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HorshamHorshamHorshamHorsham    
Section Fourteen Series Section Fourteen Series Section Fourteen Series Section Fourteen Series ---- Episode I Episode I Episode I Episode I    
 

Being the last service on a Monday night, there were few passengers left on board the 

four car Southern train to Horsham as it approached its final destination in what were in 

fact the very early hours of Tuesday morning. 

 

With the clatters of the wheels over the points to the north of the station signalling it was 

near journey's end, the Conductor made his way through the train to check everything 

was all right and make sure the last few passengers were awake and ready to get off at the 

final stop. 

 

There was nothing unusual in the rear three cars, a handful of passengers, some wide 

awake and by the doors ready to get off already, others somewhat sleepy and only really 

now beginning to stir but at least they too were aware that their journey was about to end 

and it was time to get off. 

 

It was however in the front car that the Conductor found something unusual.  As he 

walked through, there was of course the usual discarded newspapers about, probably 

many of them having been read by numerous different passengers over the course of the 

evening but nestling in amongst a pile of these was what appeared to be the corner of a 

folder of some kind sticking out. 

 

"Hello, what's this?" he Conductor asked himself as he approached the corner of the 

seating bay having seen the object and leant forward to pick it up. 

 

Pulling it out by the corner from beneath the pile of newspapers revealed the object to be 

a maroon leather bound document folder, distinctive indeed for it has the familiar 

portcullis device of the House's of Parliament emblazoned upon it. 

 

Realising the potential importance of the find, the Conductor quickly looked around the 

interior of the carriage just as the train stopped at platform four, the doors opened and the 

remaining passengers were alighting. 

 

One man stood out amongst the alighting passengers, a short well rounded figure of some 

authority in appearance who by the time the Conductor had concluded he was the 

probable owner of the folder, was already some distance away heading up the stairs from 

the platform. 

 

Tucking the folder under his arm, the Conductor gave chase but by the time he had 

caught up to the man, he was already getting into a taxi outside the station entrance 

before being whisked off into the night. 

 

"Damm..." the Conductor remarked with a little frustration as he watched the tail lights of 

the taxi disappear off into the distance before he returned back inside the station to book 

off at the end of his duty. 
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Before he did however, he took a look once again at the folder which he tentatively 

opened. 

 

"Oh my God..." he exclaimed upon seeing the contents, a number of documents many of 

which were clearly and prominently marked with such ominous statements as 'Top 

Secret' and 'Eyes Only'. 

 

"Ere' Dave" the Conductor called over the the platform supervisor who was on his last 

round of the night effectively closing down the station now that the last train had arrived 

and terminated "Get the Old Bill on the 'phone will you, I think they need to see this." 

 

----- 

 

It was a quiet and generally unassuming rural street in a small suburb of the town of 

Horsham in West Sussex and as was normal for a Tuesday morning, it was a scene of 

tranquillity, merely the breeze of a bright spring morning rustling through the flowers and 

plants of the well tended gardens being the only sound. 

 

Usually the only time on a day like this that there was any activity of any significance 

was when the various residents of this peaceful cul-de-sac headed out to work in the early 

morning or returned in the late evening.  The rest of the day usually being left to the odd 

passing wildlife and the daily visit by the post man. 

 

This morning was nothing unusual except for an elderly lady with a worried look 

standing in one of the house driveways, looking down the street anxiously waiting for 

someone. 

 

Her anticipation turned to relief however when the distinctive sight of a red coloured 

Security & Police Service patrol car turned into the street and approached slowly before 

coming to a stop in front of her. 

 

"Good morning madam" the young female uniformed patrol officer, Lieutenant Barrett 

called from the car as she got out and approached the elderly woman "You sent for help?" 

she inquired. 

 

"Yes, thank you for coming so quickly" the elderly woman responded hesitantly "I'm Mrs 

Prism, the housekeeper.  I think something is terribly wrong." 

 

"Who is the registered owner of this place?" Lieutenant Barrett asked as she and Mrs 

Prism headed up the neatly tended driveway to the front door of the house over which 

was draped some neatly tended climbing plants in full flower. 

 

"Sir Frank Walker" the housekeeper responded. 

 

"The local member of parliament?" Barrett asked instantly recognising the name. 
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"The very same" the housekeeper confirmed as she produced her keys "I came here as 

normal this morning to do the cleaning and discovered that the alarm was still on but he 

was supposed to be at home this morning." 

 

"He could have popped down the shops for a paper?" Barrett suggested as she took a 

moment to look all around the front of the house to see if there were any signs of 

anything out of the ordinary. 

 

"His car is still in the drive and the dog was barking something chronic twenty minutes 

ago" the house keeper explained "In view of how important he is, instinct told me that 

there was something wrong." 

 

"Hence why you asked for just one officer to attend discreetly I presume?" Barrett asked. 

 

"Indeed" the house keeper agreed. 

 

"Hello?" Barrett called through the letter box of the door as she repeated rang the old 

style pull type door bell "Is anyone there?" she asked. 

 

Both of them listened intently for a few moments to see if there was any response but all 

they got was the sudden sound of a dog barking which caused Barrett to leap back as it 

came up to the letter box. 

 

"Keys" Barrett called across whereupon the house keeper passed them across before the 

young officer tried them in the lock. 

 

Before opening the door however Barrett gestured to the house keeper to stand back 

whilst she drew her gun from its holster. 

 

"Grab the dog" Barrett requested before she opened the door whereupon the enormous 

Alsatian came bounding out of the house whereupon the house keeper just managed to 

grab hold of it before the officer headed inside. 

 

As Barrett disappeared from view inside the house, a vintage black Jaguar car pulled into 

the side of the road at the end of the driveway whereupon the driver's side window 

wound down electronically and with obvious considerable interest, the driver observed 

the Security Service officer heading inside the house. 

 

"Hello?" Barrett called through the house as she walked across the hall way "Security 

Officer, is there anyone here?" 

 

Thirty seconds after the door had been opened, the air was suddenly filled with the ear 

splitting din of the burglar alarm as it went off. 
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"Damm…" Barrett declared as she looked around for the control box for the alarm 

system. 

 

"In the cupboard under the stairs" the house keeper, still struggling to hold on to the dog 

called as loud as she could in through the front door. 

 

"What's the code?" Barrett asked as she opened the stairs cupboard door to reveal the 

control panel for the alarm system which was blinking away having been triggered. 

 

"Sorry, I don't know" the house keeper was forced to admit. 

 

"I guess I'll just have to do it the old fashioned way then" Barrett remarked as she found a 

large heavy door stop which she then used to smash the alarm control box until it was 

reduced to a pile of broken parts and the alarm was thankfully silenced. 

 

"Sir Frank won't be best please when he sees the state of that" the house keeper remarked. 

 

"He's an MP, he can afford it" Barrett responded as she continued onwards to search the 

house going room by room throughout the ground floor but finding nothing. 

 

Heading upstairs by way of the ornate carved wooden staircase which naturally creaked 

as she climbed it, Barrett noted what appeared to be a study at the top, the doorway into it 

slightly ajar. 

 

"Hello?" Barrett called once again as she cautiously entered the study and looked around 

the sumptuously appointed room with its huge antique desk, wooden panelling and 

extensively stocked drinks cabinet. 

 

Barrett was about to leave the room having apparently found nothing when something 

reflected in the glass of a painting on the wall behind the desk caught her eye and made 

her return, going over to the desk and looking behind it. 

 

"Oh hell…" Barrett remarked as she lowered her gun and returned it to its holster before 

kneeling down alongside the slumped body of the elderly man and checking for a pulse 

whose absence merely confirmed her fears that he was dead. 

 

"Good morning Lieutenant" a voice suddenly called from the study doorway. 

 

"Bloody hell…" Barrett responded jumping up and instinctively reaching towards her 

gun but pausing when she saw and recognised the distinguished figure of Sir Richard 

Crowthorne. 

 

"Alas poor Yorick, I knew him well" Sir Richard remarked as he entered the room and 

went over to look at the body on the floor "I do assume he is dead?" 

 

"As a door nail" Barrett confirmed "My guess is a heart attack, maybe last night?" 
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"Well that complicates things" Sir Richard remarked thoughtfully. 

 

"I know I may sound slightly odd asking this but why are you here Sir?" Barrett inquired 

"Even you ex MI5 types don't have a response time that quick." 

 

"Let's just say I was in the neighbourhood" Sir Richard confirmed as he and Barrett left 

the room whereupon he discreetly and respectfully closed the door behind him. 

 

"Cryptic as always" Barrett remarked. 

 

"We need to discuss how to take this matter onwards" Sir Richard continued in his 

familiar business like manner "Apart from being a well established long serving member 

of Her Majesty's Government, the late Sir Frank back there was also the subject of a few 

other matters which I was going to have a quiet word with him about." 

 

"That will be the end of that I take it?" Barrett asked. 

 

"On the contrary my dear" Sir Richard responded "This could be merely the beginning.  I 

need you to not report this death for an hour or two." 

 

"I can't do that" Barrett responded "I'm a serving Security Service officer, failure to report 

a death is a major offence unless I have written authorisation from the Administrator 

General." 

 

"And you shall have it" Sir Richard confirmed "All I need is a couple of hours, believe 

me this is a lot bigger than you think." 

 

"What about the house keeper?" Barrett asked. 

 

"She has signed the Official Secrets Act" Sir Richard confirmed "That gives me a bit of 

useful leverage, besides I doubt she knows much about Sir Frank's more in depth 

activities." 

 

"So what do you want me to do?" Barrett asked. 

 

"Seal the building" Sir Richard instructed "The time is now ten thirty, I will be finished 

with what I need to do in just over an hour so post a guard outside the door and then 

notify the coroner at twelve thirty." 

 

"Should be fairly straight forward" Barrett remarked "Looks a lot like a simple case of 

death by natural causes to me.  Just line up a by-election and inform the relatives surely?" 

 

"Oh such innocence from one so young.  If only life were that simple my dear" Sir 

Richard commented wryly "When the Coroner is ready to perform the autopsy, call me as 

I want to be there" he handed the Lieutenant his card. 
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"Central Special, Political & Civil Service Security Bureau" Barrett read from the card 

"Catchy title, what does it mean?" 

 

"Well at the moment" Sir Richard admitted as he and Barrett walked down the stairs "It's 

little more than a well appointed basement in the centre of London with virtually no staff 

and a hell of a complicated brief." 

 

"With a nice big logo in marble on the entrance hall floor no doubt" Barrett remarked. 

 

"I can tell you have worked with The Commander recently" Sir Richard commented 

"You have too much cynicism for one so young." 

 

"But I was right about the logo wasn't I?" Barrett asked. 

 

"Well yes actually" Sir Richard admitted. 

 

"Whisky X-Ray Alpha One Seven One to Control" Barrett called into her radio. 

 

"Control receiving over" came the swift business like response. 

 

"Can I have a couple of uniforms over to number three Friars Lane, Littlehaven on the 

outskirts of Horsham please" she requested "Need the place to be guarded for a couple of 

hours." 

 

"Understood" the Control Room dispatcher confirmed. 

 

"If anyone asks" Sir Richard declared as he turned to leave the house "I was never here." 

 

"As you wish" Barrett agreed somewhat mystified before Sir Richard departed with a tug 

of the forelock as he left. 

 

"I knew it was going to be one of those kind of mornings" Barrett remarked with a little 

apprehension as she watched Sir Richard get into his car and then drive away. 

 

As Sir Richard drove off in his classic black Jaguar, he reached towards the hands free 

telephone and speed dialled a number which connected him direct to his offices situated 

in a fourth level basement somewhere in the centre of London. 

 

"Maureen" Sir Richard called "A spanner just appeared in the works" he confirmed 

grimly "Get me the Prime Minister on a secure line please.  He is not going to like this!" 

 

----- 

 

"The Speaker of the House, the Right Honourable Sir William Blakey has confirmed in 

the last thirty minutes to the House of Commons that the 'Father of the House' North 
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Sussex MP Sir Frank Walker has been found dead at his home in his constituency, he was 

seventy one" the news presenter announced on the BBC News Channel that was playing 

on the television in the office of Divisional Commander Al Longton of the Security 

Service's Sussex section based in Haychester. 

 

"Oh, not another by-election" Longton remarked with a hint of resignation. 

 

"There has been no confirmation yet as to the cause of death from official sources" the 

news presenter continued "however there are no reports of suspicious circumstances 

although no further comment will be made until after a post mortem later today." 

 

Longton looked up from the paperwork he was in the middle of ploughing through as 

something occurred to him before reaching across his rather cluttered desk to the 

intercom and pressing the button to be connected to the regional Control Room that was 

just down the corridor from his office. 

