
CHAPTER 1

Dolly Rawlins stood in her kitchen ironing the shirt collar 
and cuffs she had carefully starched, just the way Harry always 
liked them. Beside her, the laundry basket was piled with 
ironed sheets and pillowcases. Wolf, the little white poodle 
Harry had brought home after Dolly had given birth to their 
stillborn baby boy and their hopes of a family were dashed, sat 
at her feet, his head drooping. Always alert, every time Dolly 
moved he padded after her.

Dolly had been washing, ironing and dusting since she 
had returned from the police station. It was now after 1 p.m. 
Sometimes she would stop and just stare into space, but then 
she would feel the pain building up, and she’d begin working 
again; anything, anything to stop that pain inside her. The police 
wouldn’t let her see Harry’s body as it was too badly injured, and 
part of her refused to accept what she had been told. They were 
lying to her, she was certain. Any moment Harry would walk 
back into the house.

Linda Pirelli had stood frozen to the spot in the cold mortuary, 
her long dark hair framing her ashen face. She wished she had 
someone with her, she wished for a lot of things but, right now, 
she wished that this was a bad dream and any second she’d 
wake up.

“Dental records suggest this is your husband, Mrs. Pirelli, 
but, as we didn’t find all the teeth, we’d like you to take a look as 
well,” the mortician said. “One side of his face is not too badly 
burned, so if you remain standing where you are, you’ll be fine. 
Ready?” Before Linda had chance to answer, he’d pulled the 
white sheet back.
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Linda gasped, held her hand to her mouth and froze. She felt 
something warm trickling down the inside of her leg.

“Toilet, I need the toilet . . .” she started to mumble softly.
“Is this your husband, Joseph Pirelli?” the escorting police-

woman asked.
“Yes, yes, it is. Now please get me out of here,” Linda pleaded.
The policewoman gripped Linda’s arm, and gently guided 

her from the mortuary to the toilets in the corridor.

Audrey, Shirley Miller’s mother, was worn out and fed up. She 
glanced down with distaste at her old shapeless woolen dress, 
her bare legs and her ankle boots. Catching a glimpse of herself 
in the kitchen window, Audrey saw the gray roots were show-
ing in her dyed orange hair; she needed a tint to feel human 
again. As she stared at her haggard reflection, she could hear 
her daughter sobbing her heart out upstairs.

Shirley lay on her bed, her eyes red- rimmed from weeping. 
Every time she wiped her eyes she started crying again, repeat-
ing his name over and over.

“Terry . . . Terry . . . Terry . . .” Shirley screeched, clutching a 
framed photo of her husband to her chest.

Audrey bustled in carrying some hot milk and buttered toast 
on a tray, but Shirley couldn’t touch it so Audrey polished it off 
instead. As she ate, she looked at the small silver- framed pho-
tograph of Terry clenched in Shirley’s hand.

Sitting back on the edge of the bed, Audrey considered her 
beautiful daughter, the pride of her life. Shirley was a stunning 
young woman, with a curvaceous figure and long natural- blonde 
curly hair reaching to below her shoulders. She had the sweet-
est, most trusting temperament and had only ever gone against 
Audrey’s wishes once, and that was to marry Terry Miller. She’ll 
get over him, Audrey thought to herself. In time she’ll be herself 
again. But for now it was best just to let her cry.
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* * *

2 p.m., Dolly dragged herself and the ironing up the stairs 
of her immaculate suburban home. Wolf followed sleepily 
behind. Wolf ’s normal sleeping spot in the living room was 
on the thick Persian rug in front of the ornate fireplace. The 
mantelpiece displayed a lifetime of photographs of Dolly and 
Harry: their wedding at Chelsea Registry Office, with Dolly 
in a Chanel suit, carrying a small bouquet of white roses, 
their honeymoon in Paris, and then from every anniversary, 
Christmas and charity ball after that. In the winter, the open 
log fire warmed Wolf ’s little body and in the summer he 
enjoyed the cool air circling the room from the open sash 
windows. When Harry was away on business, however, Wolf 
always curled up next to Dolly on the sofa— plush red velvet 
with gold tassels.

