car, with Sandy getting into the back seat. He was really looking forward to seeing and experiencing rural India, and he wasn’t disappointed. Almost as soon as they left the city, they were brought to a halt by cows wandering all over the road. Unfortunately for Sandy, it wasn’t long after this that he fell fast asleep on the back seat and just about missed the entire journey. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy woke just as they pulled up to the security point on what looked like an almost brand-new tarmac road, which led to Sun Energy solar farm offices. The security guard looked like a very bored and uninterested individual. He showed little or no sign of acknowledgement when Hasan showed him his police identity card and he just waved them through the barrier. Hasan drove along the roadway and pulled the car up outside what appeared to have once been a residential bungalow but had now been converted to an office space. 
 
    Parked outside was an old and battered, blue, rusting Hyundai motor car and a bright, spangly new, British, racing green-coloured Range Rover. Sandy and Hasan looked at each other as if to say, what is someone doing with a car like this in a place like this. 
 
    On entering the bungalow, the three of them were met by an extremely exuberant man, who gave the appearance of ultra-confidence. He was probably about fifty years old, most certainly overweight, as evidenced by his shirt that had its buttons almost popping. There were only a few creaky ceiling fans in the offices circulating the hot air and Sandy could see how much the man was sweating by the stains all over his shirt.  
 
    He said to the three of them, ‘Welcome to our humble abode! My name is Jeet Desai as I am sure you are aware. I am the general manager of Sun Energy.’ He puffed his chest out to show how proud he was of his title. 
 
    Both Sandy and Hasan, almost at the same time, said, ‘Is that your car?’ 
 
    Sandy noticed an immediate change in demeanour and Jeet Desai suddenly changed from the super confident person to being a very flustered one. Sandy made a mental note of this change in body language in case he needed it later in the investigation.  
 
    Jeet said, ‘Yes, it is mine, well actually no, not really, it is a company vehicle. Let me show you around before we sit down for a talk.’ 
 
    Jeet Desai then walked them around the various parts of the farm. There was a field that they could see that was full of solar panels. Sandy had seen similar on occasions in the past, whilst travelling on a train in the UK. Sandy was again regretting that he hadn’t brought with him a hat to help combat the intense glare of the Indian sun. He saw, though, that Clare had come prepared and was wearing a lovely, red-coloured cotton hat. He had seen a few nice straw hats in Cambridge and thought if there is a next time to visit India, that’s what he would bring. 
 
    Sandy asked, ‘How many solar panels have you got here?’ 
 
    ‘We have a thousand here,’ Jeet replied. 
 
    Sandy thought it looked very impressive. They saw four or five workmen hanging around. Sandy said, ‘What do these men do?’ 
 
    ‘There are a couple of gardeners and the others are maintenance men. Don’t worry, it is the Indian government that pay their wages, not the British.’ 
 
    ‘I thought the Indian government’s contribution was for the infrastructure costs only?’ 
 
    ‘They also pay the wages of any local person employed by the company. Both Mr Jadeja and I are also paid that way,’ Jeet replied. 
 
    As they walked back to the office, they saw a few fields, both close up and in the distance, that looked unkempt and going to seed. 
 
    Sandy said, ‘What is happening with those fields. Are they going to have solar panels in them as well?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely, but we have supply chain problems in procuring the panels and it is planned to use some of the fields for solar panel use in the future,’ Jeet replied. 
 
    Sandy and Hasan followed Jeet into his office. Jeet said, ‘I was so sorry to hear about the death of Robert Smythe. Whilst he was here in these offices, he seemed fine. What did he die of? Did he have a heart attack?’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘We don’t know yet. What did Robert do whilst he was here?’ 
 
    ‘He looked at the farm much like you have done. He didn’t as such count the solar panels individually, but I could see him calculating roughly how many we had installed. He hardly spoke to me. He spent all his time whilst here with our business officer, Mohan Jadeja, who you saw in the outside office. He went through with him all of the invoices from the last two years that we have in folders in the office.’ 
 
    Sandy asked, ‘Is there anything that you saw or heard from Robert that can help us find out why he died?’ 
 
    Jeet felt unable to help them further as he had had very little to do with Robert, so Sandy and Hasan joined Clare in the outside office.  
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Clare was talking to Mohan and they appeared to have struck up a good rapport, although Clare was a crime scene investigator; it was clear that the investigator part of her title was something she was very good at. Sandy was impressed with her witness interviewing techniques. 
 
    Sandy said, ‘We understand that you were the person that spent the most time with Robert Smythe. What was he doing with you?’ 
 
    Mohan replied, ‘We went through these two boxes of paper invoices and he checked them against our spreadsheets, and then against the individual lines in the bank account.’ 
 
    Sandy asked if they could take copies of all the invoices and the spreadsheets. Mohan told them that unfortunately the photocopier was not working too well and it would be a laborious job. He asked Jeet who said that he could take them away and return them in due course. Hasan agreed that he would photocopy them for Sandy and Clare, then get someone to return them. Clare beamed with relief as she had foreseen this particularly onerous task coming her way and was relieved not to have been landed with it. 
 
    ‘Did Robert seem happy with the accounts?’ Sandy asked. 
 
    ‘If he wasn’t, he didn’t let on to me. He had a few queries with some of the invoices, one or two in that he went and spoke to Mr Desai about them. I just do the inputting and make the payments. I am very much the office clerk. In fact, Mr Desai was a bit like he was with you when you first arrived – trying to impress, bringing us both refreshments all the time, especially for Mr Smythe.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘Did Robert complain of feeling unwell at all, or was he any different on his second day here from the first day?’ 
 
    ‘He did say on the second day whilst he was waiting for the driver from AIEC to come and collect him that he felt like he had a case of indigestion, in the pit of his stomach.’ 
 
    Sandy made a mental note that he must ask Solomon to make sure that he speaks to the two drivers that brought Robert here and collected him. They then said goodbye to Mohan, with Hasan picking up the boxes containing the invoices, at which point Jeet came bounding out of his office as overexuberant as he was when they arrived. Mohan looked at them widening his eyes, as if to say, see what I mean about him. 
 
    They next went and visited a really run-down hotel, which was the one that Robert Smythe had stayed in, which was back on the main road heading east back towards Vadodara. Jeet Desai had apparently dropped Robert off there and collected him the next morning. The hotel was very small and seemed to only have a few members of staff, so they were able to talk to them. They looked around the small bedroom in which Robert had stayed and then went and looked in the kitchens. Sandy asked Hasan if he could get someone from restaurant hygiene or food safety to check it out. 
 
    They then headed back to Vadodara, with Sandy now fully awake and taking in all the sights, sounds and smells of India. It was, he had to admit, quite an intoxicating place. The most striking thing being the volume and variety of the different transport, from motorbikes, cycles, donkeys, to brand-new motor cars, and of course more motorbikes overladen with people and produce. Sandy even saw a large refrigerator being carried on one and wondered how the rider was able to control the machine. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    Sandy slept much later the next day and had a very leisurely breakfast. He had thought about going shopping for some gifts for the family, but he had decided against this, not only because it had been such a whirlwind trip, but if he was going to carry out a lot of travelling in his new role, he really didn’t want to set a precedent that his two nephews would come to expect. 
 
    Inspector Kyte was due to collect him at around midday for them to go and see Professor Sharma. Even though it was a Saturday, Professor Sharma was that morning presenting a lecture to students at The Baroda Medical College, which Sandy had found out was part of the Faculty of Medicine at Maharaja Sayajirao University of Baroda. The professor had agreed to see them shortly after he had finished his lecture.  
 
    Sandy had time to go through his notes and update his key decision log. He was tempted to go for a run but made an excuse to himself that it was too hot, too busy and too dusty. The truth was probably closer to the fact that even though so much had happened that week, it was only a week ago that he had played eighty minutes of rugby, and he had, in fact, done nothing to recover from the effects of the game. 
 
    Both Solomon and Hasan arrived at the same time. Hasan was taking Clare to collect the medical exhibits from the pathology lab at the hospital; they were opening for a short while to allow this to happen. Hasan also had two boxes of the completed photocopying of the Sun Energy invoices.  
 
    Solomon and Sandy said goodbye to them and headed off to meet with Professor Sharma. They found that he had already finished his lecture and was waiting for them. He took them into a small office just off the large lecture theatre.  
 
    Professor Sharma said, ‘Welcome to India. I hope Inspector Kyte is looking after you well.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘Yes, perfectly, thank you. I am interested in hearing your hypothesis about the death of Robert Smythe?’ 
 
    Both Professor Sharma and Solomon looked at each other, and Sandy realised that he had probably made a mistake again.  
 
    However, Professor Sharma said, ‘If you mean what is my best guess of what I think happened to him, based on what I currently know, it must be unascertained. We just don’t know at the moment, and unfortunately, we may never know. What I do know is that he didn’t die of a heart attack – his heart was in good condition. I also couldn’t see any disease to any of his other organs.’  
 
    Sandy asked, ‘Presumably no sign of any external trauma?’ 
 
    ‘Nothing that the x-ray showed or from what I could find during the autopsy. The only thing was that there were some strange lesions on his lungs, kidneys and liver. His urine was also very dark, almost black. Very unusual. I can’t rule out that he had eaten or drank something that might have been contaminated, but we might never know.’ 
 
    ‘Have you had anything back from your initial toxicology tests?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, no issues with any of the usual illegal drugs. We have more tests to do with all of the tissue samples I have taken. We have also ensured that there are duplicates of everything for you to take back for your British pathologists to look at. Do you have a name for who is likely to be the pathologist carrying out what you call a second post-mortem?’  
 
    ‘Yes, I got an email from the constable in Northamptonshire. They have agreed to a Dr Nicholas Stroud who is approved by our Home Office to conduct the second post-mortem. He is from Cambridge Pathology Services.’ 
 
    Solomon said, ‘Constable Hasan has gone to collect all of the medical samples for him and his team to view, once they are suitably packaged as biomedical hazards for travel.’ 
 
    Professor Sharma said, ‘I know Dr Stroud. On Monday, I will email him all of the photographs that I have taken, along with the x-ray images for him to have a radiologist look at. Don’t we live in an incredible digital world – he will have those with him before you or the body arrive!’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘So, it might have been something he drank or had eaten?’ 
 
    ‘As much as you would like certainty, DCI McFarlane, and want to make some sense of his death, I am afraid at this stage my hypothesis is, I am unable to say. So, I am currently saying the cause of death is unascertained.’ 
 
    Professor Sharma was keen to go off for his lunch, and bid farewell to Sandy and Solomon, wishing Sandy a safe flight home to Britain the next morning. As Solomon drove Sandy back to the hotel, Sandy expressed his frustration that an unascertained death, although understandable from the information currently available, was, in his view, unsatisfactory. Solomon, on the other hand, felt that it might be a satisfactory conclusion to finalise the case. Solomon wanting to close shut the case troubled Sandy even more. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy had decided to go out to eat that evening as it was his last night in Vadodara. Staff at the Palace Hotel had recommended a couple of restaurants that provided really good quality local cuisine. Solomon had agreed to join him, but Clare had declined, preferring to eat at the hotel and have an early night. Sandy felt the real reason was that Clare had all the exhibits in her room and that she felt very uncomfortable leaving them unattended. 
 
    Sandy hailed an auto rickshaw on the road outside the hotel. Solomon had offered to pick him up, but Sandy had seen many hundreds of these green-, black- and yellow-coloured auto rickshaws, or at least what looked like many hundreds of them, whizzing around the city. Sandy did worry he might be putting his life at risk, but it seemed like an exciting experience that he didn’t want to go home having missed out on a ride in one of them, so had declined the lift from Solomon.  
 
    They set off at breakneck speed, with Sandy having asked for a quick tour of the main sights within the city centre area. He had briefly passed some of these when either Hasan or Solomon had taken them to their meetings or out to Sanpuri, but he wanted to have a glimpse of them again, along with others he hadn’t seen. 
 
    It would appear that the rickshaw driver, who years ago would have been pulling the rickshaw, and then as time went on cycled with the rickshaw, must have misinterpreted what Sandy meant by ‘quick’ to mean drive quickly, rather than a quick tour. He had, Sandy must admit, lightning-fast reflexes and an incredible ability to swerve in and out of traffic. This was normally when they, or another rickshaw, or more often than not a motorbike, were vying for the same gap. There were also so many people and at times cows wandering all over the road. 
 
    When they pulled up outside the restaurant, Sandy gave the rickshaw driver a decent tip on top of the fare, as he realised, he had survived quite an experience. Sandy had not really seen too many sights, other than the wonders of Vadodara street life – he had been too busy hanging on for dear life. 
 
    As he walked into the restaurant, he saw parked outside a blue Porsche 911. He was sure this was the car he had seen outside the AIEC headquarters and he presumed that Hari Thakur must be inside or somewhere nearby.  
 
    He noticed him straightaway, not so much because of Hari, but the woman with him was possibly one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen. Hari saw him enter and waved to Sandy for him join them at the bar area, which was a waiting area before going into the restaurant itself. Sandy noticed they had what appeared to be alcoholic drinks in front of them. He may have got it wrong, but he thought that residents of The Gujarat couldn’t buy alcohol, but Hari was a man of incredible privilege, so anything was possible for him.  
 
    Hari said as Sandy joined them, ‘DCI Alexander McFarlane, this is my girlfriend, Joyoti Lakhani. We and our families have known each other all of our lives.’ 
 
    Sandy, desperately trying hard not to be very rude and stare at the even more beautiful, now close up, Joyoti, said, ‘I noticed the other day when your father let you speak that you have an impeccable English accent. Have you lived in England?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, my father is an incredibly charismatic and dominant character, which is why our company is now even more successful than when my grandfather left it to him. I suppose the English accent was because I went to school in England. I only went to secondary school, though, at Harrow. I came back here to university and then did my MBA at Harvard in America.’ 
 
    Joyoti said, ‘I spent all of my school years in England boarding at Cheltenham. I do hope you are enjoying your trip to India and our most beautiful city.’ 
 
    ‘That explains the accents then. Yes, I am enjoying it very much, but would have liked to spend more time here viewing some of the sights in closer detail,’ Sandy replied. 
 
    Hari and Joyoti’s table became available and they went into the restaurant. Sandy had found Hari charming and a different person when not in the shadow of his father. It wasn’t long before Solomon arrived and they too went in for their meal. Sandy was disappointed that their table was situated in a place where he couldn’t see Joyoti. The meal of tandoori prawns and chicken was delicious, and he could understand why the restaurant had been recommended to him. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Solomon dropped Sandy off back at the hotel. Sandy checked on Clare and then saw he had received responses to a series of emails that he had sent earlier that afternoon. The emails he had sent were updates on the investigation so far. He had sent them to the Northamptonshire Police’s DC Stephen Thomas, the DFID Director, Jill Munro, and his own superintendent, Jane Watson, who it appeared from the timing of the return of her email, had been very quick to reply that she needed him back as soon as possible. He guessed that this was because DCI Phillip Harris was leaving this coming weekend with a small team to follow up on some enquiries in South Africa, where they had been a few weeks ago. Sandy and Clare were due to arrive back home in England very early on Monday morning anyway, so he told her that he would be at his desk for Tuesday morning. He hadn’t got a response from Jill Munro – maybe she was someone who was actually taking time off on a Saturday.  
 
    He had got a response from DC Stephen Thomas, who told him that due to the help of Plato Solutions, and release by the authorities in India, the body of Robert was being repatriated the next day (his body may even be on our flight from Mumbai, Sandy thought). The second post-mortem had been arranged for two p.m. on the Tuesday, but Dr Stroud wanted a meeting, if they could manage it, with Clare and Sandy at one p.m. on Monday in Cambridge. Sandy felt that unless his flight was delayed, that would be fine. He sent an email response to that effect and copied in Clare so that she knew to be there as well.  
 
    He saw he had also got a text message from the captain of the Ely Tigers Rugby Club second team saying that they had won again that afternoon. Sandy sent a congratulatory text back saying well done, but also that he was available for selection next weekend if needed.  
 
    The next morning Hasan was with them very early to take them to Vadodara airport. They packed up all the exhibits, keeping the biomedical samples in separate containers for the flight home. They had, with the hotel’s assistance, been able to print off all diplomatic authorities to take them out of India and at the same time for entry into England. 
 
    As they drove to the airport, Sandy said to Hasan, ‘Thank you so much for all of your help and assistance. Your smile, even this early in the morning, has been never-ending and so infectious. I am not sure we will be back as it looks like the cause of Robert’s death is going to be unknown.’ 
 
    Hasan replied, ‘You both must come back as tourists. There are so many places to visit, for example, you didn’t even have time to visit Laxmi Vilas Palace, the home to the Gaekwads, our Baroda royal family.’ 
 
    Although Sandy hoped he would return, he doubted it. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    England 
 
      
 
    The British Airways flight from Mumbai landed in London at five fifteen that Monday morning as scheduled. Both Sandy and Clare had slept quite well. They were able to pass swiftly through the immigration desks in Terminal Five due to their diplomatic passes. The only hold up was the wait for their bags and the secure arrival of the medical exhibits. Sandy left Clare with the exhibits but took the two boxes of invoices.  
 
    The taxi managed to get Sandy to his parents’ home in Ely in good time; however, his mother had already left for school and his father had long gone to London. He felt slightly guilty as he left his dirty clothes from the trip for his mum to wash. Sandy then packed himself up another set of clothes for the week ahead and decided to walk towards Ely railway station, taking a detour to see his Grandad Tom and Grandma Margaret on the way.  
 
    It was a beautiful spring day as he walked along the road beside the River Great Ouse, which his mum and dad’s house overlooked. Although it was so much cooler than the heat he had just left in Vadodara, Sandy found it pleasant. He carried on walking through Jubilee Gardens and then went up through Cherry Park Hill, from which the side view of Ely Cathedral was magnificent. He could only marvel at it, and he was glad he didn’t take it for granted, even though he had walked through here many thousands of times, in particular, when he used to make his way to and from school. 
 
    Sandy’s grandma had been baking and supplied Sandy and Tom with mugs of tea and a pleasantly warm homemade scone with some of her strawberry jam. She left Tom and Sandy to their ‘police talk’, as she called it.  
 
    Tom laughed heartily when Sandy told him about mentioning phrases like the golden hour, fast-track actions and hypothesis, and the reaction he had got when he did so. 
 
    Tom reminisced. ‘I used to work with a forensic pathologist once many years ago, who would have probably thrown an instrument at me if he thought I was usurping his authority.’  
 
    Sandy laughed. 
 
    ‘What you will come to realise, and it will become instinctive to you, is that very experienced senior detectives don’t need titles or headings for what they are doing; it is second nature to them.’ 
 
    Sandy understood what his grandad was saying but didn’t fully accept it and said, ‘I don’t dispute that, but it helps all who work on an investigation to know what the strategies are and helps you not to miss anything or get too blinkered.’ 
 
    Tom said, ‘Have you heard about the 5WH theory to assist decision-making?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Grandad. I came across it first in university. It originates possibly from an ancient Greek teacher of rhetoric, and of course we covered it during my senior investigating officer course. Tell me your thoughts on it please?’ 
 
    ‘Not sure about an ancient Greek person. I remember the principle best by calling them Kipling’s friends. Rudyard Kipling, who was coincidently born in India, wrote the book called the Jungle Book. However, this comes from a poem he wrote called “I Keep Six Honest Serving Men”. I only know the first verse: 
 
    ‘I keep six honest serving-men 
 
    (They taught me all I knew); 
 
    Their names are What and Why and When 
 
    And How and Where and Who. 
 
    I send them over land and sea, 
 
    I send them east and west; 
 
    But after they have worked for me, 
 
    I give them all a rest. 
 
    It is well worth using those as headings, hence 5WH, keeping them in your head to work out what you know and don’t know. Not just used by senior detectives, but widely used in, for example, investigative journalism.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Grandad. That’s a really useful way to remember it. This case, though, looks like it will most probably be an unascertained death, possibly because he ate a meal that reacted adversely with his digestive system.’ 
 
    ‘You keep an open mind though, as you never know until all of the toxicology comes back. I had a case years ago we thought was a murder from the post-mortem, even arrested the man and had him on bail. However, when the toxicology came back a few months later, it was a natural cause. That is my biggest tip: if you keep that open mind, you don’t shut off any options.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘I have a meeting with the forensic pathologist in less than a couple of hours. I will bear that in mind. Do you know him? His name is Dr Nicholas Stroud. I am not sure if we use him in London very often, but Northamptonshire Police are paying as he is on their list of pathologists.’ 
 
    ‘He was just starting out when I was finishing. He is extremely good. You will find out that he has done a whole series of very high-profile cases, including some in London.’  
 
    Sandy and Tom talked through a few more aspects of the case, including the good work Britain was doing in funding projects like solar farms to help lessen the effects of climate change. 
 
    Sandy’s Grandma Margaret offered to give him a lift to the train station. She said she had to go shopping at the Tesco supermarket to get some groceries, but he felt she thought he needed help with the extra bag he was carrying, which contained the invoices. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy took a taxi from Cambridge railway station for the short journey to Addenbrooke’s Hospital. In the reception area there, he met DC Thomas, and although Sandy had sent him an email updating him, he went through what had occurred in Vadodara. Stephen Thomas was still feeling upset that he had not gone on the trip and he felt that he had missed out on a great experience. He asked Sandy if he did manage to visit again, to see if he could also come. 
 
    Clare had already been up to the pathology laboratory to hand over the biomedical exhibits for them to start their work on. Whilst there, she had found out from the mortuary technicians that there was a full suitcase in the mortuary of Robert Smythe’s belongings, which had come from his hotel room in India; these had been brought home with his body. All three of them made a decision that they would avoid being asked to take it away for return to the family, but let the yet-to-be-appointed funeral director deal with it in due course. This was a problem they didn’t need. 
 
    One thing Clare did, though, was handover to Stephen the mobile phone of Robert Smythe. He was going to get the digital forensics team within the East Midlands Special Operations Unit to examine it. Clare received a text message from one of the mortuary technicians telling her that Dr Stroud had finished his earlier post-mortem, so they made their way through the very busy hospital to an office within the mortuary area itself.  
 
    After introductions, Dr Stroud said, ‘I am not sure if you are aware, but Mr Smythe’s body is already here, so we are all set for a second post-mortem tomorrow afternoon. It is a shame we can’t do it tomorrow morning, but I am giving evidence at Westminster Coroner’s Court at an inquest. Have you got any photographs or a video of the hotel room for me to look at?’ 
 
    Clare showed him the filming that she had done, as well as the photographs and video taken by the forensic officer from the Vadodara Police. She had brought her laptop specifically for the purpose of viewing the images. 
 
    ‘I can see a glass there. Has anybody checked what was in that glass on the table by where he was sitting?’ Dr Stroud asked. 
 
    Sandy said, ‘Yes when I met Professor Sharma, he said their tests stated it was water.’ 
 
    ‘Professor Sharma is a great man. I have been to a couple of his lectures in the past when he has been visiting London. I see he has sent across a whole series of the samples he took during his post-mortem. We will, I am afraid, where possible, need to repeat those samples again tomorrow. I know it feels like duplication, but I would just be happier doing it that way. I see from the list he sent me that we also have samples of the vomit and diarrhoea.’ 
 
     Clare replied, ‘I have taken everything upstairs to the pathology laboratory. They said that they will discuss with you which samples you want to send away to other specialists and also which toxicology tests you want doing.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘They have done the usual controlled drugs tests on both his urine and blood and they were negative.’ 
 
    Dr Stroud said, ‘We could run a lot of more sensitive toxicology tests that would find out if he had anything in his system, including diseases we might only come across rarely in the UK. I know Professor Sharma is sure it is not his heart, but that is where I am looking first.’ 
 
    There seemed to be nothing else to discuss. The senior coroner from Northamptonshire had already been in touch with Dr Stroud and he was keen to release the body to the family as quickly as possible. Sandy explained that Clare and Stephen would be there tomorrow, but he was needed back at his desk at the FCO, so he gave Dr Stroud details of his mobile phone number in case he required anything further from him. Sandy wasn’t quite sure, but he had a feeling that Dr Stroud was a little bit put out that he wasn’t attending the post-mortem. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Over the next few days, whilst Sandy was in the office at the FCO, he was pretty much immersed in the volume of files he was having to read and sign off. Although he felt he was making progress, he still had a number to go before he could get a chance to review any investigations himself. He had found out by the end of the week that Phil Harris was likely to be away most of the next week as well, so he would be landed with attending meetings on the department’s behalf. This meant he was also the only one there to sign off the files that the other detectives were working on.  
 
    Sandy was very glad that he had been able to go on an overseas trip so early in his time with the FCO, or he thought it might just have been like his father had initially suggested that he was going to be doing a desk job. He had not really had time to think about Vadodara or Robert Smythe. He had taken the invoices to Paul Bristow from Plato Solutions at Canary Wharf, which is an area of London where a number of big multinational companies had huge office complexes. Paul had agreed to have an auditor and a forensic accountant, if required, look at the invoices and the accounts. They were also getting an input from one of their members of staff in the offices in India (which they had in Mumbai, Chennai and Delhi) to give a local context. Sandy was grateful for this as he knew how expensive it would be to finance a forensic accountant and he was sure, in what was increasingly a non-suspicious death, neither the FCO nor Northamptonshire Police would do this. 
 
    Clare had said that the second post-mortem was uneventful, and that Dr Stroud confirmed he could see no problems with Robert’s heart. As promised, he had taken lots of samples and they had now all been sent away for further testing. There were no further developments and nothing further to add. 
 
    On the following Monday morning, Sandy was sitting at his desk at the FCO. He had chaired the weekly team meeting in pretty quick time; there were only three of them present, so there was not much to talk about. 
 
    His weekend had been fairly quiet and disappointingly he had only been brought on to play the final ten minutes in the rugby match on Saturday. For some reason, there was only Sandy, his mum and dad for Sunday lunch, so his dad had treated them to a meal at The Old Fire Engine House restaurant. They had all gone to the service at the cathedral, something Sandy’s father did very rarely, so this had pleased his mother. The Old Fire Engine House was very close to the cathedral in an old Georgian building, which over a hundred years ago had housed Ely's fire engine, which had in fact originally been a horse-drawn fire engine.  
 
    Sandy’s mobile phone rang. It was from a number he didn’t recognise. 
 
    Sandy answered, ‘Hello, this is DCI Alexander McFarlane.’ 
 
    ‘Sandy, it is Dr Nicholas Stroud, if we are using our formal names. Your man, Robert Smythe, died from arsenicosis.’ 
 
    ‘What does that mean?’ Sandy asked. 
 
    ‘He was poisoned by arsenic.’  
 
    ‘So, he was murdered then?’ Sandy said excitedly. 
 
    ‘I am not saying that at this stage, but it is highly unlikely that he took the fatal quantity that has killed him accidentally. We do need to do a number of other tests. I also need to talk to Professor Sharma before I can give you and the coroner anything in writing, but I thought I needed to give you an early heads-up of what we are looking at. A century or more ago this would have been a regular occurrence for pathologists to see; it most certainly isn’t now.’ 
 
    Sandy sat at his desk a bit shell-shocked, not really sure what to do next. Arsenic poisoning. So, Robert had been murdered. The question running through his head was by whom, but even more importantly at this stage of the investigation, why? 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    England 
 
      
 
    Sandy looked at the time. It would only be the middle of the afternoon in Vadodara. He knew the first person he should speak to was Solomon Kyte. He looked around for one of the small private office spaces but there didn’t seem to be any available. He considered a trawl of the other floors to find one but then decided, as the weather was very pleasant, to go outside and cross Horse Guard’s Road and find a seat in St James’s Park in order to ring Solomon. He knew the fresh air would help to focus his mind. 
 
    Sandy found a vacant park bench quite quickly and made the call to the number he had saved for Solomon on his mobile phone. He hadn’t spoken to him or had any contact with him since he had been dropped off after their meal together ten days or so ago.  
 
    Solomon answered almost immediately. Sandy said, ‘Hello, Solomon, it’s Alexander McFarlane. I have just had a call from Dr Nicholas Stroud who is the British pathologist who carried out a second post-mortem on Robert Smythe. He says that Robert was poisoned by the use of arsenic.’  
 
    Solomon said, ‘I planned to call you later this afternoon. I needed to brief my commissioner first. Professor Sharma called me and told me that his tests and your British pathologist’s tests show, pending further analysis, a fatal dose of arsenic. Professor Sharma believes that it was either consumed by Robert in a single large dose or, more likely, in a series of smaller amounts beforehand.’ 
 
    ‘So, he was murdered. But by who and why is the big question churning around in my head,’ Sandy said. 
 
    ‘Please don’t jump to any conclusions. Who has said that he was murdered? Professor Sharma didn’t, and I am sure your Dr Stroud didn’t,’ Solomon urged Sandy. 
 
    ‘No, I agree, but the facts are that he died of arsenic poisoning and there are no indications, information or evidence that he took his own life or intended to, so that must mean that a third party gave it to him,’ Sandy replied. 
 
    ‘If we use your terminology of what could be the hypothesis of what happened here, firstly, he may have accidentally drunk some contaminated ground water – arsenic is naturally occurring in certain minerals. Although there are no reports of arsenic-contaminated ground water in Gujarat, we have had a number of reports over the years of this in areas along the Ganges Delta and in other parts of India, but not here.’ 
 
    ‘Surely those cases would have taken some years for the amount of arsenic to build up in their bodies for it to become dangerous to their health?’ Sandy said. 
 
    ‘I don’t know enough about it, but until I do, I do agree you are probably right. The second theory, then, based on our hypothesis, is that he drank or ate something that he bought with it in, either in Vadodara or in Sanpuri,’ Solomon replied. 
 
    ‘I agree that is a more likely scenario. Did Hasan get the restaurant hygiene people to look at that hotel in Sanpuri? He may have drunk some contaminated water in his room as well. What about at the market, did he buy anything there?’ 
 
    ‘Sandy, I am afraid we haven’t done anything more on this investigation since you left India. Obviously, we will now re-look at what we need to do.’ 
 
    Sandy realised that this was the first time Solomon had called him Sandy, so he felt that he was softening to him. They had had a good evening together on his last night in India, so things were looking up, he hoped, for their future working relationship. He was, however, disappointed that nothing further had been completed on the investigation into Robert’s death. 
 
    ‘I wonder then if it is possible to check the hospitals in Vadodara and any near to Sanpuri, to see if anyone else has died or been taken into the hospital unexpectedly with symptoms similar to arsenic poisoning. Very few people, if any, would have had any samples taken for toxicology like Robert Smythe. Then finally there is the option that he was deliberately poisoned, but as I said, why and by whom,’ Sandy said.  
 
    ‘Not sure that that is the best fit considering what we know already, as he got on well with the people at the hotel, at AIEC headquarters and, so I understand, with the people at the Sun Energy Company in Sanpuri. Shall we call it a suspicious death due to arsenic poisoning and use that as our working hypothesis?’ Solomon said. 
 
    ‘I agree. I need to brief my bosses, and I need to go and visit the family to tell them.’ 
 
    Sandy and Solomon agreed to talk to each other before the end of the week to share their updates with each other on any further developments. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy understood what Solomon was saying, but his gut feeling was that Robert had been murdered. Although he felt he needed to push Solomon to look deeper into the investigation, he needed to balance this by remembering what his Grandad Tom had said – he would keep an open mind and they would explore all options. 
 
    Once back in the FCO offices, he went straight to see his boss, Superintendent Jane Watson. He told her that the provisional result from the post-mortem was that Robert Smythe had died as a result of arsenic poisoning. Jane, without blinking, shifted into a very directive approach and asked Sandy to organise a meeting with Jill Munro, from DFID, and the communications team within the FCO, plus he needed to let the DC in Northamptonshire know, but she was quite insistent that they were not to let the company that Robert had been working for know any of these details as yet. They were a private company and under no obligations to the government. 
 
    Sandy rang DC Stephen Thomas in Northamptonshire, who was shocked to hear the news as to the current thoughts on the cause of Robert’s death. Sandy told him what time the meeting was going to be held and that they would try and organise for him to dial in to the meeting. Stephen said the cause of death would take the investigation, from his boss’s point of view, right out of his hands and much higher up the ranks to probably a DCI level. 
 
    As DC Thomas had predicted, Sandy got a call shortly later from a DCI in Northamptonshire telling him he had been appointed as the senior investigating officer representing them in the investigation. The DCI, Simon Jones, said he had never heard of an arsenic poisoning case in the UK, and it seemed like crime history from over a century ago. Sandy was pleased to hear that they would keep Stephen Thomas involved in the investigation, in particular to carry out liaison with the family. The DCI asked, though, that all updates came to him first, and not Stephen. He had also found out that Robert’s mobile phone had not been examined and as it was now a suspicious death, Simon Jones told Sandy that he would get that examination expedited. Sandy got the impression that Simon Jones didn’t feel it was actually a murder enquiry and he told Sandy he already had plenty of those to keep him occupied. 
 
    Jane Watson chaired the meeting early that afternoon. Sandy briefed those present, particularly stressing that Inspector Kyte, in India, was the man in charge of the investigation, and not him. As well as Jane and himself, DS Juliet Ashton, Jill Munro and two communications civil servants from both the FCO and DFID were also present. On the phone was a senior member of the British Consulate in New Delhi and DC Stephen Thomas in Northamptonshire.  
 
    Jane outlined her thoughts on whether there were any actions that needed to be taken for giving advice to people visiting India, or at least that part of India. No one thought that would be helpful and that it could cause unnecessary panic or upset to the Indian government.  
 
    The consulate officer said. ‘There is no hazard as far as we can see from arsenic in India. We already advise travellers to use bottled water.’ Sandy realised that everyone else, except him, thought that Robert had accidentally drank or eaten something, hence why he had died, and he was the only one who thought he might have been murdered, and that included Inspector Kyte. 
 
    They then went through what they thought they should put out into the media outlets, whether that was TV, radio or newspapers, but after discussion decided not to tell the media anything. They would put together what they called a holding media statement and if asked, they would say they were investigating a death in India that was in support of the Indian police and all efforts were being taken to find a definitive cause for the death of Robert Smythe.  
 
    Jane felt there was nothing further that needed to be done at this stage and they agreed what could be said to the family. Sandy was insistent that he told the family as much as he could, which, after only a little amount of persuasive argument by Sandy, Jane agreed to. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy and Stephen had agreed to see the family the next morning, so Sandy caught the train back home to Ely. He was cursing a bit that he had brought his clothes for the week down with him that morning and debated dropping them off in the flat, but he decided against it. 
 
    When Sandy let himself into his parents’ house later that evening, his mum was shocked to see him. She had been, Sandy presumed, looking to have a quiet night at home as Sandy’s dad was in London. 
 
    Sandy explained why he was home, and no, he didn’t need to eat as he had grabbed a Cornish pasty at the station to eat on the train. He hadn’t gone into any details of the case with his mother as he didn’t believe that was appropriate. After a quick coffee with his mother, he headed to his room to write up his notes and his key decision log, which he hadn’t looked at since his return from India over a week ago. 
 
    Sandy headed off the next day in his car to meet with Stephen again at the police station in Wellingborough. They then would travel together to see the family. He was pleased that Stephen had already organised the visit. The children wouldn’t be there, but Mrs Smythe would have a friend with her for support. Stephen had also informed the coroner, who had already received a call from Dr Stroud. The coroner had authorised the release of the body for a funeral. Dr Stroud felt he had all the samples he needed, and he had checked with Professor Sharma, who also agreed to this approach. In India, funerals are held extremely quickly by UK standards, so he was used to working like this. 
 
    They sat down in the same seat in the lounge as they had on their last visit to Robert Smythe’s home and, without asking, cups of tea had been produced by the friend. Sandy looked around the room and there appeared to be a hundred or more cards of condolences dotted around the room. He felt a that the house was shrouded in grief and mourning.  
 
    Sandy said, ‘As you are aware, Mrs Smythe, I have been to India, where we pretty much were able to find out everything your husband did whilst he was there. The owner of the company where he was working, Mr Amar Thakur, asked me to convey to you his deepest sympathy and that of his company.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you. We did get a card and a lovely handwritten letter from them in the post last Friday, I think it was. We have, as you can see, had so many cards and letters plus many more emails and messages. Everyone has been so kind.’ 
 
    ‘Robert was popular at the hotel, as well as at the AIEC company and at the solar panel farm he visited in Sanpuri. Everyone has spoken very highly of him. One thing you need to know was that he had his laptop stolen on the afternoon that he died. A person on a motorbike snatched it from him.’  
 
    Mrs Smythe put her hands to her face in horror, then in a trembling voice asked, ‘Was he hurt at all?’ 
 
    ‘No, not at all, but he had been complaining of feeling ill from the late morning or early afternoon on that day.’ 
 
    Mrs Smythe said, ‘He hadn’t mentioned any of this. My last message from him said he was in the car on his way back to Vadodara, then flying home late the next afternoon. I keep reading and re-reading his messages.’ 
 
    Sandy asked if it was okay for Stephen to view the messages and to take photographs on his phone of them, which Mrs Smythe said was fine. 
 
    Sandy continued by saying, ‘They think he may have died due to him having arsenic in his body, which was above the levels a body could cope with.’ 
 
    Sandy could see again how shocked Mrs Smythe was, but this time it was accompanied with floods of tears. Sandy waited until she had composed herself and said, ‘We don’t know how this happened, but we are desperately trying to find out. This may take some time. Please can we ask you not to tell anyone what we know so far, as there is a lot more work to establish exactly how this happened. Obviously, you can tell your children, but if you could please refrain from telling his work colleagues at Plato Solutions, and most definitely not any press people. If they call, just direct them to us.’ 
 
    Sandy saw that it was not fair to Mrs Smythe to stay any longer. They needed to leave in order to let her take in the information and grieve for her husband. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    England 
 
      
 
    Sandy left Stephen at the police station and made his way back home to Ely. Sandy had decided that he would stay overnight in Ely and travel back to London early the next morning. This time, though, he sent his mum a message to ensure he didn’t catch her unawares again, like he had done yesterday, not that she would have minded at all.  
 
    As he was driving, Sandy considered dropping into Cambridge to see his Grandpa John, who lived on Hills Road, and since Sandy’s grandma (John’s wife) had died almost five years ago, he lived alone in a big rambling house. Her death had hit them all hard, but his grandpa in particular, who at that time had only just been compulsory retired because he had reached the age of seventy. He had been a family court judge, a position he had enjoyed so much and within which he had served for almost twenty years. So, it seemed to him and all of the family that he was grieving twice: firstly, for the loss of his wife of almost fifty years, but also the loss of his job. John McFarlane kept himself busy, though, with a few days a month working in the barrister chambers and he also lectured at the law department of the University of Cambridge on aspects of family law. Sandy had found it a little embarrassing when in his second year at the university going to his lectures, he was one of his own grandpa’s students. The other students, until that point, hadn’t realised that his grandfather was a judge. This gave them some good ammunition to tease him with, which they did. 
 