 

"Kevin" Longton called to the duty control room supervisor "Who is the officer who dealt 

with our deceased Member of Parliament this morning?" he asked. 

 

"That would be Lieutenant Barrett Sir" the supervisor confirmed. 

 

"Naturally..." Longton agreed "Where is she now?" he asked. 

 

"In the general office I think Sir" the supervisor responded "Would you like me to call 

her?" he offered. 

 

"No, I'll go and find her myself" Longton confirmed before signing off and getting up 

from behind his desk.  Heading out of the office, he grabbed his uniform tunic from the 

back of the door before exiting out into the corridor whereupon he immediately saw the 

back of the Lieutenant heading away from him. 

 

"Miss Barrett!" he called loudly down the corridor, causing her to stop and turn around. 

 

"Sir?" Barrett responded as Longton walked over to her. 

 

"I understand you were first on the scene at the home of our dead MP this morning?" 

Longton asked. 

 

"Sir Frank Walker?" Barrett replied "Yes Sir I was." 

 

"And you discovered the body?" he inquired with obvious concern and sincerity. 

 

"In the study, lying dead behind his desk" she confirmed. 

 

"There was nothing unusual or suspicous around?" Longton asked "no signs of forced 

entry or anything that should not have been there?" 
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"Other than the damage I caused when I had to disable the alarm, no Sir" Barrett 

responded "May I ask why?" she inquired, deciding it best to keep the prescence of Sir 

Richard Crowthorne there earlier out of the conversation, at least for the moment. 

 

"Our esteemed Member of Parliament was not only the most senior and longest serving 

MP of them all" Longton informed her "he was also a very senior figure on numerous 

committees including the Joint Intelligence Committee and certain other sectors, much of 

it not publicly recorded for reasons of national security." 

 

"Well that explains that then..." Barrett remarked. 

 

"Explains what?" Longton asked. 

 

Barrett looked around to ensure no one was listening in the corridor before answering 

"When I was there, a certain gentleman called." 

 

"Sir Richard Crowthorne by any chance?" Longton asked, playing an educated hunch. 

 

"The same" Barrett confirmed "He was apparently calling to have what he called rather 

vaguely a word with Sir Frank when he instead found me discovering the deceased.  It 

was then he asked me not to say anything and hold off reporting the discovery of the 

death to the coroner for an hour." 

 

"And so once more we play our dangerous game..." Longton remarked. 

 

"Sorry Sir?" Barrett responded somewhat baffled by her superior's statement. 

 

"All right" Longton declared after taking a few moments to consider the options "If he 

died of natural causes then I am happy to run with that but the fact that Crowthorne was 

sniffing around means there must be more to it." 

 

"That is what I was thinking too" Barrett admitted. 

 

"I want you to be in sole charge of the inquest" Longton informed Barrett sincerely "Get 

the coroners report done, liaise with the Government authorities and make sure all goes 

smoothly." 

 

"Do I get any backup Sir?" Barrett asked. 

 

"Not this time" Longton confirmed "Generally with prominent and well connected public 

servants such as Sir Frank Walker, the Government likes to restrict the number of people 

involved in the attendant circus that goes with these events so you are on your own." 

 

"In which case" Barrett responded "I think I will start with the Coroner's Office and then 

some late night reading on this chap's past history." 
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"Don't dig too deep" Longton strongly suggested "You may not like what you will find." 

 

"Err yes Sir" Barrett agreed before her superior officer left her, returning to his office 

with a definite trudge in his step at the thought of having to return to the mountains of 

paper work that still required his attention. 

 

----- 

 

'GOVERNMENT DOCUMENTS FOUND ON TRAIN' read the bold headline across the 

front page of the late edition of the Evening Standard which Sir Richard purchased from 

the news stand in the ticket hall of Horsham Station. 

 

"Oh dear..." Sir Richard remarked to himself with a heavy sigh as he read the news story 

about the discovery of secret Government documents on the last service to Horsham the 

previous night. 

 

Walking out of the station's main entrance, Sir Richard's reading of the front page news 

item was interrupted by his mobile telephone ringing which caused him to tuck the paper 

beneath his arm in order to answer it. 

 

"Hello?" Sir Richard called. 

 

"Sir Richard?" Barrett called from her patrol car using the hands free equipment as she 

drove through the town centre of Horsham "It's Lieutenant Barrett." 

 

"Good afternoon my dear" Sir Richard responded "Having an interesting day I trust?" 

 

"Cryptic and mysterious would be a better description" Barrett admitted "I have just 

received word from the Coroner's Office, they are ready to see me, you asked to be 

informed." 

 

"Ah yes indeed" Sir Richard confirmed "I am currently outside Horsham Station." 

 

"I am two minutes away" Barrett responded "Stay there and I will give you a lift." 

 

 

As good as her word, exactly two minutes later her Security Service patrol car duly 

pulled up outside the main entrance of Horsham Station and Sir Richard discreetly got in 

the front passenger seat before she drove away. 

 

"So what have you told your boss if I may enquire?" Sir Richard politely asked as Barrett 

drove them through the busy late afternoon streets of Horsham. 
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"That I was the first on the scene and that Walker appears to have died of natural causes 

which given his age is not really that surprising" Barrett confirmed "There was one other 

thing though" she admitted "I'm sorry but I had to tell Longton about your presence." 

 

"Of course" Sir Richard responded "No need to apologise, you have your duties and are 

required to respect the chain of command." 

 

"Actually I got the distinct impression he was expecting someone of your stature and ilk 

to be present oddly enough" Barrett remarked. 

 

"And he would be correct" Sir Richard confirmed "When people of Sir Frank's 

importance shed off the mortal coil by whatever means, a whole set of official procedures 

are set in motion, many of them unseen by the public and even the Security Service eye." 

 

"Ah but you had no idea he was dead when you arrived" Barrett pointed out "I know you 

are pretty good at fortune telling but even your crystal ball cannot be that good." 

 

"Well spotted my dear" Sir Richard responded with a congratulatory tone "I was rather 

hoping to speak to him without having to resort to the necessity of organising a seance." 

 

"So why were you there, if I may ask that is seeing as I am in charge of Security Service 

liaison on this?" Barrett inquired. 

 

"Did your boss suggest you read up on the late Sir Frank?" Sir Richard asked. 

 

"Yes" Barrett confirmed. 

 

"And what did you learn from your investigations?" Sir Richard probed further. 

 

"Beyond the official biography and an entry in Who's Who, err not a lot if I were to be 

honest" Barrett was forced to admit "All I got from the Downing Street press office was 

an answer phone message and the Houses of Parliament press co-ordinator put me on 

hold for thirty minutes and then hung up." 

 

"Welcome to the mysterious world of politics my dear" Sir Richard announced "Wheels 

within wheels where you cannot move down the corridors of power without getting run 

down by a hit and run bandwagon doing a handbrake turn." 

 

"However then I decided to call an old friend of mine who works over in MI6" Barrett 

continued "He told me a few interesting things about our late Mr Walker." 

 

"I knew you wouldn't let me down" Sir Richard responded with a wry smile "Do continue 

please" he encouraged. 

 

"Well in addition to Sir Frank's well known duties on amongst other committees, the 

J.I.C. and the strategic defence council, there are also his lesser known connections as 
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advisor to certain elements of the Government and his oversight role on certain matters 

relating to international trade" Barrett summarised. 

 

"You have been doing your homework" Sir Richard agreed. 

 

"Then there are the documents that turned up on that train last night" Barrett continued 

"The press seem to have been handed a 'D' notice apparently which means they have to 

refer to them only as unclassified Home Office memos of no real strategic importance but 

according to my source apparently there were JIC documents amongst some other juicy 

tit bits in that folder and very early this morning someone somewhere in Whitehall 

pushed the panic button when they realised what had got out into the wild." 

 

"Matches what I have heard so far" Sir Richard confirmed. 

 

"Then there is the 'coincidence' that these documents were found on the last train out of 

London Victoria down to Horsham in the early hours of this morning where they were 

found not a mile and a half away from the man who is on some of the committees 

involved and who subsequently is found dead the very next morning." 

 

"As a certain National Administrator General and his lovely wife are fond of remarking" 

Sir Richard responded "In matters of this sort there is no such thing as a conincidence." 

 

"I have had the house sealed off, not even the forensics boys are going in there" Barrett 

confirmed "Everything is going through me and I am keeping as many people out of this 

as possible." 

 

"Well done Lieutenant" Sir Richard remarked "You've done well so far." 

 

"Thank you Sir" Barrett responded "I also took the liberty of having the post mortem 

done by the duty Home Office Pathologist, Doctor Levenham.  As he has signed the 

Official Secrets Act, if we do discover any foul play we can keep it under wraps until we 

decide otherwise." 

 

"Very wise" Sir Richard agreed "Wonderful thing the Official Secrets Act, it provides a 

veritable smorgasbord of offences with which to threaten someone with should they 

decide to get a little loose tongued in the wrong company." 

 

"Of course leaving sensitive Government documents lying around on a train for all to see 

doesn't exact conform with the act does it?" Barrett remarked. 

 

"Indeed it doesn't" Sir Richard confirmed "I need to see exactly what was found on that 

train last night if we are to proceed with this investigation." 

 

"We?" Barrett picked up on Sir Richard's words and emphasis. 
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"I want you to work with me on this" Sir Richard explained "Don't worry I will clear it 

with your Guvnor." 

 

"Why me?" Barrett asked. 

 

"You are bright, young, resourceful, intelligent and know what you are doing for a start" 

Sir Richard confirmed "I need a public authority person on the ground and quite frankly 

my dear you are ideal for the job." 

 

"So what were you going to talk to Walker about before his untimely demise?" Barrett 

inquired. 

 

"Those documents that were discovered last night were not the first to be found in the 

public arena" Sir Richard confirmed "Some more of similar importance were found in a 

telephone box in Hyde Park two days ago which along with a memory stick from the 

Ministry of Defence which went missing last week resulted in the Prime Minister 

bringing me and my organisation in to investigate." 

 

"And I take it these incidents have a connection?" Barrett asked. 

 

"They were all linked in some way to committees and other groups in which Sir Frank 

had either an active or passive role in some way" Sir Richard confirmed "We have a leak 

within the highest level of Government and my Department has been charged with the 

job of finding out who, what, why, where and when." 

 

"This 'Department' of yours" Barrett asked "That would be this Central Special 

whatsamecallit?" 

 

"Better known by the far simpler name of Section Fourteen" Sir Richard admitted "The 

guy designing the logo said XIV was far easier to incorporate into the marble floor." 

 

"Can't say I have heard of it" Barrett remarked. 

 

"Not many people have" Sir Richard confirmed "It's existence is strictly on a need to 

know basis and you have just joined a very select band of people who have been told 

about it." 

 

"And who do I share this honour with if I may ask?" Barrett asked. 

 

"The National Administrator General, his wife, the Operations Chief's of MI5 and MI6, 

the Prime Minister and the Home Secretary" Sir Richard recalled. 

 

"Just them?" Barrett responded slightly astounded "I am just a lowly Lieutenant." 
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"We'll discuss that later" Sir Richard responded as Barrett turned off the main road into 

the car park for the Coroner's Office "First let us address the thorny issue of the late Sir 

Frank and his untimely demise." 

 

Barrett duly parked the car in the space designated for official vehicles only before she 

and Sir Richard got out and proceeded directly to the main entrance where once inside he 

receptionist passed them a clipboard so that they could sign in. 

 

"Dr Levenham is waiting for you in examining room three, just down the corridor" the 

receptionist confirmed whereupon Sir Richard duly proffered his thanks before they 

headed in the direction indicated. 

 

"Evening Doctor" Sir Richard declared as he and Barrett entered the very clean almost 

dazzlingly white tiled room where in the centre beneath a large medical surgery lamp was 

the examination table where upon which lay the distinctive shape of a body covered 

completely in a white sheet. 

 

"Sir Richard, I should have known you would show up sooner or later" Dr Levenham 

remarked as he pushed his small square framed glasses up his nose "And this must be the 

lovely Lieutenant Barrett I presume?" 

 

"In living colour" Barrett confirmed "Which is more than can be said of this poor chap I 

suppose" she remarked as they gathered around the table. 

 

"Ah yes, Sir Frank Walker" Dr Levenham confirmed "It's not everyday I get to work with 

a political heavy weight." 

 

"I thought you worked with the Home Secretary at the Home Office?" Barrett remarked. 

 

"Not exactly a political heavy weight though is he?" Dr Levenham responded with a 

smirk "More a passing breeze in the wind of popular politics." 

 

"And our friend here?" Sir Richard asked 

 

"Well I have completed a full post mortem on the deceased..." Dr Levenham confirmed 

as he looked at the notes he had compiled. 