Dolly opened the bedroom door. Inside, the bedside lamp 
gave a soft warm glow across the spotless room, the matching 
draped curtains, bedspread and scatter cushions were all neat 
and tidy; nothing was out of place. After putting the ironing 
away, Dolly dug her hand into her apron pocket and lit her hun-
dredth cigarette of the day. As she gulped in the smoke she felt 
her heart heave heavily inside her.

Back downstairs, Dolly opened the mahogany doors of the 
stereo cabinet, switched on the record player and gently placed 
the needle on the LP that was already on the turntable. She had 
played it over and over since she got home from the police sta-
tion: the deep rich tones of Kathleen Ferrier singing “Life with-
out Death” seemed to soothe her.

Dolly sat in the living room smoking, with Wolf curled up at 
her side. She sat there all night. She didn’t cry, she couldn’t— it 
was as if someone had drained every emotion from inside her. 
She thought back to the morning two days ago, when Harry 
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had kissed her goodbye. His business trip to buy some antiques 
should only take a couple of days, he’d said. She’d missed him 
every moment he was gone and last night had been preparing 
lasagna for dinner on his return home— Harry liked it with 
the cheese crisped up over the pasta— when the doorbell rang.

She had wiped her hands on a dishcloth as Wolf yapped and 
bounded toward the studded mahogany front door. She went 
to follow him into the hallway and froze. There, outlined in the 
stained- glass panels, were two dark figures. The doorbell rang 
again.

The two detectives had shown her their warrant cards and 
asked her whether her husband was at home. The law had come 
knocking a few times in the past, so Dolly was immediately 
guarded and non- committal, telling them Harry was away on  
business. They had then told her to get her shoes and coat  
on and accompany them to the station to identify something 
they believed belonged to her husband. They were unhelpful in 
the patrol car, refusing to answer her questions, which scared 
her. What if they had arrested Harry? She decided not to say or 
ask anything until she knew more.

At the station they took her into a cold, bare room with a 
Formica- topped table and four matching hard chairs. A uni-
formed policewoman stood beside Dolly as a detective handed 
her a plastic property bag containing a gold Rolex watch with 
a diamond encrusted face. When she tried to open the bag, the 
detective had snatched it away.

“Don’t touch!” he snapped. He put on white forensic rubber 
gloves, removed the watch and turned the face over to reveal 
the faded inscription.

“To Harry— love, Dolly— 2/12/62,” whispered Dolly. Some-
how she managed to maintain control. “That’s my husband’s,” 
she said. “That’s Harry’s.” And her world collapsed.
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“We took it from the wrist of a dead body.” The lead detec-
tive paused to gauge her reaction. “The charred, dead body of 
a man.”

Dolly grabbed the watch, backing away from the detective 
until she hit the far wall of the room. The female officer came 
after her, hand held out.

“That’s evidence!” she said. “Give it here!”
Dolly held on to the watch with all her strength. Shock had 

made her lose all inhibition. “You’re lying!” she screeched. 
“He’s not dead. He’s not!” As Harry’s precious watch was pried 
from her fingers, she hissed, “I want to see him. I need to  
see him!”

The female officer had had enough. “There’s nothing left to 
see,” she said coldly.

All the way home in the police car, Dolly kept telling herself 
that it could not have been Harry, even though the voice in 
her head kept whispering to her . . . She’d given that watch to 
him on their tenth wedding anniversary. He’d kissed her and 
promised that he would never take it off. Dolly had loved the 
way he would glance at it; would hold his arm out straight, turn 
his wrist and watch the light catch the diamonds. He was never 
without his Rolex— even in bed. For their next anniversary, she 
had bought him a solid gold Dunhill cigarette lighter engraved 
with his initials. He’d laughed and told her that, like the watch, 
he would always carry it with him.