    As much as he would have liked to visit him, Sandy decided against it as he had far too much work to do. He pulled into the garage at the rear of the house in Ely and as he walked through the door, he saw his mum busy in the kitchen, having just returned from school. It looked like she had been shopping and was also in the process of baking what looked like cupcakes and flapjacks.  
 
    Sandy said, ‘Mum, you don’t need to do this for me!’ 
 
    ‘Sandy, it is not for you, it is for my book club and it is for the ladies that are coming here this evening, so you will need to keep out of the way I am afraid.’ 
 
    ‘Why are there no men in the book club? Don’t worry, I am going to rugby training this evening and will take whatever leftovers you have for me up to my room. In fact, I am off there now as I have a number of files that I have brought home with me to review.’ 
 
    Katherine said, ‘No men in our book club I am afraid, though there are men in some of the others in the city, but not in this one. We are growing in number and up to eight of us meet now on a regular basis.’ 
 
    Sandy went off to his room and sat at his desk. He made good progress during the rest of the afternoon, and Sandy felt that he had managed to confirm recommendations and sign off at least three other files. He did feel, though, that all he continually seemed to be doing was confirming that no further action was required, and this seemed for Sandy’s personality the wrong way round. He wanted to look for investigative opportunities, rather than looking for ways to close investigations down. If it wasn’t for cases like the Robert Smythe one, Sandy was starting to feel the job wasn’t challenging enough for him, in particular from an investigative point of view. 
 
    When Sandy returned to the house from rugby training later that evening, he found that there was nowhere for him to park. There were cars spread all over the driveway to the garage at the rear of the house. There were cars also parked all along the road in front of the house. Although he knew Ely was a very safe place to live, he did worry about leaving his beloved Morgan sports car further down the road away from the house. 
 
    As Sandy went into the house, he could hear lots of crying, which was emanating from the lounge. His intention had been to grab some food from the kitchen and head upstairs to his room as quickly as possible, but he felt the need to see what was going on and why so many people seemed to be crying in the lounge. 
 
    When Sandy entered the lounge, his mum could see his concerned face and said, ‘We are OK, it is just a very traumatic book we are reading. It’s called The Tattooist of Auschwitz by Heather Morris. It really is an incredibly powerful but also very sad book, hence, as you can see, our emotions have spilled over as we have been discussing it this evening.’ 
 
    Sandy made no reply. He just smiled and nodded at his mother and quickly beat a hasty retreat thinking, surely being in a book club is meant to be an enjoyable hobby not a sad one. He grabbed some dinner and made his way up to his room, intending to move his car safely into the garage at the earliest opportunity. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy got into the office early the next morning. His mum had dropped him off at the station, which had enabled him to get an earlier train. He felt he was getting on top of the files that he had been given as a confirming officer to the decisions made by the staff in the unit. This meant that his mind drifted back to Robert Smythe. As a good way to help order his thinking, Sandy decided to write out what he thought was the main current hypothesis (why Robert died) in the rough book that he was keeping for the case. 
 
      
 
    
     
      
      	  Hypothesis 
    
 
        
        	                 Robert intentionally took his own life by taking a fatal dose of arsenic. 
 
        	                 Robert accidentally drank contaminated water containing high levels of arsenic. 
 
        	                 Robert had drunk or eaten something, unbeknown to those supplying the drink and food, that contained high levels of arsenic. 
 
        	                  Robert was deliberately poisoned by the administration of a fatal dose or doses of arsenic. 
 
       
    
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Sandy thought that the first one was a non-starter, but unfortunately none of the other three scenarios could be eliminated. He felt that the fourth scenario was the one that, for no rational reason that he could put his finger on, was the most appropriate fit. He was also pretty sure that Inspector Kyte thought that scenario three was the most appropriate. 
 
    Sandy put on his sports kit and then made his way out of the FCO offices into Horse Guard’s Road. This was the first time since he had been working for the FCO that he had been able to get out for a run. He ran through St James’s Park, which was full of not just crowds of tourists, but also office workers and other Londoners getting exercise.  
 
    St James’s Park had a history dating back many centuries and had once been a deer park in King Henry VIII’s time, but for the last four hundred years it was a park that could be admired and enjoyed by the public. The park was many acres in size and had a lake running through it.  
 
    Sandy could see ducks, and even pelicans and squirrels, and there were beautiful spring flowers in bloom as he dodged his way past the hordes of people in the park. He went around to the far end of the park to the side that looked across at Buckingham Palace, then ran around in front of a beautiful statue – the Queen Victoria Memorial – and back down the Mall, keeping to the side that runs along the park. Sandy knew that it was in the Mall that the London Marathon finished, not that this was something that he would ever do, being more of a sprinter than a distance runner, but every year he marvelled at those runners that were doing it for various charities. As Sandy rounded the top of the Mall, he could see Admiralty Arch, which went through into Trafalgar Square. He then carried on running by Horse Guard’s Parade, where he remembered going to an Olympic beach volleyball match, within which the stands and court were constructed on the parade ground – probably one of the most iconic locations in the history of the Olympic movement. Sandy decided he had the time and energy to do one more lap of the circuit he had just completed, so he ran back into the park itself.  
 
    As Sandy got back to his desk after having had a shower and changing into his suit, Juliet Ashton asked if she could have a discussion with him that afternoon to talk through a case that she was struggling with. Sandy felt quite honoured that an experienced investigator like Juliet was looking to him for advice. Juliet was just heading out for some fresh air and lunch, so they organised to find a small meeting room to discuss the case in about an hour or so.  
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Later that afternoon, Sandy and Juliet found the meeting room. Juliet was a black lady in her early forties, married with two teenage children. She had spent most of her twenty years plus of police service as a detective in the Surrey Police force, only having had time off for maternity leave when both her sons were born. Her husband was also a police officer in Surrey; he was a uniform sergeant. There was no doubt in Sandy’s mind that Juliet was a very experienced investigator, so he was looking forward to going through the case with her. 
 
    Juliet said, ‘This case is a Metropolitan Police one. The family live not that far away from here, over the River Thames in Lambeth. Just over a year ago, the family’s twenty-one-year-old eldest son was shot dead by police in Jamaica.’ 
 
    Sandy felt his moral compass severely troubled by this information. Whilst he accepted that police killings can sometimes be lawful, and that might be the case here, if he was brutally honest about it, he couldn’t help but feel extremely uneasy about the death. He did know that he had a job to do, so he asked, ‘What was he doing in Jamaica for a start and how did get himself in a situation where he could be shot by the police?’ 
 
    ‘Although he is British and was born here, he is of Jamaican descent and still has family living there, including his grandma, uncles and cousins. There were actually three young men shot dead. The police state they were dealing in drugs. One of the others was our guy’s cousin.’ 
 
    ‘Did they have drugs on them then? But surely dealing in drugs doesn’t warrant them being shot, does it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, all three had a quantity of drugs on them, enough if it was here in England for us to be charging them with possession of illegal drugs with intent to supply. The male that wasn’t one of the cousins had a handgun on him, which the police officers in their witness statements say he had in his right hand and made a move to shoot at them.’ 
 
    ‘Did the cousins have any weapons on them?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, both had knives. Over the last year in Jamaica, there has been a lot of protests about the killings. The government there have had a full enquiry and have made a public statement that the killings were lawful based on the findings of the enquiry. We have the paperwork in our file. However, our family here do not accept this and want the authorities here to conduct their own enquiry. The Met Police detective inspector and I are not sure we would come to a different conclusion to the Jamaican government, though.’ 
 
    ‘From what you are telling me, I agree, but I sense lots of problems with closing the case. Shall we go and talk to the family with the Met Police detective inspector? I agree we should write up our recommendation suggesting closing the case, but ultimately this is a decision for Superintendent Jane Watson to make after seeking the views of the foreign minister. I actually don’t think they will feel able from a political point of view to just close the case I am afraid,’ Sandy said. 
 
    ‘That is what I thought you would say, but thanks for the support with my recommendation.’ 
 
    Sandy left it with Juliet to sort out a mutually suitable time to visit the family, that is if they were willing to see them. 
 
    Sandy’s mobile phone rang and he saw it was Solomon. He decided he wouldn’t talk through the hypothesis exercise that he had completed by himself that morning. 
 
    ‘Hello, Sandy. I just wanted to update you. Today we managed to see both the drivers that took Mr Smythe to Sanpuri and then home again the next day.’ 
 
    ‘Did they have any useful information?’ 
 
    ‘Not really. The driver who took him there said Mr Smythe was in good spirits. However, the driver who brought him back said Mr Smythe was not feeling at all well and was complaining of an upset stomach and indigestion.’ 
 
    ‘Did he drop him off at the market around Lehripura Gate?’ 
 
    ‘No, he dropped him off at the AIEC headquarters building and Robert said he was going to get an auto rickshaw back to the hotel. As far as the driver could see, Mr Smythe didn’t go into the building but headed towards the road.’ 
 
    Solomon had nothing further to add as they had not made any progress with examining the Sanpuri Hotel kitchen or had any news in relation to the laptop theft. Sandy updated him on his visit to the home of Mrs Smythe and tried to convey to Solomon the sadness and grief that was present in that home. He was acutely aware that to Solomon the death of Robert Smythe was just another case, but Sandy had a powerful desire to find out for the family what exactly happened to their loved one. He just needed to convince Solomon of this. The funeral had been arranged for later that week. 
 
    They agreed to keep in touch whenever they had any information to update each other with.  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    England 
 
      
 
    Early the next week, Sandy and Juliet were told by Superintendent Watson that in the case of the young man who had been killed in Jamaica, the Metropolitan Police had made a decision to allocate one of their review teams to carry out an independent review into his death. Sandy asked if they were expected to help out in anyway. Juliet and Sandy were suddenly hopeful of a trip to Jamaica. However, Superintendent Watson said the FCO had agreed to contribute a small amount of funding, but no staff were to be involved so they were finished with the case and didn’t need to visit the family. Sandy had been rehearsing at the weekend what he might say to the family had they met, so he was a little disappointed that this time spent on this had turned out to be a pointless effort. 
 
    Shortly after this, Sandy received a call from DCI Simon Jones in Northamptonshire. 
 
    ‘Hi, Alexander. Our digital media investigations team have been very efficient and they have just about completed their work on Mr Smythe’s mobile phone. They wonder if you could organise a meeting with them so that they can go through the information they have found?’ 
 
    ‘Have they found out anything of use to the investigation?’ Sandy said hopefully. 
 
    ‘No, nothing that they can see, but you might be able to shed a different light on it, knowing the investigation better than they do. I am afraid that I am not able to make a meeting this week, but please contact DC Thomas and he will go with you.’ 
 
    Sandy thanked him. He was disappointed that it seemed there was nothing useful found on the phone, but he might be able to see an investigative link to their information, so he immediately rang the mobile phone of Stephen Thomas. 
 
    ‘Hello, Stephen, it’s DCI McFarlane. I have just been told that the mobile phone examination is almost complete. Are you able to arrange a meeting with them for Friday morning of this week? That day would be really convenient for me.’ 
 
    ‘That should be fine, I will ring them now. It will most probably be at the police headquarters in Northampton, if that location is OK with you?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely fine with me. I will come straight over there from Ely. How did the funeral go last Friday?’ 
 
    ‘I only went to the church service and not to the private funeral. Although the church service was very sad, it was a good celebration of Robert’s life. His wife was to upset to say anything, but both of the children read a poem together, then they told stories of fond memories they had of their father. What they did say, though, which I must admit brought a lump to mine and everyone else’s throats, and from what I could see a tear to a number of people’s eyes, was that whatever they did in life, they would always work really hard to make him proud of them.’  
 
    Sandy felt the emotion of exactly the point of what Stephen was saying and vowed silently to himself to make sure he did all that he could do to find out why Robert died. 
 
    Sandy asked, ‘Was Paul Bristow there or anyone else from Plato Solutions?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, he was. We said hello but didn’t have a chat or anything. The church was packed with lots of other colleagues of Robert’s as well. Paul wasn’t Robert’s lead partner, that was someone else based in the East Midlands. He said a few words and paid tribute to the almost thirty years that Robert had worked for the company as an auditor.’ 
 
    Stephen told him he would text with the details of where the meeting was going to take place if he could arrange it.  
 
    The rest of the week involved Sandy having to attend a couple of training courses within the FCO, one of which he found particularly interesting. Its focus was on ensuring the safety of British citizens abroad from the effects of emerging right-wing terrorist groups. Sandy had been to a number of lectures when in the Metropolitan Police relating to ISIS and other similar terrorist groups, but never on right-wing terrorism. The presenters highlighted which countries were places to be extra careful in. 
 
    On Thursday afternoon, Sandy took the train straight from work back to Ely. He, in fact, beat his father arriving home from London. His father, more often than not, went home on a Thursday night and worked from home on a Friday. Both Sandy’s mum and dad commented later that he now spent more time with them than at any other time since he left school. Sandy wondered if that was in their eyes a good or bad thing. He did make a mental note to himself that now might be the time to do some house hunting, most probably in Ely, but maybe, if he could afford it, in Cambridge. 
 
    On the Friday morning, he felt great delight, as always, to drive down the road in his Morgan Roadster sports car as he headed to Northamptonshire Police headquarters, which he had discovered was just on the outskirts of Northampton. He was excited to hear what the digital forensics people were going to say, as he was hopeful of a breakthrough. Sandy pulled his car into the visitor’s car park at the same time as Stephen Thomas was about to walk into the reception area. They went in together and found the office where the two digital forensics officers were already set up ready for the meeting with them. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
      
 
    After a series of introductions where they introduced themselves as digital media investigators – but Sandy for some reason felt digital forensics fitted what they did best, so that was the term he used in his head for them – one of them said, ‘Let’s start with the photographs that we have downloaded from the phone using the timescales you have set for us, i.e., the time he was in India. There are only ten photographs’–his colleague passed copies of them around– ‘a few are of which we have subsequently found out to be the Laxmi Vilas Palace in Vadodara. It looks like they were taken whilst moving, we presume in a taxi of some description.’ 
 
    ‘It will be an auto rickshaw – the streets are full of them,’ Sandy said. 
 
    ‘All the rest of them are pictures of solar panels in what looks like to us a vast field.’ 
 
    ‘If we move on to emails. He has no work email accounts on the phone that we can find, but a personal one, which only has a few personal catch-up emails, and most of the emails are circulations and marketing ones. We didn’t print them off, but they are available to view if you wish?’ 
 
    Sandy shook his head. 
 
    ‘Messages next. For messaging, he used whilst he was away both text and WhatsApp messages. We think the WhatsApp messages were all to family members, probably his wife and children. The text messages look like they were to a couple of work colleagues; these looked like banter about football results. Nothing interesting I am afraid. Looking next at his internet search history, this is almost all to the BBC news site. There are three of note, though. One was to the website of the Laxmi Vilas Palace, so not sure if he planned a proper visit or not.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘We haven’t been told that he had planned to. He would have had one more day before his flight home, so he might have done. His final day was, as far as I understand, planned to be a clear day of work for him.’ 
 
    Stephen said, ‘In terms of the messages to his wife you have mentioned, I have taken images from Mrs Smythe’s phone that match the ones to and from her.’ 
 
    The digital forensics officer then said, ‘Another internet search is one titled “Best place to shop in Vadodara” and he clicked on the result called “Lehripura Gate shopping nearby”. Then, finally, there is an internet search asking what to take for indigestion or an upset stomach.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘When did that search take place?’ 
 
    ‘It was late morning on the day before his body was discovered. However, if you add on the time difference, it was probably mid-afternoon in India.’ 
 
    ‘I presume you are able to say when the last time that Robert Smythe used his phone was and what he was doing on his phone?’ 
 
    ‘The last use of the phone was a search on the BBC news website at nine p.m. Thursday, India time.’ 
 
    ‘We also checked his phone for step movement as he has an app that records this, although I do need to point out that these apps are not completely accurate on a number of phones for some reason, most probably down to how steady you hold the phone when moving. The last step movement was actually at seven p.m. that evening.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘That is about half an hour or so after he left the bar for his room.’  
 
    Although Sandy had seen in the past what incredible results you can achieve from examining phones, he was pretty much blown away by the skill of the two digital forensics officers. They decided now was a good time to have a break and head to the café in the headquarters building for them to have coffee or, as Sandy preferred, tea.  
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    When they returned to the office after their coffee break, the officer said, ‘Only a couple more sections left for us to look at. Let’s start with the phone call history. Mr Smythe only made six calls whilst in India. One is to an office of Plato Solutions in Leicester. This was on the Tuesday. Four of the others were to his wife’s phone number, and the final one was to a number in Northampton, which the subscriber check shows is assigned to someone called Marjorie Smythe.’ 
 
    Stephen said, ‘That is the name of his mother, so he obviously must have called her.’ 
 
    ‘Incoming calls, there are only two, both of them from his wife. So, possibly the only one that needs chasing up is the Plato Solutions call.’ 
 
     ‘The final section is the location data. We have been able to complete this really well as he had a GPS app on his phone. A few years ago, we might have had a problem to try and put together a complete picture of where he was, and for that to be totally accurate as to exactly where he was at any one time. We could have got close to a vicinity but that is all. Not any more with GPS.’ 
 
    The other digital forensics officer said, ‘Well, what we can say is that this location data is where his phone was at any one time. You could call it a sequence of events of his movements; we wouldn’t be able to say it was Robert Smythe in these locations, just his phone. However, in this case it seems pretty straightforward, so I think we can say fairly confidently that he had the phone with him personally, so these locations are where he was in India.’ 
 
    ‘We have six days of movements. On the Sunday he arrived in India and we have him at the Vadodara airport and then movements of his route to, and then in, the Palace Hotel.’ 
 
    The digital forensics officers had managed to show the movements on a map on a computer screen in the office they were using. They had also printed off copies for Sandy and Stephen to view as well. 
 
    ‘On the Monday, he was at the hotel in the morning then he went straight to the AIEC headquarters. He didn’t move from there all day, then straight back to the hotel. This was exactly the same pattern on the Tuesday, albeit different routes to and from the hotel, but he didn’t stop on either day at any time.’ 
 
    ‘Wednesday, however, is different, as he goes from the Palace Hotel eastwards for about two hours, to a place called Sanpuri. He is in one location there until five p.m., when he then goes directly to the Sanpuri Hotel, where he remains all night. Thursday morning, he goes from the Sanpuri Hotel back to the original location in Sanpuri, and then early in the afternoon heads back, now westward, on the same road to Vadodara, going directly to the AIEC offices. From there, he more or less leaves immediately to Lehripura Gate, where he is present for less than half an hour. Then he goes back to the Palace Hotel and that is where he stays. Of course, as we know, he is found deceased the following morning, so the movements afterwards on the phone cannot be attributable to him – it must have been the police there taking the phone to their police station where it wasn’t turned off, but the battery subsequently died.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘Thank you so much for what you have been able to find out and show us. It is incredibly helpful and so thorough. You have completed incredibly professional work. Are you able to email me those maps of his movements, please?’ 
 
    They agreed that they could do this immediately if Sandy gave them his email address. Sandy and Stephen looked at each other in amazement at what they had just been presented with and how, from such a small device as a mobile phone, such an incredible amount of information could be found. Those two digital forensics officers were clearly highly skilled and extremely good at their jobs. 
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    England 
 
      
 
    Before Sandy left the Northamptonshire Police headquarters, he sent an email to Paul Bristow at Plato Solutions. Within the email, Sandy outlined the time and date of the call to Plato Solutions’ Leicester office, and asked if there could be an enquiry made with them as to what took place during that telephone conversation. Sandy also asked Paul if there had been any progress made on examining the bank accounts and the copies of the invoices he had brought back from India. 
 
    Sandy drove firstly along the A45 then along the A14. He certainly felt he was getting used to this journey now, which he had done a few times since he had been enquiring into the death of Robert Smythe. He was enjoying the opportunity of spending time outside London and being able to drive his car on more occasions than he had in the past whilst he had been a detective working in the Metropolitan Police. 
 
    When he had arrived home and parked his car, he saw that he had already received an email reply from the extremely efficient Paul Bristow. 
 
    ‘Hi Sandy, I have found out the person Robert called at the Leicester office. They work in business support and they confirmed the reservation for Robert of one night at the Sanpuri Hotel. They said they had also confirmed with him that he didn’t need to check out and then check back into the Palace Hotel – he could just keep the same room. They told Robert that they would confirm his flight home for the Saturday evening from Mumbai to London. Robert never mentioned anything else to them. I am sorry, we are in a really busy time period at the moment, due to it being year-end for a number of companies we work with, but I will get someone to look at the accounts and invoices as soon as we can. We also need to submit a report to DFID at the same time. Hope this helps.’  
 
    Although very happy with this response, he did have a nagging feeling that he hadn’t yet told Paul that Robert had died of arsenic poisoning. He really wanted to let him know as soon as Jane Watson agreed for him to do so. 
 
    Sandy had decided to go with his dad for his regular Friday evening drink at their local pub, The Cutter Inn. They walked along the road beside the River Great Ouse to the pub. It was less than a few hundred yards and Sandy reflected that both his dad and mum were, as well as being his parents, two of his best friends – a nice position to be in, but he probably did need to spend more time with friends closer to his age.  
 
    As they walked along, Sandy and his dad laughed together when Sandy told him about his experience on arriving home on the book club night to find everyone in floods of tears due to the sadness of the book they were reading. Sandy’s dad said that was why he always stayed in London on that evening.  
 
    As they got into the pub, which was buzzing with the noise of the post-work Friday evening crowd that were in there, Sandy saw that a couple of his dad’s old friends were already there waiting for his dad, but he also saw, with pleasure, his Grandad Tom was there. He bought a drink and went over and sat with him. Sandy had already told him about the death of Robert Smythe happening as a result of arsenic poisoning and his grandad was enthralled by the case, so Sandy told him about the incredible work that he had witnessed that morning with the examination of the mobile phone. 
 
    Tom said, ‘Before GPS became widely installed on mobile phones, in murder cases, we would need to call out somebody who would have a fancy piece of kit, which was often fixed to their own phone, and try and pinpoint exact movements from phone masts – pretty laborious, expensive and only used as an investigation tactic rarely.’ 
 
    ‘All I can say is it is unbelievable what can be done now.’  
 
    ‘I am sure those digital media investigators are overrun with work, though. If you picture a normal home now, they will have more than one phone, tablets, laptops, wi-fi routers and other electronic devices. The work involved to just examine one home is incredible. The technology is moving so much quicker than the rate we could get the resources to examine them. At least in this case you had tight timescale parameters of when things happened, which must have helped,’ Tom said. 
 
    ‘Inspector Kyte in India was very keen to hand it over for us to examine the phone, as their resources are still in the building up stage in order to do these examinations,’ Sandy said, who at the same time thought, it probably wouldn’t have got done if I had left it in India with him. 
 
    After the regulation Friday night two pints of beer, Sandy and his dad wandered home for dinner. Sandy was starting for the third rugby team on Saturday afternoon, so his grandad told him he would see him there as he was coming to watch. 
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    DCI Harris led the Monday morning team meeting, which in Sandy’s opinion was as slick and polished as Phil looked. He looked immaculate in a blue three-piece pinstriped suit, which had a red tie and matching red handkerchief flowing out of his jacket top pocket. That morning they had a full complement of the consulate investigative staff, which was the first time it had been like this since Sandy had started, so this added to the feelings of a good team spirit. He felt he had picked up a few tips for when he would lead the meetings in the future. They had even teased Sandy by calling him Morse, as coincidently, one of the other detective sergeants in the team happened to be named Robbie Lewis, which was the name of Morse’s sidekick in the Colin Dexter stories. Phil Harris allocated Morse and Lewis an investigation to look at, which brought about a lot of laughter, including from Sandy.  
 
    It also turned out that Juliet Ashton’s Jamaica case was not fully resolved and that the Jamaican government were not keen on allowing another investigation into the deaths to happen. Juliet, with Sandy to accompany her, was being asked to go to the Jamaican High Commission offices along with a family representative and two senior members from the Metropolitan Police later that afternoon. Sandy was glad he had rehearsed what they should say to the family as it might come in handy now, ready for a possibly fraught meeting that afternoon. 
 
    After the team meeting, Sandy had a bit of time to consider the Robert Smythe case – what he had learnt from Friday’s meeting in Northamptonshire and the information gleaned from the mobile phone, making a note of what scenes he had determined: 
 
      
 
    
     
      
      	 
        
        	    Robert Smythe’s body 
 
        	    Robert Smythe’s hotel room 
 
        	    The Palace Hotel restaurant, bar and kitchen 
 
        	    All India Energy Company headquarters 
 
        	    Sun Energy Company offices 
 
        	    The Sanpuri Hotel 
 
        	     Lehripura Gate area (also the scene for the laptop theft) 
 
       
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    In comparison with other homicide investigations, Sandy hadn’t identified a particularly large number of scenes. The scenes identified would obviously be expanded if there was ever a suspect. Sandy had ignored identifying any of the vehicles that Robert had been in as scenes, for example, the taxi from the airport or the auto rickshaw rides. However, he felt it would be worth checking with Solomon if the two AIEC drivers had been asked, or had then mentioned, whether Robert had had anything to drink or eat on the journey to and from Sanpuri. 
 
    Sandy was pleased with himself that in the very short trip to India, he had visited all of the scenes he had identified. Sandy was pretty happy that everything had been completed, as far as possible, in relation to those scenes, which included Robert’s body, the hotel room and the hotel itself. As far as he could see from his visit to AIEC, there was nothing to be gained by a further in-depth examination of that scene.  
 
    This left three scenes that undoubtedly required further work. The Lehripura Gate area was extremely complex and would need Solomon to devote some considerable resource to visit and check every location selling food and drink in that area. If it had been Sandy as the lead investigator, he would have certainly tried to work out a strategy on how to do this, or at least eliminate it as a scene from where Robert could have taken his fatal dose, or doses, of arsenic. Bearing in mind that Robert had been feeling unwell before he got back to Vadodara, Sandy felt he could, if required, write this off as a possible scene. 
 
    The two remaining scenes in the Sanpuri area hadn’t been looked at, at all. Undoubtedly, this was something that he needed to encourage Solomon to look into further, especially because this was where Robert seemed to start to feel unwell. Sandy had asked both Hasan and Solomon to check the hotel there on a couple of occasions, but as far as he was aware, it still hadn’t been visited yet. He needed to push a bit harder for this to be done. 
 
    Sandy decided to get some lunch before phoning Solomon, which he thought would then give enough time for Juliet and him to travel to the Jamaican High Commission offices. 
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    Sandy managed to connect to the phone of Solomon straight away; he suspected that Solomon was still at the desk in his office. 
 
    ‘Hello, Solomon, it’s Sandy. I thought I would ring to update you on the results of the mobile phone examination.’ 
 
    ‘Anything interesting come from it?’ 
 
    ‘I thought so, but no not really in terms of establishing any evidence, but a very thorough examination by the team, though. One question arose during the examination: did either of the AIEC drivers say if Robert had anything to eat or drink on the journey to or from Sanpuri?’ 
 
    ‘Let me look at their statements as I am not too sure. I have them here in a folder on my desk. Yes, both say that he drank bottled water that they provided for him. They were new, small bottles that hadn’t been opened before. He drank a whole bottle of water on the trip there and had two on the way back. No food, though, and I think I told you the driver that brought him back said that Robert was complaining of feeling ill for almost the whole journey back to Vadodara.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, that clears that information gap up for me. There were some photos of the solar panels on his phone, but nothing of interest in any of his messages or calls. What was really fascinating to me was the sequence of events from movement tracking that they put together for him. I will email it across for you now so you can see what I mean.’ 
 
    ‘I meant to tell you that we checked all of the hospitals in Vadodara and also the one in Sanpuri, but as far as they can tell us there were no cases of people attending the hospital with a similar complaint. So, I can probably rule out contaminated ground water. I suspect we will probably just never know what happened to him.’ 
 
    Sandy felt put back by this comment and said, ‘I do hope we do, if only for his family’s sake. I think the two gaps for us are if it could have been anything at the hotel or at the offices of Sun Energy Company.’ 
 
    ‘We haven’t had a reply from the police in that area – I will chase them now – but it might be better in a week or two if Hasan and I have a ride out there and have a look ourselves.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you. We haven’t had anything back on the invoices yet, but I will let you know if we find anything out.’ 
 
    Solomon said, ‘I have asked a few informants about what they know about a laptop theft in the city from a Westerner and as yet, I have heard nothing. So, it also looks like we might have come to a dead end on the theft as well.’ 
 
    Sandy said goodbye. He felt that the investigation into the death of Robert Smythe was fizzling out into an unascertained death. This made him feel really disappointed and, to a certain extent, quite powerless to change anything. Working on an investigation from a distance of five thousand miles was definitely a challenge. 
 
    He emailed Solomon the movement maps and promised to send him the full report from the digital media investigators when he had received it. Sandy copied in Hasan as well to keep him updated, as he wasn’t fully convinced that Solomon would do this. 
 
    Sandy saw that DS Juliet Ashton was waiting for him. He cleared his desk, packed up his personal belongings and put a couple of files into his backpack, as his plan was to head straight back to the London flat after the meeting at the Jamaican High Commission offices. 
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    Sandy and Juliet walked along Horse Guard’s Road and then through Admiralty Arch. They were heading towards Trafalgar Square, where they knew they would be able to get into a taxi to take them to Kensington, where the Jamaican High Commission is located.  
 
    Sandy said, ‘Have you ever been to Jamaica, Juliet? I understand it is a beautiful island with stunning resorts.’ 
 
    ‘No, I haven’t. I am actually from Barbados, so we always go back home when visiting the Caribbean, rather than visit any of the other islands.’ 
 
    ‘I have been to Barbados once. We absolutely loved the visit. Where in Barbados does your family come from?’ 
 
    ‘Holetown,’ Juliet said. ‘I was born there. My mother brought my next youngest brother and me to England when we were both very little, to join my father who had been working here. My mum and dad actually went back home to live about five years ago, but we have always gone there over the years due to grandparents and other family members living there. Where did you stay when you visited?’ 
 
    ‘Not far from Holetown at Sandy Lane resort. My dad treated the whole family, just the five of us, to a holiday the year before my next youngest sister graduated.’ 
 
    ‘That is a very beautiful and a really exclusive resort. You really are the posh boy that people think you are, aren’t you!’ 
 
    Sandy tried to defend himself and said, ‘He only picked there because it had golf and motorised water sports included, to keep the kids happy.’ 
 
    However, he knew that Juliet was probably right. Looking at the population as a whole, he was definitely, if not a posh boy, a very privileged one. He hoped he didn’t ever take that for granted. 
 
    As the taxi headed to the area the High Commission was in, Sandy saw up ahead on their right-hand side the imposing structure of the Albert Memorial sitting on the edge of Kensington Gardens. Queen Victoria had commissioned the statue following the early and untimely death of her husband Prince Albert in 1861. Although it was such an impressive structure, Sandy felt that it seemed to him to be a little out of place in the gardens, but he had never really had a good look at it and he realised he was doing it a disservice. It was certainly a fine, gothic-style structure. Another fact he had found out whilst working at the FCO was that it had also been designed by the same architect as the FCO buildings, George Gilbert Scott. Sandy made a mental note to learn more about the statue and have a good look at it at some time in the future. 
 
    The taxi drove them around the back of the Royal Albert Hall, which is situated almost opposite the Albert Memorial, then parked outside the building that housed the Jamaican High Commission.  
 
    Sandy saw two men waiting outside, who he presumed were from the Met Police. He didn’t recognise them so assumed he hadn’t met them during his time working in the Met. On speaking to them, as they went into the reception area, it appeared the Met Police were pretty ambivalent about whether they carried out the review or not. They felt it was only right and proper to make this offer on behalf of the family to the Jamaican government. They knew that it was a no-win situation: either they upset their fellow police officers in Jamaica, or they upset the family, and in fact, most likely, upset them both. 
 
    When the family representative arrived, they found out that as well as being a local councillor for the area within which the family lived, she was also a lawyer. Sandy thought he felt a certain amount of tense energy in the waiting area. The family representative clearly was there to fight for a new enquiry, the Met Police were ambivalent either way, and Juliet felt the case, based on the information they had, should be closed. He wondered how it was going to be resolved. 
 
    However, when they went through to the meeting with the deputy high commissioner to the UK, they discovered that the Jamaican government were very happy and keen for the review to go ahead. They didn’t, however, want to alienate or create any conflict with the Jamaican police service, so most of the meeting was spent discussing the best tactic to be used to make the review more palatable to the police there.  
 
    As they left the High Commission offices, Sandy and Juliet felt that the meeting had been a waste of their time, as they would have no future involvement in the case until after the review had been concluded and it came back for them to sign it off. Juliet told Sandy that was par for the course with these types of reviews and that they probably wouldn’t get to see it for two years, or even longer. 
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    Sandy headed for the flat. He had a plan to make some pasta and then look at a couple of files that he had brought home with him. He was just approaching the flat when his phone rang. 
 
    ‘Hello, DCI McFarlane, it is Nicholas Stroud. Are you in London this evening?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I am. I have a flat where I stay in the week.’ 
 
    ‘Are you free for a drink and a meal in about an hour’s time? I have an update on the Robert Smythe case for you and as I have to stay over in London for another inquest in the morning, thought it would make good use of both of our time for me to see you this evening.’ 
 
    Sandy jumped at the chance to meet up with an eminent forensic pathologist. He was always very keen to learn from anybody he had a chance to. After doing a few household chores in the flat and writing a note for his dad, who had told him due to work commitments he was staying down in London all week, he headed off to the pub where they had agreed to meet. 
 
    The pub was near to Charing Cross railway station, close to the flat and within walking distance from the Indian restaurant that they planned to eat in later. 
 
    Nicholas Stroud was already in the pub, clearly having gone there straight from wherever he had been in London when he had called Sandy. 
 
    Nicholas bought Sandy a pint of beer and said, ‘I have had the results of our tests back, although they are not all concluded yet, and I have also had a discussion with Professor Sharma in India. We think that Robert died in the chair where he was found because of certain tests where we looked at tissue, especially the liver, but in particular how we could see the blood pooling in the photographs.’ 
 
    Sandy wasn’t surprised by this statement, as he would have been able to say that was where Robert had died. He asked, ‘Do you know what time he died then?’ 
 
    ‘We can’t know that exactly. I am sorry there is nothing in our tests so that we can be that specific. However, rigor mortis, where the body completely stiffens up, was advanced but we don’t think complete, so I would say after ten p.m. but probably before four a.m. So, I would at a best guess say that it was between ten p.m. and midnight.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘The last piece of activity on his phone was at nine p.m.’ 
 
    ‘So, more likely closer to ten p.m. then. In terms of the quantity of arsenic, it was quite considerable, so I wouldn’t say it was a one-off ingestion – probably at least twice – and would have taken place, my best assumption is, during a time window period of eight hours before death, going back maybe to 24 hours or so before that. We have sent some hair samples and nail samples to see if that tells us anything.’ 
 
    ‘Surely he would know if he had taken anything and wouldn’t have repeated taking it again?’ Sandy suggested. 
 
    ‘From what I have discovered, it is tasteless, so if in food or drink he wouldn’t have noticed it.’ 
 
    ‘I think you are saying it was most probably a deliberate act to poison him, as more than one dose must have been administered to him.’ 
 
    Nicholas said, ‘Yes, we can’t say to kill him, as we have no idea whether the person who gave him the doses had any prior knowledge of the effects of arsenic, but definitely to do him some harm.’ 
 
    ‘But who, why and what could have been the motive?’ 
 
    ‘I think it’s your job to find that out,’ Nicholas laughed. 
 
    They had finished their drinks so made the short walk to the Indian restaurant. The food was very different to the curry Sandy had eaten in India, but still very tasty. Nicholas was fascinated by the work the FCO consulate investigative unit were doing and what they hoped to achieve in their investigations. After they had finished most of their main course, Sandy said, ‘What do you as a forensic pathologist expect from an SIO?’  
 
    ‘I have found over the years that they can be very different in personality, but I would hope that they see the value and the key role a forensic pathologist plays in their investigation. Some of them don’t like to come to the post-mortem, often citing they have lots of other things to juggle at that time. I would argue that that is not valuing me as part of the investigation, or recognising the fact that the body is a crucial piece of evidence. The least I would ask is that they come and brief me personally, and then return at the end for me to let them know my initial findings and for them to have an opportunity to ask questions.’ 
 
    Sandy thought that he had perceived correctly at the briefing for the second post-mortem that Nicholas had been miffed that he wasn’t attending in person the next day. Rather than defend himself, he said, ‘I think I would always want to be there, if I could. What makes a good SIO in your experience?’ 
 
    ‘The ability to listen and then ask professionally curious questions. The days of the SIO being that alpha male who was the sole person to crack the crime have long gone if they ever existed. The fictional characters of Sherlock Holmes and Hercules Poirot being the sole detective never existed either. Yes, the SIO makes the decisions, but it is a team effort and I, Sandy, as the forensic pathologist, am part of that team.’ 
 
    Nicholas told Sandy some stories from one or two of his cases. As they left and said goodbye to each other, it was clear they had both had a good time in each other’s company. Sandy sincerely hoped he would have the chance to work closely with him again in the future. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the next couple of days, Sandy tried to contact Solomon to talk through what he had learnt from Dr Stroud. He hoped Professor Sharma had conveyed a similar message to Solomon. He had left a couple of messages for him, but as yet had had no reply. 
 
    It was late on Wednesday afternoon when Sandy’s phone rang, he saw that it was Solomon. He quickly did a time difference calculation and worked out it must be ten p.m. in India.  
 
    Solomon said, ‘I have some information for you. Are you free for a few moments for a discussion?’ 
 
    ‘You are working late, Inspector Kyte! I have already spoken to Dr Stroud, the forensic pathologist from here, and he has already updated me.’ 
 
    ‘I have been off work for a few days, so I will be speaking to Professor Sharma next week, but that is not what I want to talk to you about. I have just had a call to say we have a lead on a suspect for the theft of the laptop. We believe he may still have possession of it as it is being offered for sale.’ 
 
    ‘Where and how did you get the lead? Who is it? Would I have come across them when I was in Vadodara?’ 
 