 

"...better than completing a post mortem on someone who wasn't I guess..." Barrett 

remarked with typical Security Service humour, a remark that made the Doctor smile a 

little before he continued. 

 

"Death was from a massive coronary which given the gentlemen's medical record is not 

exactly headline news" Dr Levenham confirmed as he handed across a copy of his 

official report "In addition to which as he fell he hit his head on the corner of the desk in 

his study, the impact marks match the furniture exactly." 
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"So official verdict, natural causes?" Barrett asked. 

 

"That is the official verdict, all in there" Dr Levenham indicated the report file in Barrett's 

hands with Sir Richard looking casually over her shoulder to have a look for himself "and 

its the biggest load of utter bollocks you will read this year." 

 

"Oh I don't know, have you seen some of the tabloids lately?" Sir Richard wryly 

remarked. 

 

"In other words this has been officially got at from somewhere on high I presume?" 

Barrett concluded. 

 

"Did I say that?" Dr Levenham asked with a wry smile. 

 

"No you didn't" Barrett confirmed. 

 

"Exactly" Dr Levenham agreed "So do you want to hear what really happened?" 

 

"Not that you are actually saying anything of course" Sir Richard responded. 

 

"I am all ears Doctor" Barrett confirmed. 

 

"Your man here did indeed die of a heart attack and on his way to the floor did hit his 

head on his desk but it was not a natural coronary oh no" Dr Levenham went on to 

explain as he pulled back part of the sheet covering the body to reveal the head and upper 

torso "You see this?" he indicated a mark on the upper left shoulder blade. 

 

"What that mark there?" Barrett pointed to the tiny mark on the skin "I can barely see it." 

 

"Normally you wouldn't see it all" Dr Levenham continued to explain "Our friend here 

was injected with something using a very tiny needle, far finer than anything used for 

normal medical use, diabetes, things like that but because he was partially haemophillic, 

his blood did not clot immediately that he was injected which meant it showed up." 

 

"Could this have been self inflicted?" Sir Richard asked, his curiosity raised. 

 

"I very severely doubt it somehow" Barrett responded as she tried touching her own 

shoulder blade with limited success "besides if you were injecting yourself would you not 

go for somewhere more accessible, more so an elderly man of his state." 

 

"So assuming he didn't do it himself" Sir Richard summarised "What was injected and 

even more importantly by whom?" 

 

"I have no idea" Dr Levenham was forced to admit with an apologetic shrug of the 

shoulders "All I do know is that he was injected with something almost untraceable 
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between about ten thirty and midnight and that at sometime around two or maybe three in 

the morning, it triggered the coronary." 

 

"So it was murder" Barrett remarked with a sigh of resignation "I should inform 

Divisional Commander Longton" she declared as she reached for her radio set. 

 

"I wouldn't do that if I were you my dear" Sir Richard politely yet strongly advised 

"There is a lot more to this than you realise." 

 

"No kidding" Barrett agreed "So what do I tell my boss then?" she asked. 

 

"The official version" Sir Richard confirmed "Sir Frank died of natural causes, case 

closed, at least as far as he and the entire Security & Police Service is concerned except 

yourself of course." 

 

"You are not seriously suggesting I launch an unofficial investigation are you Sir?" 

Barrett asked with obvious astonishment. 

 

"As far as your Chief is concerned you will be merely away tying up proverbial loose 

ends" Sir Richard explained "I'll square it with whoever needs to be kept informed that 

you are unavailable at the moment, the usual 'Official Secondment to Central Services' 

memo should do the trick." 

 

"Underhand cloak and dagger work, I think I can do that" Barrett agreed "So what do you 

want me to do?"  

 

"Continue your research into the life and times of our deceased friend here" Sir Richard 

indicated the body as the Doctor brought the sheet back over it "then bring everything 

you have and meet me at this address, nine o'clock tomorrow morning." 

 

"Horse Ferry Road, London" Barrett read from the piece of paper Sir Richard had handed 

her. 

 

"I am going to conduct a few more toxicology tests" Dr Levenham confirmed "Strictly 

unofficial of course, see if I can narrow down our suspect substance." 

 

"If you find anything, please copy us both in on the results as soon as you have them" Sir 

Richard asked "I can be reached at the office." 

 

"That would be the one in Horse Ferry Road I take it?" Barrett asked. 

 

"Indeed it would my dear, indeed it would" Sir Richard confirmed with a knowing smile 

as he and Barrett took their leave. 

 

----- 
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As night fell over the city of London, the lights were still on in the heart of Portcullis 

House, the parliamentary office accommodation directly opposite the Houses of 

Parliament and above Westminster Underground Station. 

 

In particular the office of Angelina Forbes MP, the Security Minister for Her Majesty's 

Government was a place of much activity, unusual for that time of night. 

 

The desk lamp illuminated not only the large number of files on her desk but also her 

own worried looking face, tension, ambiguity and apprehension all apparent to anyone 

who could have walked in at that moment. 

 

A polite knock at the door saw Forbes look up from the desk with a worried frown and 

ten slowly close the files that were open on her desk before adjusting herself in 

preparation for whoever it may be at the door. 

 

"Come in" she called with as much presence as she could muster. 

 

"Good evening Minister" Sir Richard politely declared as he entered the office, closing 

the door quietly behind him. 

 

"Thank God its you" Forbes responded with obvious relief. 

 

"Expecting the tax man were we?" Sir Richard asked, somewhat taken by surprise by the 

nature of Forbes reaction to his arrival as in his experience of her, she always struck him 

as a woman of calm and controlled emotions "or someone worse?" he ventured. 

 

"Let's just say things are not what they appear" Forbes admitted as she indicated to Sir 

Richard to take a seat at the desk in front of her "Drink?" 

 

"Constantly my dear" Sir Richard joked in an attempt to lighten the mood. 

 

"I think this calls for the good stuff" Forbes admitted as she reached down into the 

bottom desk drawer and retrieved a bottle of finest brandy and two glasses, one of which 

she passed to Sir Richard "A toast to departed friends" she suggested. 

 

"Sir Frank" Sir Richard agreed raising his glass once Forbes had filled it and her own 

"May the old boy rest in peace." 

 

"Oh that's better" Forbes declared as she managed to down the entire glass of brandy in 

one gulp "Please tell me you have something to cheer me up?" 

 

"I wish I could oblige" Sir Richard responded with regret as he opened his leather 

briefcase and extracted from it a brown folder that he passed across to Forbes "The best I 

can do is tell you that officially Sir Frank died of a heart attack." 
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"I was afraid you would say something like that" Forbes responded "I've known you for 

way too long.  So what did he unofficially die of then?" 

 

"A heart attack" Sir Richard confirmed "It's just what caused it that will be causing the 

gnashing of teeth in certain darker areas of the corridors of power starting with this very 

office I would wager." 

 

"So someone got at him then?" Forbes asked. 

 

"It would appear so" Sir Richard confirmed "Couple Sir Frank's senior position in the 

security community, his parliamentary responsibilities, affiliates and connections with 

these missing documents and I think it is very safe to say we have a major problem." 

 

"Well I am your official political liaison between the Prime Minister's office and your err 

what is it called again?" Forbes responded. 

 

"I've decided to shorten it to just 'Section Fourteen' for now" Sir Richard admitted "Even 

I was having trouble remembering what it was at times." 

 

"So lets get liaising" Forbes continued "What have you got and who is your bag man on 

this?" 

 

"Bag lady as it happens" Sir Richard responded "Not that she will thank me for calling 

her that I would wager, a young and very promising Lieutenant from the Security Service 

by the name of Barrett.  She also happened to be the one who found the body which puts 

her in at the ground level." 

 

"Can you trust her?" Forbes asked with obvious concern. 

 

"Implicitly" Sir Richard confirmed "I've worked with her before albeit not directly on a 

case last year connected with the Franklin Rogers disaster." 

 

"Ah yes" Forbes recalled "So she is doing the leg work I take it." 

 

"Someone with such a talent for deep investigations such as her will dig up the dirt 

discreetly I am sure" Sir Richard declared "And if she works out I may even offer her a 

job, I need to find some staff now that my Section is almost up and running." 

 

"So I take it all we have are at least three instances of missing documents" Forbes 

summarised "and one dead body, hardly a promising start is it?" 

 

"I agree" Sir Richard confirmed "The only two breaks we have are that one set of missing 

documents turned up on a train late last night and that despite some very professional 

efforts, we can say that Sir Frank's death was not as natural as someone wants us to 

believe." 
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"In which case I had best leave you to your efforts" Forbes remarked whereupon Sir 

Richard got up and prepared to leave. 

 

"So tell me minister" Sir Richard asked as he adjusted his long overcoat "Who were you 

expecting apart from me at this unusually late hour?" 

 

"Elvis..." Forbes responded with a wry smile. 

 

"I'll be in touch" Sir Richard confirmed, deciding to leave the conversation at that even 

though his many years of experience quickly told him that despite her best efforts Forbes 

was lying "Good night" he confirmed before leaving. 

 

Outside the office door once it was closed, Sir Richard looked back for a few moments 

with thought at what he had seen of Forbes mood and attitude.  It was clear to him 

something was seriously wrong and as he left, he made a mental note to investigate 

further once the time was right. 

 

----- 

 

An ominous rumble of thunder rolled across the night sky above London later that night 

and as the accompanying rain began to fall, Forbes emerged from a side entrance of 

Portculis House, looked up momentarily with little enthusiasm at the threatening skies 

above before climbing into the back of a waiting black cab which as soon as she had 

closed the door, proceeded to drive off along the north embankment road alongside the 

River Thames. 

 

As the taxi disappeared out of sight down the road, a figure looked on from the bus stop 

shelter directly opposite where Forbes had just departed from.  Reaching inside his 

overcoat pocket, the observer retrieved a portable radio into which he entered a code 

before raising it to his mouth. 

 

"She's in and on her way" the observer confirmed with a cool business like tone, the rain 

incessantly beating down upon him from above not bothering him in the slightest. 

 

"Excellent" a voice responded over the radio from an unknown location "Let's bring her 

in and get this mess sorted out." 

 

 

Passing Charing Cross, Forbes looked out of the window through the streaks of rain 

water passing across the outside of the glass at the illuminated Trafalgar Square over in 

the distance before the taxi moved on into The Strand. 

 

Usually Forbes would be one of the calmest and cool headed persons anyone could 

possibly hope to meet but tonight anyone who could have seen her at that moment would 

have seen a different persona, that of a lady clearly concerned. 
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Looking out of the back window with controlled nervousness, Forbes breathed a inward 

sigh of relief when she saw there was no one following, the length of The Strand behind 

the taxi all the way to Charing Cross in the distance being empty. 

 

"Roadworks on the Aldwych tonight Maam" the cab driver then informed her from the 

front as he proceeded to turn right to head onto Waterloo Bridge over the River Thames 

"Going to have to take a slight diversion, no extra charge." 

 

"All right" Forbes agreed as she looked out to her left and saw the road works and 

diversion signs across the road which backed up the cab driver's announcement 

convincingly. 

 

What she did not see however was that as soon as the cab had reached the north end of 

Waterloo Bridge was that the signs and associated road works equipment was then 

quickly removed by a gang of me, the equipment being very quickly loaded into a pick 

up truck before they disappeared off down the Aldwych and into the night as if they were 

never there. 

 

"Is this diversion going to take long?" Forbes asked up ahead to the cab driver. 

 

"Depends upon your point of view madam" the driver cryptically responded as the cab 

reached the centre of Waterloo Bridge which was noticeably empty bar a large articulated 

lorry just ahead of them. 

 

"What the...?" Forbes exclaimed as the cab was brought to a sudden halt in the middle of 

the bridge as the lorry up ahead had made an emergency stop. 

 

"Stay there" the cab driver advised "I'll go and see what's wrong" he announced as he 

proceeded to get out of the cab and walk ahead towards the front of the lorry ahead. 

 

Forbes looked on with confusion and concern when a few moments later the lorry started 

up and moved off apparently leaving her alone in the back of the taxi in the centre of the 

bridge and with no sign of the cab driver anywhere. 

 

Realising she was in possible trouble, Forbes reached inside her case and got her mobile 

telephone out only to discover that very unusually for the centre of London she had no 

network available. 

 

"I don't believe this" Forbes responded as she tried and failed once again to try and make 

a call but then looked up as the drivers door of the taxi opened and in got a man in a long 

dark overcoat who after shutting the door and starting the engine, calmly turned around 

towards her. 

 

"Evening" the man declared, his well appointed accent contrastingly noticeably with that 

of the cab driver Forbes had been expecting to see sitting there "My employer would like 

a word with you." 
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"Who are you?" Forbes demanded to know "What the hell is going on here?" she called. 