But, even so, she could not accept that he wouldn’t be com-
ing home.

Audrey had arranged Terry’s funeral. It was a quiet family affair, 
just a few drinks back at the house, nothing special; besides, 
Shirley was still in such a state that it was all Audrey could do 
to get her dressed.
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Greg, Shirley’s punk brother, helped out as best he could, but 
he was still very young and couldn’t cope with his older sister’s 
outpouring of emotion. When Shirley had tried to jump into the 
grave on top of the coffin, he’d been so embarrassed he’d walked 
off and attached himself to a completely different and far more 
dignified funeral party.

No headstone had yet been ordered because Audrey hadn’t 
liked to ask for money, but she planned to arrange something 
as soon as Shirley was back on her feet. She had high hopes of 
Shirley going back onto the beauty queen circuit; with her stun-
ning looks, Audrey thought her daughter could make it through 
to the Miss England heats. In fact, she had already put her down 
for Miss Paddington .  .  . she would bring that up later, when 
Shirley wasn’t crying so much.

Linda was in the living room of the crowded Pirelli family 
council flat. All Joe’s relatives had been invited to the funeral 
and wake and were howling and carrying on in voluble Italian, 
dressed from head to toe in black. Her mother- in- law, Mama 
Pirelli, had been cooking for days, preparing a feast— pasta, 
pizza, salami— you name it, it was on the table. Linda was an 
orphan and had no family of her own to invite. As for friends, 
the lads from the arcade where she worked never really knew 
Joe, so Linda was getting very drunk on her own. She could 
sense the guests watching her, shaking their heads at her bright 
red dress. She didn’t care.

Looking round the sea of tearful faces, Linda suddenly spot-
ted a woman at the far end of the room and recognized the 
little blonde slag she’d seen with Joe a few weeks ago. Blazing 
with fury, she pushed her way through the guests toward the 
weeping woman.

“Who the hell invited you?” Linda screamed. She’d give her 
something to remember him by! She threw her glass of wine 
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over the girl and would have laid in to her if Gino, Joe’s younger 
brother, hadn’t pulled her away in time. Holding Linda tight as 
she sobbed, Gino whispered soft comfort in her ear, and casu-
ally placed his drunken hand on her right tit.

Consumed by grief, Dolly Rawlins had barely eaten. She felt as if 
night and day had blurred together, but somehow, on autopilot, 
she had agreed to bury her husband. She sat in the living room 
wearing a neat black suit and black hat with a small veil. She 
smoothed her black kid- leather gloves over and over, feeling her 
wedding and engagement rings through the soft leather. Wolf 
sat on the sofa beside her, his little warm body pushed against 
her hip.

Even today, Dolly was a strikingly composed figure; her 
sandy hair was immaculate, her make- up was discreet and  
her manner was businesslike. She was a woman determined to 
let no one share her very personal and very private grief. They 
couldn’t possibly understand and the last thing she wanted was 
anyone suggesting that they did.

Dolly’s partnership with Harry had been a very special one. They 
had met when she was running her late father’s antique and junk 
stall in Petticoat Lane, but it wasn’t Harry’s flash E-type Jag, his 
good looks and charm that had drawn her to him, although of 
course she noticed them. No, the connection went much deeper 
than that.

When Harry proposed with a solitaire diamond ring, he 
took Dolly’s breath away. Harry’s mother Iris had been equally 
breathless, but for very different reasons. She couldn’t believe 
that her son wanted to marry a girl she saw as a common 
money- grabbing little tart. Iris had brought up her only son 
single- handedly after his father was imprisoned for armed rob-
bery and died of cancer shortly after his release. She established 
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a very successful— and apparently legitimate— antiques busi-
ness, made sure Harry got a good education, and saw that he 
traveled extensively to further his knowledge of antique art, sil-
ver and precious stones. By the time he took over the business, 
Iris was struggling with arthritis and blinding migraines and 
ready to retire. Her final ambition for her only child was to see 
him married to a rich young woman with class and social con-
nections. It was the first time Harry had ever defied his mother.