    ‘It is an informant that has rung me. We need to do some work on verifying the intelligence I have received and then try to find an address for the suspect. I am back at work next week on the Monday and wondered if you are able to join us for the arrest and search?’ 
 
    ‘I will certainly try. I will let you know by early afternoon tomorrow your time if I am able to make it. Dr Stroud says he believes that Robert was deliberately poisoned.’ 
 
    Solomon said, ‘I need to talk to Professor Sharma first. I am not convinced it was deliberate. For what reason would someone kill him and why use an old method of poisoning?’ 
 
    Sandy sighed to himself as he knew Solomon was pretty blinkered with regard to it not being a homicide. He was pleased, though, that he had been invited to be part of the ongoing investigation. He liked the use of the term ‘informant’. Some people still used this, but in England they were now called covert human intelligence sources. Sandy wondered how long it had taken for a team of people to come up with that term when all over the world people knew them as a grass or an informant. Sandy saw that, as always, Superintendent Jane Watson was at her desk. 
 
    Sandy said, ‘There have been some developments in the Robert Smythe case. Dr Stroud believes it was a deliberate act to poison him. I have just received a call from Inspector Kyte in India telling me that they have a really good lead on the suspect who stole Robert Smythe’s laptop and he probably still has it. They have asked if I am able to be in India on Monday.’ 
 
    ‘I think you are asking me to authorise you flying to India to recover a laptop that was stolen in a street snatch. Do you know how many street snatches, whether handbags, wallets or purses, take place from British citizens abroad? Thousands happen every year. I am not sure, Sandy, that I can justify it.’ 
 
    ‘It might help us to find out why he was killed and by whom. I know Dr Stroud wasn’t fully committed to saying it was a murder, but he more or less did say that.’ 
 
    ‘If this weren’t your first case abroad and if I didn’t see how passionate you are to make sense of what happened, I would say no. If Phil Harris wasn’t here next week, I would definitely say no. If there wasn’t the slightest chance this could be connected with government business, I would say no. You can go and only you, so no Clare or anyone else from the team, but you must be back in the office Monday morning, so fly there this weekend and then fly home the following weekend.’ 
 
    Sandy had heard Jane Watson say a lot of noes, so was very shocked when he realised that Jane had actually said yes to him going on the trip. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    Sandy’s journey to Vadodara was pretty uneventful and the British Airways flight had arrived in Mumbai on time. Although he hadn’t watched any movies, he had taken with him a couple of books to read. He had avoided reading The Tattooist of Auschwitz and settled for the latest Adam Croft and John Grisham novels.  
 
    His third team’s rugby captain was particularly upset by his very late and sudden unavailability. However, Sandy thought he would get over it and the rugby season was coming to an end anyway. The only people who seemed to be pleasantly happy about him going away, albeit they were trying not to show it, were his mum and dad. They had a weekend to themselves for a change, which would be the first time in a long while. Sandy thought he must be more thoughtful towards them in the future and give them more space. 
 
    The flight from Mumbai into Vadodara, though, had a slightly delayed take-off, but made up good time on the short flight. As Sandy would have time to travel on the Sunday from Mumbai to Vadodara, he had considered taking the train. This normally took about six hours and would still have got Sandy there in good time for the arrest and search on Monday morning, but he didn’t want to give Superintendent Jane Watson any reason to think that he was treating the trip like a holiday. Jane hadn’t really wanted him to be there in the first place, so he was keen not to let her down in any way. 
 
    As Sandy walked through the arrivals door at Vadodara airport, he saw Hasan waiting for him. As always, that smile of Hasan’s was there and the infectiousness of it brought a smile to Sandy’s face. Hasan greeted him like a long-lost brother, even though they had only in the past spent less than a week together. Hasan led Sandy out into the car park.  
 
    The weather, as they had predicted to him on his last visit when he had complained about the heat, was even hotter, probably three to five degrees hotter. This time Sandy had come a little better prepared, at least he had a hat that he had managed to buy in Ely yesterday morning. It was a cotton trilby-type hat. He had been looking for a straw one but didn’t have the time to take the journey to Cambridge, as the taxi for the airport was due to pick him up mid-morning so that he could catch his flight from London Heathrow to India.  
 
    Hasan had dropped Sandy straight off at the Palace Hotel as Hasan still had a few work-related matters to attend to, then he needed to get home for one of his children’s birthday party. He told Sandy he had five children – a new fact that Sandy hadn’t picked up on his last visit. When Sandy had seen that FCO business admin had booked him into the Palace Hotel again, he had thought about changing it, but he now felt settled there and saw no need to get used to a new hotel, even though this was where Robert had died.  
 
    Sandy quickly unpacked, washed and changed, and went out of the hotel to the street. It was a very hot, late afternoon and he was feeling the heat, which he knew he needed to adjust to in order to be able to effectively work the following week. Sandy got into an auto rickshaw and asked the driver to take him directly to Lehripura Gate. The ride this time was a lot less hair-raising than his last journey in one. The roads were still extremely busy but with it being a little more sedate, this suited Sandy better. He got out at the gate and again marvelled at the central stone archway with its two additional beautiful stone arches. Sandy had a chance this time to look at the four-hundred-and-fifty-year-old gate and the archways in a bit more detail, which he thoroughly enjoyed. 
 
    He then walked around the market areas. The crowds were extreme and he was amazed by the people that he saw thronging about. Most were dressed traditionally, with the women in stunningly beautiful and colourful saris. Sandy was unsure whether this was because it was Sunday or whether this was just how they always dressed, in their brightly patterned clothing, but it really was an intoxicating sight to behold. There was also, paradoxically, a number of younger people who were in western dress. 
 
    As Sandy walked around, he saw stalls and carts selling a huge variety of goods, but also an almost endless number selling food and drink. This included many cafes in the area as well. Sandy quickly realised that it would be an almost impossible task to visit and check each of them and he could see why Solomon hadn’t progressed this part of the enquiry further. Sandy, though, felt relaxed about this, as Robert was already feeling unwell before he had even visited the market area. Sandy also noted that there appeared to be very little, if any, CCTV in the vicinity. He was concerned about this as it would have been good to see if there was anything on a camera anywhere that showed the laptop theft taking place. 
 
    Sandy went back to the hotel, where he had dinner and was then provided with a couple of rolls for the following morning, as he would be leaving before breakfast would be served. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Sandy was surprised to see that it was Solomon himself who picked him up at five a.m. Solomon took Sandy straight to what appeared to be a briefing room situated in the basement area of the Vadodara Police headquarters building. The building looked like it had been renovated to quite a high standard. Solomon went off to his office to collect a few papers. Already present in the room were five police officers in full uniform; there were four men and a woman. They all seemed to be quite intrigued to see a western police officer with them. Tea and coffee were readily available for all of them, and Sandy helped himself to a mug of tea. He wasn’t surprised any more that the preferred method of drinking tea in India was for it to be sweet, in fact, very sweet. What wasn’t in the room, though, was any air conditioning, and even at that time of the morning the heat was already starting to build up, so Sandy was starting to feel quite sweaty and uncomfortable. 
 
    Solomon and Hasan entered the room along with another uniformed officer, who had sergeant stripes on his jacket, so Sandy presumed he was the team leader for the men already in the room. They came and stood at the front of the room and the briefing started. This was led by Solomon, who said in English, in a loud and very commanding voice, ‘Our aim this morning is to arrest a suspect by the name of Jai Gupta. He is twenty years old. Make no mistake, this man is a criminal and a habitual drug user and we have to rid our city of him. We have arrested him a number of times in the past and no doubt we will have too again. What we want to do this morning is to arrest him for stealing a laptop, which is in a black laptop bag, from an Englishman in the Lehripura Gate area. Although this happened a few weeks ago, the information we have received is that he still has possession of the laptop – he has kept it and he is about to offer it for sale.’ 
 
    Solomon continued, ‘I want you to take no nonsense from him or anyone else who tries to intervene. Deal with everyone firmly. Right, let’s go!’ 
 
    Solomon had clearly fired and hyped up the emotions of the men and the woman in the room, who Sandy could see and hear were making aggressive-type noises. He wouldn’t want to be in Jai Gupta’s shoes that morning! Sandy had to admit, albeit it had happened in a very directed way, that Solomon had covered the clear basics of an arrest strategy: who they were arresting, why they were arresting him and where the arrest was going to take place. Solomon, though, had left no time or opportunity for questions and Sandy had wanted to say to the other police officers about a search strategy, for example, to please make sure you look for a mobile phone that might connect Jai Gupta to who had set him up to carry out the theft, but Solomon would have not been pleased with him and most probably would have said, who says it wasn’t a random and spontaneous criminal act. Sandy also wanted them to look out for anything that could connect Gupta to any location Robert had been to, such as Sanpuri.  
 
    As he walked off to the car to travel with Solomon to the location, he vowed to himself he would subtly have a look around because the arrest this morning was likely to be anything but subtle. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    The police officers drove in a convoy, which travelled extremely quickly through the streets of Vadodara. It was as if they didn’t have a moment to spare and the suspect Gupta was making a getaway at that instance, which he probably wasn’t. Sandy found it a little strange the approach taken, but accepted he was the guest and Solomon was running the arrest operation as he thought fit.  
 
    Also in the car with them was Hasan. Sandy said, ‘I presume the informant has seen the laptop? Do you have to have a search warrant as well when you arrest people in India?’ 
 
    ‘No, the informant has not seen the laptop, but he will be correct. I don’t have a search warrant – don’t need it. Gupta lives in a room in a hovel of a building in a very deprived area of Vadodara. Don’t worry, Sandy. Let us do our job.’ 
 
    Hasan said to Sandy, ‘We don’t need a search warrant to search the immediate area where they have been arrested, but we would have to if searching any wider than that. This is the reason we are going now to catch him in his bed.’ 
 
    They drove through what appeared to be a rabbit warren of side streets. There seemed to Sandy to be dust and litter, lots of litter, strewn everywhere. The streets were just beginning to wake up with people appearing from everywhere. There was an accompanying cacophony of noise as Vadodara came alive. The convoy juddered to a halt as there seemed to be cattle in the road ahead. Sandy could see one of the officers get out of the lead car, shooing the animals out of the way. 
 
    The convoy carried on and after a short while pulled up outside a dilapidated building. Sandy thought that Solomon had described it well as a hovel. They all, including Sandy, burst out of the cars and two of the uniformed officers rammed the door to the building open. Jai Gupta was meant to live in an upstairs room. Two officers went straight up the stairs whilst two remained in the entrance.  
 
    Sandy and Solomon stayed outside. This allowed Sandy to have a quick look around and he saw adjacent to the building at least four motorbikes, probably best described in the UK as mopeds. They looked pretty run down, but definitely looked as though they were still being used. Sandy asked Solomon, ‘Are we going to take these in as well?’ Solomon shook his head, so that, it seemed to Sandy, was the end of the conversation. 
 
    Suddenly there was a lot of shouting and screaming coming from an upstairs room at the front, presumably in Gujarati or the Hindi language, and a young man appeared at the window. If he thought he was going to jump, he changed his mind on seeing Solomon and Sandy standing there. It then looked like he was forcibly grabbed backwards. 
 
    Sandy said, ‘What was he saying?’ 
 
    ‘Just common swear words that are a universal language the world over.’ 
 
    The young man, who Sandy presumed was Jai Gupta, was brought out into the street. One of the officers was carrying a few items of clothing for Gupta to get dressed into, then they literally threw him into the back of the car and sped off. 
 
    Sandy said, ‘Didn’t you want him to be present in case we found something?’ 
 
    Solomon didn’t respond as the street and the house itself now had lots of people in it. They had probably been alerted that something was happening by the speed of the cars arriving and the screeching of the tyres. If not that, then they were definitely alerted by the shouting and all of the noise that Gupta had been making. The crowds were starting to build up fast and it suddenly didn’t seem a friendly place for the police to be in. 
 
    Solomon and Sandy quickly got off the street and went into the house and upstairs to look at what searching was going on in the room. The female police officer had a laptop case, which was probably the one from Robert, but no laptop. She had put the laptop case into an evidence bag and was wearing gloves, so maybe there was an unsaid knowledge of searching strategy. Sandy looked round the room. It was a mess with items of clothing and half-eaten food remains on plates on the floor, as well as what looked like drug paraphernalia. If they were in the UK, Sandy would say that Gupta was a user of cocaine.  
 
    He looked round the room for anything like any papers or a mobile phone, but nothing was to be seen. One of the officers was dismantling the bed and successfully found the laptop attached by string to the underside of it. Sandy thought the informant had known where it was; if not, he wasn’t sure the police would have found it. The laptop was also placed into an evidence bag to protect it for future forensic examination. 
 
    Solomon nodded with satisfaction and he said to Sandy and Hasan, ‘Time for us to go and get out of here ready for the interrogation back at the police station.’ 
 
    ‘You mean interview, I hope,’ Sandy said. 
 
    The crowds needed a bit of persuasion by the use of the police sirens and lights to gently push them out of the way. Sandy thought the noise they were making was probably attracting more people rather than easing the situation. 
 
    Sandy felt pleased that if it was Robert’s laptop, he would be going home in due course with a positive result. The quick, sharp and efficient arrest and search had been very effective. The Vadodara Police officers and Solomon had done a good job. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    After arriving back at the police station, they went to the cells to make sure the prisoner, Jai Gupta, had been booked into custody. They saw that he was smoking, so someone must have given him a cigarette. Sandy knew this wouldn’t happen in the UK with their strict no smoking rules, but it was obviously OK here and he was in no doubt that it was a useful method to keep Gupta calm. The sergeant told Solomon that he had called a doctor for Gupta, as in order for him to be kept safely in custody, and for them to be able to have a meaningful interview with him later, he would require some sort of drug substitute to prevent him having a drug withdrawal episode. 
 
    It looked like any interview with Gupta would be a little way off, so Sandy, Solomon and Hasan went to a nearby café for breakfast. Sandy was urged to try some local snacks for breakfast. He had khandvi, which consisted of tightly rolled small pieces of pastries that are made out of gram flour, with spices and a type of yogurt. He also tried dhokla, which is a fermented batter made from rice and chickpeas. It was all really very tasty and Sandy, who thoroughly enjoyed them, thought he had made a mistake the last time he was here in India by only trying the local cuisine on one occasion – the evening when he went out for dinner with Solomon.  
 
    When they arrived back at the police station, Sandy asked, ‘Do you have any specialist trained officers to conduct witness and suspect interviews?’ 
 
    Solomon replied, ‘If you are a detective, you would have had a higher level of training, so yes. Training is something we are currently in discussions about reinvesting in.’ 
 
    ‘What about a specialist witness and suspect interview advisor? We have those in the UK. They help to write an interview plan for the interviewers.’ 
 
    ‘No, we haven’t got those at the moment. Sandy, it is you and me who are going to carry out the interview and we only have one interview plan, as you call it, which is to get a confession to the theft of the laptop. Surely, it is that simple. Let’s not overcomplicate it.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘Can we at least have the basic suspect interview plan of what happened before the crime, what happened during the crime and then what happened after the crime?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, of course, I thought that was what I said. So, the first question we are asking is, why did you steal the laptop? I think we know the answer to that one – it was to sell it to get money for drugs. Then I think you are saying, how did you steal it? I think we know the answer to that one as well don’t we – he snatched the laptop off the shoulder of Robert Smythe whilst riding a motorbike, presumably one of those motorbikes outside the building where he lived. What was your final question, oh yes, what did he do afterwards? Well, he found the laptop difficult to sell so was keeping it to sell after the heat had died down.’ 
 
    Sandy then said in quite a sarcastic tone, ‘We don’t really need to interview him then, do we? Why don’t we just write up his confession and get him to sign it?’ 
 
    ‘Exactly, that would save us and him a lot of time!’ Solomon said. 
 
    They then, including Hasan, who had kept very quiet as he did during the exchanges between Sandy and Solomon, laughed quite heartily, which eased any tension that seemed to have been building up.  
 
    Sandy said, ‘We don’t know for sure that Jai Gupta actually committed the theft, do we? All we can definitely say, from what we know, is that he has possession of what we believe is Robert Smythe’s laptop.’ 
 
    ‘From what I know, I would definitely say he is the thief. As you say, let’s see what he has to tell us in his interview,’ Solomon said. 
 
    Sandy and Hasan went off to have a look at the laptop. The forensic office was in the basement, not far from where they had been to the briefing earlier that morning. On entering the office, which actually had a sign on the door saying it was a forensic laboratory, it seemed to have quite interesting equipment within it, but it was probably backed up by a more hi-tech facility elsewhere, either in Vadodara or elsewhere in Gujarat. 
 
    The forensic officer was a person that Sandy recognised from the hotel on his last trip. He told Sandy and Hasan that he had taken swabs for possible DNA, which he had then fingerprinted. He didn’t think he had ruined the laptop. Although Sandy was taken aback by this comment, he didn’t think Plato Solutions would mind too much, but he hoped they would still be able to access the hard drive. Apparently, the laptop had been cleaned and there were no marks anywhere on it. 
 
    Sandy picked it up and had a good look at it. The laptop was a modern one. It appeared to be well used as it had a number of marks and scrapes on it. Sandy was really pleased, though, when he opened the laptop’s lid up to see a sticker with the logo for Plato Solutions just by the keypad. It was the right one. Solomon and the Vadodara Police had done really well. The plan was for Sandy to take the laptop back to England with him for Plato Solutions to examine it. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jai Gupta was sitting at the table when Sandy and Solomon entered the room later that morning. Sandy looked at him; he was a young man, as Solomon had said at the briefing, just twenty years old. Gupta was wearing what appeared to be an almost brand-new grey T-shirt and matching Nike grey jogging bottoms. He had long, very black and greasy hair, which he had tied back with a hairband. Sandy could also see that he wore no jewellery and was unshaven, but not at a stage where you could say he had a beard. The most telling facial feature, though, was his eyes – dark brown in colouring and very sunken in his face. Sandy had seen this before with habitual hard drug users. 
 
    Solomon and Sandy sat down opposite him, and Solomon got out a packet of cigarettes. He gave one to Gupta. Sandy had never seen Solomon smoke before, so he was a bit surprised, but presumed he kept a packet for giving to prisoners in an interview. 
 
    Solomon said, ‘How did you steal the laptop that we found hidden under your bed?’ 
 
    Sandy was again shocked by how direct Solomon could be. What happened to any rapport building, he wondered, or was that what he had done by giving him a cigarette? And what about the plan of asking him why he did it first? He couldn’t say that Solomon wasn’t a very effective police officer because he was, but just different to what Sandy was used to. 
 
    Gupta replied in a very agitated way using a similar tone and language to that which he used on the morning of his arrest. 
 
    Solomon said, ‘You need to stop swearing now and we are going to be conducting this interview in English, not in Gujarati. We know you stole it, so tell us how you did it.’ 
 
    ‘I never stole anything! I have no idea how it came to be strapped up under my bed. I wasn’t even there when you found it. You planted it under there, Inspector Kyte, that’s what happened, and you are stitching me up,’ Gupta replied. 
 
    ‘How did you know it was strapped under the bed? No one has mentioned it before, so you must have strapped it there yourself.’ 
 
    ‘I am not saying anything more without my lawyer present.’ 
 
    Solomon raised his voice a few more decibels and said, ‘Plenty of time for that, Gupta. Tell us how you stole the laptop?’ 
 
    Jai Gupta made more swearing noises in what Sandy could only presume was Gujarati again. Solomon gave him another cigarette and Gupta said, ‘I am looking after it for someone. I am not able to say for whom. Charge me, Inspector, with handling stolen goods, although I could argue I didn’t know it was stolen!’ 
 
    Solomon laughed. ‘I know all about the theft and you did it. Who paid you ten thousand rupees to steal it?’ 
 
     Sandy looked round at Solomon, who clearly knew a lot more than he had told Sandy so far. 
 
    Jai Gupta was also clearly shocked by this revelation and was now shouting, ‘I told you, I want my lawyer here, and I want him here now!’ 
 
    Solomon decided to stop the interview there and then and Jai Gupta was taken back to his cell. Sandy said, ‘I don’t think, Solomon, you are telling me everything you know about the laptop theft?’ 
 
    ‘I have told you all I know. Let’s get him a lawyer. I don’t like the one he normally uses but I should be able to get another one who will satisfy both of us.’ 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy decided to go to the canteen to eat the two rolls that the hotel kitchen had given him for breakfast, not knowing that he would be going out with Solomon and Hasan. He didn’t know how long he would have to wait before the lawyer arrived so that they could continue the interview. So, someone had asked Jai Gupta to steal the laptop, but why, was the question Sandy couldn’t fathom. 
 
    Hasan arrived in the canteen and asked if Sandy wanted to have a look at the cyber-crime office. Vadodara Police had invested a lot of money in it to combat the growing threat of this sort of crime. 
 
    The cyber-crime offices were on the second floor of the building and looked to be well equipped, and had a number of staff employed there. Hasan introduced him to his brother who was a sergeant in the team. Adip Bhatt was Hasan’s older brother and although they looked very similar, he didn’t have Hasan’s infectious and enduring smile. 
 
    Adip said, ‘I am very pleased to meet you, DCI McFarlane. Hasan has mentioned you a number of times. How are you getting on with Inspector Kyte?’ 
 
    ‘Although we have different ways of doing things, he is undoubtedly successful,’ Sandy replied. 
 
    ‘Yes, he is a good man, but a straight talker and no frills to his investigations. Thank you for visiting our office. We are actually also the economic crime and fraud department, which includes cyber-crime. Worldwide, this is without doubt the most prolific and rapidly increasing crime type.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, it’s the same in England too.’ 
 
    Hasan had received a call from Solomon to say they were ready for the next interview. Hasan took Sandy downstairs to the interview room, where, on arrival, he saw Solomon, Jai Gupta and a middle-aged man, who he presumed was the lawyer, already present.  
 
    They all sat down and Solomon said, ‘I understand, Mr Gupta, you want to make a voluntary statement about the theft of a laptop?’ 
 
    Sandy realised that words must have been said and some sort of deal must have been struck, none of which he had been party to, and he supposed he didn’t need to be involved in. Well, at least he was sure that was what Solomon thought. 
 
    Jai Gupta looked at his lawyer, who nodded, and then he said, ‘I was given a call by someone, who I am not going to and will not name, that there was a person who wanted a job doing, to steal a laptop. I met the person just after midday at an entranceway just off Sursagar Lake. He told me he wanted me to steal a laptop from a Westerner and throw it in the Vishwamitri river.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘What did this man look like?’ 
 
    Solomon intervened and said, ‘DCI McFarlane, I have agreed no questions until he finishes his statement, then Mr Gupta has only agreed to answer a couple of questions. Please continue, Mr Gupta.’ 
 
    ‘He was dressed in jeans and T-shirt and had a black motorbike helmet on. He had a beautiful, brand-new, red, high-specification motorbike. So, I never saw what he looked like. He gave me ten thousand rupees and told me that he wanted me to wait just down the road from the AIEC building. The man would get out of a car at those premises and he was the one I needed to steal the laptop from.’  
 
    Solomon handed over another cigarette to Gupta, who continued by saying, ‘I quickly went and scored drugs to settle myself and then had to wait about two hours. When the man I was waiting for got out of a car, he came straight to the road, but I was too slow to get close to him as he quickly got into an auto rickshaw. I followed on my motorbike and when he got out at Lehripura Gate, I was there as quick as lightening and went straight for him. I pulled the bag off him and away I went. It was as easy as anything.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘Did the man who paid you speak in a very posh English accent?’ 
 
    Solomon looked at Sandy as if to say, where did that come from? Solomon went to speak but Jai Gupta said, ‘Of course not, he spoke to me in Guajarati. He was definitely Indian, not English.’ 
 
    Solomon said, ‘I am sorry for DCI McFarlane’s intervention. If that was the end of your statement, why have you kept the laptop and not thrown it in the river?’ 
 
    ‘Obviously to make more money,’ Gupta said. 
 
    The interview was now clearly over and as they left the room, Solomon said, ‘Not sure where that came from, DCI McFarlane, but you are out of order.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry, I am not sure myself where it came from either!’ Sandy said. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    Sandy was cross with himself for insinuating that Hari Thakur could have been involved in the theft of the laptop. He had no idea why that thought had suddenly come into his head at that time. Sandy presumed it was the mention of a brand-new, red motorbike, not that he had any idea whether or not Hari even had a motorbike. To compound this, he had only found Hari to be absolutely charming on the two occasions that they had met in the past. 
 
    Jai Gupta was to be charged with the theft of the laptop later that day and to be kept in custody for court the next morning. Sandy presumed that this was part of a deal, to only charge him with theft, not a street robbery, although to be fair, the victim was dead and no statement had been taken from him outlining what had happened, and there were no other witnesses. So, Jai Gupta was doubly lucky as there was now only his story of how the theft took place. 
 
    Hasan arrived to take Sandy back to his hotel. Sandy asked Hasan if they could drive back via the Sursagar Lake. He was keen to see if there were any places that Jai Gupta could have met the stranger who had paid him to steal the laptop. As they drove around the roads alongside the lake, there were a few possible places. None of them had any CCTV overlooking the stopping-off places that could have helped them at least to have an idea of the motorbike’s number plate. Sandy looked at the gigantic statue in the middle of the lake. It was a hundred-and-twenty-foot-high statue of Lord Shiva sitting on a stone plinth. Sandy found out from Hasan that Lord Shiva was one of the principal deities of Hinduism. The statue appeared to be looking at them wherever they went around the lake.  
 
    When Sandy got into his room at the Palace Hotel, he took a series of photographs of the laptop and bag, which he had brought back to the hotel from the police station. He took the photographs on his phone’s camera. He then sent an email to Paul Bristow at Plato Solutions informing him that they believed they had recovered the laptop. He asked if Paul, or someone he worked with, could confirm as best they could that the laptop from the photographs was one of their company laptops, and also give a monetary value for the laptop and bag. This would be really helpful to the case. Once Sandy had the information through, he planned to draft a witness statement on Plato Solutions’ behalf, to assist the prosecutor for the court case. 
 
    Sandy then sent an email to his boss Jane Watson telling her of the recovery of the laptop and the arrest and charge of Jai Gupta, who had been paid to carry out the theft of it. Sandy outlined to her that this raised more questions as to why it had happened, as it was clear the theft was planned and not a random bag snatch. Sandy told Jane that he had a meeting with Inspector Kyte tomorrow afternoon to work out what else could be done during the time he was in India. 
 
    Jane, as always, regardless of whether it was day or night, was straight back to him with her reply, telling him that this was a good result and not to forget he was required in the office Monday morning. Sandy felt that he might now have made up for Jane’s strong feeling that he shouldn’t have come to India on this occasion. Well, he hadn’t really made up for it, Solomon and the Vadodara Police had, but he would accept the praise anyway. 
 
    Before he went to bed, Sandy received a response from Paul Bristow, confirming that, in their opinion, it was their laptop due to the make and model, and their logo sticker. He added a value that his IT department had given him. Sandy decided to write and send Paul a statement for an electronic signature immediately, as there was a good chance that it could be attached to the court papers for the next morning’s bail hearing. In the covering email to Paul, he also said that he would drop the laptop back with him early next week for examining to see if there was anything on it. 
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    The next morning, Sandy saw that he had received the signed statement back from Paul Bristow. He emailed it straight across to Solomon for it to be placed on the court file for Jai Gupta. Sandy was being picked up by Hasan just after midday to drive to the police station. After he had had a leisurely breakfast, Sandy sat at the desk in his hotel bedroom and got out of his bag his rough book for the Robert Smythe death enquiry. The rough book and his key decision log were fully up to date and included what had happened with the arrest, interview and charge of Jai Gupta. 
 
    Sandy thought about his Grandad Tom and what he had said to him about Kipling’s friends. He decided to use this 5WH principle as a type of reflection/review of what he knew about the death of Robert Smythe so far and what they still needed to know. Sandy then proceeded to make notes in his rough book, using as headings the six critical questions. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
     
      
      	  Who was the victim? 
  This was Robert Smythe and they had probably gained as much information about him as they possibly required. 
    
  What has happened? 
  Robert died as a result of arsenic poisoning; this was probably by more than one dose being administered that led to his fatality. We also know that he was robbed of his laptop and an offender called Jai Gupta carried out the theft and was paid to do this. 
    
  Where did this happen? 
  The theft, we know, happened at Lehripura Gate. The poisoning must have happened before this in the Sanpuri area of the Gujarat.  
    
  When did this happen? 
  For the theft of the laptop, an almost exact time is known because there is a known time for Robert being dropped off at the AIEC building, and from which he then went straight to Lehripura Gate in an auto rickshaw. The arsenic poisoning must have happened either on the Wednesday any time and/or the Thursday morning, because he was on his way back to Vadodara by noon that day. 
    
  How did this happen? 
  The theft was by Jai Gupta on a motorbike. The poisoning was either in food he consumed or in something he had drunk. 
    
  Why did this happen? 
  In relation to the theft, no idea as to why someone paid Jai Gupta to commit the crime. In relation to the poisoning, they had currently no idea! Still cannot rule out accidental or intentional consumption. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Sandy looked at what he had written and although he had used this methodology before, he saw that without doubt it was a good system. The trouble for this investigation was that there still seemed to be as many unanswered questions as answers. For example, in relation to the poisoning of Robert Smythe, Sandy had some big gaps. One of these was, of course, the question of how it happened. Some questions they had, to a certain extent, narrowed down – the ‘where’ and the ‘when’ must have happened when Robert had been in Sanpuri. The biggest question, of course, that Sandy was unable to answer was the why question. Why had Robert Smythe been killed? Surely it wasn’t an accidental consumption of the arsenic by himself? If it had been, why weren’t there more people in that area who had been sick or died from it?  
 
    Hasan arrived at the hotel to collect Sandy. As they travelled to the police station to meet Solomon, they discussed the case. Sandy and Hasan were both firmly of the view that some of the answers to the questions that Sandy had posed could only be found in Sanpuri. Sandy was travelling back to England on Saturday, so this meant that there was only the next three days to try and find some of these answers. Hasan said he was free the next two days and would be honoured to travel with Sandy to Sanpuri. They just needed to convince Solomon to let them carry out investigative enquiries in Sanpuri, bearing in mind it was Solomon leading the enquiry into Robert’s death. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    They found Solomon in his office. He had been to court that morning and updated them that Jai Gupta had been given bail. Sandy was even more convinced now that some sort of deal had been struck with him and the prosecutors. Sandy decided not to mention the 5WH principle, as Solomon seemed to react badly to any of his theoretical terms. He was, Sandy had found, a very straightforward, task-orientated individual.  
 
    Sandy said, ‘I have been thinking about what else I can help you with whilst I am here. I presume that you haven’t had a response from your request to the Sanpuri police to examine the hotel?’ 
 
    ‘No, nothing back from them, but they did attend the hospital for us, where they found no similar cases in the last few months.’ 
 
    ‘Hasan and I were wondering if we could have a drive there tomorrow or Thursday to have a look ourselves?’ 
 
    Solomon said, ‘Good idea, Sandy. Why not go tomorrow?’ 
 
    Sandy and Hasan looked at each other, shocked that it had been that easy. Solomon went on to say, ‘I want you to go to the hotel, speak to the manager and the cook, have a quick look through the kitchen and the hotel bedroom, and check if they have any restaurant or hotel hygiene certificates. Then visit the Sun Energy Company to talk to the manager and the finance officer and have a look around the offices.’ 
 
    Sandy saw that by Solomon outlining exactly what they were to do, he was showing he was in charge of the investigation. He also clearly wanted Sandy to stick to the parameters he had set for him. Hasan took Sandy back to the hotel and they arranged to meet the next morning after breakfast. 
 
    Sandy sent an email to DC Stephen Thomas in Northamptonshire for him to let Isobel Smythe and the family know that they had recovered Robert’s laptop and a person had been charged with stealing it from him. He also wanted him to let them know that no physical force had been involved during the theft. Sandy then realised that he had had an instruction from the Northamptonshire DCI, Simon Jones, that he be the first to know of any developments, so he also sent him the same message. Sandy was not sure he would ever get used to how hierarchical some people behaved, and this was especially true in the police service. For some reason, Inspector Solomon Kyte then came into Sandy’s mind as an example of this behaviour. 
 
    The next morning was just as hot as the previous day and Sandy could feel the heat overpowering him whilst waiting outside. He had no doubt it would be just as hot now all the time he would be in India. Hasan turned up at the hotel and picked him up in a different car. This was an upgrade to the fairly battered car that he normally used, where Hasan was continually trying to get the air conditioning to work, always unsuccessfully. This car was a bright red Maruti Vitara Brezza and it looked exactly like a Suzuki car model that you would see in the UK. Hasan told Sandy the reason for this was that the company was part owned by Suzuki, so that was why it was a similar model. Hasan was very pleased with himself that he had managed to get this much newer and more comfortable car for their trip, and he had promised the police transport manager that he would keep it clean. Sandy was unsure how this would happen on the, at times, very dusty roads they would be travelling along. 
 
    They set off on the slow journey to get out of the city, with its usual volume of motorbikes, auto rickshaws, cars, people and animals all impeding any fast progress. Once out of the city, they headed eastwards into a rural part of the state of Gujarat. Hasan jokingly asked Sandy if he was enjoying seeing the countryside, as the last time Hasan had driven Sandy to Sanpuri, Sandy had sat in the back of the car and slept almost continually from Vadodara to Sanpuri. Sandy laughed back at him, telling him that he had been suffering from jet lag. He was not sure why it wasn’t affecting him on this occasion. He presumed it was the action-packed start to the trip with the arrest of Jai Gupta. Sandy and Hasan enjoyed a very pleasant, companionable journey where they learnt a lot more about each other, their police careers and each other’s families. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    Sandy and Hasan pulled up alongside the security point at the entrance to the Sun Energy solar panel farm. It was the same security guard as they had seen before, and he seemed as equally bored and uninterested as he had been on their last visit a few weeks ago. He lifted the barrier up and they drove along the tarmac road to the offices. Sandy saw parked outside the bungalow Jeet Desai’s Range Rover and the Hyundai used by Mohan Jadeja. He felt that the Range Rover seemed totally out of character for the area, but at the same time totally fitting for someone who was a larger-than-life character, like the person that Jeet Desai had appeared to be to them on their last visit. 
 
    They got out of the car and were about to step into the bungalow when they saw, heading up the tarmac road towards them, a bright blue Porsche. On seeing them, the Porsche screeched to a stop, completed a hundred-and-eighty-degree turn and roared off back down the road. Sandy looked at Hasan and without them saying anything to each other, they jumped back into the Vitara and raced down the road after the Porsche.  
 
    They saw in front of them the Porsche screech through the barely lifted up barrier and then turn right, heading along the road that was in the direction of Vadodara. Hasan gunned the Vitara through the farm’s entranceway. The previously totally bored-looking security guard was now very mobile and animated, keeping the barrier up and cursing loudly at them as they pulled straight out onto the road, only fractionally getting out in front of a truck heading towards them and missing a motorbike heading in the direction of Vadodara. The motorcyclist just kept their balance and then started gesticulating wildly at them.  
 
    They could see ahead the Porsche, which, if Sandy remembered rightly from seeing it in the car park at AIEC offices, was a 911 turbo. It was making steady progress, overtaking vehicles on a regular basis. Sandy thought that this was a futile exercise to try and catch Hari Thakur in his incredibly fast sports car, but one that they had somehow embarked on. He felt that even in his own Morgan Roadster sports car, it would be a challenge. However, the road ahead was not a straightforward journey; it had many hazards, in particular, the volume of traffic that lay ahead. 
 
    Hasan looked at Sandy with his smile even broader than usual if that was even possible. He said, ‘Don’t worry, boss, we can catch him.’  
 
    For some reason, Sandy was reminded of a scene in the Steven Spielberg film Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom, where Indiana Jones falls into the back of a car driven by a nine-year-old boy nicknamed Short Round. Indiana says to him, ‘Short Round, step on it.’ 
 
    To which Short Round replies, ‘Okey dokey, Dr Jones. Hold onto your potatoes.’ Hasan was at least ten years older than Sandy and therefore thirty years older than Short Round, and they were the ones doing the chasing, rather than being chased as in the film, but it was the way that Hasan had smiled and said we can catch him that brought the comparison to Sandy’s mind. 
 
    Sandy couldn’t stop himself smiling back at Hasan and said, ‘Hasan, step on it.’ 
 
    Hasan then proceeded to pull up really close to the vehicles in front, then roar into the oncoming traffic, then pull in with fractions to spare having completed the overtake. Sandy could see the Porsche ahead doing this a lot more easily due to the incredible acceleration that the car had. Sandy was pleased that in India, they drove on the left-hand side of the road, the same as they do in the UK, so he wasn’t as unnerved as he might have been.  
 
    The next move that Hasan made, though, caused his heart to flutter. As Hasan was struggling to overtake with the volume of the oncoming traffic, he pulled the car left onto the grass verge and started undertaking the cars ahead of them. Hasan was leaving his hand permanently on the horn as a warning to all the people and animals in the way on the verge; they were jumping to safety as the car approached. It seemed to be a successful tactic, albeit as soon as Hasan started pressing his horn, all the other road users seemed to have taken it for a signal for them to do it as well. The noise was quite deafening. They were also getting a lot of irate drivers who did not appreciate how they were being passed. 
 
    Their progress came to a complete halt as they came up against several immoveable stalls at the side of the road. Hasan quickly pulled the car back onto the carriageway, narrowly avoiding careering into them. The Porsche was not that far in front now. Sandy realised that Hari Thakur probably didn’t know they were following him. Unfortunately, that soon came to an end when both Hasan and Hari tried to overtake at the same time. Sandy could see Hari Thakur glance into his rear-view mirror and then saw his body almost shudder. He then turned around in his seat and looked straight back at them. The look of fear and fright compared to his normal suave and sophisticated face was plain to see. 
 
    Unfortunately, for Sandy and poor Hasan who was driving, the car chase that they thought they were in was just about to start, as the person they were pursuing had only just realised that he was being followed. This was compounded by the fact that he was driving a Porsche 911 Turbo and they were driving in a Vitara car. There was now no competition as the Porsche started to pull away from them. 
 
    Suddenly, there was a loud bang on the roof of their car. The car reverberated with the sound of it and it frightened the life out of Sandy. Then there were another couple of loud thuds against the windscreen. Sandy immediately closed his eyes and ducked down as he thought that they were being shot at. He looked at Hasan, who also seemed to be ducking. With an extreme pull to the right on the steering wheel, Hasan took avoiding action, pulling them into the oncoming carriageway, but because it was such a sharp movement, they continued on to the grass verge on the opposite side of the road, sending baskets of fruit and other produce flying as they drove at speed beside the road on the grass verge. 
 