 

"Pleasant dreams" the man simply announced with a rogue smile before producing a gun, 

calmly pointing it directly at Forbes and pulling the trigger. 

 

"No..." was all Forbes could call in response before she was struck by a tranquilliser dart 

in the abdomen and within moments slumped unconscious across the back seat of the 

cab. 

 

"Don't worry my dear" the man in the drivers seat called as he put the gun away before 

reaching across and switching off the fare meter "This fare is on us" he announced before 

driving off into the rain sodden night. 

 

----- 

 

The first train of the morning from the Sussex coast to arrive in London Victoria braked 

to a steady halt before the first wave of commuters of the rush hour disembarked and as 

one made their way up the platforms towards the ticket barriers. 

 

Amongst them and taken somewhat by surprise by the sheer number of people who had 

been crammed into her train was Lieutenant Barrett who took the wise choice of waiting 

until the massed crowd had dissipated just a bit before herself following to the ticket 

barriers where she proceeded to the side gate where thanks to her Security Service 

uniform she did not even need to produce her identification for the gate line supervisor to 

let her through without further question. 

 

"Would Ms Barrett please report to the Wilton Street exit where your colleague is 

waiting" an announcement came over the stations public address system as Barrett 

crossed the main concourse causing her to look up at the high roof before looking around. 

 

"Over there" a passing patrol officer of the Transport Division of the Service indicated 

across the far side of the station seeing the slightly lost looking expression of Barrett 

standing in the middle of the concourse. 

 

"Thanks mate" Barrett responded before she headed off towards the far side of the 

concourse where having found and passed through the Wilton Road exit she found a car 

with a driver waiting for her. 

 

"Lieutenant Barrett?" the driver called "Sir Richard sent a car for you, I am to take you 

straight there." 

 

"Such service" Barrett remarked with some surprise "All right then, you're driving" she 

declared as she got in the back of the car. 
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It was a relatively brief journey through the streets of Westminster to Horse Ferry Road 

where the car then pulled into the side of the road outside a very non-descript looking 

side door into a Government building. 

 

"Here we are Maam" the driver confirmed, observing Barrett in the rear view mirror. 

 

"Well I must say that I am somewhat underwealmed" Barrett admitted as she looked at 

the doorway before getting out of the car. 

 

"When it comes to top secret operations it doesn't exactly pay to advertise" the driver 

admitted through the open side window. 

 

"I suppose you are right" Barrett remarked "Thanks for the ride." 

 

"Anytime" the driver confirmed before he drove off. 

 

"I suppose I had better knock" Barrett remarked to herself but as she approached the door 

a CCTV camera up above turned to look at her. 

 

Unseen by Barrett, the camera was providing an image of her face for a recognition 

system which in a matter of moments confirmed her identity whereupon the door in front 

of her was released with a click and opened automatically. 

 

"Ok, that's weird" Barrett remarked as with a little apprehension she entered through the 

doorway whereupon the door immediately closed behind her again. 

 

"Good morning Miss Barrett" the disembodied but familiar voice of Sir Richard called 

from an unknown location as in front of her the doors of a lift opened "If you would be so 

kind as to step into the lift please." 

 

"In her masters step she trod" Barrett remarked as slightly bemused she stepped forward 

into the lift whereupon the doors closed and it began to descend. 

 

It was with some nervousness that Barrett watched the indicator display inside the lift car 

mark her descent some six floors down until with a ping the lift stopped and the doors 

opened where she was more than relieved to see Sir Richard waiting for her. 

 

"Apologies for the theatrics my dear" Sir Richard admitted as Barrett stepped out of the 

lift car and joined him "Also for having to bring you in the back way, it's just that I am 

still having the place decorated at the moment." 

 

"I was beginning to wonder for a moment there" Barrett remarked as Sir Richard showed 

her down a corridor. 

 

"Welcome to Section Fourteen" Sir Richard declared as he showed Barrett into his office, 

about the only part of the large subterranean complex that had actually been completed. 
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"I am surprised Sir" Barrett commented as Sir Richard pulled back a seat in front of his 

desk to allow her to sit down "What is a lowly investigative officer such as I doing being 

let on the secret of this place?" 

 

"I've been reading up on you my dear" Sir Richard explained as he sat down behind the 

desk and produced a personnel file from the drawer which he then opened and looked at 

"You do yourself an injustice, you are far more than a lowly investigative officer." 

 

"That file looks awfully thick for someone who is only twenty three" Barrett remarked as 

she looked on at the file on the desk as Sir Richard continued to leaf through it. 

 

"Twenty two" Sir Richard responded "Your birthday is not until tomorrow." 

 

"It's not the age, its the mileage" Barrett admitted wryly. 

 

"You are right about the size of the file being unusual" Sir Richard confirmed "Whereas 

all officers of the National Security, Police & Civil Defence Service have a file, certain 

members in whom a special interest is taken have a more comprehensive one stuffed 

away in a dark locked cellar." 

 

"Special interest?" Barrett asked with a note of concern. 

 

"Nothing sinister" Sir Richard reassured her "Under this category come those who are in 

high ranking positions, the extremely talented ones, those with certain links or have had 

previous involved in key cases." 

 

"So which of these categories do I fall under to warrant such a large file if I dare ask?" 

Barrett inquired, still not entirely sure about all this. 

 

"Extremely talented" Sir Richard confirmed "Plus you have worked with certain high 

ranking officers of the Service who not so much have a thick file as an entire filing 

cabinet devoted to them." 

 

"No prizes for guessing who that might be…" Barrett remarked. 

 

"Elizabeth Rosemary Barrett" Sir Richard proceeded to read from the file "Graduated in 

double quick time from Cambridge University with first class honours degrees in 

criminal psychology and law before proceeding straight into the National Security, Police 

& Civil Defence Service in your father's footsteps." 

 

"Sounds about right so far" Barrett admitted. 

 

"I.Q. of a hundred and forty three, three decorations for bravery and exemplary service 

and fourteen successful high profile investigations to your name" Sir Richard continued 

"No wonder you don't appear to have time for a social life of any kind young lady." 
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"Oh trust me it is far more complicated than that" Barrett remarked "However I think that 

is the subject for a conversation in another time and another place." 

 

"Fair enough" Sir Richard agreed "Bottom line then?" 

 

"Please…" Barrett gestured. 

 

"If this little investigation of ours works out" Sir Richard continued to explain "I have a 

good mind to offer you a job." 

 

"I've got one Sir" Barrett responded, a little bemused. 

 

"Well it is like this" Sir Richard responded "As you can no doubt see, I have this large 

investigative department but a distinct lack of staff and given that only six people in the 

world are aware of Section Fourteen's existence I can hardly advertise in the local paper." 

 

"I see your problem" Barrett agreed. 

 

"Therefore it is down to me to recruit the best I can find by other means and I would like 

to invite you aboard" Sir Richard continued "Call this Sir Frank investigation your job 

interview if you like.  If at the end of the day you decide not to sign up then I will 

understand." 

 

"And what do I tell the family not to mention my Guvnor?" Barrett asked. 

 

"I would arrange for you to still be officially a Security Service officer but internally 

transferred to 'Central Services' which usually does the trick" Sir Richard explained "It is 

amazing how a cover all excuse like that can get one out of trouble with ones superiors." 

 

"So who knows about this little party of yours?" Barrett inquired as she looked around 

the office whilst considering her options. 

 

"The Prime Minister, the Home Secretary, the Justice Secretary" Sir Richard recalled the 

list of prominent persons in the know about Section Fourteen's existence "Operations 

Directors at both MI5 and MI6 plus the Commander and his wife." 

 

"An interesting combination" Barrett admitted "So why invite a junior officer such as me 

to this little party?" 

 

"I need staff and bloody good ones at that and so far you are only the third person I have 

found who fits the bill" Sir Richard admitted. 

 

"I'm honoured" Barrett responded still a little unsure about all this "Who else is invited?" 
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"Commander Baker from the Specialist Firearms Unit" Sir Richard confirmed "A young 

fellow from MI5 called Gardner plus I have a few other names I intend to approach over 

the next couple of days.  Unfortunately the speed with which events surrounding poor old 

Sir Frank unfolded coupled with you discovering the body meant I had to bring your 

invitation forward somewhat." 

 

"All right" Barrett agreed "I agree to give it a go" she confirmed. 

 

"Excellent" Sir Richard responded as he leaned across the desk and shook Barrett's hand 

"Welcome aboard my dear." 

 

"In which case lets get to to work" Barrett declared as she opened her briefcase and 

produced a folder that she passed across to Sir Richard "This is all the documentation on 

Sir Frank, coroner's report, scenes of crime photos, witness statements." 

 

"Not a lot is there?" Sir Richard commented on the rather small amount of material in the 

file. 

 

"No family left that I could trace and aside from his classified and parliamentary duties, 

he barely went out anywhere except his club in London and the occasional round of golf" 

Barrett confirmed. 

 

"In which case perhaps you had better come with me" Sir Richard declared as he rose 

from his seat "It is time I introduced you to the real Sir Frank Walker." 

 

----- 

 

Forbes looked up when the ominous silence was suddenly broken by the sound of a large 

metal door being opened and then firmly shut again, the sound of its slam echoing all 

around the interior of the room in which she had been unceremoniously shoved a couple 

of hours earlier following her abduction. 

 

"Who's there?" she called out, remaining calm and controlled despite the circumstances 

but her only response was the echo of her voice around the darkened chamber. 

 

"Good morning" a voice suddenly called out from some sort of speaker "Glad you could 

drop in." 

 

"What the hell is going on?" Forbes demanded to know "Who are you, at least have the 

balls to show yourself." 

 

"A reasonable request" the voice was heard to agree whereupon a light came on ahead 

and above Forbes which illuminated a window.  Looking down on her from there was a 

silhouette of a figure, no features visible, only an ominous looking outline. 

 

"Why am I here?" Forbes asked once more. 
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"Allow me to introduce who we are" the voice of the silhouette responded in a polite but 

firm business like manner "I represent a group called Pyramid, a collection of people 

from all walks of life who share one common goal." 

 

"I assume from your charming hospitality facilities we are not talking about saving the 

rain forests here?" Forbes remarked sarcastically. 

 

"Quite..." the silhouette agreed "Information control, getting the right facts to the right 

people and keeping key information from the wrong ones is a part of what we do along 

with some other interests." 

 

"Excuse me for potentially upsetting my hosts here" Forbes responded "but I and others 

have come across such organisations with their own particular brand of agenda laden 

band wagons before and most of them came crashing down rather badly." 

 

"We only have the interests of the nation and the security of its citizens at heart" the 

silhouette explained "Unfortunately we have recently suffered an information supply 

problem and I think it is something you can help us with." 

 

"What the hell makes you think I want anything to do with this organisation of yours?" 

Forbes demanded to know. 

 

"Let me assure you Mrs Forbes, we have the power to persuade you beyond all doubt and 

we will use it" the silhouette responded, the voice from the speaker echoing ominously 

around the dark room "but speaking personally I much prefer to open a potentially 

fruitful business relationship with negotiation and mutual agreement." 

 

Forbes thought for a few moments as the last echoes of the echoes of the silhouette's final 

words, considering her position and wondering what to do. 

 

"What is it you want of me?" Forbes decided to inquire further, figuring that there may be 

a way to gain the trust of this mysterious organisation which may present an opportunity 

to find out who there were. 

 

"We require replacement copies of certain documents that were meant to be brought to 

us" the silhouette informed her "Regrettably our reliable source had some problems 

yesterday and as a result the documents we were supposed to have received wound up on 

a train instead of safely in our custody." 

 

"So why don't you just ask your source for replacements if he or she is that amenable?" 

Forbes asked. 

 

"Oh come now Mrs Forbes, please don't insult my intelligence by fishing for information 

when we both know full well what has occurred in the last thirty six hours" the silhouette 
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responded with just a hint of irritation becoming apparent for the first time in what had 

been up until then a calm businesslike voice of reason. 

 

"Sorry" Forbes falsely apologised "So you want me, the Security Minister for Her 

Majesty's Government to supply secret documents to a faceless organisation with no 

reason or explanation?" 

 

"Yes" the silhouette simply confirmed. 

 

"And if I refuse?" Forbes responded. 

 

"Then certain associates of mine will be instructed to make life difficult for you" came 

the response with its all too apparent yet calmly implied threat "First comes the whispers 

to the press, damaging allegation in print for which we don't even need evidence for it to 

have an impact.  Then comes along things like fraud and corruption allegations and the 

subsequent very public inquiry, career damaging stuff I am sure you will agree." 

"I have nothing to hide" Forbes defiantly responded. 

 

"After the allegations, thing start to get nasty" the silhouette continued "Dirty trick 

campaigns, brown envelopes, photographs, dark secrets from your past suddenly 

exploding onto the world stage for all to see.  How is your husband by the way?  Still 

having trouble with his leg after that Northern Ireland business I understand?" 

 

"How the HELL did you know about that?" Forbes demanded to know. 

 

"You would be surprised how even the most secret of secrets can be suddenly let loose in 

the wild with the passing of a cheque book, an envelope of cash or a large drink to the 

right people" the silhouette confirmed with a smug satisfied tone. 

 

Forbes did not respond, instead she merely sat there in the cold hard chair staring up at 

the silhouette above and ahead of her with her face of grim determination obviously 

starting to slip, a moment that her mysterious host was waiting for. 

 

"So, what will it be?" the silhouette asked "Your career followed by your life and that of 

your family or a few documents being posted to a P.O. Box in a plain brown envelope?" 

 

"All right!" Forbes responded "I'll do it, but just this once and I want guarantees from you 

that no harm will come to my family from you or any of your associates." 

 

"In which case I do believe we have a deal Mrs Forbes" the silhouette declared "We'll be 

in touch" he confirmed before the light behind him switched off and she was left in the 

darkness once more. 

 

A few moments later the door behind her was unlocked and opened whereupon two 

masked men, dressed all in black walked calmly in.  Before Forbes could react, she was 

put to sleep by another tranquilliser dart before being carried away. 
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----- 

 

"Crikey, is someone having a garage sale or something?" Barrett asked as upon walking 

into the room with Sir Richard, she saw the large number of boxes and crates stacked up 

therein. 

 

"All of the late Sir Frank's effects and files from both his study at home and his office in 

Westminster" Sir Richard confirmed "I had to move rather quickly to get them before the 

cleaners took the lot away." 

 

"The cleaners?" Barrett asked. 

 

"Whenever a prominent member of the security and intelligence community or a senior 

politician connected to it passes away or disappears for other reasons" Sir Richard 

explained "It is standard procedure for MI5 to send in a cleaning team to remove and 

secure any and all potentially sensitive material that the deceased may have had in his or 

her possession to prevent it accidentally falling into the wrong hands." 

 

"So instead he just leaves a dossier on a train for all the world to see" Barrett responded 

"Rather careless for someone of his standing wasn't it?" she remarked. 

 

"Indeed it was" Sir Richard agreed "Sir Frank was a consummate professional, a firm 

believer in security, law and order yet this is the third set of documents that can be 

positively linked to him to have gone adrift in less than a fortnight." 

 

"What sort of stuff has been going missing?" Barrett inquired "That is if my security 

clearance allows me to know of course." 

 

"Well I think you can be trusted" Sir Richard replied "The first batch of documents to be 

confirmed missing was two weeks ago, he central registry over at the House of Commons 

filed a absent records report concerning a dossier of rather low level counter intelligence 

on a bunch of far right wing extremists that MI5 have been keeping an eye on." 

 

"Any threat these guys?" Barrett asked. 

 

"Nothing special" Sir Richard confirmed "More your average tub thumpers, all mouth 

and no trousers as my mother would say." 

 

"The second leak?" Barrett inquired as she started to look over the material spread all 

over the desk in front of her. 

 

"A bit more serious" Sir Richard responded as he produced a document from inside his 

jacket pocket and passed it to her showing it to be a photocopy of a file cover "This is the 

summary briefing notes for a week of Joint Intelligence Committee meetings, these 

meeting having been attended by Sir Frank." 
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"These are I presume complied after each meeting" Barrett concluded. 

 

"They are" Sir Richard confirmed "Copies are then lodged with myself, the Prime 

Minister, Home Secretary and the central registry.  All the other copies are accounted for 

except the central registry one." 

 

"Perhaps I should pay a visit to this central registry of yours" Barrett suggested. 

 

"That could be arranged" Sir Richard agreed "It is a bit over your pay scale I will admit 

but I have a way of opening doors for the right people." 

 

"So this dossier on the train" Barrett moved on "Would I be right in guessing that this 

material was even more sensitive?" 

 

"Give yourself a gold star my dear" Sir Richard confirmed "Yes indeed it was, top level 

intelligence on some really unpleasant people.  All I can say is thank God someone found 

it who had the sense to hand it into the authorities." 

 

"It is like someone is developing sources" Barrett remarked "Start off with a 

demonstration run, something low level so that if it were discovered it would not raise to 

much suspicion, then build on that up to the level of information someone would want." 

 

"I like your thinking" Sir Richard agreed "It is a theory admittedly but one that most 

definitely fits some whispers I have heard." 

 

"Which brings me to this pile" Barrett indicated the office contents in front of her "and 

one dead body." 

 

"Indeed it does" Sir Richard agreed "Where do you propose to start?" he asked. 

 

"Well first of all you, I and the Coroner both know that Sir Frank was killed by a secretly 

administered injection some time before he died so I am going to go back over the last 

twenty four hours of his life and see if I can identify where he was hit and hopefully by 

whom." 

 

"Sounds good to me" Sir Richard confirmed. 

 

"Then I intend to pay a visit to this mysterious central registry of yours and find out 

exactly who had access to these missing documents and also see if anything else has gone 

adrift" Barrett continued. 

 

"I'll speak with Nigel Rowan" Sir Richard responded as he retrieved his mobile telephone 

"He is the Chief Registrar at the Central Registry and will be able to get you cleared for 

access to their staff and records." 
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"Thank you Sir" Barrett replied "That just leaves me with all the telephone and electronic 

media to sort out, I could use some help." 

 

"Exactly what I was thinking my dear" Sir Richard agreed "I think it is time I did a little 

more active recruitment for this department, it looks like I am going to need some more 

staff." 

 

"And I am going to need a lot of coffee" Barrett confirmed wryly as she picked up the 

first file on the desk and opened it whereupon an old yellow post-it note fell out causing 

her to bend down and pick it up. 

 

"Pyramid" she read from the note, the writing on it faded but still legible "Mean anything 

to you?" 

 

"Err no" Sir Richard responded with a slightly evasive stance "Maybe Sir Frank was 

planning a holiday to Egypt?" he suggested. 

 

"He didn't have a passport, I checked" Barrett quickly responded "and anyway surely the 

note would ready Pyramids, plural would it not?" 

 

"Maybe" Sir Richard agreed "Err just out of interest which file was it in?" 

 

"This one" Barrett passed the file across "Something about an investigation into illegal 

arms sales overseen by a Lord Hainault." 

 

"Right..." Sir Richard responded still somewhat evasive as something had clearly 

unsettled him. 

 

"Lord Hainault, isn't that the guy who..." Barrett began. 

 

"The same" Sir Richard confirmed "He always gets to be the chair on the really messy 

inquiries." 

 

"Maybe I should give him a call as well" Barrett suggested, a fishing expedition as she 

could tell that Sir Richard was being very evasive about the whole Pyramid matter. 

 

"He never sees junior staff" Sir Richard confirmed "Well with one notable exception 

many years ago I suppose" he admitted "Look my dear, I had better make a move so I 

will leave you too it" he declared whereupon with a gentlemanly tug of the forelock 

which did little to disguise his apprehension, he departed. 

 

"What are you hiding?" Barrett remarked to herself as soon as the door was closed and 

she was left alone in the room, only the buzz of the lights and the hum of the air 

conditioning breaking the awkward silence. 

 

----- 
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The black cab dropped off Forbes immediately outside the Thames side entrance of 

Portcullis House and looking around she proceeded directly inside, deliberately avoiding 

eye contact with the on duty security guards or the Receptionist. 

 

Instead she made directly for the lifts and quickly ascended to the tenth floor where as 

soon as the lift doors opened she proceeded straight to her office and quietly closed the 

door behind her. 

 

Taking the seat behind her desk, she looked around, her mind full of thoughts about what 

had happened to her overnight, the demands made and the threats promised. 

 

Looking down at her hands laid palm down upon the desk Forbes could see them 

trembling uncontrollably, a trait almost totally alien to a woman of her stature, position 

and normally controlled mind. 

 

Forbes suddenly found herself jolted from her thoughts of dread by the telephone on the 

desk ringing which after taking a moment to regain her composure she answered. 

 

"Hello?" Forbes called somewhat apprehensively "Ah Sir Richard" she then announced 

with obvious relief at hearing his voice on the other end "Nice of you to call." 

 

"Are you all right Maam?" Sir Richard asked from the back of his official car as his 

driver drove them out of Central London south bound towards Pimlico. 

 

"Of course I am, don't be so silly" Forbes blustered in response. 

 

"Yes, of course you are" Sir Richard responded, deciding to let the matter and his 

accompanying suspicions that all was most definitely not well rest for the moment 

"Anyway I wanted to bring you up to speed on our Sir Frank problem" he announced. 

 

"Oh yes, terrible business" Forbes confirmed. 

 

"I have a young officer working on the case now" Sir Richard confirmed "Hopefully with 

her investigative skills we will soon have Sir Frank's murder and the documents leaked 

safely dealt with all being well." 

 

"I was thinking earlier today" Forbes responded after a brief pause for thought "Perhaps it 

would be a good idea if you were to let me have a list of the documents believed to be 

involved so that I could work on any leads that may exist at this end of the political 

spectrum." 

 

"Well beyond the fact that Sir Frank would have handled all of them and that it is the 

Registry Section office that reported them as missing, I really don't think at this time 

there is all that much more to go on until Lieutenant Barrett had completed her 
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investigations" Sir Richard confirmed "But don't worry we will get to the bottom of this I 

can assure you." 

 

Forbes was clearly worried and despite her level best to hide this, Sir Richard was getting 

more and more suspicious as the conversation continued.  For Forbes, her biggest worry 

was not so much the documents already reported as missing but more what the 

mysterious organisation who had kidnapped her earlier could do to her life, family and 

career if she was seen to be in any way uncooperative towards their demands. 

 

"Very well" Forbes confirmed "Keep me informed of any developments." 

 

"Certainly Maam" Sir Richard agreed "Until later then" he confirmed before hanging up. 

 

Once the call had finished, Forbes hung up the telephone receiver and then looked across 

at the photograph of her husband and children on the desk.  She remembered back to the 

ominous threats made to her if she did not co-operate and at that moment made the 

concious decision the agree to their demands. 

 

With that potentially fatal decision now made she got up from the desk, grabbed her coat 

and without any further hesitation made a discreet exit from the office. 

 

----- 

 

Peter Hendy was a relatively straightforward chap in his late twenties, tall at six foot 

three but otherwise anonymous and unassuming.  His official job description read as 

Civil Service Communications Officer which was a typically vague title that was often 

used for many different roles from the mundane through to the more specialist. 

 

It was lunchtime and Hendy was in the centre of London, strolling along the south bank 

of the River Thames near Lambeth Bridge, taking a break from a meeting which he had 

reluctantly been attending on security protocols and other related issues. 

 

Walking along the embankment, the House of Parliament dominating the opposite side, 

Hendy suddenly stopped and stepped backwards three paces when he heard a familiar 

voice call his name. 

 

"Nice afternoon for a walk Peter" Sir Richard called from his seat on one of the public 

benches, lowering his newspaper in a typical fashion for him. 

 

"I'll say this for you old man" Peter responded as he took the seat alongside Sir Richard 

"You do pop up in the most unexpected of places." 

 

"It's a gift..." Sir Richard modestly admitted. 

 

"I take it this is not a coincidence and that there is a purpose to this little conversation 

Sir?" Hendy asked. 
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"I've got a job for you my friend" Sir Richard explained ever so slightly evasively as 

always "How do you fancy making a little money?" 

 

"My wallet is always open to genuine honest cash donations from reliable sources" 

Hendy admitted wryly "I do have a wife, two kids and a cat to support you know." 

 

"I am setting up a new little operation" Sir Richard explained "However it is not exactly 

what you would call as being in the phone book so advertising my vacancies is a tad 

difficult." 

 

"Anything I can help with?" Hendy asked. 

 

"I need a communications expert" Sir Richard continued "Someone who knows all the 

back doors into all the communications channels both inside and outside the corridors of 

power" he explained as they both looked ahead across the river to the imposing sight of 

the Houses of Parliament. 

 

"Sounds more like Simon Fuller's line of work I would have thought" Hendy remarked 

"What makes you think I am qualified?" 

 

"Well unfortunately Mr Fuller is unavailable, I have already stolen one of the National 

Security & Police Service's finest officers today as it is" Sir Richard confirmed "Besides 

you have been my eyes and ears over at GCHQ since you were a graduate and thus far 

your talents have been extremely useful." 

 

"What's in it for me?" Hendy asked. 