    Sandy looked across at who or what was firing at them, only to see it was actually an uncovered flatbed builders or construction-type truck that was losing bits and pieces of its load as it sped along the highway. Hasan had decided to stay on the wrong side of the highway, keeping on the grass verge. Suddenly, the traffic seemed to be slowly coming to a halt and when Sandy looked further along the road to see what was happening, he saw that the traffic had stopped to let a number of cows meander across both of the carriageways. Hasan was now able to make quite a bit of progress and they were heading to the front of the queue of traffic that was across the road from them on their original carriageway.  
 
    Sandy could see that the Porsche was almost at the front of the queued vehicles. Hasan and Sandy had almost caught up with it when both lanes of the traffic started to move again. Hasan was trying to see how he could cross this steady stream of oncoming traffic. When they had more or less drawn level with the Porsche, Sandy looked across, glancing through the traffic at Hari Thakur, who had slowed right down so that they were almost level with him. He had regained his confident air and was looking at Sandy and Hasan quizzically. Sandy was trying to get him to pull over on his side of the road so they could try and get across and speak to him. Then, with a huge thump, they stopped abruptly. They had collided with a large mound of earth that was right in the middle of the grass verge. Hasan had also apparently been looking at Hari Thakur and not in front of them, so had not seen this massive obstruction. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy and Hasan got out of the car and looked at the Porsche speeding off, with Hari Thakur waving at them as he started to pull away into the distance. Sandy had banged his right knee and left elbow on impact. Hasan was also feeling pain across his chest, presumably from the seatbelt where it jarred across him on impact. They looked around the car and there didn’t appear to be any damage as far as they could see. The damage was more to their pride from losing Hari Thakur, after they had made so much progress risking life and limb to almost catch up with him. 
 
    Hasan said, ‘Doesn’t look like any damage to me. Jump in quickly, I know a shortcut.’ 
 
    ‘How can there be a shortcut? Isn’t this the highway that takes us straight back to Vadodara?’ 
 
    ‘Lots of hold-ups still to come on the way, though, including a few railway crossings. Much less so this way.’ 
 
    They jumped back in the car and Hasan, after reversing back from the lump of earth, proceeded to pull across the oncoming traffic to re-join the correct carriageway. For some reason, Sandy and Hasan couldn’t stop laughing at themselves and what had happened over the last half an hour or so. They had only been going for about a hundred yards when Hasan did what was almost a handbrake turn to take them onto a very dusty dirt track that was not much wider than the car.  
 
    As they sped up the dirt track, the dust almost engulphed them, so much so that it was difficult to see clearly in front of them and impossible to see behind. This, though, wasn’t the biggest problem. The problem was the unevenness of the road and the car bounced violently up and down on the track as they went along. Up until now, they probably hadn’t caused any damage to either the underside of the vehicle, the shock absorbers or the tyres. However, Sandy was now not convinced that the vehicle would come out unscathed. 
 
    They were making good progress, with no traffic at all on the dirt track, just the odd animal or person wandering about or in the fields around them. At one stage, they went straight over a railway line, which Hasan didn’t even slow down for. Good job there wasn’t a train coming, thought Sandy. Hasan was in a total concentration mindset and Sandy thought this is what it must be like on rallies, such as the Paris to Dakar one.  
 
    As they got closer to Vadodara, the traffic, even on this remote road, started to build up. They, of course, had no idea whether they were anywhere near to catching up with Hari Thakur in his Porsche. Sandy was beginning to get a feeling of trepidation as to why they had embarked on chasing after Hari Thakur. After all, there was no logical reason for it. He hadn’t thought much about it earlier as he was caught up in the exhilaration of the chase, but now his knee and elbow were hurting and a dread-like feeling was growing in his stomach as to what they had actually been doing. 
 
     Hasan managed to get them along the road in order to meet the highway that they had originally been travelling on, only to see, triumphantly, that the Porsche was literally three cars ahead of them. Hari Thakur had clearly seen them and he then set off quickly again, with Hasan chasing. The Porsche turned abruptly right on reaching the Vadodara Junction railway station and drove into the station car park. Hasan and Sandy followed. When they drove round to the back of the station car park, they found the Porsche stationary but with no sign of Hari. 
 
    Sandy said, ‘He must have gone into the station. You go one way and I’ll go the other way.’ 
 
    They were both walking a little gingerly due to the effects from the sudden impact of their car hitting the mound of earth. The station complex, both the entrance way and the platforms, was unbelievably crowded, with people, baggage, goods and produce everywhere. It was, Sandy thought, quite a modern station. There was absolutely no way that they would ever be able to see Hari Thakur amongst these throngs of people.  
 
    Sandy met up with Hasan and they headed back to the car. Sandy saw a train just leaving for Mumbai and he secretly wished he was on that train. There was no sign of the Porsche, so Hari Thakur had completely evaded them. Sandy and Hasan examined the car. It was almost completely covered in dust, but they couldn’t see any dents or scratches. Of course, they had no idea whether there was any damage to the underneath of the car. Fortunately, Hasan had a cousin who was a motor engineer and after dropping Sandy off at his hotel, he was going to go straight there to get it examined and then thoroughly cleaned. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    India and England 
 
      
 
    Sandy had only just arrived back at his hotel room when he received the contact that he was expecting and dreading from Solomon. Luckily for Sandy, it was only a text message. The message was short and to the point: ‘I will send a car to collect you for you to be in my office at eight tomorrow morning.’ Sandy toyed with how best to respond to the text message, whether to play it casual or actually ask, why do you want to see me? He settled for ‘See you then’. 
 
    Sandy didn’t sleep at all well that night, which he unfortunately couldn’t put down to jet lag. He was extremely worried and in fact knew full well he had stepped out of line. Whatever had he and Hasan been thinking about, chasing after Hari Thakur. In the still and darkness of the sleepless night, it seemed ridiculous. Sandy had no idea what Hari had done, most probably nothing, but the nagging question that wouldn’t go away as he tossed and turned that night was, why had Hari made off immediately on seeing them? Sandy still had the picture in his mind of when they had almost caught up with Hari, of him momentarily letting down his overwhelmingly confident demeanour, to one of extreme vulnerability. Why this dramatic change in him? 
 
    An unfamiliar police officer to Sandy picked him up the next morning in the reception of the hotel to take him to the meeting with Solomon. There was no conversation between the two of them on the journey to the police station and Sandy wondered if the police officer was under strict instructions from Solomon not to engage in conversation with him.  
 
    On walking into Solomon’s office, Sandy saw Hasan sitting there looking extremely despondent, and for almost the first time in Sandy’s experience of seeing Hasan, not smiling. Solomon said, ‘DCI McFarlane, tell me what you were doing chasing Hari Thakur, or as his father, Amar Thakur, put it to me in very forcible terms, which was also the message he had conveyed to the commissioner of police, that you were harassing his son?’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘Well, he made off from us at the offices of the Sun Energy Company, so we went after him to see why he had done this.’ 
 
    Solomon could barely contain his rage. ‘Chase him all the way back to Vadodara? He was in a Porsche and you were in a Maruti Vitara. Seriously, what were you both thinking?’ 
 
     Sandy thought it best to keep quiet and let Solomon keep talking. Now was not the time to talk but a time to listen. 
 
     ‘You were supposed to complete enquires at the Sanpuri Hotel. You were supposed to complete enquiries at the offices of the Sun Energy Company. Did you do any of this? No, you did not. In fact, you did none of those things. What you did do, though, is upset greatly one of the most powerful and important families in the whole of Vadodara, if not in the whole of India.’ Solomon paused then continued. ‘You are here as a guest of the Indian government and the Vadodara Police. I am afraid that the invitation is now withdrawn and I would ask that you leave us to continue with the enquiry.’  
 
    Sandy wanted to argue his point, but he didn’t really have a point, so instead he said, ‘I am very happy to go personally and apologise to the Thakur family, and Hari in particular. I will also see if I can rearrange an earlier flight back to England.’ 
 
     ‘Do not go anywhere near that family. I am dealing with it, or trying to. I will get someone to take you back to your hotel now. Goodbye.’ 
 
    Sandy looked at Hasan on the way out of the office. He mouthed ‘sorry’ to him and saw just an inkling of a smile, but then Hasan returned to his morose look. Clearly, he had felt the wrath of Solomon before the meeting and was probably going to again before he was able to get out of there. 
 
    As Sandy headed back to his hotel, he felt that he had let lots of people down, including Solomon, who was right to be so cross with him, but he had also let down the UK government, his boss Jane Watson and, of course, himself, but mostly Isobel Smythe and her and Robert’s children.  
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy was able to rearrange his flights quite easily and after packing up his room, checked out and took a taxi to the airport. He wasn’t going to risk contacting Solomon to organise a lift from the police. As he made his way into the airport terminal and then through check in, he was feeling very despondent, and he thought to himself that this was the last time he would see Vadodara. He had hoped earlier in the week to have some free time on either today or Friday to enjoy some sightseeing and maybe get to see inside places like the Laxmi Vilas Palace. Obviously, this was not to be. 
 
    The flights taking Sandy back to England worked out very smoothly and on arrival at Heathrow, Sandy made a decision to take the underground train and head back to the flat for the weekend. He thought he would avoid Ely, trying to convince himself it was to give his mum and dad space, which was not really correct, as in reality it was probably to avoid having to talk to his Grandad Tom and maybe letting slip what had happened in India. He didn’t want his grandad to be disappointed in him. 
 
     Sandy busied himself in the flat on Saturday morning, even going for a run first thing. He felt a little bit guilty that he had told his rugby captain that he was unavailable for this weekend, but due to unforeseen circumstances he obviously was now available. In the afternoon, he took himself off to the National Gallery in Trafalgar Square to see an exhibition by an Italian painter from the sixteenth century, Titian. The exhibition was the reuniting of six paintings he had painted for King Philip of Spain and was titled ‘Love, Desire, Death’. Sandy thoroughly enjoyed the exhibition, which meant he was able to forget about his experience in India for a few hours.  
 
    All weekend, Sandy was waiting with dreaded anticipation to receive an email or text from Superintendent Jane Watson as a summons for him to be in her office first thing Monday morning. Sandy was that paranoid about what he thought the outcome of their meeting was likely to be that on the Sunday morning, he started to look at what possible vacancies there might be for him to apply for, searching the vacancies on the Metropolitan Police internal job site pages. One thing, though, that he couldn’t help but do was, at times, smile to himself – what an incredible time Hasan and he had had on their car chase/journey back to Vadodara. Gosh, it had been great fun, and even the sore knee and elbow were pretty much okay now. 
 
    Monday morning came and still no contact from Jane. So, Sandy decided to walk past her office slowly as soon as he got into work. As he did so, Jane Watson looked up from her computer and said, ‘Great work recovering the laptop and getting someone charged with stealing it. I suppose we are no closer to finding out why Mr Smythe died, though, are we?’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘Thanks. We are not, I am afraid, but we have narrowed down the timing and probable locations for when the poisoning took place.’ 
 
    ‘OK, don’t forget that as Phil is off this week, you need to lead the team meeting.’ 
 
    Sandy walked back to the desk he was using. All he could think about was, for all of Solomon’s bluster, he was an extremely honourable and straightforward man who had decided not to report Sandy’s actions to Jane Watson, but had felt that he had dealt with it himself by the admonishment of Sandy in his office and Sandy no longer taking part in his investigation. Sandy silently saluted Inspector Solomon Kyte of the Vadodara City Police. 
 
    The team meeting was pretty uneventful, and Phil Harris had dealt with almost all of the files that had been building up and had finalised them last week. He really was a most efficient and experienced detective, who Sandy knew he would be able to learn a lot more from. 
 
    Sandy had left Robert Smythe’s laptop in the flat. He would finish early, collect it and take it out to Canary Wharf for Paul Bristow to get it looked at. He presumed that would probably be his last involvement in the case.  
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    Sandy found out that Paul Bristow from Plato Solutions was on leave for the next two weeks, having taken his family on holiday abroad for the Easter break. He was, however, answering his emails and directed Sandy to hand the laptop over to an auditor, who was going to do the auditing of the Sun Energy Company accounts for him.  
 
    The week was short as it was Maundy Thursday later on that week and civil servants, which he now was one of, had the day off. So, he decided to visit Canary Wharf on the Wednesday morning. This would allow him to head back to Ely for the Easter weekend and as he had the following week off as holiday, Sandy was already feeling more relaxed – a little bit different to how he had felt the previous weekend. 
 
    Sandy handed over the laptop and the auditor he met promised to have completed all of the work on the audit within two weeks. He said that he would contact Sandy, via Paul Bristow as soon as he had done so. In the early afternoon, Sandy caught a train from Liverpool Street train station to take him to Cambridge, as he had agreed to his mum’s request to go that evening to evensong with her at King’s College Chapel in Cambridge.  
 
    He had a pleasant journey to Cambridge, as he managed to get a seat and was able to complete another review, read and send a few emails. He also glanced through the Metro newspaper he had picked up at Liverpool Street station. He read with interest an article stating that the wisteria plant had just come out in bloom in Cambridge, and Sidney Sussex College was claiming they had the best blooms, which had sparked one or two of the other Cambridge colleges to question this statement, claiming theirs were better. Sandy wondered whether he should have a walk around with his mother to see if many other blooms had come out as spectacularly as the ones reported at Sidney Sussex College.  
 
    Sandy took a bus into the centre of Cambridge and then had a short walk-through Cambridge to meet his mum in King’s Parade at The Copper Kettle café, a place that had been a regular haunt for his mum and him when he was studying there. He found his mum outside waiting for him and they went inside to enjoy a really tasty, very late lunch. Katherine McFarlane was quite happy to give seeing the wisteria a miss until later in the month. 
 
    Following the meal, they walked across the road to join the queue to get into King’s College Chapel for evensong. There were not that many in the queue so their chance of getting in for the service was looking good. Sandy looked along the road at the crowds walking around and was surprised to see Hannah Tobias, the barrister he had met in his Grandpa John’s office in chambers a few weeks ago. When their eyes met, Sandy waved at her and Hannah came over. 
 
    Hannah told him that she had just finished a case at Cambridge Crown Court. Sandy told her a little bit about his trip to India. When Hannah wandered off, Sandy’s mum, with a great beaming smile, said, ‘Wow, Sandy, I am not sure your dad and I had a chemistry like that, even when we first got together. It was sizzling! I can see what your grandpa meant when he mentioned her to me.’ 
 
    ‘Stop, Mum. Please stop now,’ Sandy told her, albeit they did both have extremely wide grins on their faces as they moved through to enter the chapel. The building was without doubt, in Sandy’s view, architecturally one of the most magnificent buildings in the whole of England. Sandy glanced across at the painting dominating a wall, which was ‘The Adoration of the Magi’ by Rubens. Even though he had seen it more times than he could remember, it was still captivating, not just to him, but to all who saw it. 
 
    The chapel choir who sang evensong were, as always, incredible, with their beautiful voices resounding throughout the chapel. As they slowly shuffled out with the rest of the congregation, it was clear that both Sandy and his mother felt uplifted, not just by the experience of evensong, but of being in each other’s company. 
 
    Sandy and his mum travelled home in her car, back to Ely where they had the house to themselves, as Sandy’s dad was not due home until the Thursday evening. Sandy assured his mum as they ate dinner together that he would help her tomorrow, to start the preparation for the family coming to visit at Easter, including his two sisters and their families. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
    England 
 
      
 
    Sandy’s mum was feeling really happy to have all of her children and two grandchildren at home with her on Easter Sunday. Almost all of them had come to the Easter service at the cathedral that morning. Katherine had produced a lovely roast lamb dinner, with a vegan alternative for her youngest daughter, Isla, and her husband, who was also with them from their home in Durham.  
 
    Isla and her husband had a big golden retriever dog, which after lunch they had all taken out for a walk. They visited a play area for the grandchildren to run about in and have a play on the swings, slide and roundabout. Sandy was also feeling very happy to be with all of his wider family, including his Grandad Tom, Grandma Margaret and his Grandpa John, which was lovely. He had quietly asked his grandpa to see if he could ask Hannah Tobias if she would like to have a coffee with him. He requested for him not to tell his family as he knew what both of his sisters’ reactions would be, then he would spend the rest of the day fielding questions that he didn’t know or want to divulge the answers to. 
 
    When they got back to the house, Grandpa John said that he had already received a text message back from Hannah and she would be delighted to meet him. She had asked John to pass on her mobile phone number as she felt a bit uncomfortable using Judge McFarlane, as she called him, as a go-between. Sandy thought, not as uncomfortable as me, having your seventy-five-year-old grandfather helping you out as a matchmaker. It would appear that Hannah was away for a week in Harrogate visiting her father, so sometime after that would suit her. 
 
    Sandy settled down in a chair on the patio area outside with Grandad Tom and Grandpa John, and they got into a conversation about being a detective and how they investigate.  
 
    Tom said, ‘One of the troubles with some senior modern-day detectives is that they have been taught and have developed skills that mean that they investigate a homicide as a science, with a process to go through, and not as an art form.’ 
 
    Sandy had never thought about it in this way, as on all of his detective courses and his SIO course he had learnt, and since developed, a process to go through and follow for each investigation; some of it applied and some of it didn’t, depending on the individual case.  
 
    ‘This type of investigation had to come in, though, with the police investigative mistakes, for example, in the Yorkshire Ripper case where he killed at least thirteen women and attempted to kill another seven. Some of those women would probably have been saved if the current-day method of investigation existed then,’ John contributed to the conversation. 
 
    Tom in reply said, ‘I don’t disagree, but what has happened to a detective’s intuition or having a gut feeling?’ 
 
    Sandy felt he had that intuition, but he didn’t want to mention his car chase across Gujarat based on his gut feeling, although he was sure that both of his grandfathers would have loved the story. Sandy said, ‘I do think you could have a blend of both the science and the art, follow a process to make sure you are not blinkered, and always carry out a thorough and transparent investigation, so you don’t miss anything, but within this you can still use investigative flair to carry out your enquiries or find investigative opportunities you may have overlooked.’ 
 
    John said, ‘Not all detectives can do that, so let the police carry out doing the science of investigation and leave the art and flair to the barrister in court.’ 
 
    They all laughed as this was Grandpa John’s usual quote – that it was the barrister who puts the finesse to a case and the police who do the heavy lifting.  
 
    Tom, in reply, said, ‘The detective still has to find the evidence and charge someone before it gets to a barrister, so I know all about the heavy lifting!’ 
 
    As it was getting a bit chilly outside on the patio, they decided to join the other members of the family inside the very crowded but joyful house. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy had enjoyed his week off and had made it to rugby training and also managed to fit in a game of golf with a couple of old school friends, albeit he played quite badly due to lack of practise. He’d also played a full eighty minutes of rugby on the Saturday, which was to be the last game of the season.  
 
    Sandy felt quite motivated when he returned to work and between Phil Harris and himself, they had, that week, got through all of the outstanding cases. So much so that Sandy started to think about the Robert Smythe case again, which was the only one that he had not been able to finalise. He had, in fact, received an email message that day from Solomon, to say that Jai Gupta’s case had been expedited, and he had entered a plea of guilty to the theft of the laptop and had received a suspended two-year prison sentence. Sandy found this a bit surprising when you took into account Jai Gupta’s previous conviction history. He had been sure all along that a deal had been done to ensure that the theft from a foreign national was resolved as easily and quickly as possible. 
 
    It was also at this time that Sandy received a call from Paul Bristow asking him if it was possible to arrange a meeting to discuss the now completed audit of the Sun Energy Company accounts. The audit had raised some interesting points that would need some clarification. Sandy was intrigued so organised to meet the next day. Sandy had already planned to stay over in the London flat for the weekend anyway. 
 
    As he was taken through to Paul Bristow’s office in the Canary Wharf building that he had now been to a couple of times, he saw that the auditor he’d met a couple weeks or so ago was already there. Sandy was extremely impressed by the exceptional written product that the auditor and Plato Solutions had put together. Paul asked the auditor, James Mace, to go through the document with Sandy. 
 
    James said, ‘The first section deals with bank transactions from the UK government to the All India Energy Company, and as you can see, these look pretty straightforward and there is no change to the monthly transaction. I have checked and each one went to the same sort code and bank account. You do get people committing cyber-crime where they cleverly go into the accounting system and change it to a fraudulent bank account then change it back again, but not in this case. 
 
    ‘When I visited their offices, they said that this was all in order, albeit the rupee exchange rate did alter the payment, going up or down depending on the rate for that particular date.’ 
 
    James continued by saying, ‘I have managed to account for that and the payments out to the Sun Energy Company are an identical match across. The Sun Energy Company account then matches this, as you can see, in the next section, which looks at their income. They actually have two accounts, one of which is tied into this one, and the other, which I am not able to see, and Robert wouldn’t have been able to see, is the account that has money transferred for payroll that comes from the Indian government, but from what I can see this seems to be OK as well. The monies paid to them and the use of it from the Indian government doesn’t concern us.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘They told me when I visited Sun Energy that those payments covered all wage payments to Indian nationals employed by the company. It seemed very generous to me, when you see the monies that the Indian government had already spent on infrastructure.’ 
 
    James continued by saying, ‘It is the next section where this audit becomes very interesting. This looks at what the Sun Energy Company spent the money on that they received from the UK government.’ 
 
    Paul said, ‘We are entitled to, as official auditors, ensure that grant money is being used for what it was intended for, and that this is a legitimate purpose. This would have been the main focus of Robert’s attention whilst he was there in India.’ 
 
    Paul ordered coffee for the three of them before they went through the interesting next section on expenditure. Sandy was very intrigued as to what was going to be revealed to him by James and Paul, and he wondered if it would help with his question as to why Robert died. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
      
 
    After the coffee had arrived, James proceeded to take Sandy through the next section in the report. Paul said before this, ‘Thank you for bringing us the copies of the invoices. It was extremely helpful for us to match across a line in the bank statement to a particular invoice. There are a few invoices missing, though.’ 
 
    Sandy was absolutely shocked by this revelation and said, ‘I brought you the exact numbers of invoices that we collected from the offices of Sun Energy Company.’ 
 
    James then proceeded to outline the next section in his report, saying, ‘The main payment in year one was to a one-off invoice from a Chinese company for the purchase of a thousand solar panels. This came to a total of £200,000. This seems quite cheap to me, as that is only £200 each.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘I would agree as I have seen the solar panels. They are really large and not the size you see on a normal house.’ 
 
    James continued by saying, ‘There is associated with this a cost equivalent to £50,000 to an Indian construction company to fit them. Then there is an invoice for a similar amount to this figure of £50,000 in year one to buy an almost new Range Rover. I am not sure that this would fit the grant agreement, to buy a luxury car, and I have highlighted this for DFID to consider. Then we have payments of £150,000 to a consultancy company called SEC Consultancy. There are ten separate lines, one per month starting after the first two months, each for the figure of £15,000. However, none of these invoices are in the copies you gave us. They are all missing.’ 
 
    Sandy was intrigued by this, and Paul said, ‘As you know, we have examined Robert’s laptop and as I told you originally, all of the bank accounts are on our IT cloud, which is best described as our internal data storage system that you can access from anywhere in the world, which is what Robert did in India. The interesting thing is Robert must have seen these invoices as they are all marked with an asterisk, which shows he saw them and they match the account.’ 
 
    James continued saying, ‘After payments for insurance and other services, there was a £49,000 underspend in year one.’ 
 
    Sandy was thinking that someone must have removed this set of invoices from the offices of Sun Energy Company. There were only three people who had access: Mohan Jadeja, Jeet Desai and Hari Thakur. 
 
    James then continued by saying, ‘In year two, there are twelve payments, one per month to this SEC Consultancy, now of £20,000 each, so this amounts to £240,000, almost half of the grant money for the year. All twelve of these invoices are missing from the copy set you brought us. However, as Paul mentioned, Robert must have seen them as again, they have an asterisk marked against them.’ 
 
    Sandy was again very shocked by this revelation and said, ‘How much is it in total that was paid to this consultancy company? Where are they based?’ 
 
    James said, ‘It amounts to £390,000. We haven’t got the accounts for this year, which is now almost four months gone, so likely more again. Not sure where they are registered, but their bank that the monies is paid into is the Credit Union Bank of Gujarat.’ 
 
    ‘There was no purchase of solar panels in year two and there was actually a carry-over for years one and two of over £300,000. This is sitting in the Sun Energy Company bank account.’ 
 
    Paul said, ‘I am very experienced in these types of audits and would say that the purchase of the car is not right and the payments to the consultancy company seems an excessive percentage of the overall grant. Also, the lack of purchase and installation of any solar panels in year two is not good management of the grant monies. The only thing we found on Robert’s laptop were his notes for this audit. They highlighted exactly what we have just told you. You can see a copy of the notes in the appendices in the document we have prepared. In essence, Robert states that the car and consultancy fees are not appropriate, and he had received unsatisfactory answers from the Sun Energy Company regarding this.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘All things considered, at a minimum this sounds like misuse of the UK government funds to me.’ 
 
    Paul replied, ‘We are not saying it is criminal, that is for you to find out, but I agree, poor use of the monies we are giving as a grant, and that will be our recommendation to DFID.’  
 
    Sandy thanked Paul and the auditor for the hard work on the audit and asked Paul if he could send a copy of the report through to him electronically, as well as the hard copy he had given him. 
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    Sandy had been given permission by Jane Watson to share confidentially with Paul Bristow the fact that Robert had died of arsenic poisoning. Sandy stressed, to a visibly shaken Paul, that they didn’t know if it was accidental or deliberate. Paul asked if the family were aware, and Sandy told him that Robert’s widow had been informed. Paul asked if he could share it confidentially with the senior partner for the East Midlands region, as this was actually Robert’s line manager and not himself. Sandy thought that this would be OK but asked for it not to go any further as he could end up getting into trouble. 
 
    Sandy checked his watch as he headed back to his London flat. It was now too late in Vadodara to ring Solomon. He would do it on Monday morning. However, over the weekend Sandy thought that maybe Hasan’s brother, Adip, who worked in the economic, fraud and cyber-crime unit, might be the best person for Sandy to contact in order to try and confirm details of what he had been told before he spoke to Solomon. 
 
    On the Saturday, Sandy visited Portobello Road Market in the Notting Hill area of Kensington, London. He was looking for a present for his mum and dad to say thank you for letting him stay not only in the flat for a low rent, but also in Ely at the weekends so often. The market was in full swing and he enjoyed looking at the stalls selling antiques and clothing, including a lot of retro clothing from years gone by, as well as fruit, vegetables and other food from delicatessens. He thought about the marketplace near Lehripura Gate, Vadodara, and he concluded that in all corners of the world, bustling, vibrant marketplaces like Lehripura Gate and Portobello Road were not much different, albeit the noise, the colourful clothing, the volume of people and the heat had made the Vadodara marketplace different to this quaint and very lovely English one. Sandy bought a couple of matching romantic, small porcelain statues. He was pretty sure his father wouldn’t appreciate them, but knew his mother really would.  
 
    On Monday morning as soon as Sandy was awake, he called Hasan and said, ‘Hasan, how are you? Is Solomon any happier with you yet?’ 
 
    ‘He was fine with me by the next day. He is a very honourable man and not one to bear a grudge. He has filed the Robert Smythe case, though, as the file is no longer on his desk.’ 
 
    This news really disturbed Sandy, who said, ‘I may have some news that could hopefully alter his opinion, but I wonder if I should go to him about it, or would it be possible for your brother Adip to just check a few facts for me first?’ 
 
    ‘I agree let’s get our facts straight before we go to Inspector Kyte. I loved our car chase, but I am not sure we had any facts for doing it, did we?’ Hasan replied. 
 
    Sandy could picture Hasan’s incredible broad grin, so much so that he started to smile himself, and said, ‘Yes, it was good fun. What I need to find out, though, is who are the registered directors of a company called SEC Consultancy? Also, to find out who is registered as the users of their bank account with the Credit Union Bank of the Gujarat? There are a number of invoices missing from the pile we collected in Sanpuri and they all relate to this SEC Consultancy.’ 
 
    Hasan clearly felt indignant about this information and said, ‘I copied every single one they gave me and organised their return to them the next day, so they must have gone missing before our visit.’ 
 
    ‘I know you did, Hasan. Did you by any chance take the registration number of the Sun Energy Company Range Rover, as I didn’t? It might also be worth checking what that is valued at?’ 
 
    ‘I will ask Adip now to see if he can do the enquiries and get back to me, and not to mention anything to Inspector Kyte just yet, well at least until we know some more. Adip is in the office today, so hopefully if he is not too busy, he might get us an answer by the end of this week.’ 
 
    ‘That will be great and I look forward to speaking to you hopefully later in the week.’ 
 
    Sandy then quickly got changed and headed into the FCO as he was chairing the Monday morning team meeting because Phil Harris was away at a conference for a few days.  
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy was feeling really happy all week. The team meeting had gone well and Jane Watson had mentioned a possible trip to Madrid for him to discuss with the authorities in Spain the number of deaths of British citizens that occur there. Obviously only a few of them were homicides, but prevention of homicide was also an objective that they now needed to look at in the unit. 
 
    Sandy was, in particular, feeling good about the fact that he was meeting Hannah Tobias for coffee on Wednesday. This was going to take place at the Old Bailey, which is the Central Criminal Court based in the City of London. Hannah had a case that she was working on there all week. 
 
    When Wednesday came, Sandy took his time to choose which suit to wear and he chose a colourful silk tie. He clearly hadn’t worn the tie at the FCO before as at least three people commented that they liked his tie that morning. Sandy walked along Fleet Street and into Ludgate Hill. He could see St Paul’s Cathedral filling the landscape a few hundred yards in front of him. However, before getting to this, he turned into the Old Bailey, the street that housed the court. 
 
    As Sandy walked up to the new entrance into the court, he thought about the number of times he had been in here with cases from when he was a detective in the West End. He had come here for the first time when he was at the University of Cambridge as part of his law degree. He had visited court number one on that occasion, but a court he had never since had a case in. The courts, in particular court number one, had held trials for some notorious people such as the Kray twins, Oscar Wilde, Peter Sutcliffe (the Yorkshire Ripper) and Ian Huntley, who killed the two ten-year-old girls Holly Wells and Jessica Chapman. This was a local case for Sandy that he was aware of whilst growing up, through his Grandad Tom’s involvement.  
 
    Sandy used his Metropolitan Police warrant card to gain him entry to the court, telling the security guard he had a meeting with a barrister in court twelve. Sandy made his way along the corridors and into the back of court twelve. He could see Hannah at the front. She had on the traditional barrister court clothing of the black gown over a black suit and had a white wig on, which Sandy had in the past been told was made of horsehair and was worn by barristers out of respect for the court. Not long after Sandy arrived, the court concluded for the day and Hannah came smiling to the back of the court to meet him, swiftly removing her wig in the process. When he saw her smile, Sandy felt a fluttering to his stomach that he hadn’t seemed to experience for a long while. 
 
    Hannah said, ‘I am so glad you came, but I am really sorry, I only have about thirty minutes or so as I have a meeting with my client and his solicitor then.’ 
 
    They quickly made their way to the canteen in the court building, and after ordering their coffee, Sandy said, ‘What is your case about and who is your client?’ 
 
    ‘It’s a conspiracy to supply drugs case. The main offenders are a couple of men from London. My client is a nineteen-year-old who is right on the periphery and, it is alleged, sells drugs for them in the Derbyshire area. A solicitor from there sends me a few clients from time to time and he is one of them.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think you will get him off?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I think so. Why didn’t you become a barrister, Sandy, like your grandfather, Judge John? You did a fantastic law degree at Cambridge, surely it was a natural transition?’  
 
    ‘I always wanted to be a detective, not really a police officer, but a detective. My other grandfather was a senior detective.’  
 
    ‘So, one grandfather won over the other one then!’ 
 
    They both laughed and then laughed even more when they spoke about them being set up by a seventy-five-year-old retired judge. He had possibly completed a better match than any dating app, something they had both tried on a few occasions in the past. Their time together had been much too short when Hannah had to return for her meeting, but they decided that having dinner together in Cambridge was their best next step. As Sandy walked away, he thought that not only was Hannah beautiful, her sense of humour and easy-going personality made her a good match for him. He just wondered why she hadn’t been snapped up by another man in the past. 
 
    Over the next couple of days, Sandy realised more and more that he was very taken with Hannah and they had exchanged a couple of chatty text messages, which encouraged him even more.  
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    When Friday arrived, Sandy’s mobile phone rang while he was still fast asleep. He looked at the time and it was only five a.m. His heart started to pound and he quickly answered it so as to make sure the ringing didn’t disturb his father, who was still in London and sleeping in the next room.  
 
    The voice on the end of the phone said, ‘Good morning, DCI McFarlane, it is Adip here, Hasan’s brother. He is also here with me. Are you OK, you sound a bit drowsy?’ 
 
    ‘Well, it is only five o’clock in the morning here, Adip. I was asleep.’ 
 
    ‘So sorry, I forgot about the time difference! I will call back later.’ 
 
    Before Sandy could protest as he was now feeling fully alert, Adip promptly terminated the call. Sandy quickly made himself a cup of tea and got out his rough book for the Robert Smythe case, then rang Adip back. 
 
    ‘Hi, Adip, I am fully awake now. I presume you have you got some news for me?’ 
 
    ‘Oh yes, Hasan and I are very excited. Firstly, the Range Rover is not registered to Sun Energy Company.’ 
 
    ‘Are you sure? The invoice for the car was paid by the SEC,’ Sandy said. 
 
    ‘It is registered to Jeet Desai.’ 
 
    ‘Really! I will be interested to see his employment conditions to see if it included the purchase of a car for him, on top of his wages, which are paid by the Indian government.’ 
 
    ‘The news, Mr Alexander, gets even more interesting!’ Adip seemed to be bursting to tell him what he had found out and continued by saying, ‘I contacted our Companies House in Delhi and the SEC has two directors. Guess who?’ 
 
    ‘You tell me please, Adip. I couldn’t guess.’ 
 
    ‘Jeet Desai and Hari Thakur.’  
 
    ‘So, that pair have been taking some of the money from the grant for themselves?’ 
 
    ‘I went to Ahmedabad, which, although not the political capital of Gujarat, is our largest city and where most of the banks’ headquarters are located. I have contacts at the Credit Union Bank of the Gujarat and the bank account you gave me is also registered to both Jeet Desai and Hari Thakur.’ 
 
    ‘Robert must have found this out, which is why they killed him.’ 
 
    ‘I am not sure you can quite say they killed him, but it looks like they were certainly taking money from the account. This bit is confidential: every two or three weeks or so, the equivalent of £10,000 in rupees was taken out in cash.’ 
 
    ‘Why didn’t the bank report this?’ asked Sandy. 
 
    ‘It is not unusual in India for companies to pay wages in cash to their workers, so this would not be out of the ordinary.’ 
 
    ‘They both must be guilty of theft, though.’ 
 
    ‘Well, as part of the confidential information I was given, all of the payment slips were signed by Jeet Desai without exception, so unless he has a good explanation, definitely him, but not so sure about Hari Thakur.’ 
 
    Sandy and Adip agreed that they wouldn’t tell Inspector Kyte anything until next week, when Sandy would call him. They agreed to keep Hasan out of it and say that Sandy had approached Adip directly, having met him when he last visited. 
 
    Sandy was really excited and definitely woke his dad when he shouted, ‘Yes!’ He was now convinced that on the day they had seen Hari turn up at the Sun Energy Company offices, he had come for his share of the cash, which had been collected in the previous weeks from the bank by Jeet Desai.  
 
    Sandy had by now decided to go to Ely for the weekend to try and occupy himself before talking to Solomon next week. He would also need to contact Jane Watson, who he knew wasn’t at work today, and subsequently Jill Munro at DFID. He probably should have told them about the missing invoices and the monies paid to the consultancy earlier in the week, but this new information would add more detail, so next week, as it turned out, would be a better time to tell them what he knew. 
 
    Sandy remembered the words DC Stephen Thomas had told him that Robert’s children had said at his funeral service: they would make him proud of them. Well, Sandy intended to do that, make Robert proud that someone was still tenaciously looking at why he died. He also thought to update Stephen directly and not go via his DCI on this occasion. 
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    On Saturday morning, Sandy ate breakfast with his mum and dad and gave them the porcelain statues, which, as he’d thought, his mum was delighted with, but saw that his dad seemed a bit bemused, but Sandy could see he was pleased as to how happy his wife was with them.  
 
    Later that morning, Sandy sat in his bedroom and looked through the Plato Solutions audit report again. He then looked through the rough book he was keeping for the death of Robert Smythe. Sandy decided that it would be helpful if he made a list of who he thought were witnesses in the case and who he thought were suspects. So, he started to make a list of these key individuals in the rough book. 
 
      
 
    
     
      
      	  Witnesses 
    
  
      	  Significant witness 
    
  
      	  Suspect 
    
  
     
 
      
      	  Jai Gupta (no statement but witness to the unknown person who paid him to steal laptop) 
    
  Palace Hotel staff x 3 (statements obtained) 
    
  
      	  Mohan Jadeja? 
  
      	  Jai Gupta (convicted theft of the laptop) 
    
  Mohan Jadeja? 
    
  Jeet Desai (theft and murder) 
    
  
     
 
      
      	  Witnesses 
    
  
      	  Significant witness 
    
  
      	  Suspect 
    
  
     
 
      
      	    
    
    
  The Sanpuri Hotel staff (no statements) 
    
  Professor Sharma and Dr Nicholas Stroud (pathologists) 
    
  James Mace (auditor, Plato Solutions) 
    
  Sgt Adip Bhatt (no statement but to compile evidence of SEC company and bank account) 
    
  
      	    
    
  
      	    
    
    
    
  Hari Thakur (theft and murder, laptop theft?) 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
      
 
    There were, of course, a lot more witnesses than those Sandy had highlighted, for example, the digital media examiners who were able to help pinpoint Robert’s movements, the cleaner who found his body, and one or two others. Sandy was just trying to order his thinking and working like this helped him.  
 
    Sandy was also now kicking himself about the day that he and Hasan had chased Hari Thakur back to Vadodara. On this day, they could have totally eliminated the Sanpuri Hotel staff and taken relevant witness statements. They would also have been able to have had a good look around the offices of the Sun Energy Company. He presumed that if there had been anything to be found there, it most certainly wouldn’t be there now. If one of Sandy’s officers had failed to do what he had asked them to and had gone off on a car chase, Sandy probably would have been a lot crosser with them than Solomon Kyte had been with him.  
 