 

"Decent pension, good rate of pay, certainly better than the miserable recompense the 

Civil Service gives you" Sir Richard confirmed "Hell you can even choose the colour of 

carpet in your own office if you wish." 

 

"And what do you want me to do in return for this generous remuneration?" Hendy 

inquired. 

 

"That is where it starts to get tricky" Sir Richard continued "Something has come up and 

I have to admit my Department is simply not ready yet so I really need you to start sort of 

now, hitting the ground running." 

 

"Now as in this minute?" Hendy asked slightly taken aback. 

 

"Err yes" Sir Richard was forced to admit "There are certain communications protocols I 

need breaking into and rather quickly before the natives find out and take our evidence 

away." 

 

"This is going to cost you" Hendy informed him "I don't come cheap." 
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"I am sure you will be worth every penny" Sir Richard responded "So do we have a 

deal?" he asked proffering his hand. 

 

"Indeed we do Sir" Hendy agreed "Indeed we do." 

 

----- 

 

In the Section Fourteen CCTV suite, Barrett continued to rewind various sections of 

footage as she attempted to piece together the last hours of the late Sir Frank Walker's 

life.  It had been a long task that had taken her almost three hours of telephone calls and 

diplomatic persuasion to get hold of the material she needed. 

 

So far Barrett had managed to trace Sir Frank at his club in Whitehall, central London 

from about four in the afternoon until mid evening whereupon she had found CCTV 

footage from the club of him departing in a cab at nine forty five. 

 

The next footage she had found was of Sir Frank exiting the cab still apparently in good 

health at the taxi rank immediately outside Victoria Station before further camera views 

confirmed he had made his way across the Central Concourse and then onto a train at 

platform seventeen. 

 

Barrett had gone over this footage several times and at no point, even in the cab was Sir 

Frank ever close enough to anyone for an injection to be administered unnoticed. 

 

"Having fun are we?" Sir Richard asked as he entered the room, his typical witty banter 

readily apparent. 

 

"Oh I don't know if I were honest Sir" Barrett was forced to admit with a hint of a 

resigned sigh "Whoever got to him must have either been incredibly good or incredibly 

lucky." 

 

"My money would be on the former my dear" Sir Richard remarked "Somehow I think 

whoever is behind this have done this sort of thing before." 

 

"Could be worth following up I suppose" Barrett admitted "Maybe there is a similar death 

somewhere else that could throw some light on this mess." 

 

"So where are you at now?" Sir Richard asked. 

 

"Well I have managed to rule out Sir Frank's club, too early in the time line" Barrett 

confirmed "The cab he took to Victoria Station checks out as he was alone in the back the 

whole trip and somehow I think he would have noticed a cab driver sticking a needle in 

his hand when he paid his fare so that leaves just two possibilities." 

 

"The train home and the house" Sir Richard agreed. 
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"Well I just got a call from my friend at the Haychester Forensics Laboratory who 

confirms that the only prints found in Sir Frank's house are from the man himself and his 

housekeeper" Barrett passed across her notes to Sir Richard for him to read "That puts the 

train at the top of the list." 

 

"Do we know which train he got on?" Sir Richard asked. 

 

"The 22:17 Southern Service to Bognor Regis" Barrett confirmed "Two problems though, 

that train doesn't go via Horsham and the documents that were found were on a later 

stopping train to Horsham so he had to have changed trains at either Gatwick Airport or 

Three Bridges." 

 

"What about CCTV from the trains themselves?" Sir Richard inquired "Can we see 

anything on that?" 

 

"I've put a request in for the tapes from the train company" Barrett responded "But it may 

take a few hours." 

 

"All right, stay on it, you are doing great" Sir Richard responded encouragingly. 

 

"Thank you Sir" Barrett replied with pleasure. 

 

"Call me Sir Richard" Sir Richard responded matter of factly "By the way, I've just 

increased my staff." 

 

"Not before time" Barrett admitted. 

 

"My man from GCHQ, Peter Hendy will be here within the hour" Sir Richard went on to 

explain "He is one of the best in the business when it comes to communications and 

electronic media." 

 

"Well I could use the help" Barrett confirmed "Sir Frank's e-mail system seems to have 

some sort of security code on it and much of his documentation and other papers all 

appear to be in some sort of code" she showed him a sample of one of the documents that 

had been recovered from Sir Frank's study. 

 

"That's the trouble with old school men like Sir Frank" Sir Richard admitted "They 

always had their own way of doing things, their own individual type of shorthand, 

cryptology, everything." 

 

"So should I just leave this for now?" Barrett asked. 

 

"Indeed" Sir Richard agreed "When Peter arrives, just fill him with coffee and doughnuts, 

plug him into the system and let him work his magic.  You will be impressed trust me." 
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"Very well" Barrett confirmed "In which case I think it is time I went to Central Registry 

and found out more about these missing documents." 

 

"I have arranged security clearance for you" Sir Richard informed her as he produced a 

security pass with a House of Commons portcullis logo emblazoned upon it alongside her 

name, details and photograph and passed it to her "You will need this but please be 

diplomatic and discrete as you will be treading hallways never intended for anyone bar 

the very select few and powerful." 

 

"I will try and bear that in mind Sir" Barrett agreed "I can do subtle." 

 

"Believe me my dear you will need to" Sir Richard admitted apprehensively. 

 

----- 

 

Elderly but still distinguished, Lord Hainault cut a fine figure as he almost glided across 

the street and into the main entrance of Queensway Underground Station near Hyde Park. 

 

With a sense of calm purpose he strode confidentially to the lift car which took him down 

to the platform level before he proceeded to the quiet eastbound platform of the Central 

Line. 

 

There were three minutes to wait until the next service came along according to the 

indicator above Lord Hainault's head so he stood on the platform, leaning upon his 

umbrella positioned in front of him and adjusted his hat whilst he waited. 

 

As the minutes went by a few more prospective passengers appeared on the platform and 

each selected their own preferred standing place along the platform length and as was 

often the case on the London Underground all ignored each other, instead concentrating 

on passing the time with reading newspapers, observing the slightly tatty advertisement 

billboards or playing on mobile telephones. 

 

Despite the promise of a train in three minutes, it would be more like five before the 

distant rumble of an approaching train began to be heard coming from the far end running 

tunnel portal, the turbulent air pushed ahead of it rustling the newspapers of the waiting 

passengers on the platform. 

 

A few moments later as the rush of air and the rumble built up to a crescendo, the train 

burst from the tunnel portal and with the scream of its electric traction motors and the 

squeal of brakes came to a perfect stop. 

 

The doors all along the length of the eight car train of 1992 type tube stock duly opened 

and the customary exchange of passengers on and off duly commenced. 

 

Lord Hainault held back for a few moments allowing a couple of passengers to alight 

before he went to step onto the train.  He was not to make it aboard however as he 
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suddenly found himself grabbed by both arms by two suited men who had appeared from 

a cross passage immediately behind him. 

 

"What is the meaning of this?" Lord Hainault inquired firmly but politely as the two men 

led him away from the train and into the cross passage away from the gaze of the other 

passengers just as the train doors closed and it prepared to depart. 

 

"We come with an urgent message from an old friend" the taller of the two men 

confirmed as they let go of Lord Hainault in the cross passageway, his back against the 

wall as they stood in front of him. 

 

"I am in the telephone book you know" Lord Hainault remarked. 

 

"Well this is the sort of message that telephones just can't deliver Sir" the other man 

confirmed as he and his associate produced silenced automatic handguns and proceeded 

to shoot two rounds each instantly killing Lord Hainault. 

 

"Message delivered I think" the first man remarked to his colleague as they watched Lord 

Hainault slid down to the ground, a streak of blood left in his wake against the tiled wall. 

 

"And then some" the second man agreed as they calmly holstered their weapons and 

discreetly departed, the sound of the departing train easily covering their departure from 

the scene. 

 

----- 

 

"Thank you my dear" Sir Richard called to his driver, Jennifer Caverner the Divisional 

Commander of the National Security & Police Service VIP Escort Division as he got out 

of the back of the black ministerial escort car in front of the famous door of Ten Downing 

Street. 

 

"I'll send the bill to the usual address shall I?" Jennifer asked with a wry smile. 

 

"Don't forget as a non existent Government Department I don't have to pay VAT on that" 

Sir Richard responded. 

 

"I'll talk to my accountant" Jennifer confirmed with a chuckle "Cheerio!" she called 

before driving off back up Downing Street leaving Sir Richard to make the short journey 

to the door of Number Ten alone. 

 

He was immediately allowed inside by the Prime Minister's Personal Secretary who 

immediately escorted him upstairs to the Prime Minister's office. 

 

"Ah Dickie, there you are" the Prime Minister called as Sir Richard was announced and 

shown into the office "Drink?" he proffered the decanter of whisky. 

 



38 

"Constantly" Sir Richard remarked "and I suggest you make it two, you are going to need 

it." 

 

"Oh, one of those visits then" the Prime Minister responded with obvious apprehension as 

he sat back down behind the desk having passed Sir Richard his drink and poured one for 

himself 

 

"A certain little lady of my employ has been doing a lot of digging into our late friend Sir 

Frank" Sir Richard explained "It would appear that he was a man who liked to take his 

work home with him." 

 

"In the kind of business he was involved in, I take it that is none to wise an idea?" the 

Prime Minister asked. 

 

"Indeed" Sir Richard confirmed "Well so far nothing of any real significance has come up 

in Sir Frank's papers except for a sticky note on a file relating to an old arms sales 

investigation a few years back." 

 

"This Government has had to suffer more than its fair share of those over the years" the 

Prime Minister admitted "So what did this note say that seems to have got you all worried 

looking then?" he asked. 

 

"Pyramid" Sir Richard responded, producing the small yellow post-it note in question to 

show the Prime Minister "Does that mean anything to you?" 

 

"Oh shit..." the Prime Minister responded, the blood almost visibly draining out of his 

face in shock at this revelation. 

 

"That would be a yes then I take it?" Sir Richard surmised. 

 

"Nothing official you understand" the Prime Minister confirmed in a lowered and quieter 

voice, seemingly for fear of being overheard "About ten years ago I, Sir Frank and Lord 

Hainault all worked at the Foreign & Commonwealth Office, specifically the section 

dealing with major overseas trading deals." 

 

"Sounds perfectly innocent so far" Sir Richard remarked as he recharged both their 

glasses from the decanter "Go on..." 

 

"MI6 had heard unsubstantiated whispers that a number of well know arms dealers were 

putting together a specialist co-operative, cartel, call it what you well in order to supply 

arms, materials and inteligence to the usual African and South American dictatorship 

republics" the Prime Minister explained "You know the sort where anyone in the armed 

forces who fancies having go at being the President and opress his people just has to 

execute the existing administration to get elected." 

 

"I know the type" Sir Richard admitted. 
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"Well apparently certain shipments of explosives were being handled through UK ports 

under apparently legitimate export documentation but we could never prove anything so 

it was quietly forgotten" the Prime Minister continued to explain "However Sir Frank did 

find someone who was willing to testify in exchange for immunity and a new identity." 

 

"Why didn't you bring me in on this?" Sir Richard asked "I was still in operations at MI5 

back then and could have helped." 

 

"The less people who knew about this the better was our decision" the Prime Minister 

confirmed "As it was old man Goldsmith over at MI6 was under a lot of unofficial 

pressure from the likes of the CIA and even Mossad to quietly lose the investigation 

down the back of a sofa if he knew what was good for him." 

 

"Pity his liver got him in the end" Sir Richard remarked "I wouldn't have minded a word 

with him about this.  So what happened to your star witness then?" 

 

"The only thing he said to us prior to an official debrief was one word, Pyramid" the 

Prime Minister explained with a grim look in his eyes "Then that evening he disappeared 

only for his body to turn up the following afternoon in a burnt out car in Uxbridge." 

 

"Let me guess" Sir Richard pondered for a few moments "Suicide?" 

 

"That was the official verdict" the Prime Minister confirmed "Quite impressive that he 

managed to shoot himself in the head twice and then tie himself up before getting in a 

car, driving it to Uxbridge and then setting it alight but not before he climbed into the 

boot first." 

 

"Clever boy..." Sir Richard remarked with a knowing smirk "So what do you reckon this 

'Pyramid' is then?" 

 

"Best guess?" the Prime Minister remarked "Some sort of umbrella organisation for 

information dealing, you know the sort." 

 

"Dossiers for dough?" Sir Richard suggested. 

 

"Well it fits what few facts we have" the Prime Minister agreed. 

 

"So it would appear we have a potential shadowy organisation on the plot who employ 

very highly placed minions that are then disposed with unceremoniously when they have 

ceased to be useful" Sir Richard summarised "The late Sir Frank being one of them." 