    He was also unsure within which category Mohan Jadeja, the business officer at the Sun Energy Company, fitted into. Mohan was, at a minimum, what Sandy described as a significant witness. Sandy used this category to describe someone who had witnessed a crime or had at least been told about the crime by the offender. Mohan must have at least known what was going on in relation to the money that went to SEC Consultancy. Mohan was the one who paid their invoices; surely, he must have at least suspected something. 
 
    Sandy decided to also include Mohan as a suspect, and on reflection, he thought that was the most appropriate category for him to be in. Then, of course, he had Hari Thakur and Jeet Desai as suspects, not just for any possible theft of money, but for the murder of Robert Smythe through poisoning him with arsenic.  
 
    From his time in the Metropolitan Police, Sandy knew that in England, if you make a decision to class someone as a suspect, this is an important decision for the detective to take during the criminal investigation. It means that you have to make sure the person is treated in such a way to safeguard their human rights, for example, by cautioning them on arrest. Sandy had always adhered to this and never fallen foul of not doing it. The learning from his law degree made sure he was equally aware of the law that stood behind the reasoning for it.  
 
    In England, you use the rights through the Police and Criminal Evidence Act. Sandy wondered what they used in India. He had seen that although the rights seemed to be managed and controlled by Solomon, when Jai Gupta wanted a solicitor, he was given one.  
 
    Based on the evidence obtained by the auditor from Plato Solutions and the information that Adip Bhatt had found out, Sandy felt that designating Hari Thakur, Jeet Desai and, a little less convincingly, Mohan Jadeja as suspects, although a bold and courageous move, was the right and fairest decision to make. Sandy was not sure whether Solomon Kyte would agree, in particular to the classing of Hari Thakur as a suspect. Sandy knew that his call to Solomon on Monday needed to be convincing, as he was sure the answer to Robert’s death must lie with these three individuals. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy had agreed to help his Grandad Tom in his garden that afternoon, and was going to stay with him and his grandma for a meal afterwards. Sandy set off walking alongside the river and then up through Cherry Hill Park. He only glanced across at the cathedral, not really taking in the view as he was deep in thought about how he would convince Solomon to restart the investigation. Sandy couldn’t remember how much he had already told his grandad about the case. He was pretty sure he had mentioned the arsenic poisoning. He probably shouldn’t have, but if he was able to, he told his grandad everything. His grandad knew first-hand what it was like to be a senior investigating officer. He didn’t rely on theory as he had lived and breathed a number of homicide investigations. 
 
    On arrival at his grandparents’ house, he found that his two nephews were also present, as his sister Aileen and her husband had gone out for the day together.  
 
    After playing football with the eldest, his four-year-old nephew, Sandy settled into helping clear a pond that had become overgrown at the bottom of the garden. The pond was normally covered over with a mesh to protect the children, so they had to be watchful that the boys kept away whilst they worked with the mesh off the pond.  
 
    As they worked, Tom asked Sandy, ‘How is your work going, are you enjoying it? Any interesting investigations?’ 
 
    Sandy didn’t want to convey to his grandad how nervous he was about talking to Solomon about the case, so he just said, ‘Yes, I am really enjoying it, but the case in India is worrying me a bit. How do you convince someone that you have a gut feeling or intuition that someone is guilty, or at least a suspect?’ 
 
    ‘You have to stick to the facts, find the evidence, intelligence and information to support your detective’s intuition.’ 
 
    ‘I think I have got that information now, but what I can’t understand is why would anyone who has more money than you or I could ever dream about, and with an expectation to one day inherit a billion-pound company, want to, or need to, steal more money?’ 
 
    ‘Greed is a powerful motive, Sandy. I know from some of the cases that I have investigated in the past, enough money was never enough money. Also, the expectation of the wealth you are going to have sometimes makes you greedy for it now.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘This is not a case of the character Pip in Charles Dickens’ novel Great Expectations, Grandad. This person has it almost all now. As a director of the company, I suspect he gets more in a year in wages and dividends than I will get in ten years.’ 
 
    ‘All depends what he is spending it on. However much you have, you can still spend it, then need more to spend it on more!’ 
 
    Tom looked at his grandson, very much admiring the man he had become; he was such a kind and caring man, who had no interest in money. Yes, maybe because he was so looked after and cosseted by his parents, but that didn’t mean he didn’t appreciate the value of it. Tom continued by saying, ‘If you were using Kipling’s 5WH principle, I would say, Sandy, you are struggling with the “why” part of it.’ 
 
    ‘No, not really. The “why” was to cover up a crime they were committing. It was just the motivation for one of them, and I like your comment, “Greed is a powerful motive” and might use it as my own.’ 
 
    They continued digging and raking for another hour or so before they decided to go into the house to help Sandy’s grandma with his two nephews and to have a well-earned cup of tea. Although his grandad was now getting a lot older, Sandy knew he always gave him sound advice. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy travelled back to London on the Sunday afternoon as he wanted to give Solomon a call at the earliest opportunity on Monday morning. He knew it would be pointless trying to do this on the train journey from Ely to London the next morning, as it would be far too busy and noisy. The journey, as it turned out, wasn’t very enjoyable due to the extremely annoying engineering works on the railway tracks that were being carried out on the Sunday. England’s Victorian built railway network was unfortunately in dire need of improvements and was having an upgrade, although it seemed to be being continually upgraded. Sandy appreciated this, but not really that much as his journey took him twice the time that it would have normally taken. 
 
    On Monday morning, as soon as Sandy woke up, he rang Solomon, desperately hoping that he would answer. Sandy had laid out his rough book and the auditor’s report on the table in front of him, so he had it there ready to refer to if needed. 
 
    As the phone rang, Sandy felt really nervous and he tried to calm himself by having a quick sip of his steaming hot mug of tea. Luckily, Solomon answered the phone and Sandy said, ‘Hello, Inspector Kyte, it’s Alexander McFarlane here calling from England.’ 
 
    ‘I know it is you, Sandy. How have you been keeping?’ 
 
    Sandy took this response as a positive, as last time they had spoken Solomon was, in essence, shouting at him. Sandy said, ‘I am well, thank you for asking. I have an update I would like to share with you as I now have the auditor’s report into the Sun Energy Company accounts.’ 
 
    ‘I thought the case was now closed. Is there any point in discussing it further with me? Let them discuss it directly with Sun Energy Company or directly with the All India Energy Company!’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think that would be appropriate as I believe there may have been criminal activity that has taken place. I can send you the report via email, but please can I go through the report now with you to outline what has been found out?’ 
 
    Sandy continued quickly without waiting for Solomon to reply. ‘The Range Rover used by Jeet Desai was bought out of the British Government grant, and it is not registered to Sun Energy but in Jeet’s own name.’ 
 
    Sandy didn’t tell Solomon that Adip Bhatt had found this out for him. He was saving that bit of information for later in the conversation. 
 
    Solomon said, ‘OK, that does sound like a misappropriation of the monies from the grant. Is that it? I think we should be able to get him dealt with for that.’ 
 
    ‘No, I am afraid there is much more that I need to share with you from the report. There have been payments almost every month to a consultancy company called SEC Consultancy, and this figure amounts to at least £390,000, and we only have the figures up until the end of last year. That figure will now, I am sure, be higher.’ Sandy heard Solomon whistle loudly, so quickly continued talking. ‘SEC Consultancy is jointly owned by Jeet Desai and Hari Thakur. Please don’t get upset, but I asked Sergeant Adip Bhatt to check out a few facts for me before I spoke to you, hence that is why I know this, and also that they have a bank account that is in their names, from which it appears £10,000 is taken out in cash every few weeks.’ 
 
    After Sandy had said this, there was a long period of silence. Sandy desperately wanted to fill this silent gap, but he knew he needed Solomon to be the next person to speak. After what seemed an inordinately long time, Solomon said, ‘I agree, we must re-open the case based on the information you have just told me.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘I think that is why they murdered Robert, because he found out what they were up to.’ 
 
    ‘Hang on a minute, DCI McFarlane. Don’t let your imagination run away with you again. Let’s start by looking at the theft of the money first.’ 
 
    ‘But we must take into account that Robert Smythe died of arsenic poisoning. We must please look at his death again. It is not fair to him or his family if we don’t do that.’ 
 
    Solomon told Sandy he would get back to him. He now needed to talk to his commissioner and think about search warrants and probably arrests, and this would take a few days. He would consider whether to invite Sandy to be part of this, depending on what his bosses and the Indian government felt. 
 
    Sandy thanked him and then quickly sent a text to Hasan to let his brother, Adip, know that he’d told Solomon about his involvement, albeit to be fair, Solomon hadn’t on the surface been troubled by this information of Adip’s involvement. 
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    As soon as Sandy had arrived at the offices of the FCO, he went straight to Superintendent Jane Watson’s office. He had with him the auditor’s report and his notes on what Adip had told him. Jane waved him in and he took a seat. Sandy went through the report with her as succinctly as he could, and he also covered what Adip had found out in relation to who owned SEC Consultancy and the cash amounts being drawn out of their account on a regular basis.  
 
    Finally, Sandy told Jane about his conversation that morning with Solomon. Jane said, ‘Sandy, this is turning out to be a really interesting case. It seems as though we now have the suspected theft on a large scale from the British Government. Although I am not sure we will ever be able to prove it, I agree with you that we also might have the murder of a British citizen, who was in essence working for the government. I am going to have to urgently speak to our bosses here, and also let Jill Munro at the DFID know what is happening.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘They should know at DFID this morning anyway, as Plato Solutions were filing the audit report with them first thing today. They of course won’t know, as we do, about who owns the car and SEC Consultancy.’ 
 
    Jane told Sandy that she would call him later with the result of her conversations. Her morning had now shifted in an entirely different direction to what she had planned. 
 
    Sandy went along to his desk, and he had not long finished the Monday morning team meeting when Jane appeared with a Director General from the FCO, whom he hadn’t met before. Jane told Sandy that the three of them needed to go immediately to a meeting at the DFID offices. 
 
    After arriving at the DFID offices, the three of them were whisked into a meeting room. Sandy was surprised to see sitting at the table the Secretary of State for DFID, Christine Campbell, MP. Also present was Director Jill Munro and another man who Sandy didn’t know, but found out was another civil servant, also a director general. 
 
    Christine welcomed everyone to the meeting and then asked Sandy to give her the highlights of the case. Sandy kept to his grandad’s ‘keep to the facts’ briefing style. Christine said, ‘Thank you, DCI McFarlane. Okay everybody, how are we going to smooth this over as it is highly embarrassing, not just from a political point of view, but from all other points of view. Why were we not checking earlier in this grant’s award what this money was being used for, rather than wait for an official audit to take place? This, in my view, is shutting the gate after the horse has bolted, and just not good enough governance I am afraid.’ 
 
    As Sandy moved to emotionally respond, quite strongly, to the minister’s comments, Jane Watson gently, and unseen by anyone else at the meeting, touched Sandy’s arm. This was enough of an action to quell the fire that was building up inside of him. Sandy said, ‘Minister, I understand what you are saying, but could I please speak on behalf of the victim and be the voice of Robert Smythe in this room? He went to India, albeit indirectly, on behalf of this government. He found out what on the surface appears to be the theft of a large amount of money, and as a result of him doing his duty, he died. I think he was murdered, but we can’t at the moment say that for sure. What we can say is that he consumed a fatal dose of arsenic.’ 
 
    Christine said, ‘I absolutely feel for his family, but the fallout if this comes to light will possibly jeopardise dozens of projects that assist right across the developing world. If we had to pull the plug on them, this could endanger hundreds, if not thousands, of lives as they continue in live in the abject poverty as some do.’ 
 
    ‘Minister, I totally agree, but I presume that a well thought out harm reduction strategy by your staff could minimise and offset that risk. I feel we owe it to Robert Smythe, his wife and children that we do all we can to enquire into his death and, if necessary, bring his offenders to justice. He died before his time doing a service to this country.’  
 
    Everyone in the room was silent as they listened to the conversation exchange between the Secretary of State and Sandy. Christine said, ‘Thank you for putting your point across so well, but I must consider the bigger and overall global picture. After I have had some discussions with colleagues, then via Jill Munro I will get back to the FCO on what I think we should do next.’ 
 
    As abruptly as it started, the meeting had finished. As they walked out of the room, Jane Watson gave Sandy a very discreet smile and positive nod. Sandy had increasingly come to realise that Jane was not only extremely efficient and effective, but was also a very caring person to all of her staff. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy felt he needed to take a walk and get some fresh air to clear his mind, so he said goodbye to Jane Watson and the Director General who were going to take the route directly back to the FCO. Sandy reflected on the two key conversations that he had had today. He felt he was swimming against the tide to get anyone to support him in the investigation of homicide in relation to the death of Robert Smythe.  
 
    Neither Solomon nor, now it would seem, the Secretary of State for DFID wanted to support the investigation. Sandy was unsure what he needed to do next, but he was determined to do something. As he walked along Whitehall, he came to the junction with the Palace of Westminster. He could see ahead of him Big Ben, its clock tower and the Palace of Westminster covered in scaffolding whilst it underwent urgent repairs. Every time Sandy came along here, he felt he was missing out on seeing these iconic sights. Even though he had seen them so many times before, and would of course see them uncovered again in the future, it still wasn’t the same. 
 
    Sandy turned right and walked along Parliament Square. He could have carried straight on ahead, but he decided to turn left along the bottom-hand corner of Parliament Square’s quadrangle, and he stopped to look at the Middlesex Guildhall, which was the building that housed the Supreme Court. Sandy admired the impressive stonework and the carvings that ordained the outside. He liked the gargoyles and, in particular, the four angels of protection. He felt especially inspired, though, by a scene on one of the friezes that showed King John in 1215 handing the Magna Carta over to the barons at Runnymede. The Magna Carta was all about protection of a person’s human rights, and that was what Sandy felt he needed to do – fight for Robert and his family’s right for justice. 
 
    Sandy was going to walk in the direction of Westminster Abbey and head back alongside this using a slightly circular route to get him back to the FCO, but he felt more determined and inspired than ever, so he decided to take the direct route back to the offices. On the way, he pondered on whether speaking to the coroner or Isobel Smythe’s member of parliament, or at least ask her to speak to her MP, to see if this would make a difference. One thing he knew he must now do was to update Northamptonshire Police and the family. 
 
    As Sandy made his way to the office, he received a call from Jane Watson asking him to go and see her immediately. Jane told him that his impassioned plea had softened the minister’s stance. She wanted Jill Munro to go with him in the morning to see the family and to gauge their opinion on what the next steps could be. Obviously, in terms of the theft of the money, if the British Government didn’t make a complaint, then there was no investigation in relation to this, but they couldn’t really brush a death under the carpet. The words ‘smooth over’ were really rankling Sandy. As Sandy left Jane’s office to make the arrangements, she told him that he had her full support. Thank goodness Jane didn’t know about his car chase, thought Sandy to himself, or her opinion of him might be a little dimmer, but he and Hasan could still be proved to be right. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy decided that he needed to adhere to the formal and hierarchical request that he had been given by the Northamptonshire’s DCI, telling Sandy that he needed to be informed first about any developments, so he rang him. Sandy told DCI Simon Jones of the possibility of arsenic poisoning, the possibility of a large amount of money being stolen and the meeting with the secretary of state earlier that day. Simon Jones got upset with Sandy as to why they in Northamptonshire were not invited to that meeting, but on being told it had been held with only fifteen minutes’ notice, he said he understood. Sandy explained that he had had a request by a senior civil servant to visit the family in the morning and asked if this could be arranged. Simon Jones said he would organise everything and he would be at the meeting, a fact that didn’t surprise Sandy. 
 
    DC Stephen Thomas rang to let Sandy know that he had organised for them to meet with Mrs Smythe at the doctor’s surgery where she worked, as she had now returned to work. One of the family doctors there had agreed to support her, as her friend was unable to be there. The DCI was also going to be present at the meeting. 
 
    Sandy and Jill Munro travelled together the next morning from London Euston station to Northampton. They had a really good conversation about what life was like working in the civil service, and Sandy highlighted to her the differences he found between the FCO and the Metropolitan Police. They didn’t once mention the meeting the previous day or the Smythe case, which Sandy found unusual, and although he wanted to discuss the case, decided to keep quiet as well. Jill knew what he thought from his comments yesterday, but Sandy didn’t know what she thought.  
 
    Stephen Thomas picked them up at the station and took them to the doctor’s surgery, where, on entering into the meeting room, the three of them saw Isobel Smythe and another woman with her, who Sandy presumed was the family doctor. He also saw the DCI whom he hadn’t met before. Isobel seemed really pleased to see Sandy, which he found reassuring, confirming that his approach with her so far had been the right one.  
 
    Jill opened the meeting and said, ‘Mrs Smythe, can I on behalf of the government and my Secretary of State, Christine Campbell, who personally wanted to offer you our condolences on the death of your husband.’ Jill paused for a moment, then continued by saying, ‘As you know from DCI McFarlane, it is thought that Mr Smythe died as a result of the ingestion of a fatal dose of arsenic. What you probably don’t know is that he discovered some really poor governance of the grant money that we, as a Government, paid out on this project, on which he was carrying out an audit for us.’ 
 
    Sandy wanted to say, not just poor governance, but Robert had probably discovered criminal activity, but Isobel Smythe beat him to make a comment and said, ‘You will, though, please, put pressure on and support the Indian police to find out who did this to him, and make sure we get justice for his death?’ 
 
    ‘I am sure the Indian police are doing all that they can to find out exactly how Mr Smythe died, and I will convey your thoughts back to them via the High Commission in Delhi. In terms of the governance of the project, we are not quite sure yet how we want to proceed. We have learnt some lessons from what your husband, Mr Smythe, has discovered for us, which we will put into practice.’ 
 
    Sandy couldn’t keep quiet any longer and said, ‘But surely those two things must be connected and intertwined. The discovery of the misuse of the money, to be kind about it, and the death seems to follow closely together.’ 
 
    ‘DCI McFarlane, we are aware of your view, I am just conveying the facts to Mrs Smythe as we know them at the moment,’ Jill replied. 
 
    Surprisingly to Sandy, the Northamptonshire DCI, Simon Jones, said, ‘I must say I agree with DCI McFarlane. We should be pushing the Indian police to discover what happened in relation to both matters. When we report to the coroner, he will want to know that we have investigated his death and all possible motives really thoroughly.’ 
 
    Isobel Smythe added, ‘Yes, please!’ 
 
    Jill Munro said, ‘Thank you, and I must admit we forgot there could be a coroner’s inquest in the UK. I will convey all of your thoughts back to my ministers when I return to London.’ 
 
    The meeting finished with Sandy asking Isobel how the children were and had they settled back into school OK.  
 
    On the way out of the doctor’s surgery, Sandy thanked Simon, who said he would help in any way possible. On the train on the way back to Euston, Jill was a lot quieter than on the journey there and was constantly sending emails and messages on her phone. As they parted at Euston, Jill said to Sandy that she had pushed the case quite strongly, and although she couldn’t one hundred percent confirm it at the moment, they would support an investigation into the theft of the money. A full answer would be with him and Jane Watson in the next day or so. However, it was up to the Indian police how they dealt with it and they would not interfere in their criminal justice process. 
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    The next day, Sandy was very pleased when he saw the email that Superintendent Jane Watson had forwarded to him. It was from Jill Munro. The email said that the Secretary of State for DFID had agreed to support whatever actions the Indian police wished to pursue relating to the death of Robert Smythe. This included information that there could be a loss of monies to the British Government through corruption or theft. The secretary of state has raised this as a formal complaint through the high commissioner to India to pass on to the Indian Government.  
 
    Sandy wanted to forward the email to Solomon but decided that it would be better, and probably official protocol, if the two government correspondence channels ran their course first. He could ring him to tip him off about what was happening in England, but again he decided not to. Instead, he decided to send a text message to Hannah Tobias, to ask her if she was available to meet up at the end of next week in Cambridge. Sandy was going to be at home as it was his grandma’s seventy-fifth birthday on the Friday. His grandma had been born on Victory in Europe day. There must have been great celebrations in her household on that day, as the long and devastating war in Europe was officially over and, of course, they had a brand-new baby daughter to welcome into the world, his Grandma Margaret. Sandy knew that the war in the Far East still had another three months until it finished, after the dropping of the atomic bombs in Japan, but on this day the whole country, he was told, celebrated unreservedly. Sandy had offered to help with the preparations so had booked some holiday for that time next week.  
 
    Hannah sent an affirmative text message back to him and they arranged to meet in the centre of Cambridge and then head to a very nice, small French restaurant at the bottom of Regent Street. Sandy was pleased when he got the booking at the restaurant confirmed.  
 
    Sandy had also found out from Jane Watson that the proposed meeting in Madrid to discuss an awareness campaign to prevent deaths of British citizens in Spain had been cancelled, as it was clearly already too late in the season for this to have a maximum effect. There was a good possibility, though, that it would be rearranged for some time in the autumn.  
 
    However, Jane wanted him to find some training for the civil servants on the murder and manslaughter team. This team was, to a certain extent, a filter for work that arrived for the consulate investigation team, which Sandy was a member of. The training Jane was after was for them to operate in a more trauma-informed practice way. They did have regular and considerable contact with family members of those murdered abroad, and the family members were almost always traumatised in some way by the death of their loved one. Following a trial period, Jane wanted to extend the training to the consular justice team and ultimately across all consulate services that come into contact with family members. 
 
    Sandy thought this was a good, positive move but had absolutely no idea how to find any training, so this could be a real problem. After giving it some thought, he made a call to a social worker he knew, who was a regular worshipper at Ely Cathedral. The social worker, who worked for Cambridgeshire Children Services, answered her phone almost immediately.  
 
    Sandy said, ‘Hello, it’s Alexander McFarlane, Katherine’s son. I wonder if you could give me some advice, please. Do you know anything about trauma-informed practice?’ 
 
    The social worker replied, ‘Absolutely, Alexander. It is a key way that we can try to understand what the children we are working with have experienced in their young lives, and if we can work through that trauma with them, it might help the child to get to a better and safer place, and ultimately to help them one day to transit to adulthood successfully.’ The social worker paused before continuing. ‘We also need to use this trauma-informed approach to help parents care for their children in a better way if they themselves have had what we call adverse childhood experiences that are getting in the way and are a barrier to their parenting ability. It is all a good concept. Why do you want to know? Surely you get this sort of training in the police?’ 
 
    Sandy explained why he was asking and what he wanted to achieve. They both came to the conclusion that it was a bespoke course that was required. Although it would include trauma-informed practice, the course would mostly need to be about understanding bereavement and supporting bereaved relatives and loved ones. Sandy thought about the Smythe family and how through the knowledge and skills of, in particular, DC Stephen Thomas, but also himself, they had developed a good rapport. He felt that this should happen with all FCO interactions. The social worker gave Sandy a few contact numbers of companies that might be able to supply the training, and he was pleased to have the opportunity to progress. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    When Sandy arrived at work early on Thursday morning, he was told that Jane Watson needed to speak to him. However, before he had made his way to her office, Sandy received a call from Solomon.  
 
    ‘Hi, Sandy. Just to give you forewarning, the Vadodara Police and the Indian Government have made a formal request for support in the investigation into the death of Robert Smythe and the theft of money from the British Government.’ 
 
    Sandy didn’t tell Solomon that he had seen sight of the formal complaint for the alleged theft of monies, and the offer of help. He said, ‘What sort of assistance are you looking for from us then, Solomon?’ 
 
    ‘You and a team of about three or four people, including, if possible, Clare, the crime scene investigator.’ 
 
    ‘When do you need us by as this might take some organising? I will need to speak to my boss.’ 
 
    ‘It really needs to be early next week. My plan is to get search warrants and then arrest Jeet Desai, Hari Thakur and Mohan Jadeja, probably on Tuesday or Wednesday.’ 
 
    Sandy noticed that he had included Mohan, which was what he had thought in the first instance, so good news. Sandy said, ‘OK, I will see what I can do and get back to you by lunchtime here in London at the latest. I do have a query running through my mind, though. How do you deal with the rights of the suspect in India?’  
 
    Sandy hoped this didn’t come across as too confrontational as he knew how Solomon reacted to him when he did this, or, in fact, even asked questions like this.  
 
    Sandy audibly heard Solomon sigh, who then said, ‘Sandy, our criminal procedure in India is governed by the Criminal Procedure Code of 1973. Isn’t it right that your Police and Criminal Evidence Act didn’t come in until 1984, well over ten years later?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that was when it was formalised. Sorry, I felt I needed to ask.’ 
 
    Solomon continued and said. ‘These procedures include gathering of evidence, interrogation of suspects, arrests, and the necessary safeguards and processes that we as police need to use.’ 
 
    Sandy wanted to say that he didn’t feel comfortable with the word interrogate, rather than interview, but it was not his case. It was an offence being investigated in India and not for him to query their terminology, so instead he just said, ‘Thank you, Solomon, very clear indeed. Thank you also for giving me forewarning. I will do everything that I can to ensure we provide the help and support that you have asked for. As I said, I will get back to you in a couple of hours or so.’ 
 
    When Sandy pressed the ‘end call’ button on his phone, he saw he had just received a text message from Hasan Bhatt saying, ‘Looking forward to seeing you next week, boss!’ Hasan was a great guy, as to be fair was Solomon, who Sandy felt always dealt with him in a very clear way. It was just that it was in a very robust and official manner. Sandy presumed this was the way that an Indian police inspector was supposed to manage his duties. Probably not that different from similar people Sandy had come across in the UK police. He just didn’t fit that mould. 
 
    Sandy realised that he now had a number of people to contact as it looked like his plans for a very busy personal time next week were being completely derailed. He just didn’t know which of four women he needed to contact first. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy hadn’t forgotten that he had been asked to see Detective Superintendent Watson as soon as he arrived in the office. He also realised that this was the first woman he needed to see and proceeded to her office. 
 
    As he walked in, Jane said, ‘Sandy, we have had confirmation this morning from our High Commission in India of a request for assistance in the Robert Smythe investigation. They want us to send officers to assist for the beginning of next week.’ 
 
    Sandy didn’t know whether to mention he had just had a call about this from Inspector Kyte. However, he needn’t have worried as Jane carried on talking. 
 
    ‘We have agreed to the request. I presume you are able to travel, and can you see if Juliet Ashton can go as well. I have just spoken to Clare Symonds, who is able and willing to attend. They asked for one or two more members of staff, but I am sorry, sending more than three of you is impossible. Can you ask Northamptonshire Police if they can assist, please?’ 
 
    On the way downstairs to the office, he sent DCI Simon Jones in Northamptonshire a text message asking him to call him about a trip to India. He thought that would get his immediate attention.  
 
    Sandy then saw Juliet Ashton talking to Clare Symonds. It would appear he had been beaten in talking to her about accompanying him to India. Juliet said as he approached, ‘I understand you need me to travel to India with you next week? No problems but if at all possible, due to family commitments, can we fly on Sunday?’ 
 
    ‘I am sure that will be OK,’ Sandy said. 
 
    Sandy then rang his grandma and told her that he had some bad news – he was having to go away to India and would not be about for her birthday next Friday. Although Sandy knew he could do no wrong in her eyes, he could sense the disappointment in his grandma’s voice and that really made him feel sad. He felt equally sad for himself that he would miss out on this joyous family occasion. He thought he would make it up to her when he returned. 
 
    Sandy was just about to contact the third woman on his list when his phone rang. He was very popular this morning. It was Simon Jones, the Northamptonshire DCI, who was a very disappointed man when he had found out the trip to India was at really short notice and for the following week. It appeared Simon had a case at Crown Court in Northampton all next week. However, he felt it appropriate for DC Stephen Thomas to go, as long as both Stephen and his boss could free him up to help Sandy out. Simon Jones said he would get Stephen to talk to Sandy directly.  
 
    Sandy rang his mum to tell her about missing his grandma’s seventy-fifth birthday party. Katherine McFarlane started to protest that both his sisters would be there and how much everyone, especially his grandma, was looking forward to it. Sandy told her he had already rang his grandma and she was OK about it, albeit in his heart he knew she wasn’t. However, Katherine had grown up as a policeman’s daughter and knew very well that missing family occasions was something that happened on a regular basis. 
 
    Then the last of his four women to contact, who he decided not to ring but sent a text message instead to, was Hannah Tobias, letting her know that he was having to go to India next week and needed to cancel their date. Sandy wondered if they were to be like ‘A pair of star-crossed lovers’ as Shakespeare quoted in his play Romeo and Juliet, whose love was doomed to fail. Sandy knew he was getting too far ahead of himself as he and Hannah hadn’t even held hands, let alone had a hug or kiss yet. This was probably one of those romances that was going to be over before it had even started.  
 
    However, the text message back from Hannah said, ‘Have a successful trip and please call me when you get back so we can rearrange x.’ So, maybe some hope for the future. 
 
    Sandy had also received a message from DC Stephen Thomas letting him know that he was available and had been released by his force to travel. Sandy contacted business admin so that they could deal with flights, diplomatic passes and hotel bookings. He felt quite worn out with all of the calls and text messages.  
 
    However, he still had to ring Solomon to tell him that they would be with him Monday by late afternoon for a briefing, which was the best that they could do, but first he rang a florist in Ely to order his grandma a large bouquet of flowers for next Friday, and fought hard the temptation to buy flowers to send to Hannah. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    In the late afternoon on Monday, Sandy and the team were picked up from Vadodara airport. This was by the ever-smiling Hasan, who seemed very pleased to see Sandy, Clare – who he had also met before – and the rest of the team. He had arrived in a minibus, which Sandy told him they definitely wouldn’t be able to chase anyone in, to which they both laughed. This of course was to the puzzlement of all the others who knew nothing of the events from Sandy’s last trip to India, where he and Hasan had been in a car chase with Hari Thakur. All the members of team, including Sandy, felt the extreme blast of heat when they left the airport terminal. Sandy felt that every time he came to Vadodara, it got hotter and hotter. Hasan told them that the month of May was normally the hottest month and he seemed really proud to tell them that today it was forty degrees. The team were quickly shedding layers of clothing to try and make themselves cooler. It was, though, quite a dry heat, and the humidity that you get in some places in the world wasn’t here in Vadodara. Even Juliet, who had spent a lot of time in Barbados, was finding the heat stifling. 
 
    On arrival at the police station, Hasan took them straight through to a briefing room. This was the same room that Sandy had been into before, when they had had the briefing for the arrest of Jai Gupta. There were a lot more police officers present this time – a reflection of the numerous premises to search and people to arrest. Sandy saw that Hasan’s brother Adip was present. He walked over to him and thanked him for his work on the case so far. Adip told Sandy that he had now got statements from Companies House and also the bank to back up the information they had given him.  
 
    The Indian police officers seemed to find it strange to see so many different police officers from England with them, and there was a lot of staring and passing comments. Sandy had forgotten how hot and claustrophobic the room was, as it had no air conditioning. The English team had no more layers of clothing to remove so they would have to bear it until after the briefing. They all helped themselves to a drink of water. There was an incredible buzz of excitement in the room. They were all involved in a murder enquiry and the suspects were going to be arrested by them. Sandy felt, as he always did at this stage of an enquiry, that this was one of the best feelings in the world. 
 
    Sandy was glad when Solomon and two others, who appeared by the insignia they were wearing to be very high-ranking police officers, entered the room. Sandy presumed they were Solomon’s bosses. 
 
    Solomon began the briefing, speaking in a very loud and commanding voice. He said, ‘The victim Robert Smythe, an Englishman, died after having consumed a fatal dose of arsenic. We believe this was a deliberate poisoning because he had discovered the illegal movement of money that had been paid by the British Government to fund a solar panel farm in the district of Sanpuri. We suspect three people may have been involved and our plan is to search their homes and arrest them. Any questions?’ 
 
    Sandy thought, Solomon doesn’t normally ask if anyone has any questions; it must be because his bosses are present. He kept deliberately quiet. Juliet said, ‘Do we need search warrants or are we covered by searching at the time of arrest?’ 
 
    Solomon looked at Sandy as if to say, why didn’t you brief your staff, I told you last week I was getting search warrants. He then replied, ‘We have search warrants. Our plan is to simultaneously enter all four of the premises at seven tomorrow morning. DCI McFarlane will come with me and our team to arrest Hari Thakur. DS Ashton and a team I have assembled to support her will carry out the arrest and visit to the home of Mohan Jadeja. Hasan and DC Thomas will go to the home of Jeet Desai and arrest him. Clare Symonds, if you can go to the office premises of Sun Energy Company and please do a search there with our forensic team.’ 
 
    Clare asked, ‘How do we get into the premises, if neither Mr Desai nor Mr Jadeja will be present?’ 
 
    ‘The security guard has the key to the offices.’ 
 
    Sandy and Hasan looked at each other and Sandy wanted to say, if he has recovered from nearly having had a heart attack from when we went through the entrance way barrier, but dare not with Solomon and his bosses present. Sandy was pleased that his actions on that occasion hadn’t stopped him going to the Thakurs’ house. If he had had to pick anywhere, that was where he would want to be tomorrow morning. 
 
    Solomon concluded the briefing by stating that Hasan and the others in his team would now go to Sanpuri to stay in a hotel there overnight. Sandy jokingly said, ‘Not the Sanpuri Hotel, I hope,’ but Solomon just ignored him. He was far too focused on what lay ahead to enter into any banter with Sandy, which was not his style anyway. Sandy wondered why he had said it; just nervous, youthful energy coming out, he presumed. Sandy was to stay in his usual hotel, the Palace, and the people in his team would join him there tomorrow. Sandy was sorry for Juliet and the team, who now had another two hours or so to travel, but glad for himself that he was going back to familiar surroundings. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Solomon picked Sandy up at the hotel early the next morning and they drove together with another couple of police officers, who were sitting in the rear of the car, to park in front of gates, behind which was an absolutely enormous house. The house was in a smart residential district just outside the central part of Vadodara and it was in a line of six other very large, contemporary homes, but none of them as large as this one. Sandy had a few very rich friends from his time at King’s School in Ely, but none of their parents had this sort of money or homes that looked like this.  
 
    Another police car with four officers was waiting for them outside the gate. Solomon made a call to the teams in Sanpuri to say that the operation was now to go live, and they were to go ahead with the strike action to arrest and search the suspects and their homes. As soon as he did this, Solomon pressed the intercom button on the outside wall that surrounded the house. The large, black electric gates that led to a driveway were firmly closed. There was no reply, so he pressed the button again. After a short period of time, Sandy heard someone respond in what he thought was Gujarati, and after a very short conversation had taken place in this language, the gates slowly opened and the two police cars proceeded up the drive. A bit of a different approach, Sandy thought, to the previous action-packed arrest of Jai Gupta. 
 
    As they got out of the car, Sandy saw to his right a very large garage block, and one of the cars parked outside was a brand-new, red Ferrari. Sandy couldn’t see the blue Porsche or the classic Rolls Royce, so presumed they were in the garage itself. 
 
    The front door was opened wide as they walked up the steps to it. A male member of staff stood there. He spoke in English and said, ‘Mr Thakur is just getting dressed and he will see you shortly.’  
 
    They were shown into a reception room and Sandy looked around in amazement at the height of the ceilings, the plush furniture and the obviously original artwork on the walls. Solomon told the member of staff, and the two other members of staff who had joined them to see what was going on, that it was Hari Thakur that they had come to see, not Mr Amar Thakur. One of the members of staff started to leave the room, only to almost collide with Hari Thakur as he entered the room.  
 
    Sandy could see the same vulnerability in his face that he had only caught a glimpse of on the car chase to Vadodara. It might have been because he was only wearing brightly coloured, rainbow-patterned boxer shorts and a very bright white vest. Hari was followed in by his girlfriend, Joyoti Lakhani, who wore only a simple red wrap, probably of a silk material. Sandy found that he could not take his eyes off her very beautiful face, but knew he must concentrate on Hari. Solomon, for the first time since Sandy had known him, appeared nervous and his voice was a little hesitant, but soon regained its composure, as he said, ‘Mr Hari Thakur, I am arresting you on suspicion of being involved in the murder of Robert Smythe and the theft of money from the British Government.’  
 
    As soon as he mentioned murder, Joyoti started crying, and just as Hari was about to speak, his father, Mr Amar Thakur, burst into the room. He was fully dressed and shouted angrily at Solomon, ‘Inspector Kyte, how dare you come into my house! What did you just say to my son, something about murder?’ He then looked around and saw the other police officers, then caught sight of Sandy. He proceeded to shout even louder at Solomon. ‘I thought I told you and the police commissioner that I would not allow him’–he pointed a finger vigorously at Sandy– ‘to harass my son. Get him out of here. In fact, get out, all of you, now!’ 
 
    Solomon went to speak, but Hari, who had his arm around his girlfriend comforting her, beat him to it. He spoke in a very assertive tone. ‘Father, you are not helping at all. Please, I am asking you to go back to your room, and the most helpful you can be at the moment for me is to contact our lawyers immediately and ask them to send someone here now, and then, I presume, to police headquarters to represent me.’ 
 
    Amar Thakur went to respond but saw that his son wanted to deal with it himself. Although the rage hadn’t left him, he did walk off telling Hari not to say anything without the lawyer’s permission. 
 
    Solomon told Hari that there was a search warrant to search his rooms and vehicles. They needed to do that now, and he said for Hari to go and get dressed.  
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy and Solomon went with Hari to his bedroom, which was on the first floor of the house. In fact, it wasn’t a bedroom, more what you would describe as a suite. There was a lounge area with a large walnut desk, as well as a table with six chairs around it, lounge furniture and glass doors that opened out onto a sun terrace area.  
 
    Solomon told two of the police officers that were with them to start searching the lounge area. Hari went into the bedroom to get dressed. He was followed by Solomon. Sandy went to the walnut desk. It was a really lovely and no doubt eye wateringly expensive desk. As he went through the drawers, he found no signs of large amounts of cash, in fact no cash at all. What he did find, though, was Hari’s personal bank statements for the last few years. He saw that AIEC paid him in total, annually, the equivalent of £400,000 and last year he had received what was obviously a hundred percent bonus, as this was for £400,000. Sandy whistled loudly, which caused the other police officers in the room to look around at him. Sandy wondered why Hari would want to steal the grant monies. Maybe it was as his Grandad Tom had said, that greed is a powerful motive and people just can’t resist the temptation.  
 