 

"Plus they have the power to cover the tracks most effectively" the Prime Minister added 

"It takes a lot of talent and cash to pull off some of the cover ups they seem to have 

achieved so far." 
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"It looks like I need to get myself better acquainted with this Pyramid lot" Sir Richard 

remarked "That is if they even exist mind." 

 

"Well tread carefully" the Prime Minister warned with obvious foreboding "Subtlety is 

the watch word here." 

 

"Oh I can do subtle" Sir Richard agreed as he got up from his seat "Anything more heavy 

handed I leave to the uniformed services. 

 

"I would appreciate being kept informed on anything you find" the Prime Minister urged 

most insistently as Sir Richard turned to leave "Unofficially of course." 

 

"I'll be in touch Sir" Sir Richard formally agreed before turning to leave, "Good day 

Prime Minister." 

 

----- 

 

"Lieutenant Barrett, National Security & Police Service" she declared as she presented 

her credentials at the reception desk in the main entrance of Portcullis House "I am 

expected I believe." 

 

"Who are you visiting?" the receptionist asked as she checked her elegantly maintained 

clipboard on the desk in front of her. 

 

"The Chief Registrar" Barrett confirmed as she checked her notebook for the correct 

name "a Nigel Rowan." 

 

"Just one moment please Lieutenant" the Receptionist confirmed as she moved across to 

the telephone and picked up the receiver "Mr Rowan?" she called "There is a Lieutenant 

Barrett from the Security Service here to see you." 

 

Barrett looked on around the reception area as the Receptionist received her answer 

before putting the telephone handset back down and returning to the officer. 

 

"You are to go through Lieutenant" the Receptionist confirmed "Down there to the right, 

past Security and then follow the signs to the Central Registry." 

 

"Thank you" Barrett responded before setting off in the direction indicated which quickly 

brought her as far as the internal security station, an obvious location thanks to the large 

walk through metal detectors across the hallway and the two broad shouldered security 

guards standing either side of them. 

 

"I'm going to have a problem here aren't I?" Barrett remarked as she stopped immediately 

in front of the metal detectors. 
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"You will have to leave your weapons here with us Maam" one of the guards politely 

informed her "Don't worry it will be locked in our safe until you return." 

 

"I'll trust you" Barrett agreed as she extracted her Service issue semi-automatic pistol 

from its holster, removed the ammunition clip and handed it to the guard who placed it in 

a clear plastic bag for safe keeping. 

 

"Thank you" the guard responded. 

 

"Here goes..." Barrett declared as she stepped forward through the metal detector which 

inevitably with the amount of pieces of metal on Barrett's uniform let alone anything else 

she was carrying, starting bleeping loudly. 

 

"It's all right" the guard confirmed with a wry grin whereupon Barrett nodded in thanks 

before heading off down the long corridor. 

 

"Definitely way over my pay grade" Barrett remarked to herself as she walked along the 

corridor in amongst the offices and facilities of some of the most politically powerful 

people in the country. 

 

The seemingly endless identical corridors had the appearance of going on for miles as 

they interconnected numerous Government buildings in that area of Whitehall, indeed 

Barrett was beginning to think she was never going to find the Registry when she finally 

came across the formal but discrete sign in gold leaf on a natural wood background that 

simply declared this to be the Central Registrar's Office. 

 

Tentatively she opened the door and went inside where much to her surprise Barrett 

discovered that the Central Registry was really little more than a library and file store, 

rows upon rows of shelves stretching off into the distance laden with books and box files 

all neatly arranged with their parliamentary portcullis emblem emblazoned upon their 

spines. 

 

"Lieutenant Barrett I presume?" a quiet polite voice sudden asked causing Barrett to turn 

around to find a man standing behind her, short in stature with an almost Victorian air 

about him with his waistcoat, paisley tie and small round gold framed glasses perched 

upon the end of his nose. 

 

"Err yes" Barrett confirmed as she produced her Security Service warrant card to confirm 

her identification "You must be Mr Rowan I presume?" she asked. 

 

"Head of Central Registry" Rowan confirmed "As you are a friend of Sir Richard, please 

call me Nigel" he remarked. 

 

"Well I hope you can help me" Barrett remarked "I have to admit I have never heard of 

this place." 
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"Then let me give you the guided tour my dear" Rowan declared "Thanks to our mutual 

friend your security clearance is now probably higher than even mine." 

 

"So what is it you do here?" Barrett asked as Rowan guided her down a corridor lined on 

either side by row upon row of books and files. 

 

"What you are looking at my dear is one of the most secret yet most comprehensive 

library and archive in the world" Rowan announced with an obvious sense of pride in his 

work "Hundreds of years of documentation are stored here in three interconnected 

buildings covering over forty acres of space on eighteen floors including seven basement 

levels." 

 

"That is a hell of a lot of files" Barrett remarked. 

 

"Needless to say the rumoured reports of any of our extensive archive going walkabout 

does not exactly fill me with delight Lieutenant" Rowan commented with a notable tone 

of displeasure. 

 

"Nothing rumoured about it I am afraid" Barrett confirmed as she took the file she had 

brought with her out of her briefcase and passed it to Rowan "These were the ones that 

were recovered the day before yesterday." 

 

"Oh dear God..." Rowan responded as he looked at the evidence photographs of the files 

and instantly recognised them as being from his archive "Please tell me these were found 

somewhere away from the public gaze?" 

 

"Left on a seat on the last train of the night from London Victoria to Horsham" Barrett 

confirmed. 

 

"Oh dear..." Rowan responded. 

 

"It was just blind luck the the Conductor on the train found them" Barrett continued 

"realised what they were and made sure they were handed direct to the authorities." 

 

"These are highly classified red level restriction one documents" Rowan informed her, 

barely able to contain his disbelief at the evidence in front of his eyes "These should have 

not even have left the building let alone wound up, err where did you say?" 

 

"Horsham" Barrett confirmed "Small but rather  nice old market town in West Sussex, 

about twelve miles from Gatwick Airport." 

 

"This is a major breach of security" Rowan continued "Whilst I do not know the contents 

of these documents, I can tell just from these images that there content would be 

extremely security sensitive and potentially disasterous if they had fallen into the wrong 

hands." 
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"What sort of records of access do you keep here?" Barrett asked. 

 

"Very extensive ones" Rowan confirmed "Perhaps we should go through to my office and 

discuss this further." 

 

"Can I see these records?" Barrett inquired as Rowan guided her towards his office a 

short distance down the corridor "I need to know who had access to these specific files, 

when, what they contain and establish if any others are missing." 

 

"Step into my office" Rowan confirmed as he opened the door before following t ee 

Lieutenant inside whereupon he went around to the back of his desk "Thanks to our 

mutual friend Sir Richard, you are now the proud owner of one of the highest and most 

privelaged security clearances in the country." 

 

"My old dad would have had a good laugh at that" Barrett remarked. 

 

"Now, these files found on your train" Rowan began as he put his reading glasses on 

before proceeding to examine the photographs of the files more carefully "These look 

like briefing documents from Joint Inteligence Committee level one meetings, this should 

have not even left the room never mind the building." 

 

"I presume there is a carefully audited monitoring procedure in place?" Barrett asked. 

 

"Indeed there is" Rowan confirmed "Security agencies such as MI5, MI6, Special Branch 

and certain overseas operations prepare classified material for the JIC group so that high 

level decisions and strategic planning in the areas of policy making, anti-terrorism, you 

name it can be discussed." 

 

"Not the sort of committee meetings you see on BBC Parliament I presume?" Barrett 

remarked. 

 

"Indeed" Rowan agreed "The documents are given their classification, clearance level 

and authorised reader list by our internal security bureau on the fourth floor, the 

documents are then transported by secure courier to the meeting location where each 

copy is numbered and counted." 

 

"I would have thought there must be some sort of register of who reads these 

documents?" Barrett asked. 

 

"There is" Rowan confirmed "Each person at that meeting must sign the register to 

confirm they have received the document, understand the procedures in place regarding 

its security and then each copy must be returned and checked before anyone is allowed to 

leave the room." 

 

"What happens to them after that?" Barrett asked. 

 



44 

"One specified copy is sealed and lodged here in the high security section of this archive 

whilst the remainder are returned to their source to be either stored or destroyed." 

 

"So how the hell did these get onto a train bound for sleepy little Horsham?" Barrett 

wondered. 

 

"They could not have come from this archive that is for certain" Rowan confirmed 

"Everyone and their bags are checked by Security before leaving the premises." 

 

"Tell me, would Sir Frank Walker have had access to these documents by any vhance?" 

Barrett inquired. 

 

"As in the recently deceased Sir Frank Walker?" Rowan responded with a raised eyebrow 

of surprise tinged with an apparent sense of concern at where this line of enquiry might 

be heading "A man in his position would almost certainly have had the highest clearance 

available I believe." 

 

"That's what I and I suspect Sir Richard was afraid of" Barrett responded "I need to see 

the register of access, any other documents, particularly any sensitive ones he may have 

had access to and if any more have gone missing." 

 

"In which case" Rowan responded as he stood up with an anxious look, clearly fearful of 

any further problems that may be about to be discovered "you had better come with me." 

 

 

As Rowan and Barrett left his office to make their way to the red level secure area of the 

archive, elsewhere in the building Security Minister Forbes was arriving, making her 

immediately to the main Security Desk, hoping that her apprehension was suitably 

subdued. 

 

"Hello Maam" the duty Security Supervisor called as Forbes approached the desk, her 

presense not at all unusual given her status within the Government although she normally 

went to the courtesy of telephoning ahead if she intended to visit the archive on official 

business. 

 

"Sorry to spring this on you Garry" Forbes flustered in apology "Just need to pop upstairs 

and get some papers I forgot, I won't be a moment." 

 

"Certainly Maam" the Supervisor confirmed before allowing Forbes through the turnstile 

gate. 

 

"Thank you" Forbes responded as she passed through, more than a little relieved to not 

only be allowed in without question or a search but also wit out her name being recorded 

in the official log book either. 

 

----- 
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As Sir Richard walked down the still only partially completed corridor to his office, his 

senses told him that he had an unexpected guest, a feeling soon confirmed when he 

opened his office door to discover no less a mortal than the Administrator General of the 

National Security, Police & Civil Defence Service, better known to all as simply the 

Commander, sitting at his desk. 

 

"Aren't you supposed to be on holiday or something?" Sir Richard asked out of curiosity. 

 

"Well you know me and my thoughts on holidays" the Commander wryly admitted as he 

got up, allowing Sir Richard to reassume his correct seat "Tracy suggested I pop into the 

office and make sure all was well.  Something about me pacing up and down was 

wearing a trench in the living room carpet apparently." 

 

"And how is the wife?" Sir Richard inquired as he proffered a drink from the decanter 

which the Commander happily accepted. 

 

"Well she is back on her feet and the holes are healing up nicely" the Commander 

confirmed "The doctor says she will be back at work in six weeks, she meanwhile insists 

it is going to be less than two." 

 

"No suprises there then" Sir Richard remarked "So if the lovely Tracy suggested you 

should pop into your office which last time I looked was in New Scotland Yard, what are 

you doing in mine if I may ask?" 

 

"Well aside from a sudden outbreak of armed robberies across London and the south east, 

I received a very interesting telephone call from Al Longton down at Haychester, seems 

to think there may be a bit of poaching going on." 

 

"Pheasants, rabbits or personnel?" Sir Richard asked by now pretty certain where this 

conversation was heading. 

 

"Well it would appear the Divisional Commander Longton has got this crazy notion from 

somewhere that you are in the process of poaching one of his best young officers" the 

Commander explained "A certain Lieutenant Barrett for example?" 

 

"Now where would he get an idea like that from?" Sir Richard wryly responded knowing 

full well that any real attempt at denying these facts would be pointless. 

 

"He managed to get Simon Fuller to follow the paperwork trail for the file request" the 

Commander confirmed as he duly produced a copy of the original file request. 

 

"Ah..." Sir Richard smiled meekly in response, any pretence at innocence now totally 

pointless. 
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"So much as I appreciate your rather obvious staff shortage problem if this place is 

anything to go by" the Commander continued "It would be nice in the name of inter 

departmental co-operation if you could let me know before you go poaching any more of 

our officers." 

 

"Message received and understood" Sir Richard agreed "So can I have the delightful not 

to mention extremely talented Lieutenant Barrett on my team?" he asked. 

 

"Providing we don't need her for anything specific and as long as she agrees then yes" the 

Commander agreed "I am aware of her interesting past history in case you were 

wondering." 

 

"I thought you might be" Sir Richard confirmed "Makes for interesting reading doesn't 

it?" 