    There was nothing found that the police officers needed to take possession of in the lounge area, or anything from out on the terrace. In the bedroom, Solomon and another police officer were looking through the wardrobes and drawers; again, there was nothing of any use. Sandy and all of the police officers were starting to feel despondent as the excitement of expectation had now waned with it being a negative search so far. Sandy saw that Hari had now got dressed into a suit. He looked immaculate and there was no doubt he felt in control of the whole situation.  
 
    They went downstairs and headed out to look at and search his vehicles. Hari gave Joyoti a long kiss and a hug. He nodded and waved to his father, who was standing surprisingly quietly in the hallway. As they went out of the house, walking up to the brand-new red Ferrari, which Hari said was his, Sandy said, ‘What happened to the Porsche?’  
 
    Hari grinned and said, ‘Not quite quick enough, I am afraid.’  
 
    ‘When did you buy this one then?’ 
 
    ‘It is actually my company car. AIEC company own it, as they do my motorbike.’ 
 
    Sandy was initially disappointed that the Ferrari hadn’t been bought with bundles of cash, but his interest reignited when Hari mentioned a motorbike. Was it a bright red one by any chance?  
 
    After looking through the Ferrari and finding nothing of any significance, they moved into the garage area. As they were doing this, they heard the squealing tyres of a car racing up the driveway. They all looked back outside to see a man getting out of a car. He was obviously the lawyer summoned by Amar. There was no doubt that when the Thakur family said jump, a lot of people in this city said, how high.  
 
    The lawyer came towards them in the garage block and said to Hari, ‘Mr Thakur, do not say anything. This may be an illegal search.’ Solomon gave him the search warrant, which he scanned and said, ‘Maybe not illegal then, but my senior partner will be at the police station to get you out as soon as you get there. Don’t say anything to these men before then.’ 
 
    Hari shook his head in mock disbelief at the advice and they went back into the garages. There was, much to Sandy’s anguish, no red motorbike in there, but a brand-new blue motorbike. Sandy said, ‘Did you ever use a red motorbike?’ Solomon saw that he was fishing for information. 
 
    Surprisingly, and much to the lawyer’s disgust, Hari said, ‘Yes, I sold it about a month ago.’ He pointed to a picture hanging up on the wall of himself with a helmet on with the bike.  
 
    Much to everyone’s puzzlement, including Hari, but not Sandy or Solomon, Sandy asked one of the officers to take with them the picture of Hari with the motorbike.  
 
    As they had now finished the searches, which had been totally unproductive, they headed back in the cars to the police station, and Hari carried out his lawyer’s instructions by not saying another word.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Six 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    Sandy and Solomon arrived with Hari at the police headquarters, and they took him into the cell block area. It appeared that his lawyer had already been hard at work, as Solomon and Sandy were told by the sergeant that Hari was not to be placed in a cell. Hari was to be detained in one of the lockable interview rooms to await his interview later that day. Sandy was unsure whether this would have happened in England, but even there, people were treated differently, depending on any disability or circumstances. 
 
    Solomon left Sandy in the canteen whilst they waited for the others to return from Sanpuri with their prisoners. They had been updated and everything had gone according to plan, and other than needing help with some exhibits that had been recovered at the home of Jeet Desai, they were now all travelling back to Vadodara. Sandy thought that there was no way that Jeet Desai and Mohan Jadeja would not be placed in a cell and afforded any privileges like Hari Thakur, but he would wait and see.  
 
    Sandy began to put together a briefing plan for the meeting to be held when the others arrived. When he had returned to the police headquarters, Sandy had asked Solomon if he could lead the meeting. Solomon had surprisingly agreed to this. Sandy had learnt a lot over the years from SIOs about how to carry out an effective briefing in homicide investigations. This was one of the things that had mesmerised him when as a young detective, he had seen a really good SIO conduct these homicide meetings, a bit like watching the conductor of an orchestra. Although he had his own style, he used the best from what he had learnt. A key to this was to have a structure. Sandy had used various briefing models in the past that were readily used in the UK. Something that he could use today was the 5WH principle that his grandad had discussed with him. The main thing Sandy felt he needed to do was to be as inclusive of others’ views as possible. He knew this wasn’t Solomon’s method – his was always very direct and to the point – so he hoped it would work out without Solomon wanting to take control away from him. 
 
    When they had all returned from Sanpuri to the police headquarters and had assembled in the meeting room, Sandy said, ‘Well done, everybody, on a very successful morning. We have in custody the three people we were looking for, so good work.’  
 
    As Sandy continued, he decided to sit down rather than stand at the front. He felt this would make any discussion easier. Solomon frowned at him and Sandy could see he didn’t know whether to keep standing at the front or follow Sandy by sitting down, which in the end is what he did. ‘Inspector Kyte arrested Hari Thakur this morning and his father, Amar, tried to intervene. It would appear that I am still not very popular in that household! We found nothing of interest on the search. Interestingly enough, though, Hari has changed both his car and motorbike in the last couple of weeks. Please can we check that they are registered to the company as he states, and not to him personally.’ Adip Bhatt nodded that he would do this. ‘Adip, could we also get somebody to check any caller association between Hari and Jeet – what was the pattern of their calls to each other, who normally phoned who and was there any increased phone traffic between them on the two to three days in question?’ Adip again nodded. This was a pretty straightforward caller identification phone analysis. Sandy was sure they would have a chart showing sequence of mobile phone data before the end of the day.  
 
    Sandy continued by saying, ‘Finally, it would appear that Hari did own a red motorbike at the time of the theft of the laptop. For all of you who are unaware of what I am talking about, Robert Smythe had his laptop stolen and the person who stole it, Jai Gupta, was paid to do it by a man with a brand-new red motorbike. I know it is a long shot, but could we find Jai and ask him if he thinks the man, Hari, in the picture and on the motorbike are the same as the person who paid him?’ 
 
    Solomon said, ‘Gupta won’t be hard to find. He is in prison, arrested and charged with drug offences, pending a trial sometime in the distant future.’ 
 
    Hasan said he would organise a colleague to do this. Sandy asked Juliet to update them on Mohan Jadeja. 
 
    Juliet said, ‘He lives in a very comfortable bungalow. He has a wife and two children. He became an absolute wreck when he was told he was being arrested for murder; he was sobbing in a chair. We found nothing on the search. He definitely has a good lifestyle compared to other residents in that area, which isn’t surprising seeing as he has a good and reasonably well-paid job. However, there is nothing he owns that would indicate that he has seen any extra cash.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘Thank you, Juliet. Shall we now have an update on Jeet Desai?’  
 
    ‘There is much more to say on Mohan as he just couldn’t stop talking all the way to Vadodara.’ Juliet continued by saying, ‘Mohan said that he had nothing to do with any of this. He told us that he found Robert delightful when he visited. He did say that Jeet Desai was acting even stranger than his usual over-the-top self, which is what he was always like when anyone came to visit. An example was that he made Robert at least four cups of tea during the time that he was with them, and he had never made Mohan a cup of tea or coffee in the two years that they had worked together.’ 
 
    Sandy asked, ‘I wonder if that is how the arsenic got into Robert’s system?’ 
 
    ‘Mohan said Jeet kept putting sugar into the drink, when Robert had said he didn’t take any sugar.’ 
 
    Sandy said to Clare, ‘Did you find any sugar in the offices, and if so, did you look at it?’ 
 
    ‘There was some sugar there, but it looked like sugar,’ Clare answered. 
 
    ‘Mohan said it was a bag of sugar that was in Jeet’s office. It had appeared on the window ledge by a couple of books he had on there, not the sugar by the kettle.’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t see it then,’ Clare said. 
 
    Sandy looked at Clare, who in turn looked at the forensic officer. Clare immediately stood up and said, ‘We will go back now and have another look to see what we can find.’  
 
    Sandy asked them to stay until the end of the briefing before leaving, and then asked Juliet to continue, who said, ‘He also said that he thought it was strange that he was having to make payments every month to a consultancy company and that he didn’t know who they were and, in fact, what they did for the money.’ 
 
    ‘Did he say what happened to the invoices?’ Sandy asked. 
 
    ‘They were there when he went through them with Robert, so he had no idea why they wouldn’t be still there in the invoice pile.’ 
 
    ‘Did he say if Hari visited?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, he did, about once every two to three weeks. He and Jeet always went out and talked at Jeet’s car. He found Mr Thakur to be wonderful – a polite young man with impeccable manners. “That’s all I think I can say at the moment.” He repeated all of this many times over on the trip back.’ 
 
    Solomon said, ‘Let’s see if he repeats any of it when his lawyer gets to him!’ 
 
    Sandy made no comment in reply to Solomon. He had wanted to say don’t be so negative, but instead asked Clare if they had any updates. ‘Not really. There was nothing more to see than when we visited a couple of months ago. I picked up the original invoices, they were all bundled together, and the SEC invoices were all still missing. We have also brought back both of the computers from the office. What you need to know, though, is that there are solar panels being fitted in the far field away from the offices,’ Clare replied. 
 
    She went on to describe the hive of activity that was happening at the farm, where another fifteen hundred solar panels were being installed. Sandy could picture the field that Clare mentioned, and he did a quick mental arithmetic calculation and thought, that many solar panels added up to the underspend left over from last year, so it wasn’t to pay back the money spent on SEC Consultancy. 
 
    Sandy then asked Hasan and Stephen Thomas for an update on Jeet Desai. Hasan said, ‘He made no comment whatsoever on the trip here to Vadodara. He was, though, very loud, verbose and demonstrative in front his wife and five children. No sign of any cash, but it has now been over two months since he collected any from the bank. He did have a huge, and I mean huge, large screen television. He also had in a drawer what appears to be, if genuine, a very expensive Rolex watch and lots of gold jewellery, which he claimed was family gold. However, the receipts amounting to a few thousand pounds that we found in a drawer were recent, definitely over the last two years. We have brought it all back with us and also the Range Rover.’ 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Everyone left the room pretty quickly after the meeting concluded. The lack of air conditioning and daylight meant that they were all gasping for some fresh air and water to drink. Sandy knew the meeting had lasted longer than it should have done, probably twice as long as a Solomon Kyte one. Was that why, Sandy wondered, he was always so sharp and to the point? However, Sandy knew how important it was to get the team together to find out what everyone knew and what then needed to be done, so he didn’t regret the time they had spent together. 
 
    DC Stephen Thomas was actually a trained witness and suspect advisor and had put together an interview plan for his and Hasan’s interview with Jeet Desai. He had shown this to Sandy, not looking for praise, as some would, but just to show his skill and experience. It was a good plan. Sandy had wanted to do a similar level of interview planning with Solomon. They had actually had plenty of time to do this before the others arrived back from Sanpuri, but Solomon didn’t want to engage in this process. As it turned out, they didn’t have time for any more discussion as Hari Thakur and his lawyer, after they had been together for an inordinate length of time, were now ready for an interview. 
 
    Sandy and Solomon went into the interview room where Hari was. It almost looked like he had set up home there, with plenty of food and drink on the desk. The lawyer was the firm’s lead partner. He was as immaculately dressed as Hari Thakur and he left Sandy in no doubt that he was a man who was used to getting his way in any encounter with the police. Sandy was used to going into interviews having given some form of disclosure to the prisoner and their lawyer about what topics they intended to cover in the interview. This wasn’t a process that Solomon followed, so after sitting down, they went straight into the questioning. Solomon said, ‘Tell us about SEC Consultancy?’ 
 
    Hari replied, ‘It is a company we set up to protect the British and Indian Government, and of course AIEC, from any allegations of unfair practices.’ 
 
    Sandy felt himself twitch in excitement. Was Hari going to admit to the unlawful use of the money? Solomon asked, ‘What do you mean by that statement?’ 
 
    ‘Well, I know how some of the Chinese work, and as you will no doubt find out, I make a number of trips to Shanghai every year on AIEC business. You sometimes have to pay a middleman cash to be able to facilitate and get the best deal for your particular project or product that you wish to buy. This one was likely to be no different. The demand for these sorts of solar panels worldwide is huge and we needed to get to the top of the queue, as our window to install them and show they worked was for a limited time span.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘So, you used the British grant money to enable a corrupt practice to take place?’ 
 
    ‘I am sorry you don’t understand how global business works.’ 
 
    Hari’s lawyer intervened and said, ‘Inspector Kyte, the DCI is an observer in this country. Can you ensure you ask the questions, not him. If not, this interview is over!’ 
 
    Solomon said, ‘Tell us what you use the cash for that you take out of the Credit Union Bank of the Gujarat every few weeks?’ 
 
    ‘I take no money out of any bank.’ 
 
    ‘But the money is handed over to you by Jeet Desai. We are talking hundreds of thousands of pounds.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know what you are talking about. Ask Jeet Desai.’ 
 
    Sandy was now a little confused and so, it seemed, was Solomon, who said, ‘You just explained to us about paying a Chinese middleman sums of cash.’ 
 
    ‘No, you asked me why we set up SEC. I explained the reasoning behind that to you. Check my answer carefully. I never said I did it, we just prepared to do it if necessary. I am sure you will find no trace that I have had any of this cash you are talking about.’ 
 
    Very clever, Mr Hari Thakur, thought Sandy. Solomon continued by saying, ‘Did you conspire with Jeet Desai to murder Robert Smythe because he had rumbled what you were both up to?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely not. Where did the murder take place? I was at a resort with my girlfriend for a couple of days, so not even in Vadodara until lunchtime on the day Robert got back, and still with Joyoti all the rest of that day. So, I’m not sure how you could think I could be involved.’ 
 
    So, Joyoti was to be his alibi then, Sandy thought. Solomon asked Hari a few more questions, but it was clear that there was no further value to be had in continuing the interview at the moment. They needed to check what Jeet Desai was saying to Hasan. Hopefully, he would be incriminating Hari, to assist them in the next interview. 
 
    As they left the room, the lawyer asked that Hari was released from custody as soon as possible.  
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    As they walked back to Solomon’s office, Sandy thought that the interview was probably a draw in terms of who had gained the most from the encounter. They now at least had Hari admitting to being involved in SEC, which was the company used to take grant money from Sun Energy. Solomon, with his usual half-empty personality, was less sure of Hari actually admitting to anything criminal.  
 
    DS Adip Bhatt met them in Solomon’s office to say that the phone analysis from Jeet and Hari’s phones had been completed. A formal report still needed to be written, but as it was just two phone numbers, this had been quite an easy task. Jeet and Hari had both corresponded by phone a couple of times a month, with it always being Jeet’s phone making the call. Adip had had a quick look and the calls corresponded almost exactly to the days Jeet had withdrawn the cash from the bank. 
 
    On the Tuesday that Robert Smythe was at the AIEC headquarters, Hari’s phone had called Jeet’s on two occasions during the day. These calls were a lot longer than the usual few second-long calls. Then an equally long one took place on the evening of that same day. Over the next two days, there was an increase in phone calls between Jeet and Hari. The duration of these was noticeably different from the normal pattern. 
 
    There were never any text messages, and no calls after this time between the two of them, until Hari rang Jeet on the day Solomon and Sandy had visited AIEC. This was followed by a call from Jeet to Hari after Sandy, Clare and Hasan had visited. Then the final call was from Jeet to Hari the day before the car chase took place. 
 
    It was all highly suspicious in Sandy’s view, and he now felt a conspiracy to murder and steal was being established by the telephone connections between the two men, which were had at almost every key point in the investigation.  
 
    At this point, Hasan and Stephen arrived in the office, both looking very frustrated and annoyed. Hasan said that Jeet had made no comment to any of their questions. There was no doubt that Jeet wanted to talk. They could see that he was bursting to tell them all sorts of things, which fitted with his verbose personality, and they could see how uncomfortable he was not being able to talk. However, his lawyer had got a strong hold on him and had insisted he make no comment.  
 
    Juliet also arrived next and as the office was by now too crowded, Adip left to create some room for Juliet and her colleague to squeeze in. Juliet said that Mohan had on interview repeated everything that he had told them on the journey to Vadodara. He was very open and keen to tell them all he knew. Sandy was surprised that Mohan’s lawyer didn’t instruct him to make no comment, but as Juliet explained, maybe that was because he was innocent and had nothing to hide. His lawyer probably felt this was the best tactic. 
 
    Solomon told the Indian policeman working with Juliet to get Mohan to make a statement outlining all that he had told them, and to make sure he signed it. Sandy wondered if Mohan was now a witness and not a suspect. However, when Solomon replied to him that he was still a suspect as well as a witness, Sandy felt that if this ever got to a court trial, not giving Mohan a witness status was something that could cause them a problem in the future. This was not something to argue with Solomon about at the moment, though, but Sandy did make a very detailed note in his notebook. 
 
    As in any murder enquiry when there were suspects in custody, it all seemed to be happening, as at that moment Sandy received a call from Clare, who told him that the bag of sugar, or what they hoped would be a bag of arsenic, was not in Jeet’s office or anywhere else to be seen. However, she had swabbed the windowsill and maybe she was just imagining it, but she felt there were very light traces of white powder in the dust. 
 
    The carpet definitely looked as if there were some specks of white powder on it, so Clare had cut that piece of carpet out and was bringing it back to Vadodara. Sandy winced at the thought of a big hole cut in the carpet and how they would explain why they had done this, especially if it didn’t turn out to be what they hoped for, but he totally trusted Clare and her approach was always the most appropriate. Clare had rung the lab technician, who had handed her Robert’s body samples on her last visit, and they had agreed, after getting permission from Professor Sharma, to open the laboratory up that evening and set in motion a process to analyse the white powder to discover what it actually was. 
 
    Solomon had made a decision that all three of the prisoners would remain in custody overnight and headed off to the cells to tell the sergeant in charge, the prisoners and their lawyers. Sandy thought, rather him than me. Even if he didn’t agree with some of his approaches, his courage was always impressive. As expected, Hari’s lawyer went ballistic and was going to do everything he could to get Hari out immediately. Sandy and the others from England decided, as there was nothing more that could be done that evening, to make their way discreetly to their hotel. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning when all of the team from England arrived at the police station, Sandy saw that Adip was waiting for him. Adip told him that their computer examination department had examined the two computers that Clare had brought back from the Sun Energy Company offices. There was nothing of interest on the computer that Mohan used, but on the one Jeet Desai used were internet searches timed almost immediately after a phone call that he would have received from Hari Thakur on the Tuesday, early afternoon. One of the searches was titled ‘How to poison someone slowly and without them knowing’. The received response was ‘Arsenic’. There was, however, no search on where or how to get any arsenic, which was surprising as there were no searches for this on his phone either. Sandy felt really thrilled with this information and wanted to take Adip straight round to Solomon’s office to tell him this new, important news.  
 
    Adip, though, had another revelation, which was that all the invoices from SEC Consultancy were produced from Jeet Desai’s computer. Sandy was pretty ecstatic, as in his mind, there was absolutely no doubt now that they had evidentially nailed Jeet as the murderer. Even Solomon couldn’t disagree, surely not. 
 
    They went straight to Solomon’s office. He waved Sandy in but asked Adip to stay outside. Solomon outlined to Sandy that Amar Thakur was furious that his son was still in custody. He had gone directly to the Gujarat State police leaders, then Solomon thought he may have made a misstep because he contacted the Chief Justice of India, who had not taken kindly to the interference in the course of justice, which he took as an affront to the Indian legal system. He took a personal interest in the case, especially as he found out that it involved the death of a British citizen and the theft of a large amount of money from a British aid grant. The Vadodara Police Commissioner and Solomon had to brief him at midday, when he would make a decision as to whether the suspects would go before the court for charging or to release them, so they would need to work quickly that morning.  
 
    Sandy called Adip in, who outlined what they had found out in relation to the computers. Solomon was content that the evidence against Jeet was building up. Sandy thought to himself, why did Solomon never show any positive emotion? Sandy would have jumped and shouted given a chance. They also had the statement from Mohan about Jeet putting something similar to sugar in Robert Smythe’s tea.  
 
    Solomon said to Sandy that they needed to get Mohan Jadeja released as soon as possible. He can’t be a suspect any more as they need to use him as a witness. Sandy wanted to say that is what he thought yesterday, but didn’t feel the need to waste his breath by mentioning it. Solomon and Sandy decided that they would hold another interview with Hari Thakur. First, though, they would get Hasan and Stephen to interview Desai again. He must, with the evidence, admit what he had done, and then hopefully implicate Hari Thakur.  
 
    When Hasan went off for the interview, Sandy reflected on the evidence that they now had. He was very pleased with the progress of the investigation. It only got better as it would appear that Jai Gupta had told the police officers who visited him in prison that he recognised the motorbike in the photograph taken from the Thakurs’ garage, and the person with it as the person who had paid him to steal Robert’s laptop. They didn’t yet have a result from the swabs or carpet that Clare had taken. It looked like that was delayed until this afternoon.  
 
    Unfortunately, Hasan and Stephen had had no more luck with Jeet Desai. He was still saying ‘no comment,’ and this time he didn’t even want to speak. It looked like he was a defeated man, but no confession from him didn’t help their case against Hari. 
 
    Solomon and Sandy went into the interview room to see Hari. Sandy was convinced that somehow Hari had had a shower and he definitely had on a clean shirt and a different suit. How had that happened? He was supposed to be a detained prisoner! 
 
    The lawyer said, ‘We have nothing further to add to what Mr Thakur told you yesterday.’ 
 
    Solomon then went through the phone data, and the Jeet Desai internet search for poisoning and arsenic. 
 
    Hari replied, ‘Of course, I call him, I am overseeing the project. Don’t read into things that are clearly not real, Inspector Kyte.’ 
 
    ‘How do you explain that immediately after talking to you, he did these searches?’ 
 
    ‘Ask him, it was nothing to do with me. I didn’t do any of those searches, did I.’ 
 
    Solomon concluded the interview as he saw it was pointless to carry on, but Sandy really wanted to continue as they had Hari talking. Let him keep lying – he would trip up at some stage. However, as he had already been firmly told, he was a guest in India, so he knew he couldn’t ask anything, certainly not with this lawyer present. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Twelve midday was fast approaching and Sandy could see, for almost the first time since he had met him, that Solomon appeared quite stressed about the situation; the constant running of his hands through his black hair was very uncharacteristic of him. Sandy wondered if he had slept at all the previous night. The commissioner had arrived to see Solomon and wanted to go through the evidence with him before the call to the Chief Justice of India. Sandy was not allowed by the commissioner to stay in the room, which frustrated him beyond measure.  
 
    Sandy, Hasan, Adip and the whole of the team from England went and sat in the canteen to await the outcome of the call. Was the case going to continue, or was it now going to be finished pending any further compelling information? 
 
    The wait, Sandy thought, was taking an inordinate length of time. He didn’t really know what to do with himself, so he started pacing up and down, which amused the very calm and experienced Juliet no end. Sandy thought he had better sit down again and try and answer some emails, if not he could see Juliet imitating him at a team meeting when they got back to London. 
 
    At one p.m., Solomon came in the room and told Hasan to get the prisoners ready as they needed to be taken immediately to the magistrate. Sandy felt his hopes build. Surely this meant they were being charged, but what with? Was it going to be a murder charge? He saw everyone else looking expectantly at Solomon, who smiled and said, ‘Both to be charged with conspiracy to murder and steal. Desai to be charged with the theft of the Range Rover, and Thakur to be charged with conspiracy to steal the laptop.’ 
 
    Sandy knew he was being unprofessional, but he couldn’t help himself and whooped with joy, punching both hands, tightly gripped in fists, into the air. He hugged Juliet and both the Bhatt brothers. What a great result! Sandy knew from experience, and from what other experienced detectives like his Grandad Tom had told him, that it was only when someone was charged that the hard work started. This thought, though, did not diminish the current feeling of success. The day when someone was charged with murder was one to celebrate, and Sandy and the team were most certainly going to do that. Stephen Thomas, who now had a grin as wide as Hasan’s, said that he would wait to tell the family personally, when he was back at work on the Monday. Sandy hoped for the lovely Smythe family that this brought them a little piece of comfort. 
 
    Hasan went off with Solomon and the English team found there was nothing more for them to do. The only bad news was that the swabs that Clare had taken had come back with no trace of arsenic. The carpet had traces of some chemical on it, but they were too microscopic, and because of that the machine in the hospital was not sensitive enough to identify what it could be. There were laboratories in Delhi, Mumbai and Bengaluru (Bangalore) but this would involve Solomon to sign off spending the money to have it examined.  
 
    The Bhatt brothers had obtained tickets for them all to go to watch a charity cricket match as a celebration that evening. Solomon was not joining them and even Clare, who was not at all keen on cricket, felt the experience shouldn’t be missed, so she was coming as well. 
 
    Sandy and the team took a taxi to Reliance Stadium. They couldn’t get anywhere near to the stadium due to the crowds. Sandy now knew that there were always crowds wherever you went in India, but this crowd was much larger. He had found out that the stadium hosted one-day international cricket matches, where the Indian national team played visiting countries. The capacity in the ground was twenty thousand people, and Sandy had no doubt there would be that many there that evening. 
 
    Hasan and Adip met them and explained to them that the match was the local Baroda cricket team against an Indian team All-Stars. The match was a twenty/twenty game, which meant each side batted and bowled for twenty overs each. The main reason for the crowds was not just that everyone in India was cricket mad, but playing this evening was Sachin Tendulkar, who was probably one of the greatest batsmen in the worldwide history of the game and was quite rightly treated like royalty in India. Sandy had seen him play before in a test match at Trent Bridge in Nottingham and he was very excited to see him play again. 
 
    As they found their seats, Sandy looked around only to see, with horror, standing in one of the plush corporate boxes, Hari Thakur and his father. Sandy knew he had been granted bail and also that Jeet Desai was kept in custody as he couldn’t produce enough bail money. However, Sandy was not sure that he would be as brazen or have that much confidence to go out on the evening he had been charged with murder. 
 
    The All Stars won the match easily; albeit Sachin only scored a few runs, he still had all of the skill and technique, but his legs didn’t seem to want to run between the wickets. The team had a great time and the atmosphere was amazing, even though they were all trying to avoid being spotted by the Thakurs. They had also tried some Indian street food that was being sold at the ground. Sandy had felt his mouth was on fire due to spices that were in the vada pav, a snack that consisted of mashed potatoes and various spices all enveloped in batter and fried. They also had a small but tasty snack called kachori, which was fried as a ball and filled with a delicious stuffing. Both Hasan and Adip were amused at how hot the English team found the food. It was, though, definitely so tasty that the pull to want to eat more was there for Sandy and the rest of the team. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 
    England 
 
      
 
    The team arrived home at London Heathrow, all of them very weary after the busy few days that they had spent in Vadodara. For Sandy, there had again been no allowances for any jet lag, which had helped whilst they were in India carrying out actions, but had caught up with him and the others on the flight, and even more so now they were all heading home.  
 
    Sandy had decided to go straight to his parents’ home in Ely and then take a walk to see his grandma. He had bought her a birthday present of some bright gold and bronze-coloured silk material that women in India would normally have made into a sari. Sandy had tried to barter for the material, but he was pretty unsuccessful. Sandy thought his grandma would be able to make the material into a nice dress for herself. He had thought about getting it made up or asking his mum to make it up for her, but his grandma was a much better seamstress, so this seemed the right course of action. When he gave her the present later that day, his grandma was extremely pleased, so it had been a good choice. 
 
    Sandy had a couple of days off at the end of the following week and had organised to play golf with his Grandpa John and one of his grandpa’s colleagues from University of Cambridge, Dr Sam Osgood, who specialised in international law and who wanted to ask Sandy about his experience so far with the criminal justice system in India. 
 
    As Sandy pulled into the car park at Ely City Golf Club, he saw his grandpa’s Mercedes already in the car park. His grandpa and a woman were getting their clubs out of the boot of the car and loading them onto the back of an electric golf cart. Sandy’s grandpa’s days of walking round eighteen holes seemed to have gone now, albeit he was still a very good golfer. He always put that down to being born and growing up in Scotland and the incredible golf courses they had there. 
 
    As they were introduced, Sandy was kicking himself for falling into the trap of presuming beforehand that Sam was a man, as in this case she clearly wasn’t, as she was a woman, probably in her mid-fifties. It appeared that she and her husband were regular golf companions of his grandpa at the course he belonged to on the other side of Cambridge. 
 
    As they played the first couple of holes, Sandy’s game started to improve slightly, but he was no match for the other two. Judge John, as Sam called him, was clearly winning, even though he still played off a fifteen handicap. Sandy explained to Sam what his experience of the Indian criminal justice system was like, and she and his grandpa were truly fascinated by the investigation. 
 
    They were really lucky as the course was very quiet that morning, which gave them ample time to talk before and after they played their shots. As they approached halfway, Sam said, ‘There are three things I think you need to consider about criminal trials in India. Your case is a murder case, and in India they still carry the death penalty for offences like that and similar ones. The British Government strongly opposes the death penalty, and if these men are convicted, I think our government would need assurances that the death penalty wouldn’t be invoked. If not, they will want to withdraw all assistance.’ 
 
    Sandy was the next one to drive his ball off the tee; for the first time in the round, he sliced his shot out of bounds. What Sam had said had unsettled him. As they both finished their putts on the hole, Sam said, ‘Did you know they don’t have jury trials any more in India due to a case from 1959 when a man was wrongly acquitted of shooting dead his wife’s lover? It took a few more years to abolish it, though.’ 
 
    Sandy was shocked by this as he had wrongly presumed that they had jury trials in India, which they had had for three hundred and fifty years; Sandy was over fifty years out of date. He wasn’t nearly as bothered about this as he was about the likelihood that the British Government could withdraw their involvement, due to the possibility of the death penalty.  
 
    After they finished the round, which Sandy’s grandpa had won quite easily, they went and enjoyed coffee together in the clubhouse. Sam said, ‘Not that you need to worry about this, Sandy, as the Indian criminal justice system moves extremely slowly. There is an overwhelming number of cases in the system and nowhere near enough judges to help them improve the backlogs. These cases often stretch back over five years.’  
 
    This was also something that Sandy had not appreciated. He would have moved on to other cases many times over by the time this case had come to trial, and Jeet Desai might have spent many years in prison as an un-convicted prisoner. How would this help closure for the Smythe family? 
 
    Sandy set off back to Ely more than a little unsettled, not so much by his golf game, but by Sam’s update on Indian criminal justice. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sandy actually had a date that evening with Hannah and he had managed to book the French restaurant again. His grandpa had asked him what was happening with this romance, but Sandy had avoided giving him any details. In reality, nothing was happening with the romance, so he had nothing to tell, but regardless of this, he thought it best to keep his family out of it. 
 
    Sandy got out his Morgan Roadster car and drove down the A10 for the comparatively short journey to the outskirts of Cambridge. There followed a much slower section as he arrived in Cambridge and made his way through the city centre traffic. Sandy parked his car at the University Arms hotel. This was a hotel that was situated on Parker’s Piece. It had been built right towards the end of the Georgian period and it definitely had that look about it. However, the hotel had been completely refurbished only in the last two years, so lots of modernisation had taken place. Sandy had picked here to park as it was very close to the pub that he had arranged to meet Hannah at. 
 
    Sandy wandered onto Parker’s Piece, which was one of the many incredible green spaces that Cambridge had in abundance. He was a bit early, so he sat on the grass watching the world go by. When Sandy glanced around to his right, he saw that Hannah was also there early and she was doing something similar to himself, sat on the grass watching the people buzz about over Parker’s Piece. As Sandy had not been seen by her, he thought he would creep up and surprise her, but no sooner had he moved in her direction he was seen, so that put paid to any surprise.  
 
    They went into the Prince Regent pub, which as well as being on Regent Street, also backed onto Parker’s Piece. Hannah insisted on buying them both a drink. Sandy was only having soft drinks due to driving. They went outside again and watched the activities taking place. There seemed to be a number of informal football games, other ball games, people running, and people just sitting and chatting. A truly wonderful, alive Cambridge sight that both Sandy and Hannah enjoyed. 
 
    Sandy said, ‘I have got to ask, why has no one snapped you up beforehand?’ As soon as he said it, he realised what a crass remark this was.  
 
    However, Hannah smiled and said, ‘Because I didn’t want them to. I did have a long-standing relationship whilst at the University of Nottingham but when he moved off to work and I stayed on for the law conversion course, we realised it was a time and place relationship, and that time had gone. What about you, then?’ 
 
    ‘I was in a strong relationship whilst in sixth form and that continued into my first year at university, but we were in different universities and it just faded away. We weren’t from the same town; she used to board at King’s, the school we used to both go to. Since then, absolutely nothing too serious. My job gets in the way a bit and I no longer have any intention of casual dating.’ 
 
    Hannah was visibly taken back by this comment and after a fairly long pause said, ‘So, this isn’t a casual date then?’ 
 
    Sandy wondered if he had been too serious too quickly. He mentally kicked himself for probably blowing any possible relationship. So, he just said, ‘Shall we just see how it goes?’ 
 
    The time had arrived to go around the corner to The Oak Bistro, which wasn’t actually a French restaurant, but they did produce excellent French food amongst other dishes, hence Sandy always regarded it as French cuisine. 
 
    After they had finished their starters, Sandy asked Hannah how she had got on with her case at the Old Bailey when they had met there for coffee. 
 
    ‘You mean the Ruben Cousins case? He was found not guilty.’ 
 
    ‘Well done, but do you think he was guilty, though, and through your advocacy skill got away with it?’ 
 
    ‘No, I think he was not guilty on this occasion, but I am sure there are lots of other occasions when he has got away with crimes that he has not been caught for.’ 
 
    ‘Obviously as a detective I am all for the prosecution of the bad people, but do you like defending clients then?’ 
 
    ‘I do take on prosecution briefs, but I like defending more than anything. As an impressionable teenager, I saw Gregory Peck starring as Atticus Finch in the film To kill a mockingbird. I always wanted to be that person fighting injustice.’ 
 
    Sandy said, ‘I, on the other hand, went to see Crown Court trials that my Grandad Tom was involved in and wanted to be like him – a detective solving major crime cases.’ 
 
    ‘Not be a barrister like your other grandfather, Judge McFarlane, then?’ 
 
    ‘Not really. He was already a family court judge by then, which had closed hearings, so I never got to see him in action, other than when he came and lectured on a module I completed at Cambridge. Now that was embarrassing.’ 
 
    After the dinner finished, Hannah didn’t want a lift to her home as it wasn’t far, but in fact walked Sandy back to his car. They held hands on the short walk there. Hannah was really impressed with the Morgan Roadster; Sandy didn’t tell her Judge McFarlane had bought it for him. They did, though, have a hug and an extremely, in Sandy’s eyes, sweet, long and lingering kiss as they said goodbye.  
 
    Maybe I didn’t blow it then, Sandy thought as he drove home. We held hands, hugged and kissed – three ticks as far he was concerned. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
      
 
    On the Monday morning when Sandy returned to work at the FCO, he sought out Jane Watson and told her what he had been advised about India having a death penalty, and the fact that the British Government wouldn’t want to support a trial if the death penalty was an option to the judge on sentencing. He wanted to know if this affected their involvement in the Robert Smythe murder trial. Jane told him that she knew of discussions currently ongoing in relation to this case, and also this point about the death penalty was being discussed. There was a possibility that the government in Britain would want the trial severed, so that they only supported the theft of money and not the murder case.  
 
    When Sandy left Jane, he felt that the case against Hari Thakur for the murder trial would unravel if all of the evidence for both cases was not included, but it was totally out of his hands. He did stress to Jane that the chief justice of India was now closely involved in this case and it might be useful for the High Commission in Delhi to contact him directly. Sandy sent an email to Solomon outlining the issue and said that in his mind, any severance of the murder case from the theft case would weaken it all.  
 
    When Sandy had played golf with his Grandpa John the other day, he’d mentioned to Sandy a lecture he went to a number of years ago, where the key message from the barrister giving the lecture, Richard Latham QC, was, ‘If you are prosecuting a case, before the trial, turn the telescope around the other way’. Meaning if you are the one defending the case, what are the gaps in the prosecution case that you could exploit.  
 
    Sandy got out the rough book that he had for the Robert Smythe case and highlighted a couple of key areas. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    
     
      
      	    
  Evidential gaps 
    
  i) They have never recovered any trace of arsenic or been able to put Jeet Desai in possession of any. The gap to be filled was, where could Jeet have purchased it from? Action: ask Solomon to check any premises in the Sanpuri district that could sell it to check if they had sold it to Jeet Desai.  
  ii) Where had all the cash gone that Jeet had withdrawn? He had possibly spent almost 50k of it on the watch, jewellery and TV, but where had the rest gone? Where could Hari have kept it? Action: for Adip to re-check to see if there were any other bank accounts with signatories of either Hari or Jeet.  
  iii) Were the criminal connections enough between the two of them to prove a conspiracy? Both of them are directors of SEC, both signatories of the bank account. The phone traffic connections, all that happened at incriminating times.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Although the phone connection was a good piece of evidence, Sandy wasn’t sure it was enough on its own to convict. It was a shame they had not considered a covert tactic to listen to any phone conversations between them both. Sandy did think, though, that they had a very good case, but they would need to ensure they had a good lawyer to present the case in court as he was sure that Hari Thakur would have an excellent one.  
 
    Solomon actually replied to the email almost immediately – within two hours – which surprised Sandy as he didn’t normally reply quickly to emails; he preferred to call Sandy directly. Solomon said that Hari Thakur’s trial lawyer, who was a very high-powered one from Mumbai, was pushing for an early resolution to the case as Hari needed to travel abroad extensively as part of his work for AIEC and his bail conditions prevented this. The national justice department were thinking in favour of this, and Solomon had to send some further details about the case, in terms of work still to be done and timescales, within the next couple of days. He would stress to the chief justice that the police in this individual case would support the British Government, to be assured that the death penalty on conviction wouldn’t be a consideration. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Nine 
 
    England and India 
 
      
 
    It was almost three weeks later when Sandy got a call from Solomon. During those three weeks, he had actually been really busy, working on a number of possible homicides and having conversations with consulate offices abroad, mostly in the Far East but also in Europe. Sandy was enjoying the variety of the different case work. He had also had another date with Hannah, where they had gone to a cinema in Cambridge, Arts Picture house, to see Little Women, a film adapted from the book by Louisa May Alcott. It had a really strong performance by the actress Saoirse Ronan, who played the lead character Jo March. This strong-willed woman was someone who Hannah felt she could identify with, seeing lots of the same traits in herself.  
 
    The date had gone really well and they were due to visit the Corn Exchange in Cambridge in a week’s time to see a show with music from the Motown era. However, this call from Solomon had the potential to change those plans. 
 
    Solomon said, ‘Sandy, the Chief Justice for India and the Chief Justice for the state of Gujarat have decided, after pressure from the Thakur family, to expedite this case, and it starts next Monday with legal arguments. Can you come and represent both the British Government and the family?’ 
 
    Sandy told him he would immediately go and speak to his boss and get back to him as soon as possible. When Sandy got to Jane’s office, he saw that she was busy chairing a meeting. Even though he was absolutely itching to interrupt and speak to her, he knew he would just have to be patient. He told Jane’s executive assistant that he needed to talk to her urgently.  
 
    After an hour had passed and there had been no response from Jane, Sandy got in touch with DCI Simon Jones from Northamptonshire Police to tell him about the case possibly happening next week, and for him to ask DC Stephen Thomas to let the family know and to discuss with them the possibility of attending the trial.  
 
    Jane appeared at Sandy’s desk and after he had given her a brief update on what Solomon had told him, asked him to get Solomon as soon as possible on a Zoom or Skype video call, whichever one of those video formats he was happy with.  
 
    Sandy got through to Solomon on a Zoom call. He was pleased to see him, albeit via a video call, and he proceeded to take his laptop into Jane’s office. Jane said, ‘Inspector Kyte, thank you for all of your hard work in this case. We and the family of Robert Smythe are truly grateful.’ 
 
    ‘It is DCI McFarlane you should be grateful to. He is not a man to be underestimated and his tenacity has shown throughout this case.’ 
 
    Sandy felt himself almost blush as he had never had one word of praise or encouragement from Solomon before. Jane said, ‘I have seen confirmation from our consular justice department that the chief justice and the president have agreed not to invoke the death penalty in this individual case, at the request of the British Government and not at the request of the defendants themselves.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that is correct. As a result of this, they want to resolve the case asap. So, we have been told that the Chief Justice for the Gujarat, Rajan Rao, will hear the case himself. There is no space at the Gujarat High Court in Ahmedabad, so the trial will be in our old courthouse here in Vadodara. It is listed for legal procedure processes on Monday and opening speeches planned for Tuesday.’ 
 
    ‘I am happy for Sandy to go and represent the government and the family, either as support to them or instead of them, but your trials are constantly put off and I am not prepared for him to fly there for a non-event.’  
 
    Solomon said, ‘I can notify him on Monday if, as a result of the criminal procedure hearings, the trial is going ahead on Tuesday. That way he will only miss the opening speeches.’ 
 
    ‘OK, agreed.’  
 
    After the call ended, Jane told Sandy, who she could see was buzzing about with the excitement of a criminal homicide trial, that he could get business admin to get a flexible flight booked, but she would only support him to be there for the prosecution case, unless the trial went quicker than planned. 
 
    Sandy decided to let Hannah know that he might not be able to be there for the show at the Corn Exchange. He asked her if she had anyone else, she could take at short notice, preferably not a rival to him. He hoped that she took it in the right spirit. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy was on tenterhooks all weekend and didn’t know what to do with himself. He had packed and repacked a number of times. If he did get to travel to India on the Monday, it was likely to be the longest period he had spent there – almost two weeks rather than just the one as in his previous three visits. Sandy wasn’t the best of people at packing, and he tended to pack the clothes and other things he was taking by making them fit in the suitcase rather than them being arranged neatly. By the time he had finished packing and unpacking, it all looked quite a mess in there, but he quickly zipped up his suitcase and shut his mind to it. 
 
    Sandy didn’t have to wait long on the Monday morning before Solomon called and said court had closed for the day, witness lists had been established and opening speeches were going to happen on Tuesday. The first live witness in court was to be Professor Sharma on the Wednesday. 
 
    Sandy went and told Jane, who wished him good luck but reiterated that he was to be there no longer than a week on Friday. The Smythe family felt they couldn’t travel. Stephen Thomas told Sandy the family would be very happy and honoured if he could represent them at the trial. Sandy was pleased with this comment as it showed that they had the utmost respect for him. He hoped that he could deliver for this kind and lovely family the justice they deserved. 
 
    When Sandy got to the airport, he saw James Mace, the auditor from Plato Solutions, there. He was to be a witness in the trial and had only just been asked to attend that morning. They managed to change their seats so that they could travel together. Due to his seniority in Plato Solutions, James was able to travel business class, which was not so for Sandy as a government employee. However, as the business class seats were sold out, James was travelling economy. He and Sandy enjoyed the journey to Mumbai together. Sandy was really interested in James’s work as an accountant and how much he enjoyed it. James took great pleasure working with companies, enjoying having the chance to help these multinational companies grow, but still make sure they were being financially ethical in all that they did. Because James was a witness, Sandy didn’t ask him what he thought of the way that SEC Consultancy was financially operating. He was sure, though, that he knew the answer to that question – not ethically. 
 
    After a fairly quick flight transfer, they arrived in Vadodara airport and were met by the ever-smiling Hasan, who genuinely seemed to be more and more pleased when meeting Sandy again. After they had dropped James off at his hotel, Hasan and Sandy headed to the court to meet up with Solomon and the prosecution lawyer, Mr Sanjay Shah. Sandy noticed that the Vishwamitri river’s water level was much higher than when he had been there last. Hasan told him that the monsoon rains had come a little earlier this year. It wasn’t currently raining but Sandy wondered whether he was going to find trying to work in a monsoon an enjoyable experience.  
 
    They arrived at the courthouse, which was near Sursagar Lake, where Jai Gupta had allegedly met Hari Thakur to conspire to steal the laptop. The courthouse was called Nyay Mandir. It was not actively used as a court any more, but there was extreme overcrowding in the High Court in Ahmedabad and the new court complex for Vadodara in Diwalipura was totally overrun with cases. So, the Chief Justice for Gujarat had given an order for the court to be brought back into use for this one trial only. He apparently held nostalgic memories of his younger days as a lawyer working in this court building. 
 
    Sandy was really pleased with this as a location for their court case. Nyay Mandir was built over a hundred years ago and Sandy saw it was a beautiful example of Indian Byzantine architecture. They walked through a sizeable hall at the centre of the building, which Sandy noticed had mosaic tiles of incredibly vibrant colours.  
 
    They made their way into a dusty side room to the main court, where Sandy saw Solomon and the man who was to be their prosecutor. Sanjay Shah was in his early forties and very tall in stature. He held a good commanding presence, which Sandy saw as an encouraging sign for the trial. After an extremely short meeting to discuss the order of witnesses, making sure they would have copies of their witness statements, and the exhibits and the witnesses were in court on time, Sandy was taken to his usual hotel with an agreement that Hasan would collect him in the morning.  
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sandy was hardly able to sleep, probably due to a combination of jet lag and, more likely, anticipation of the forthcoming court case. He had only been involved once before in a murder trial as a lead investigator, and on that occasion, Sandy knew that a guilty plea in that case for manslaughter was the likely outcome. No guilty pleas in this case were at all likely, so a trial was going to happen. 
 
    As Hasan picked Sandy up the next morning, the monsoon rain that Hasan had mentioned the previous day had still not arrived, so that was a good thing. As they walked into the court building, Sandy could feel the anticipation growing inside him. His Grandad Tom had always told him that there was no better feeling than on the first day of a murder trial. Sandy couldn’t quite put a finger on his feelings. It certainly wasn’t one of pleasure, more a combination of hope mixed with dread. Hope of a positive result and dread if it went wrong. 
 
    Sanjay Shah saw Sandy arrive in the courtroom and introduced him to Ashok Mistry, the lawyer for Hari Thakur. Mr Mistry was a man in his mid-fifties, who Sandy could already see was totally flamboyant in all of his actions and especially in his speech. He was an extremely high-profile lawyer from Mumbai and no doubt was costing the Thakur family a fortune. He told Sandy he was pleased to meet him and that his client Hari Thakur had talked highly of him. This comment made Sandy feel quite unsettled as he wasn’t sure he had earned that opinion, if it was true, or was it just a lawyer’s tactic of charm. Before he could be introduced to Taj Patel, who was the lawyer for Jeet Desai, who like Sanjay was a lawyer based in the Gujarat High Court, the clerk to the court told them to all rise as the judge was about to enter the court room. 
 
    Sandy glanced around the court as Chief Justice Ranjan Rao entered the courtroom. He saw that Hari Thakur, who seemed to wear a different suit and tie every time he saw him, stood in the dock and next to him was Jeet Desai, whose own suit seemed to barely fit him. In Sandy’s opinion, he was trying too hard to impress and failing at it. His stay in prison clearly hadn’t helped him to lose any of his size.  
 
    Further back, Sandy caught sight of Amar Thakur, who for once, Sandy felt, was not able to exert his authority and presence in the court. Next to Amar was Joyoti Lakhani, who seemed to be very mouse-like in her stance for a change and clearly totally unaccustomed to a criminal court. There were also reams of press journalists. Sandy had seen very little in the British press about the murder and the trial, but Solomon had told him there was huge media interest in India due to the fact that the son of a billionaire was on trial. 
 
    Justice Ranjan Rao was quite a small man, but no one could be in any doubt that he was the man in charge of this court. There was a complete hush in the court where you could have heard a pin drop. He seemed to pause for effect before he said, ‘Before we call the first witness, I want everyone – that is you the two defendants, you the lawyers prosecuting and defending, and you in the public seats, especially the press that are here today – to take notice that this court is all about justice. Justice in this incredible country of ours is a total leveller, so regardless of anyone’s class or caste, wealth, power and influence, they are to be treated the same in this court. They are all equal in the eyes of the law. The fact that one man is on bail and one in custody should not make anyone think that one is innocent and the other guilty.’ 
 
    Sandy knew straight away, as did everyone else in the court, that this was a deliberate comment to say, I am in charge, justice is in charge and you, the Thakur family, are not, regardless of your immense wealth and power. Sandy felt encouraged by this opening comment as he felt the judge truly meant it. But he couldn’t help but think, was justice, or the access to it, really equal around the world? From his experience, he was not so sure.  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    The prosecuting lawyer, Sanjay Shah, opened the case for the prosecution by reading out the accepted statements from the cleaner, who had found Robert Smythe’s body in his hotel room, and the three other members of hotel staff, who were able to bring to life some of Robert’s movements whilst in Vadodara. These gave an insight into how he had been, especially when he returned from Sanpuri feeling so ill, and also the experience he had shared with them of having his laptop stolen. 
 
    Sanjay then asked for the court clerk to call to the witness box Professor Sharma. 
 
    Sanjay Shah asked Professor Sharma to outline his qualifications, which took some considerable time because he had so many. He then carefully took him through his witness statement, which described the autopsy and all of the tests he had carried out, and how he had eliminated all other causes of death. 
 
    Sanjay Shah said, ‘The toxicology tests confirm that Mr Smythe would have consumed a fatal amount of arsenic. Are you able to tell us if that was one single administration or multiple ones?’ 
 
    ‘If we look at what the witnesses are saying, how he physically reacted whilst in Sanpuri and on his way back to Vadodara, then how he was physically when he was back in the hotel in Vadodara, I will say it was more than one dose. Definitely at least once on the Wednesday, then at least another one on the Thursday morning before being driven back to Vadodara,’ Professor Sharma replied. 
 
    Sanjay Shah had no further questions and Taj Patel, the lawyer for Jeet Desai, asked, ‘Have you examined anything connected to the defendant, Mr Desai, that shows there is any trace of arsenic associated with him?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    Sandy looked at Solomon and whispered, ‘Presumably you found nowhere local to him that he could have bought it from? What about the carpet? Was that examination negative?’  
 
    Solomon said in a loud whisper, ‘We haven’t done any of that as yet. These cases normally take years to come to court; there was no priority to get these actions completed.’  
 
    Solomon, in Sandy’s experience, did not take kindly to being questioned. However, he could not let this go so Sandy, now equally as loudly, said, ‘I wish I had known. I could have got Dr Stroud to at least get someone to examine the carpet!’ 
 
    The lawyers on the front bench had by now all looked round at them and Justice Rao bellowed, ‘Silence in court! I will not tolerate people talking so that we can’t even hear ourselves think, let alone hear the witness.’ 
 
    Sandy and Solomon were suitably admonished. Sandy was still very upset that they had failed to complete some of the basic allocated actions that could have clearly helped the case. 
 
    Taj Patel said, ‘So, there is no trace of arsenic on Mr Desai as far as you are concerned?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    Taj Patel continued by saying, ‘Arsenic is naturally present in high levels in ground water and this can cause death.’ 
 
    Professor Sharma replied, ‘I can’t find a question in there. I presume you are making a statement?’ 
 
    This produced laughter around the court, but this quickly stopped in case the judge shouted for silence again, but even Justice Rao had a slight twitch of a smile. 
 
    Professor Sharma replied, ‘What I can say to your statement is the arsenic in ground water normally takes about five years or more of drinking, using the water for cooking and washing clothes in for it to begin to build up to fatal quantities in the body. We have no cases of this occurring in the ground water in Sanpuri, or, in fact, in all of Gujarat. So, it did not come from there.’ 
 
    Ashok Mistry, the lawyer for Hari Thakur, said, ‘Professor Sharma, am I right in saying that you are not producing one shred of evidence to this court today that the defendant, Hari Thakur, had anything to do with arsenic or, in fact, anything to do with the death of the victim in this case?’ 
 
    ‘My job as a pathologist is to find out how someone has died. I have done my job. Robert Smythe died due to consuming a fatal dose of arsenic. Your job in this court is to determine if those two’–he pointed to the two defendants– ‘administered it, or conspired together to administer the fatal doses.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t find an answer in there, so I presume you are making a statement,’ Ashok Mistry said to more ripples of laughter around the court. 
 
    There were no further questions, so Professor Sharma was released as a witness. 
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    The next witness to be called into court was James Mace. Before Sanjay went to question him, Justice Rao said, ‘Please, Mr Mace, can I, on behalf of the government of India, thank you for flying here at such short notice to help us administer justice. This is totally my fault as I saw an urgency to expedite this case. You are very welcome to the State of Gujarat.’ 
 
    Sanjay said, ‘Please can we just go through a few points from your extremely helpful audit report that we have available to us in the court today. Am I right in saying that you found on your audit no issues with either the movement of money that the British Government transferred to AIEC, and no issues with the money that they transferred to the Sun Energy Company?’ 
 
    ‘That was all fine, a bit of movement up and down depending on the exchange rate. However, all totally acceptable.’ 
 
    ‘Moving on then to the monies spent by the Sun Energy Company. You didn’t find this to be totally acceptable, though, did you?’ 
 
    ‘Not really. A large percentage of the grant monies was spent on a single consultancy company, SEC Consultancy. The invoices from SEC Consultancy were all missing from the pile of invoices I examined.’ 
 
    ‘So, you felt this was a misuse of the grant money, which we are alleging here in this court was criminal use of the money? Something you will not know is that the money was drawn out of SEC Consultancy bank account in cash over a period of time.’ 
 
    ‘It was a large percentage and including the money spent on the consultancy company this year, it amounts to the equivalent of £440,000. After what you have just told me, that it was taken out in cash, makes it seem even more suspicious.’ 
 
    Sanjay asked, ‘Would Robert Smythe have found this suspicious?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, he did. Mr Smythe had found out about the money going to this consultancy and that only a third of the proposed solar panels had actually been fitted. He had marked up a notes page on his laptop to say he was highly suspicious of this activity. Also, the fact that a large amount was spent on the purchase of a Range Rover didn’t seem to him, or now me, to be appropriate.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think that is why they killed him?’ 
 
    Ashok Mistry leapt to his feet. ‘Objection, Your Honour! Surely he can’t be expected to answer that question?’ 
 
    ‘Withdrawn,’ said Sanjay, before Justice Rao could respond. 
 
    Sanjay had no more questions, so Ashok asked, ‘It is not unusual, Mr Mace, for companies to use consultancies to facilitate and support their businesses, is it?’ 
 
    ‘No, it is not. Almost all businesses that I work with use consultancies of various types, and they do, at times, charge extraordinary amounts of money for their services, I agree. However, this was a large percentage of the grant money, so needed questions answering.’ 
 
    ‘Questions, yes, but not criminal, would you say?’ 
 
    Sanjay now stood up and said, ‘Objection! Mr Mace is an accountant, he can’t be asked whether he thinks something is criminal or not – he is not a lawyer.’ 
 
    ‘Agreed,’ said Justice Rao.  
 
    Ashok continued, ‘I understand that you have seen the accounts for this year as they are ongoing. Is it right to say that a further one thousand solar panels have now been installed and more have been ordered and part paid for, with payment to be completed on delivery of these solar panels due in late August or early September this year?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that is right. From what I can see, the second thousand are fully installed and already benefitting the community in the area with electricity. I have seen the money transferred for the ones due later in the year as well.’ 
 
    Ashok had no further questions, nor did Taj Patel. Justice Rao reiterated the thanks from his court for his attendance and he was released from being a witness. 
 
    Sandy went outside the courtroom to see James and say thanks. He invited James to have dinner with him in his hotel that evening, which he gratefully accepted, and they agreed a time to meet later. 
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         The next two witness testimonies were read by Sanjay as they were the statements from the two people in the accounts department at the AIEC and were not in dispute.  
 
    Sanjay then went through the English digital media investigators’ presentation, highlighting the section that covered Robert’s movements when he was in India. Sandy knew that both of the digital forensic officers, as he called them, had been keen to come to India to give evidence, but their evidence was never going to be questioned by the defence lawyers so there was little chance of them being asked to attend court.  
 
    The final two witness testimonies to be read were from the two drivers from AIEC. When Sanjay read the statement from the one that took him back to Vadodara, he added for emphasis as he read through it how Robert felt unwell on the trip back. 
 
    The next live witness to be called was DS Adip Bhatt. Sandy smiled at him as he walked into court. Adip normally wore civilian dress but today he was in full uniform, wearing a really crisply ironed tunic. 
 
    Sanjay said, ‘Sergeant Bhatt, you are presenting evidence on behalf of the police to do with a number of enquiries into firstly the ownership of the Range Rover car?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, it is registered to Mr Jeet Desai.’ 
 
    Taj Patel got to his feet and said, ‘It might be registered in the defendant’s name, but you don’t know that he intended to keep it, do you, and when it was sold, that the money would have gone back to the Sun Energy Company?’ 
 
    ‘No, but why then did he not register it directly to Sun Energy Company in the first place?’ 
 
    Taj then said, ‘Sergeant Bhatt, why do you keep looking over at Inspector Kyte. Are you not sure of your answers and are looking for reassurance?’ 
 
    Sandy knew that Taj was using an often well used tactic of trying to unsettle a witness. He succeeded as Adip was already nervous in the first place. 
 
    Sanjay interjected and continued by asking, ‘You also found out that the two directors of SEC Consultancy and the two signatories for their bank account were Hari Thakur and Jeet Desai, is that correct?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, it is.’ 
 
    Ashok got to his feet and said, ‘You didn’t find anything untoward in these registrations, did you?’ 
 
    ‘No, sir, I did not.’  
 
    Sanjay continued, clearly getting annoyed and upset by the constant interruptions, which Justice Rao seemed happy to let continue. 
 
    ‘Large amounts of cash were continually being taken out of this account, is that correct?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, by Jeet Desai.’ 
 
    Taj Patel went to stand but Sanjay quickly continued by saying, ‘You also found out that there was regular phone contact between Hari Thakur and Jeet Desai, and this phone correspondence increased when Robert arrived in India, is that correct?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ Both Taj and Ashok went to stand and speak, but Sanjay was determined to finish his line of questioning. 
 
    ‘You say in your statement that this was a different pattern from their usual calls, and immediately after one phone call you can mirror across a search on Jeet Desai’s computer that mentions arsenic?’ 
 
    ‘That is correct.’ 
 
    Taj Patel was on his feet in a flash, beating Ashok to speak. 
 
    ‘Your Honour, please can I question some of these assertions being made here? They must be challenged.’ 
 
    Justice Rao nodded. Taj said, ‘Can you say what this cash was being used for?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘So, it could quite rightly and properly be used for a legal purpose?’ 
 
    ‘I can’t say either way, I am just pointing out the facts.’ Sandy thought Adip, even though being nervous, was almost holding his own, and gave him a smile of encouragement. 
 
    Taj went on by asking, ‘Have you found any evidence anywhere that Mr Desai ever actually purchased any arsenic?’ 
 
    ‘No, we have not looked as yet.’ 
 
    ‘That is pretty poor, maybe because you knew you wouldn’t have found anything.’ 
 
    Ashok then said, ‘I presume that you have found no trace whatsoever that Mr Thakur has had one rupee of this cash?’ 
 
    ‘I agree, no trace.’ 
 
    ‘Can you also tell me who else called Mr Desai around the time of this increased phone traffic, in particular at the time that you say a computer search was made using the term “arsenic”?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know, we only checked Mr Thakur and Mr Desai’s numbers connecting to each other.’ Adip seemed to be now squirming in his seat.  
 
    Ashok said, ‘So, you have made the wrong assumption to say that it was my client, Mr Thakur, that influenced this computer search, when it could have been anyone else or, in fact, nobody else. You just haven’t checked?’ 
 
    Sanjay quickly told Justice Rao they could produce all of the phone records for the morning.  
 
    There were no further questions, so Adip left the witness box. Sandy felt that, again, here were another two occasions that follow-up enquiries should have taken place. Richard Latham QC’s adage of turning the telescope around the other way to examine it from a defence point of view clearly hadn’t happened here, and Sandy was not surprised that Solomon was avoiding both Sanjay and Sandy’s gaze at him.  
 
    Solomon quickly left the courtroom, as the trial was adjourned for the day, to task someone, probably Adip, to get the complete phone records analysed. 
 
    Jai Gupta was to be called as the first witness the next day. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-One 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    Sandy had had a really good evening with James Mace, who was excellent company. James was amazed at how well Sandy was known and treated in the hotel. Sandy didn’t let on that it was his fourth time there. He also didn’t tell him and hadn’t told them back in the office at the FCO that he was now given a complimentary suite. Sandy had also updated Stephen Thomas on the day’s events in court so he could let the family know. 
 
    The next morning when he arrived at court, Sandy found out there had been a bit of conflict earlier in the court cells. It appeared that when Jai Gupta had been transferred there this morning, he hadn’t taken kindly to how a prison officer had thrown him in the cell. Sandy’s thoughts strayed for a moment to equal justice, knowing that they wouldn’t have treated Hari Thakur like that. 
 
    Sandy asked Sanjay Shah and Solomon at their morning pre-court meeting whether they thought Jai Gupta was likely to be a reluctant or hostile witness and if so, had they got a tactic planned for this. If he was going to be a hostile witness, he might not even come out of his cell, but if he did come into court, Sanjay would have to read his statement out to the court with possibly no response from the witness. Not ideal, but it seemed to be that Jai’s issue wasn’t with the police but the prison officer, so it might be OK. 
 
    As they were waiting in court for the trial to begin, Justice Rao, when he came in, seemed pretty grumpy, complaining to his clerk that he couldn’t find his papers, then that they weren’t in the order that he had left them or wanted them to be in. Sandy was unsure whether it was the case in general that was the underlying reason for him being grumpy or just the next witness. Sanjay, who had prosecuted or defended cases in front of him many times before, said it was just him, which made them all laugh. 
 
    Sandy looked around the court but couldn’t see Amar Thakur, but Joyoti was there again dressed demurely. Hari Thakur was again wearing a different suit and tie. Sandy wondered, but probably knew the answer to this one, whether Hari would wear a different suit and tie every day for the duration of the trial. Jeet Desai, on the other hand, was still wearing his same bulging-from-all angles suit. Sandy knew that this was the suit Jeet would wear every day of the trial and actually Sandy would not be much better as he had only bought two suits with him to wear at the trial. 
 
    Sanjay asked for Jai Gupta to be brought into court as the next witness. As he walked into court, escorted by a prison officer, Sandy could see that his eyes had the hollow and glazed look of a man who was a habitual drug user. Sandy thought he was clearly getting free access to drugs in prison, as he didn’t show any signs of withdrawal symptoms. 
 
    Sanjay Shah asked Jai to go through the circumstances of the theft of the laptop, taking him from the first approach to steal it, up to his arrest and the recovery of it. Jai outlined the circumstances absolutely word for word as per the statement he had finally made when in custody for the theft of it. There was no doubt that Jai was extremely experienced in the workings of a court, obviously mostly as a defendant. 
 
    Sanjay Shah said, ‘A few weeks ago, whilst you were in prison, you were shown a photograph of a man with a red motorbike. Is it right that you said you were sure that this was the man who had paid you to steal the laptop?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Can you see that man in this court today?’ 
 
    Jai pointed to Hari Thakur and said, ‘Yes, him.’ 
 
    Ashok Mistry immediately sprang up to his feet, knocking a few of his papers onto the floor in his haste, and said, ‘Objection, Your Honour! He has gone from looking at a man in a photograph with a helmet on to identifying the defendant. How can he have made that leap of identification?’ Then, looking at Jai, he said, ‘I am a similar build’–which he was– ‘to Mr Thakur, could it have been me then?’  
 
    Jai said, ‘No, you are far too old.’ This reply brought more than a few ripples of laughter throughout the courtroom. 
 
    Chief Justice Ranjan Rao said to Sanjay to come forward to the bench. When Sanjay had come within a few feet of Justice Rao, he said in a quiet voice, but one which in fact most of the court could hear, ‘Please could you tell me what is going on here? I feel it is a complete mystery why this person is even here giving evidence?’  
 
    Before Sanjay could answer, Justice Rao said, ‘All three of the lawyers in my chambers, now, and bring both of those police officers with you.’ He was pointing at Solomon and Sandy. There was no doubt in Sandy’s mind that Justice Rao had an amazingly sharp mind, but he knew they were now about to see him demonstrate a similarly sharp tongue. 
 
    When they went into Justice Rao’s room, he said, ‘This is ridiculous. If I have heard right, he identified the defendant in a full-face helmet with a red motorbike. I must have seen ten of them on the way to court today! Then he has just said it is him here in court. How can we rely on that as identification evidence?’  
 
    Sanjay went to speak. Justice Rao, who had just paused for effect, was getting even more agitated and said, ‘I am talking now. You are listening. I presume the police did a deal with him to admit the offence the first time round. Ridiculous him getting a suspended sentence. I suggest you’–he pointed at Sanjay– ‘go and talk to these two’–he pointed at Solomon and Sandy– ‘about withdrawing this charge, unless you have any more evidence to support it, as I have not seen one scrap of evidence so far!’ 
 
    They were all dismissed. On the way out of the office, Sanjay said to Solomon and Sandy, ‘We need to withdraw, don’t you think?’ To which they both nodded. 
 
    After a short recess, Justice Rao returned to court. He was surprised to see that Jai Gupta was still in the witness box and told the prison officer to take him away. Jai needed to hope that he never came up before Justice Rao on any charges again; if so, he had a long prison sentence heading his way. 
 
    Sanjay rose to his feet and said, ‘Your Honour, the prosecution would ask for the charge against Mr Hari Thakur of conspiracy to steal the laptop to be withdrawn from this trial.’  
 
    Justice Rao said, ‘Agreed. Next witness, please.’ 
 
    Sandy didn’t look around as he knew that Hari Thakur must be quietly smiling to himself. 
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    The next witness was in fact Inspector Solomon Kyte. Sandy wondered if Solomon was nervous, particularly after the dressing down that had just occurred in Justice Rao’s office. However, he showed no signs of it and his evidence was all pretty straightforward; it just detailed the arrest of Hari Thakur and the search that took place that was negative (he wisely didn’t mention Sandy taking the photograph of Hari in his motorbike helmet next to a red motorbike). The only question that Ashok Mistry asked him was, was his client compliant, to which Solomon replied in the affirmative, not mentioning that Hari’s father, Amar, was not.  
 
    Solomon also produced the complete phone records for Jeet Desai’s phone, as promised by Sanjay to the court. It would appear that Jeet Desai was an almost compulsive user of his phone as there were many numbers that he called many hundreds of times in the last two years, and his contact with Hari in comparison was minuscule. There had not been time overnight to even begin to find out who the subscribers were for all of the numbers, but what it did show was that around the time of the call from Hari Thakur to Jeet Desai, which was when he had completed the internet search that mentioned arsenic, no one else had called or been called. For the first time, Sandy saw that Ashok Mistry was thrown by this as he had probably taken a chance on the prosecution not being able to, or not bothered to, come back to court with the phone data.  
 
    The next witness was to be DC Hasan Bhatt. He hadn’t collected Sandy today, so Sandy had missed wishing him good luck for when he came to give evidence. Sandy smiled at him as he entered. Sandy was in no doubt that his brother, Adip, had warned Hasan of the ordeal he had received at the hands of the defence lawyers. Hasan looked totally determined and he looked immaculate in his uniform, which had razor sharp creases. 
 
    Sanjay said, ‘Constable Bhatt when you arrested Mr Desai, did he make any comment to you?’ 
 
    ‘Not directly, but he was making loud noises about being arrested, which I took to be for the benefit of his wife and children.’ 
 
    ‘What property did you take possession of from the house?’ 
 
    ‘The Range Rover and the registration document, which was in his name and also registered to his home address.’ 
 
    Taj Patel stood up and said, ‘However, you can’t say that he had stolen this Range Rover, can you, as he could have returned it, or on the sale of it, returned the monies to Sun Energy Company?’ 
 
    ‘His actions by registering the car to himself, in fact purchasing a luxury car like that and treating it as his own car, I would say don’t match what you are saying. That is not an assurance to the court that he would return it or return the money.’ 
 
    Sandy thought, what a very good response this was. 
 
    Sanjay continued by saying, ‘Tell us about the watch and the jewellery you took possession of?’ 
 
    ‘The watch was in fact an authentic Rolex, which Jeet Desai purchased in Ahmedabad. The shop couldn’t tell me if he paid cash or not. One of the places he bought most of the gold jewellery from has gone out of business and I have not been able to trace the owner of the business. The other business where he bought the rest of the jewellery from say that he did pay cash. It was the same for the television – he paid cash.’ 
 
    Taj Patel asked, ‘However, you cannot say that the cash used was the money from SEC Consultancy, can you?’ 
 
    ‘I have to agree with you to a certain extent, as looking at Mr Desai’s own bank account, he did take most of his wages out in cash. It appears he likes to use cash to purchase things.’ 
 
    Sandy thought it fitted Jeet Desai’s personality to have big wads of cash to wave around. 
 
    Hasan continued by saying, ‘However, on my finding the jewellery in the house, he said it was family jewellery. Of course, we now know that isn’t true, don’t we? So, why would he lie about that?’ 
 
    Sanjay asked, ‘Is it right that he made no comments on the journey to Vadodara, and in the two interviews you had with him he made no comment? Not even to say why he would carry out an internet search that came up with the result “arsenic”?’ 
 
    ‘He gave no explanation for anything. He just said, “no comment” to all of our questions.’ 
 
    Ashok Mistry said, ‘Is it right that you may have a biased view of my client’s guilt? You and DCI McFarlane from England actually chased him from Sanpuri to Vadodara, and his father made a complaint of harassment, isn’t that also right?’ 
 
    Although Hasan hesitated momentarily, he said, ‘That is not right. DCI McFarlane and I had finished what we were doing at the offices so of course were heading back to Vadodara. We wanted to be there quickly due to other enquiries that we needed to make, and yes, we did meet up momentarily with Mr Thakur on the route. Surely you are not saying that the Maruti Vitara I was driving could be a match for a Porsche 911 Turbo?’  
 
    This comment produced lots of laughter around the court. Ashok Mistry had made the mistake that Sandy’s grandpa had told him about, that a lawyer should never ask a question that he doesn’t know the answer to. Yes, Hasan had taken a risk by saying that they had finished their business in Sanpuri, but as it turned out, Ashok didn’t actually know this wasn’t true. 
 
    There were no further questions from any of the lawyers and Hasan, who had not smiled once whilst giving evidence, had his wide smile returned to his face. He had been a brilliant witness. 
 
    It appeared that Justice Rao had had enough for the day, or had other matters to attend to, so court was adjourned until Friday morning.  
 
    Mohan Jadeja was to be the next witness to be called. 
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    Sandy called DC Stephen Thomas on his phone, rather than send him a message to update him on the day’s events in court. Stephen was really pleased with how Hasan had delivered his evidence in the court that day. When Stephen had been in India, he had worked almost exclusively with Hasan, and like Sandy, was hugely impressed and fond of him. 
 
    Sandy also reflected that, in his opinion, Ashok Mistry hadn’t had a great day, so, by implication, neither had Hari Thakur. In general, Sandy didn’t think that Jeet Desai’s case was going too well from his point of view. Sandy wished that Solomon had at least had the piece of carpet tested as he was sure that would have had traces of arsenic on it, then the case against Jeet would have been pretty much conclusive. 
 
    Sandy went through a very long night where sleep was intermittent, so he had been exchanging a few text messages with friends, including Hannah and family members back in England, who were still awake as they were five hours behind him. 
 
    Hasan picked him up the next morning. He was still buzzing from his court appearance and was smiling even more broadly when Sandy told him what Stephen had said after their update call the previous evening. 
 
    When they arrived at court, Sandy went straight into the pre-court meeting with Sanjay and Solomon. It appeared that Taj Patel, the lawyer for Jeet Desai, was objecting to Mohan Jadeja giving evidence. He had put a petition to Justice Rao, who was considering it. They discussed other aspects of the court hearing and they all felt that other than the Jai Gupta debacle, it had all gone according to plan. Mohan was their last witness and then the next stage was for Jeet Desai to mount his defence and finally, for the trial to conclude with Hari Thakur’s defence. They had no idea who either of the defendants would call as witnesses, as they hadn’t supplied advance notice to the prosecution.  
 
    Sandy remembered that his boss, Jane Watson, had mentioned him staying until the conclusion of the prosecution case, so he might possibly have to return home this weekend. He was desperate to now stay until the end of the court case. Jane was another person Sandy had been exchanging messages with whilst sleep was evading him. She had told him that she had warmed to his plea to see the case through to its end and was inclined to agree to this, but was still sticking to him having to be back by the end of the following week. So, it looked as though Sandy was staying until the end of the court case, as long as the defence cases moved swiftly along. 
 
    Sandy, Solomon and Sanjay were called into court. There was to be no public allowed in, only the defendants, the lawyers, Solomon and Sandy. Justice Rao was going to hear legal arguments about whether to allow Mohan to give evidence. Sandy had been involved in similar hearings in the past. He thought they were called ‘voir dire’ hearings in the UK, but this was primarily about a jury not hearing certain legal arguments that could prejudice their opinion. So, Sandy was surprised it was taking place here in this court, as there was no jury involved. 
 
    Taj Patel said, ‘Our first reason for objecting is that Mr Jadeja was interviewed all the way to Vadodara when he didn’t have access to a lawyer, and the basis of the statement that he will rely on today was developed during that car journey.’ 
 
    Sanjay in response said, ‘I am sorry, Your Honour, but they couldn’t stop Mr Jadeja talking as much as they tried. They did make notes, which he agreed and signed with his lawyer present as a summation of what he had told the officers. He didn’t once ask for a lawyer during this journey.’ 
 
    ‘Our second objection is that he made the actual witness statement whilst he was still in custody, and not as a witness, but as a suspect, and we would argue he only made his statement so as to be allowed out of custody.’ 
 
    Sanjay went to respond, but Justice Rao put his hand up to indicate he should remain seated, and said, ‘Inspector Kyte, when Mr Jadeja made his statement, was he, in your mind, a witness or a suspect?’ 
 
    ‘Mostly witness, but I was still unsure if the other two defendants might implicate him, so a little bit as a suspect.’ 
 
    Justice Rao said, ‘Did you record your decisions about this and your rationale for them for me to consider?’ 
 
    Sandy wanted to say that he had told Solomon that this would become an issue. He knew at the time that it would, and was glad he had raised it with him. He had, from his very first meeting with Solomon, tried to make him record decisions, but to no avail, and now it had come back to bite them.  
 
    Solomon said, ‘No, I didn’t.’  
 
    Sandy quickly rose to his feet and said, ‘Your Honour, I know I have no place in this court, but I do have a record.’ 
 
    Sandy produced his rough book, where he had clearly recorded a decision after the interview in the police station that Mohan Jadeja was no longer a suspect, but a witness, and Sandy’s reasoning for this. He passed his rough book firstly to Sanjay Shah, who showed it to Taj Patel before handing it to Justice Rao to read. 
 
    Justice Rao said, ‘Thank you, DCI McFarlane, that was very helpful. Inspector Kyte, you could have had a complaint from Mr Mohan for unlawful detention when you kept him overnight. I will allow Mr Jadeja to give evidence, unless you, Mr Mistry, have any objections that I haven’t taken into account?’ 
 
    Ashok Mistry said, ‘On the contrary, Mr Mohan said in his statement, and I quote, that he found Mr Thakur to be “wonderful – a polite young man with impeccable manners”, so no objections from us.’  
 
    This brought smiles to the three lawyers faces, but no facial movements whatsoever from Justice Rao. Sandy wasn’t sure if Solomon was going to be cross with him again for intervening, but Sanjay and then even Solomon told him well done, as they felt that if he hadn’t intervened, the prosecution could have lost Mohan Jadeja as a witness. 
 
    Justice Rao wanted a recess of one hour and then for Mohan to be called to give evidence. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Mohan Jadeja entered the court and made his way to the witness box. There was no doubt in Sandy’s view that Sanjay Shah would need to protect him as Mohan was not a strong character and, in his experience, could be very emotional. Juliet Ashton had described how he had collapsed in tears when they had arrested him. 
 
    Sanjay talked through very carefully with Mohan how he came to get the job at the Sun Energy Company and what his job actually consisted of. He established where he worked from, which was always permanently office-based at the Sun Energy solar panel farm. By the skilled and experienced questioning of Sanjay, Mohan was warming up to the task of being a witness. Mohan became particularly animated when he said how much he enjoyed his job, how he knew what an impact the company’s role was having, both on the environment but also in helping to try and lift tens of thousands of local people (he was from the Sanpuri area) out of poverty.  
 
    Sanjay said, ‘Thank you for describing to us what your job entails. Please could you tell us about the SEC Consultancy invoices?’ 
 
    ‘Two months or so after the company started the project, I got the first invoice through for a large amount of money. I hadn’t heard mention before that moment that we actually had any work with a consultancy company, so I was surprised. I asked Mr Desai, who said they were helping to secure a good deal for the purchase of the solar panels. I paid this invoice, and every month they came in for the same amount. Another strange thing was they arrived not posted, or even in envelopes, but just on my desk. Mr Desai said he was delivering them. Then after a year their value went up even higher. I just did as I was told and kept paying them.’ 
 
    Ashok Mistry rose to his feet and said, ‘There is nothing wrong, though, with a consultancy company working for any business.’ 
 