 

"It does indeed" the Commander agreed "I don't suppose her old man knows anything 

about this does he?" 

 

"Thought it best to keep him out of the loop for the benefit of his own personal welfare" 

Sir Richard confirmed "Besides he his going to have enough of a fit when he discovers I 

have poached his one and only daughter from the clutches of the Security Service." 

 

"Not necessarily" the Commander pondered in thought "It occurs to me that keeping her 

on as a fully trained uniformed Security Service officer in paralell to her Section Fourteen 

duties could have benefits for both of our organisations, a simple internal transfer to 

'Central Services' should do the trick, after all it is not like we haven't done it before." 

 

"I like your thinking" Sir Richard agreed as the telephone on his desk began to ring 

causing him to reach across to answer it." 

 

"Crowthorne" he confirmed upon picking up the call but what at first appeared to be a 

normal everyday message quite clearly took on some significant seriousness and urgency 

if the change in Sir Richard's expression was as accurate as the Commander was reading. 

 

"Yes, thank you, I'll get onto it immediately" Sir Richard responded before hanging up, a 

look of shock clearly apparent on his face. 

 

"Not good news I take it?" the Commander tentatively asked. 

 

"How soon can you get a van load of your Transport Division's finest down to Bayswater 

tube station?" Sir Richard asked. 

 

"One phone call, two minutes tops" the Commander confirmed "but why?" 
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"Get it sealed and quickly" Sir Richard explained "My contact at MI5 just informed me 

that Lord Hainault's body has just been discovered stuffed in a side passage down at 

platform level." 

 

"Good God" the Commander exclaimed as he quickly reached for his radio "Control from 

Alpha One, have Bayswater Underground Station shut down and sealed immediately on 

an Alpha Level priority status, no one to enter or leave until I get there and then get me 

the Duty Operations Commander of the Transport Division on a secure line." 

 

----- 

 

"Welcome to the high security section" Rowan introduced Lieutenant Barrett as they 

entered through a formidable looking set of steel security doors which were kept secure 

by a sophisticated multiple digit key pad entry systems whilst up above their heads in the 

corridor leading to it, several CCTV cameras kept a constant watch. 

 

"So this I presume is where the Government keeps its jucier secrets?" Barrett asked as 

they entered what was effectively a vault room, only its size and the barred bullet proof 

glass fitted windows down one wall marking it out as bei any different. 

 

"Well to be honest what is contained herein would probably bore the pants off most 

people" Rowan admitted "but it would cause serious problems if some of these 

documents ever got into the hands of terrorist groups, foreign powers and the like." 

 

"So where did Sir Franks files come from then?" Barrett asked. 

 

"Down here in section 'F' with the more recent inteligence briefing material" Rowan 

showed the way off down to their right as behind them the huge metal doors closed 

themselves electrically and locked shut as soon as they were clear of them. 

 

"Have you got the Ark down here or something?" Barrett asked as she looked on at the 

seemingly endless rows of neatly organised shelves that seemed to stretch off into the 

distance. 

 

"Not quite" Rowan admitted with a chuckle "but if it was ever mentioned in the corridors 

of power it would have been minuted here, somewhere..." 

 

"Telephone call for Mr Rowan" came a call over the building's public address system 

which caused both of them to look up. 

 

"Prime Minister has probably lost his library card again" Rowan remarked "I had better 

take this" he confirmed apologetically "Can you find your way from here Lieutenant?" he 

asked. 

 

"I think so" Barrett confirmed "One thing though, how do I get back out though those 

doors?" she asked. 
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"Press the red release button by the door, the guys on the Security Desk will buzz you 

out" Rowan confirmed "I'll be back soon, don't let the ghosts scare you." 

 

"Right..." Barrett responded with a bit of a puzzled look as Rowan departed, the heavy 

door closing shut with an ominous thud behind him, leaving Barrett to delve into the 

murky depths of the secure archive alone. 

 

 

Back at the Security Desk, one of the officers on duty watched the internal CCTV screens 

with a keen interest as he watched the various views which showed not only the Justice 

Minister making her way through one section but also the travels of Rowan as he could 

be seen heading back to his office to take the urgent call he had been paged for. 

 

It was however the third point of interest on show, that of the uniformed Lieutenant 

Barrett in the Secure Section that was most receiving his attention where after checking 

on her progress for a short while, he checked to ensure none of his colleagues nearby 

were looking before leaning across and shutting off that particular monitor. 

 

As the screen went blank, he casually leant back as on the adjacent screen, the view 

showed the figure of the Justice Minister approaching the main entrance to that exact 

same area. 

 

 

"Come on, where are you?" Barrett remarked to herself as using the reference code on the 

document copies she was carrying, she navigated her way through the seemingly endless 

rows of shelves until she came across the one from where in theory at least the stolen 

documents must have originated. 

 

"Ah there you are" Barrett declared as she found a box file on a lower shelf who's 

reference number neatly written on the spine was an exact match for the one she was 

looking for. 

 

With a little trepidation, she gently eased the box file from its resting place before putting 

it down on the floor in front of her and opening it. 

 

"What the…?" she remarked with some surprise as upon opening the box file she 

revealed it to be filled with nothing more than cut sheets of old newspaper where the 

proper file contents should have been. 

 

Sitting back on the floor, Barrett looked along the length of the shelf as an awful potential 

thought occurred to her upon which she instinctively reached and at random took another 

file off of the shelf, placed on top of the previous one on the floor in front of her and 

opened it where to her horror the same useless contents of old newspaper were found 

inside. 

 



49 

So intent was Barrett on her search through the files that she did not hear the main doors 

into that section of the archive open and footsteps approach her location, softened by the 

deep tread carpet. 

 

Looking around the corner, Forbes was concerned when she could see the shadow of 

someone moving at the far end of the corridor of shelves, knowing that if she was found 

then the potential consequences could be beyond profound. 

 

Her extensive knowledge of that section of the archives layout also told her that whoever 

it was whose shadow she continued to observe was in the very area that she needed to 

access undetected. 

 

The thought of aborting this attempt to access the files did momentarily cross Forbes 

mind but then she recalled the all too real threats of the mysterious organisation that had 

forced her into this impossible situation. 

 

Looking around her, Forbes saw one shelf next to her containing several very large and 

heavy old leather bound books and it was one of these that she chose to arm herself 

with... 

 

 

"Definitely not good..." Barrett remarked to herself as she continued to check the various 

files and finding to her horror that the number that had been stolen and replaced with 

worthless cut newspaper pieces was way in excess of what either she or Sir Richard had 

feared. 

 

As she considered the major implications of what was being discovered, Barrett looked 

up when she thought she heard something or someone in the vast room with her. 

 

"Hello?" Barrett called out, her voice echoing all around the vast archive room, "Mr 

Rowan, is that you?" 

 

Standing up, Barrett took a few steps forward to the end of the shelving section and 

looked up and down the main cenal aisle however there was clearly no one there so she 

merely shrugged her shoulders. 

 

"Must be mice I guess" she remarked to herself with a dismissive shrug of the shoulders 

before turning around to return to her search. 

 

Before Barrett knew what was happening however a figure suddenly appeared from the 

shadows behind her and before she could react, a heavy book had been brought to bear on 

the back of her head and with a crunch the Lieutenant was sent crashing to the floor 

unconscious. 

 

Emerging from the shadows, Forbes looked on with a determined expression as she 

casually threw the book she had used as her impromptu weapon aside. 
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Looking past the unconscious officer, Forbes quickly noted the open files that Barrett had 

been looking through and also the list that she had been compiling of those whose 

sensitive contents had disappeared without a trace. 

 

In amongest these were Barrett's notes listing all those she had found were missing up 

until she was interrupted. 

 

"What the hell have I got myself into here?" Forbes asked herself as she picked up the 

notes and looked through them. 

 

She quickly realised that it was necessary to act fast if she was not be discovered or 

worse and so Forbes set about looking for the files she had been sent to retrieve. 

 

A few minutes of searching Forbes managed to locate what she was looking for, a series 

of top secret security reports, some of them clearly quite old which she proceeded to 

remove from their folders and place inside her briefcase. 

 

Indeed Forbes had so many files that she had difficulty shutting it but when she finally 

managed to close the clasp, her next problem was what to do about the unexpected 

prescence of Barrett. 

 

The evidence needed to be destroyed so in an act of desperation Forbes collected Barrett's 

notes together and tore them up before taking them over to a metal waste paper basket 

where using a lighter, she proceeded to destroy them. 

 

Forbes waited and watched nervously for a couple of minutes as she observed the notes 

being destroyed by the small flames until only blackened smouldering ashes appeared to 

remain. 

 

At that point Barrett was heard to emit a low groan as the first signs of conciouness 

returned. 

 

Realising the need for a swift departure in case she should be recognised, Forbes left 

quickly but as she slammed shut the main door behind her, the sudden rush of wind 

caused the smouldering embers in the waste paper bin to re-ignite... 

 

----- 

 

The scene surrounding the main entrance to Bayswater Underground Station was one of 

utter chaos as the emergency services sealed off the area leaving bemused and inquisitive 

onlookers and commuters to mill around behind the barricades. 

 

The echoing of sirens in the surrounding streets heralded the arrival of further emergency 

service vehicles at the scene, one of which was a Security Service marked patrol car from 
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which as soon as it had come to a stop at the kerb side emerged both Sir Richard and the 

Commander. 

 

"Thanks for the lift" the Commander called to the officer who had driven them to the 

scene before he and Sir Richard proceeded inside the station entrance where in the ticket 

hall various members of the various emergency services were gathered. 

 

As the Commander arrived, one tall uniformed Security Officer stepped forward to greet 

him. 

 

"Morning Sir" the officer formally introduced himself "Commander Wrenford, Transport 

Division, senior officer in command on site." 

 

"Not any more" the Commander confirmed "No offence intended by the way." 

 

"None taken Sir" Wrenford responded. 

 

"All right then lad, what's the S.P. Here?" the Commander asked as he, Wrenford and Sir 

Richard headed through the open ticket  barriers and onto a waiting lift. 

 

"Station Supervisor was doing the usual security check down at platform level when he 

finds that a maintainence access hatch has been opened" Wrenford explained as the lift 

headed down. 

 

"He wisely decides that caution is the better part of valour so he put a call in for a 

Security Service officer to come down and take a look" Wrenford continued to explain as 

the lift stopped at the lower platform level and the doors opened. 

 

"Who responded to the call?" the Commander asked as they left the lift car and proceeded 

down the tile lined tube passageways to the platform. 

 

"Lieutenant Chris Conway from the Holborn office" Wrenford confirmed. 

 

"Let me guess, he is the young fella throwing his guts up over the platform edge down 

there?" Sir Richard asked. 

 

"That's him" Wrenford agreed. 

 

"You all right lad?" the Commander inquired of the young uniformed patrol officer. 

 

"I think so Sir" Conway confirmed although by the way he was shaking and his pale 

appearance that was far from the truth "It's just that I have never seen a dead body before, 

sorry Sir." 

 

"Nothing to apologise for" the Commander reassured him "Happens to the best of us 

believe me, just point me in the right direction." 
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"Just down there, second cross passageway from the end" Conway indicated. 

 

"Ok then" the Commander declared "Wrenford, take our young friend here upstairs for 

some fresh air and a cuppa, we can talk details when he is feeling better." 

 

"Yes Sir" Wrenford agreed as he proceeded to take the visibly shocked young officer 

away. 

 

"Let's get this over with shall we?" the Commander suggested as he and Sir Richard 

resumed their 

 

 

 

FRED 

 

 

Forbes returns, telephone box call 

GCHQ, I need a favour, actually a rather large one 

Lord Hainault takes the tube 

The PM, Sir Richard - Pyramid - Oh dear... 

Central Registry 

Lambeth Embankment - You wouldn't happen to know... 

Bash over the head - Fire - Rescue 

Welcome to the party my dear - where are my documents, I paid a lot of money for them. 

 

 

FRED 

 

 

The contents - Someone having a garage sale? 

 

 

"This is not going well" Barrett admitted as she continued to sift through the seemingly 

endless tide of paper that was overflowing the desk "There is so much here that I can 

barely make any cohesive sense of it all." 

 

"That's the trouble with old school men like Sir Frank" Sir Richard admitted "They 

always had their own way of doing things, their own individual type of shorthand, 

cryptology, everything." 

 

"And that is before I have even touched the e-mail system and any telephone records" 

Barrett confirmed "I know you don't exactly have a lot of staff to hand just yet but I could 

really use some help here." 
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Sir Frank Walker 

Dr Liam Levenham - Home Office Pathologist 

Nigel Rowan - Head of Central Registry 

Peter Hendy - Sir Richard's man in GCHQ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