    ‘No, I suppose not.’ 
 
    Taj Patel asked, ‘If you felt there was anything suspicious or criminal, surely you would have challenged it and not paid the invoices? If you are now saying you were suspicious all along, by carrying on paying the invoices you must be complicit to any crime you had imaged was happening?’ 
 
     Sanjay sprang to his feet again. He had been extremely annoyed the other day by the way the other two lawyers had ganged up on Adip Bhatt and he didn’t intend for it to happen again. He said, in an extremely agitated tone, ‘Your Honour, I object to this method of cross examination. These two’–he gesticulated to the other two lawyers– ‘are playing with the witness like a tag team again. I am trying my best to compete with these high-flying lawyers who are at the top of the Indian legal bar, but they are raining down bouncers at the witness, who is not a professional witness. They are like two strike bowlers with the new ball. It cannot be fair. Please can you make a direction that I finish questioning first, and then one of them at a time?’ 
 
    Sandy felt like cheering. How well said, and cricket analogies were always good in cricket-loving India. Sandy looked across at Mohan, who actually had gone quite pale. 
 
    Justice Rao, who didn’t seem to miss a thing, said, ‘Mr Jadeja, you will be better off sitting, do sit down. Clerk, get him a drink of water. Mr Shah, I totally agree. Mr Mistry and Mr Patel, I let you get away with this style of questioning with the professional witnesses, but from now on, let the leading lawyer finish, then one of you at a time. That includes you, Mr Shah, when we get to the defence case.’ 
 
    Sanjay, although acutely conscious that Mohan hadn’t answered Taj Patel’s question, and feeling the need to get Mohan through his evidence as swiftly as possible, quickly said, ‘Can we go to the time that Mr Robert Smythe was with you? You went through the lines in the bank account and showed him the invoices that corresponded to the payments. Were the SEC Consultancy invoices there then?’ 
 
    ‘He was first shown around the solar panel farm by Mr Desai and then we went through the accounts. Yes, those invoices were there and I could see that Mr Smythe was marking up the entries on his laptop.’ 
 
    ‘How did you find Mr Smythe?’ 
 
    ‘He was a lovely man. He was fine on the Wednesday, but by the time he had come back on the Thursday, although he had more or less finished his work, he looked and said he felt more and more unwell. I presumed it was something he had eaten or drank overnight.’ 
 
    ‘Was Mr Desai doing anything odd or behaving strange?’ 
 
    ‘Not really, he was always very animated when anyone visited. He did make Mr Smythe a number of cups of tea, which I had never ever seen him do for anyone before, including me!’ 
 
    ‘You said in your statement you saw him put sugar into the cup of tea, is that right?’ 
 
    ‘Yes and no. He had a bag of something that looked to me the same as a sugar bag, but I couldn’t say if it was sugar or not, and Mr Smythe said he didn’t take sugar in his tea.’ 
 
    Sanjay had no more questions and handed over to Taj Patel, who said, ‘How could you see what Mr Desai was putting in the cup? You surely couldn’t see into his office from your desk, could you?’  
 
    Taj showed Mohan and the court a photograph that had Jeet Desai’s office and Mohan’s desk in the larger office clearly marked. 
 
    Mohan seemed to be shrinking and cowering physically in apprehension of ninety mph strike bowling. Maybe physiologically for Mohan, the Sanjay Shah analogy might have worried him. However, he gave a strong answer. ‘Yes, I agree, that is the case normally, but we were not sitting at my desk, we were at that larger desk there’–he pointed to another desk in the office– ‘which, as you can see, looks directly into Mr Desai’s office.’  
 
    Sandy thought, Mr Patel always knows the answer to your question before you ask it. 
 
    ‘You can’t, though, say it wasn’t sugar that he put into the cup of tea, can you?’ 
 
    ‘No, I can’t.’ 
 
    Taj had no more questions and the only question from Ashok Mistry was asking Mohan to confirm his statement of what he thought of Mr Hari Thakur, which Mohan did whilst beaming at Hari in the dock and avoiding looking at Jeet Desai. 
 
    Justice Rao had decided that the time was right for the court to adjourn for the weekend. The defence case was to begin with Jeet Desai’s defence on Monday morning. Sandy looked across at the defendants and saw, he thought, a pretty much defeated look on Jeet’s face as he was led down into the cell block. Hari, meanwhile, sauntered off with Joyoti for the weekend. Who said justice is equal? Let’s see, thought Sandy, if Justice Rao lives up to his words next week – if both are convicted and if he applies equal sentencing. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-Three 
 
    India 
 
      
 
    Before he left the court building, Sandy sent his usual updates to Jane Watson and Stephen Thomas. He told both Solomon and Hasan that he would meet them on Monday morning, turning down both of their kind offers for meals out and also the invitation to have Sunday dinner with the Bhatt family. Sandy wasn’t being rude, but he felt that as this was probably his last time in Vadodara, he would like to do some more sightseeing.  
 
    However, when he woke up on Saturday morning, he realised that this was going to be out of the question, as the monsoon rain, which Sandy would describe as torrential, was well and truly back. Going out in it without needing to would be foolish. Sandy was very lucky that he felt and was made to feel at home in the hotel. The complimentary upgrade to a suite for him was even more appreciated, given the enforced lockdown indoors.  
 
    Sandy had received a text from Hannah overnight saying, ‘Thank you so much for the tickets to the Corn Exchange. Your rival and I really loved it!’ Sandy read and re-read it a few times as he really wanted it to say, ‘But I would have enjoyed it more if I had gone with you.’ However, the message was not going to change, regardless of how many times he read it. 
 
    The rain on Sunday was equally as heavy as it had been on the Saturday, and Sandy was beginning to wonder about how to get into court on the Monday without his clothes being absolutely soaking wet. He had video called his two nephews and also his mum and dad, so felt appropriately connected with home and family. Hannah had sent a text saying her weekend was going very slowly and wishing him the best of luck for the upcoming week. There was no mention of trying to organise a meet-up next weekend when he was home. Not good, Sandy thought, but then he realised he could have suggested it. 
 
    On Monday morning, the rain had abated quite a bit, but it was still heavy. The umbrella the hotel had lent him didn’t completely keep Sandy dry, but it had certainly helped. Hasan had tried to drop him off as close to the court as possible, but he still got quite wet.  
 
    When Sandy found Sanjay in the meeting room they used, he could see that Sanjay was quite agitated about something, but it appeared in a good way rather than a bad way. As soon as Solomon entered the room, Sanjay, who could hardly contain his news, said, ‘It looks like Jeet Desai is going to plead guilty to all of the charges. This is not confirmed yet as I think his lawyer is trying to talk him out of it. They have no defence witnesses, only Jeet. He is their defence case. I think if he has said he wants to plead guilty then his lawyer has to support him. They have told Justice Rao they need an extra hour to talk through what action to take. He has told them to take as long as they like – all morning or day if necessary.’  
 
    Sandy’s main feeling was that he was overjoyed, but he was keen to have it definitely confirmed. However, somewhere in the back of his mind he had a nagging feeling that Jeet Desai was going to take the fall on behalf of the Thakurs.  
 
    Taj Patel entered their room and said, ‘You have all heard the news. Mr Desai is going to plead guilty. It dawned on him at the weekend that his back was to the wall and that he had to admit to what he has done. There is a sticking point, though, as he says he didn’t take all of the money. He doesn’t want to plead guilty to stealing over £400,000 from the British Government.’ 
 
    Sandy thought to himself, quite happy to plead guilty to murdering someone but quibbling about something of monetary value. Was a life cheaper than money? Possibly so in some people’s eyes. 
 
    Sanjay said, ‘It is conspiracy to steal, and we would be happy to say an undisclosed amount. Would he be satisfied with that?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that should be fine. He says he can only pay back any money by giving back the jewellery, the car, the Rolex watch and the TV with minimal added compensation. He doesn’t want his family to suffer financially any more than they have already.’ 
 
    ‘Will he talk to us and tell us what happened?’ 
 
    ‘No, he says he will not be a witness, either for you or the Thakurs.’ 
 
    ‘Either Mr Mistry or I could call him to be a witness, though, couldn’t we?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but you don’t know what he is going to say, if anything at all, so I wouldn’t.’ 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
      
 
    They were all called back into court and Justice Rao said, ‘Mr Shah, please can you put the charges to Mr Desai again. I understand that he wants to change his plea in relation to them.’ 
 
    Sanjay Shah went through the three charges, one by one. Jeet Desai pleaded guilty to the charge of conspiracy to murder Robert Smythe, guilty to the charge of theft of the Range Rover car and guilty to the charge of conspiracy to steal money from the British Government. 
 
    There were a number of gasps and murmurs from the public seats, in particular the press, who hadn’t known this was going to happen, and a number of them started to leave the court, presumably to contact their individual newsrooms to tell them about the latest development. 
 
    Sandy glanced around at Hari Thakur and saw not a flicker of emotion nor change in his demeanour. Sandy looked around further back into the courtroom but couldn’t see Amar Thakur in court again, and for the first time since the trial had started, Joyoti wasn’t in court either. 
 
    Justice Rao said, ‘Mr Desai, thank you for your change of plea. Mr Mistry, can you begin the defence case for Mr Thakur.’ 
 
    Mr Ashok Mistry asked the court to call to the witness box Ms Joyoti Lakani. So, that was why Joyoti hadn’t been in court, thought Sandy. As Joyoti entered the court, Sandy saw that she was no longer wearing western-style clothes but wore the most exquisite and stunning sari. The colours of the sari were made up of many vibrant shades of blue. Sandy obviously wasn’t completely sure, but he thought the reason that Joyoti had dressed traditionally was out of respect for the court, which was something he admired. Even the usual clipped English accent that she used to speak to him had gone, replaced by an Indian accent. 
 
    Ashok Mistry said, ‘I won’t ask you for a character reference for Mr Hari Thakur, although I would hope that it is a glowing one, bearing in mind that you are his girlfriend.’ Ripples of laughter were heard around the court, including bringing a smile to Joyoti’s face. ‘I do, however, want to discuss a two-day period. This is Wednesday the fourth and Thursday the fifth of March. Do you remember anything about those two days?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, on the Tuesday evening Hari called and asked if I fancied a getaway to a resort for a couple of days. I agreed and we went away early on the Wednesday morning.’ 
 
    Sandy was mesmerised by Joyoti’s beauty, not in a romantic way, but just in admiration of how beautiful she was, as, it would appear, were the rest of the lawyers and the court. Joyoti was, as he thought a few weeks ago, to be Hari’s alibi.  
 
    Ashok said, ‘When did you come home then?’ 
 
    ‘We actually came back to Vadodara just after lunch on the Thursday. Hari had to pop into work to deal with an issue that came up.’ 
 
    Ashok Mistry had no more questions. 
 
    Sanjay got to his feet and said, ‘Were you with him when he popped to work? If not, how long was he gone for and did he use his motorbike to go to the office?’ 
 
    ‘Quite a few questions in there, Mr Shah. No, I didn’t go with him, probably forty-five minutes at the most. I presume he was in the Porsche car that he owned at that time as we had gone away in that, but I can’t be sure.’ 
 
    ‘Was he using his phone a lot on those two days?’ 
 
    ‘Hari Thakur lives on his phone. These two days were no different, I can assure you.’ 
 
    ‘Final question from me, please. Did you see Mr Thakur with lots of cash at times?’ 
 
    ‘I have known Hari all my life. Our families are old friends dating back generations. I have been in love with Hari since I think I was five or six years old. He used to, as a ten- or eleven-year-old boy, tease me unmercifully. He has always had lots of money, whether that is cash or credit cards. He is no different today from when he was that young boy.’ 
 
    Sandy, for the first time in the whole court case, had just a slight feeling within him that he wanted Hari to be found not guilty for Joyoti’s sake, but he knew that justice needed to be completed. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    The next witness to be called was Mr Hari Thakur. He had, as Sandy had predicted, worn a different suit and tie to court every day, and today was no different. He had on a tie that was a mix of blue that seemed to match Joyoti’s sari. Ashok Mistry asked, ‘Mr Thakur, did you have anything whatsoever to do with the death of Mr Robert Smythe?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely not, there was no way whatsoever that I had anything to do with his death. My deepest sympathies and condolences have been relayed to his family by DCI McFarlane.’ 
 
    Sandy thought, well it was actually your father that asked me to do that, not you. 
 
    Ashok Mistry continued by saying, ‘It is alleged that you, in company with Mr Desai, have stolen for your personal gain a large amount of money from the grant money the British Government paid to Sun Energy Company. Did you steal this money as alleged?’ 
 
    ‘I say again, absolutely not. I do not need money; I am an extremely wealthy man in my own right.’ 
 
    Ashok Mistry produced a couple of documents for Hari to look at. 
 
    ‘The first one is the detailed agreement from the British Government for the grant. How many solar panels does it state in there for the overall grant money?’ 
 
    ‘Three thousand.’ 
 
    ‘The second document outlines how many solar panels will be installed by the end of the grant at Sun Energy solar panel farm. How many will that be?’ 
 
    ‘Three thousand five hundred.’ 
 
    ‘So, it will have been a very successful project that will have delivered substantially more than was required from the grant money. So, are we right in saying no money was misappropriated by you, was it?’ 
 
    ‘No, as I partially explained in my interview with the police, I know how business works and I needed to make sure I was able to get the solar panels and at the right price. There is a worldwide demand for them and I needed us to get to the top of the queue.’ 
 
    Sanjay Shah said, ‘If you did as you allege and not pocket the money all for yourself, have you any receipts?’ 
 
    ‘No, that is not how it works.’ 
 
    ‘So, we only have your word for it, that that is how it happened. Do you think the British Government would have approved of this method to spend their money, especially with no audit trail?’ 
 
    Hari didn’t reply to the question he was being asked as he knew that his answer would be no. 
 
    ‘What conversation took place on your phone call to Jeet Desai, the one that took place on Tuesday the third of March?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve no idea, how could I be expected to remember that now.’ 
 
    ‘Wasn’t it to talk about murdering Robert Smythe as he had clocked the movement of money to yours and Jeet Desai’s shadow consultancy company?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely not.’ 
 
    Ashok had no more questions. Sanjay also decided it might be prudent not to build up Hari Thakur anymore, so had no more questions either. 
 
    Ashok then proceeded to read out character statements from an inordinate amount of people, from all across India and in fact around the world, saying what an honourable man Hari was and how he had supported so many charitable concerns.  
 
    Ashok Mistry then said, ‘I call Mr Jeet Desi to the witness box.’ 
 
    Sandy looked around at Jeet and saw he was as dumbstruck as everyone else. He wanted to speak to his lawyer, Taj Patel, urgently. Justice Rao adjourned but told Jeet he would have to go to the witness box when court resumed. 
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    As Sandy, Solomon and Sanjay waited for the case to resume, Solomon said, ‘I can’t believe that Taj lied to us. Jeet Desai has agreed to take the total blame to let Hari Thakur get off.’ 
 
    Sanjay responded, ‘I don’t think so, just look at his reaction to being called as a witness. That was not a man, in my view, who expected this course of action to happen.’ 
 
    ‘Why call him to give evidence then?’ Sandy asked, thinking about always knowing the answers to the questions you are asking.  
 
    Sanjay said, ‘You can see by now that Ashok Mistry is undoubtably flamboyant, but he is also a real risk taker. What I think he is doing here is rolling the dice. He thinks he will try to pin all of the blame on Jeet Desai, thereby getting his client off.’  
 
    After a much shorter period of waiting than they had anticipated, the three of them were called back into court as Jeet Desai was now ready to give evidence. 
 
    After Jeet had settled into the witness box, Ashok Mistry said, ‘Whose idea was it to set up SEC Consultancy?’ 
 
    ‘It was Hari Thakur who told me what to do. I hadn’t really got a clue what he was talking about. He said we needed the money to facilitate us getting to the top of the queue to purchase the solar panels from the Chinese. This would also help in making sure it was at the right price. I just went along with it. I registered the company and opened the bank account, in both of our names.’  
 
    Jeet Desai had adopted his usual overexuberant way of talking in the company of people. Even after what had happened to him, and his guilty plea, his underlying personality just couldn’t be suppressed.  
 
    Ashok said, ‘You, though, took a lot of the money that you withdrew for yourself, didn’t you?’ 
 
    Justice Rao intervened and said, ‘Please be careful, Mr Mistry. As you know, Mr Desai is not on trial here anymore. He has made a guilty plea and must be afforded that privilege.’  
 
    Ashok Mistry said, ‘Do you know what Mr Thakur did with the money that you actually handed over to him?’ 
 
    ‘No, I don’t.’ 
 
    Sanjay jumped to his feet and said, ‘So, he could have used some of the money, if not all of the money, for himself?’ 
 
    ‘I have just said I don’t know what he did with it.’  
 
    Ashok Mistry said, ‘Mr Sanjay Shah has made a big deal of the phone call that Mr Thakur made to you on the Tuesday afternoon. Can you tell us what took place during that conversation?’ 
 
    ‘Hari told me about Robert Smythe’s visit to AIEC that day and the questions he was asking. He told me to “get rid of him”, so as a result of what he said, I went to Ahmedabad that evening, bought the arsenic and as you know from Mr Jadeja, I put it in Mr Smythe’s tea. I did what I was told and got rid of him.’ 
 
    There was a total hush around the court following this disclosure; you could have heard a pin drop. Sandy thought, no one knows whether ‘get rid of him’ means kill him; it might, but then again, it might not.  
 
    Sanjay went in for clarity and to hopefully help nail the case and asked, ‘You took this to mean kill him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, of course I did. Why else would I have gone and done what I did?’  
 
    Ashok Mistry seemed to have been as shocked as everyone else hearing Jeet revealing what actually took place in that conversation. Sandy presumed that Hari Thakur hadn’t told Ashok anything of this. He had rolled the dice and maybe lost.  
 
    Ashok said, ‘I don’t understand how you could think that those words “get rid of him” meant kill him. Why didn’t you ask Mr Thakur for clarity as to what he actually wanted you to do?’ 
 
    Sandy could almost see the cogs in Jeet Desai’s mind whirling round whilst he considered that he may have misinterpreted the comment. Jeet said, ‘All I can say is that is what I believe he wanted me to do.’ 
 
    There were no more questions that Ashok or Sanjay wanted to ask, so Jeet returned to the defendants dock. Ashok told Justice Rao that he had no more witnesses.  
 
    Justice Rao decided that this was enough drama for the day and asked for short closing statements in the morning. It had been a short trial and he was well aware of the facts of the case. They all left the court room. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy decided to again complete his updates to Stephen Thomas and Jane Watson before he left the courthouse. Both of them were extremely pleased with the result that Jeet Desai was now, in essence, guilty of the murder of Robert Smythe. Stephen decided not to tell Isobel Smythe the exact details as he thought it would be best to explain it all when a result was known in relation to Hari Thakur. Sandy couldn’t resist letting both his mum and Grandad Tom know what had happened in court today. 
 
    Sandy, surprisingly, had slept very well during the night, and even the rain had almost abated for a short time that morning as Sandy and Hasan made their way to court. There were no more surprises waiting for Sandy as he arrived in court. He had dreamt, during the night, that when he got to court today, he would find that Hari Thakur had pleaded guilty – definitely a dream and no such thing was likely to happen. 
 
    When they all went into court, Justice Rao asked both Sanjay and Ashok to be brief in their closing statements. He told them that there had only been five days of live testimony, and although they all maybe thought that he was heading into his dotage, even he could remember what had been said in evidence.  
 
    Sanjay was relatively brief and even mentioned that greed was a powerful motive, even for someone as wealthy as Hari Thakur. Sandy thought he must have mentioned to Sanjay what his Grandad Tom had said in relation to a motive. 
 
    Ashok, on the other hand, was not brief. He was his usual flamboyant and long-winded self. He had been talking for over forty-five minutes before he even mentioned Hari Thakur. Justice Rao eventually had to interrupt and tell him to think about his best points rather than lose them in rhetoric and platitudes. When he did conclude, Sandy felt that Ashok had made some good points: even if Hari had made that remark to Jeet Desai, he had been misunderstood; even if he did use the money a little bit unconventionally, he had produced a better result and outcome for the solar panel farm than the British Government could ever hope for. Sandy must admit he was swayed a little bit. 
 
    Justice Rao thanked both of them for their closing arguments and said he would rise and go back to his room to consider his verdicts. Sandy gazed around the court and saw, for the first time since the day the trial had begun hearing live witnesses, that Amar Thakur was present in court. He had presumably come to support Hari, but Sandy had a nagging thought that he still believed, just by his presence alone, that he could influence the result. He was a man who all of his privileged life, just by being who he was, with his money, power and influence, had always got what he wanted. Sandy hoped that would not be the case on this occasion. Whatever the result, this had nothing to do with Amar Thakur. 
 
    The time dragged on from one hour to two hours, and the monsoon rain was thundering down on the court building. The Nyay Mandir’s roof was leaking in numerous places. The maintenance staff were overrun with mopping up or finding more buckets. Sandy found the noise of the thunderous rain on the roof to be mildly soothing as it helped take his mind off his churning stomach; this wasn’t just a flutter of butterflies but a swarm of them crashing into each other in his stomach. For the second time since Sandy had met him, he saw that Solomon seemed to be equally as nervous as himself. Hasan, who had joined them, was beside himself not knowing what to do with his hands or feet. His smile, though, periodically illuminated his face, which lifted Sandy’s spirit.  
 
    Suddenly, with just a few moments’ notice, they were told by the court clerk that Justice Rao had reached a verdict and they were to return to court immediately. 
 
    Sandy deliberately did not look at Hari Thakur, his father or his girlfriend as he entered the courtroom. He kept his focus in front of him until he got to his seat directly behind Sanjay. The clerk told them to all rise in court for the entrance of Justice Rajan Rao, the Chief Justice of the Gujarat.  
 
    Justice Rao asked everyone to sit and told Mr Hari Thakur to stand. This was it. The verdict that they were all on tenterhooks waiting for was about to be pronounced. 
 
    ‘Mr Hari Thakur, I have had a little bit of trouble coming to a decision today, but I have. On the charge of conspiracy to steal from the British Government I find you’–Justice Rao paused for effect– ‘not guilty.’ There were gasps all around the courtroom. ‘On the charge of conspiracy to murder Mr Robert Smythe, I find you not guilty.’  
 
    There were cheers from some of the members of the public in the back of the court. Sandy felt sick in the pit of his stomach. He looked around and saw that Joyoti had almost fainted and was in floods of tears. Not guilty to both of the charges. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    Sandy didn’t know whether to be upset and angry about the not guilty verdict or to be quite philosophical about it. The paradox of feeling both those emotions at the same time was very unsettling. He didn’t, though, have much time to assimilate and rationalise what he had just heard and how he felt about it before Justice Rao continued by saying, ‘You are not free to go as yet, Mr Thakur. Take a seat. Mr Jeet Desai, please stand. You have pleaded guilty to three charges, two of theft and one of murder. On the murder charge, as your lawyer Taj Patel has explained to you, after agreement with the British Government, I will not be imposing the death penalty, but you will get life imprisonment. I want you to appear before me in one month’s time in the High Court in Ahmedabad, where I will outline what this sentence and the sentence for the thefts will actually mean. Guard, take him down to the cells.’ 
 
    Justice Rao waited for Jeet Desai to be taken away to the cells to begin his life sentence, before he then asked Hari Thakur to stand again and said, ‘I struggled for a long time to decide what you meant by “get rid of him”, and I have no doubt you did say this. I honestly don’t believe, having heard all of the testimonies on your behalf, that you meant for Mr Desai to actually kill him, but I will never be totally one hundred percent sure. What I am sure of is that you did and have achieved the best outcome with the grant money from the British Government, which is now benefitting thousands of people. However, I am not sure I like the method that this has been achieved by. You knew it was wrong and the British Government wouldn’t agree to it, hence setting up this shadow company. If powerful people like you, and companies like yours, are always able to spend cash, whether legitimate or not, big business always wins and comes out on the top, and a small business trying to make its way in the world will always fail, be squeezed out and go to the back of the queue.’  
 
    Justice Rao paused so that Hari and everyone could take in what he was saying. He then continued, ‘So, I am recommending to the Indian Registrar of Companies that you are struck off from being a director of a company for a period of ten years. I hope that this will make you, and others, think before adopting, in my view, non-competitive practice. You are now free to leave the court.’ 
 
    Justice Rao rose and as he was leaving the court, the clerk said to the court, the case is now closed. Sandy saw that Amar Thakur had made his way to speak to Ashok Mistry and was fuming with him. He overheard him saying, ‘We cannot allow this to happen! We will make sure we fight this when it happens.’ Sandy, who had now got to know a number of Ashok’s mannerisms, saw that he was feigning interest and just nodding encouragingly.  
 
    Sandy felt that Chief Justice Rajan Rao had stuck to his original statement at the start of the case, to level the scales of justice and not let the wealth, power and influence override his duty and the duty of the court.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-Five 
 
    India and England 
 
      
 
    Sanjay Shah had invited Sandy, Solomon and Hasan to join him for a meal that evening to celebrate the end of the court case and to wish Sandy a fond farewell, as he had organised to fly home to England from Mumbai the next evening.  
 
    As Sandy was about to leave the court building, he was deep in thought, thinking that he had a few people to make phone calls to, but he really wanted the first one to be to his Grandad Tom. He saw ahead of him, waiting in the entrance way, was Hari Thakur and his girlfriend Joyoti Lakhani. Sandy could see that Hari looked extremely emotional. Sandy decided not to try and evade them, but stop and talk to him. As he did so, Hari said, ‘DCI McFarlane, I just need to tell you, whether you believe me or not, that I had no intention for Jeet to kill Robert Smythe. I was absolutely heartbroken and traumatised that this happened.’ Sandy thought, why then didn’t you tell us what had happened at the earliest opportunity, but he didn’t say anything. ‘Joyoti and I are going to get married shortly. It will not be a big Hindu or society wedding but just our families and a few close friends. Then regardless of the outcome of the investigation by the Registrar of Companies, I am resigning my position at AIEC. My father will be incandescent with rage. Joyoti and I will spend some time travelling and then when we return, we want to set up a charitable and philanthropic foundation to help disadvantaged people throughout the Gujarat, and maybe India as a whole.’ 
 
    Sandy didn’t know what to say to Hari. He was clearly looking to him for some sort of redemption and forgiveness, but that wasn’t really Sandy’s gift to give to Hari. That, in Sandy’s mind, rested in a higher authority, or at least with Isobel Smythe and her children.  
 
    Sandy, however, did say, ‘I will convey your thoughts to the Smythe family and I do sincerely wish you and Joyoti all of my best wishes on your wedding and your future plans.’ 
 
    Sandy shook hands with them both and rushed out to meet Hasan for his lift back to the hotel. As Hasan drove him back there, Sandy wondered if he would ever find someone to love him in the way that Joyoti clearly did Hari Thakur. He thought Hari was an extremely lucky man, in more ways than he imagined, and he was sure that Joyoti would make their future life a purposeful and productive one. 
 
    As soon as Sandy got into his hotel room, he rang his Grandad Tom, who was extremely pleased and proud of his grandson. He was totally philosophical about Hari being found not guilty and recalled to Sandy a similar case he had had, where, as in this one, the person who actually carried out the murder was convicted, and that is what counted. Sandy then contacted DC Stephen Thomas in Northamptonshire, who felt that as Sandy would be in England on Thursday, they could visit the Smythe family then and tell them the court case outcome together. Isobel would have time to organise for the children to be there as well. Sandy thought that was a great idea.  
 
    He called Superintendent Jane Watson, who was extremely pleased with the result and not in the slightest bit bothered that Hari Thakur was found not guilty. She also thought that Jill Munro and the minister at DFID would be delighted, as not only was their project going to be more successful than they had programmed for, but they were also going to get a few tens of thousands of pounds back when the Range Rover and jewellery was sold. Jane was wondering if she could get her hands on some of it for her budget. Sandy couldn’t resist saying to Jane, ‘They might just also be pleased that there has been justice served for the Smythe family.’  
 
    To which Jane had said, ‘Let’s hope so, but don’t hold your breath!’ 
 
    Sandy sent messages to Clare Symonds and Juliet Ashton and received numerous replies, not just from them, but others in the team congratulating them on a good result. 
 
    At dinner that night, all four of them had a really good time. Sanjay had splashed out on a very expensive restaurant, even though Sandy said he was partial now to Indian street food and they could have gone to one of those stalls. Hasan had them all laughing when he described Sandy’s face and the colour of it when he had had the street food at the cricket match. Even Solomon was very relaxed and had the odd joke or two to tell. He was even laughing about the fabled Sandy and Hasan car chase with Hari Thakur who was driving a Porsche 911 Turbo.  
 
    As Sandy and Solomon said goodbye to each other, Solomon said, ‘Sandy, thank you for your help and support. I must admit, your judgement, forgetting about that car chase, has been brilliant throughout the case. You are one of the good guys.’ 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    The following morning Sandy packed up his belongings in his room, which included two bottles of wine that the hotel had presented to him as a leaving present. Even though it was still raining heavily, it wasn’t quite the monsoon level of the previous weekend. Sandy was determined to visit the Laxmi Vilas Palace before he left India.  
 
    In the guidebook that he had bought many months ago when he was in a bookshop in Cambridge, it stated that the palace was a must see for anyone when visiting Vadodara. Sandy took an auto rickshaw from his hotel to the palace. It was quite a sedate ride as Sandy had now learnt his lesson on asking an auto rickshaw driver to get him anywhere quickly. His nerves on the last occasion had become quite frazzled and bearing in mind how wet the roads were today, this was a wise choice.  
 
    When Sandy got there, he could see that the Laxmi Vilas Palace was an incredibly stunning architectural building. Due to the rain, Sandy sprinted to get inside the main building. He felt that he was missing out greatly on the visit due to not being able to wander around outside and gaze in more depth at the building and the very extensive grounds.  
 
    On the tour that he joined inside the palace, he was told that it was still a private residence of the Baroda royal family, the Gaekwads. When the guide found that some of the tourists were from England, they were told that the palace was four times the size of Buckingham Palace. They were also told that the palace was one of the most magnificent buildings in India. Sandy was surprised to hear that the palace was only one hundred and thirty years old, as from seeing the style and the appearance of the outside of the palace, he thought it would have been over three hundred years. old. As Sandy left the palace, he was very glad that he had made the effort to visit. 
 
    By the time Sandy got back to his hotel, he had started to receive numerous messages as people were waking up in England. This included having a video call with his nephews, and one with his mum and dad. Sandy hadn’t told anyone in India that today was his thirtieth birthday and he felt quite happy to wait to celebrate with his loved ones when he arrived back home. He enjoyed reading all of the texts and messages and replied to all of them as he received them, including the witty ones from some old school friends. Sandy had also got a message from Hannah, which he was especially pleased with. He was unsure how she knew it was his birthday because he hadn’t told her. 
 
    Sandy had to hurry and check out of the hotel as Hasan was waiting to take him to the airport. As they said goodbye, Sandy and Hasan hugged. They had formed a close bond during all of his visits. Sandy thought Hasan was going to cry so he swiftly moved through the security checkpoint as he also felt incredibly emotional. His time in Vadodara had been an incredible experience, one that he would never forget.  
 
    Sandy unfortunately had very little time from his arrival in Mumbai to catch the BA flight to London Heathrow, but as it turned out, he made it quite comfortably and settled into his seat well in time for take-off. He had little time to answer the further messages that he had received in relation to people wishing him a happy birthday. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    He arrived at London Heathrow feeling quite rested and content after all of the incredible activity of the last ten days. His taxi arrived to take him to Wellingborough police station to meet Stephen Thomas for the visit to Isobel Smythe and her family. 
 
    Sandy had received a message from his Grandpa John that had in essence given away what Sandy had long suspected, which was a secretly organised family get together on the Sunday. It appeared that Grandpa John was going to bring Hannah to this gathering to meet Sandy’s family for the first time. Sandy was not going to let on to anyone that he knew about the secret arrangements. He also suspected that the invite for Hannah was not his grandpa’s doing, but his mum’s. As well as his mum, he would need to manage both his sisters with Hannah so as to not overwhelm her. He now knew why Hannah hadn’t mentioned meeting up that weekend, as it would appear, she knew they were already going to. 
 
    Stephen was waiting for him and because they had been in touch almost every day, Sandy didn’t feel the need to discuss the case, other than to make sure the coroner was fully aware of the court result. Stephen said the coroner was quite happy to open and close the inquest with a finding of unlawful killing, which he hoped to do sometime in the following two weeks. 
 
    On arrival at the Smythe’s house, Sandy saw that both the children were at home. Sandy’s feeling of being relaxed and content had faded in an instant as he steeled himself to let the family know the results of the court case in Vadodara. Sandy started from the time of the guilty plea by Jeet Desai and how that had happened. He knew that Stephen had kept them up to date until that point. Sandy could see the relief in all of their faces, that someone was being held to account for their husband and father’s death. Sandy explained how it had come about, that whilst giving evidence, Jeet Desai had explained where he had bought the arsenic from and how he had administered it. Sandy saw that the pleasure in their faces had, in the flick of a switch, moved to one of immense pain and sadness. 
 
    Sandy psychologically steeled himself to tell them that Hari Thakur had been found not guilty, as the judge wasn’t one hundred percent sure that Hari telling Jeet Desai to ‘get rid’ of Robert was telling him to kill him. Isobel Smythe felt that she had to agree; in her eyes, this was an ambiguous statement.  
 
    Sandy went on to tell the family of his conversation with Hari outside the court and that he thought Hari was looking for forgiveness. Almost immediately, both of the children were quite adamant that they could never forgive anyone that had played even a small part in their father’s death. Isobel, however, said, ‘DCI McFarlane, I don’t think it is my place to forgive another human being, but if it helps him to live with himself, you can pass on a message to say he can have my forgiveness, maybe not my children’s as yet, but yes, definitely mine.’ Sandy thought he would let Solomon know to get a message to Hari.  
 
    Isobel continued by saying, ‘I would like to say thank you to you, Stephen, and especially you, Alexander, for finding out how Robert died and bringing his killer to justice. Robert was a very tenacious man, and he would have really admired your dogged determination and been so proud of all of your efforts.’ 
 
    As Sandy and Stephen left, having said goodbye to the family for one last time, Sandy felt that he had just had the greatest accolade of his career so far, and possibly ever. It appeared that he would have made Robert Smythe proud of him. 
 
    Stephen agreed to drive Sandy to Peterborough railway station so that he could catch his train to Ely. All of the days of the court case, the flight home, but mostly the emotion of the last hour with the Smythe family had now left Sandy feeling very tired.  
 
    As Sandy waited at the train station, his phone rang. It was Jane Watson. ‘Sandy, when you come into work on Monday, can you come in to see me after the team meeting? There is a member of parliament’s son who appears to have gone missing in Manitoba, Canada. I want you to enquire into the case.’ 
 
    ‘I thought we only investigated homicides, so why a missing person?’ 
 
    ‘You weren’t listening. It is a member of parliament’s son!’ 
 
    ‘OK, see you on Monday.’ 
 
    Sandy thought, as he finished the call, Justice Rao said power and influence shouldn’t make a difference. This just went to show that it definitely did.  
 
    As Sandy got on the train, which was absolutely packed with passengers, who like him had bags and suitcases, he had already stopped thinking about tracing the young man in Canada and was looking forward to the weekend, and meeting up and spending time with his family and Hannah Tobias. Now that really was a pleasant thought. 
 
      
 
    

  

  
  
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    I spent over thirty years as a police officer and the majority of these years were as a detective. I served as a detective in every rank, finally spending my last six years as the detective chief superintendent (head of the detective branch) of the Cambridgeshire Constabulary. As a detective, I led over a hundred major crime cases, a vast number of which were homicides or suspicious deaths. I absolutely loved this opportunity. The rank I enjoyed being in most was the rank that Alexander McFarlane held, that of a DCI. I am best known for my work as a detective around the UK for my role, over many years, as the national policing lead for the investigation of child death, and also for my role as the senior investigator at the deposition site for the recovery and forensic investigation into the deaths of Holly Wells and Jessica Chapman, two ten-year-old girls from Soham, who were murdered by Ian Huntley. 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    A number of years ago when my father and I visited the British Library, we went to the India section, where we researched details of my great grandfather, Solomon Kyte. He was a very senior officer in the Baroda (now Vadodara) state police at the turn of the twentieth century. Whilst doing this research, I came across a case from 1874 involving the attempted murder of Robert Phayre (the British resident), where Malhar Rao Gaekwad (member of the royal family) attempted to poison Robert Phayre by putting arsenic and diamond dust in his sherbet. Robert had twigged that Malhar Rao Gaekwad was emptying the Baroda state bank accounts. He tried to kill Robert to cover his tracks. Malhar Rao was actually found not guilty at his trial, but was deposed and exiled to Madras. 
 
    I always thought that this case would make the basis of a good crime fiction novel. For many years after I had retired from policing, I mentioned to people about my fiction novel and my DCI that goes to investigate homicides abroad. However, I was always very busy working in a safeguarding role, which included reviewing, over the years, dozens of cases of child deaths, child abuse and domestic homicides. I also completed a doctorate at Middlesex University and had two safeguarding textbooks published, so time to write a novel wasn’t possible. 
 
    In October 2019, my wife Debbie and I had a chance encounter in a remote hilltop village in the Atlas Mountains (Morocco) with a couple from Melbourne – Professor Anne Buist and her husband Graeme Simsion. They are both authors and were working on a romantic comedy novel together. Graeme wrote the bestselling novel The Rosie Project. When I told him, I had a detective crime novel in mind, he proceeded to give me a fifteen-minute masterclass on how to write a novel. Coincidently, both Professor Buist and I were to be keynote speakers at a conference in Melbourne, relating to children who had been murdered by a parent, two weeks later. This chance meeting cemented my thoughts to write the novel I had been talking about for years. 
 
    This didn’t occur, however, until lockdown arrived, due to the COVID-19 pandemic. Even though I was still busy with my safeguarding work and writing a number of reviews, I decided to write a first draft of the novel during this period.  
 
    All of the characters in the novel are fictional, other than the fact that I have used my great grandfather’s name, Solomon Kyte, who was a policeman in Baroda (Vadodara). I have used four themes from the original case: the poison used was arsenic; the person doing the poisoning was in a position of high status; they had been found out by the British administrator, or auditor in my case; they were actually found not guilty but removed from their position by other means.  
 
    I look forward to continuing DCI Alexander (Sandy) McFarlane’s story with his investigation into the missing person in Manitoba, Canada. 
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