Dolly never told Harry about the day she had called on Iris in 
the elegant St. John’s Wood flat her doting son had bought. Not 
exactly elegant in those days, Dolly was nevertheless not quite 
the brassy blonde that Iris had envisaged. She was attractive, 
broad for a woman and with hands that had seen hard work, but 
she was demure, feminine and quietly spoken. Iris had gathered 
herself and offered tea.

“No thank you, Mrs. Rawlins,” Dolly had replied. Iris winced 
at the girl’s East End accent. “I just want you to know that I love 
Harry and whether you like it or not, we are going to get mar-
ried. Your constant disapproval and threats only drive us closer, 
because he loves and needs me.”

Dolly had paused for Iris to respond— to apologize if she 
had any sense. Instead, Iris slowly looked Dolly up and down, 
sneering at her ordinary clothes and unimaginative flat shoes.

Dolly shrugged and went on. “My dad was a dealer in the 
antiques business and he knew your husband, so don’t give 
me all your airs and graces. Everyone knows he fenced stolen 
goods and done ten years in Pentonville for armed robbery. 
Everyone knows you used the proceeds to run the business 
while he was inside. And let’s be honest, you were lucky to get 
away with it.”

No one had ever talked to Iris like that before. “Are you preg-
nant?” she asked, gobsmacked.

Dolly smoothed her pencil skirt. “No, Mrs. Rawlins, I’m not, 
but I do want a family, and if you want to be a part of it then 
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you should zip your mouth. Harry and me are getting married, 
with or without your permission, and threatening to cut him 
out of the business is just cutting off your nose to spite your 
face.” Dolly turned to leave. “I’ll show myself out.”

“If it’s money you want,” said Iris. “I’ll write you a check here 
and now. Name your price.”

Dolly held out her left hand with its diamond solitaire 
engagement ring.

“I want the gold band to go with this, cos you don’t have 
enough money to pay me off. He’s all I want and I am going to 
make him happy. Like I said, you can be part of our lives or not, 
it’s up to you.”

Once again, Dolly headed for the door. Once again, Iris’s 
words made her pause.

“If you’re thinking of running the antique business with 
Harry you’d better lose that common East End accent.”

“I intend to, Mrs. Rawlins.” Dolly glanced over her shoulder 
and looked Iris square in the eyes. “Just as you managed to lose 
yours.”

Eddie Rawlins, the cousin Dolly couldn’t stand, breezed in with 
his cheeks flushed from the cold, and interrupted her thoughts. 
He was similar in looks to Harry, but whereas Harry had been 
strong and muscular, Eddie seemed like a weak version.

He rubbed his hands and gestured out of the window at the 
funeral cortege. “They’re all here,” he said, beaming. “Hell of a 
turn out. The Fishers are here, not to mention the law watching 
in a car down the road. You can’t even see the end of the line, 
there must be fifty cars out there!”

Dolly bit her lip. She hadn’t wanted it this way but Iris had 
insisted: Harry was an important man who had to be buried in 
style. Dolly knew how much Iris must be hurting too, so she had 
given her what she wanted. She’d never be thanked for it, but it 
would make Dolly’s life less stressful in the long run.
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Collecting her black leather handbag, Dolly stood and 
smoothed her skirt, checking herself in the hallway mirror on 
the way out. Just as she got to the front door, Eddie stopped 
her and took a small brown packet from his pocket. He leaned 
forward and spoke in a hushed voice even though they were 
completely alone.

“This is for you, Dolly. I know it’s probably not appropriate 
right now, but the law’s been sniffin’ round my place and Harry 
gave me this to pass on to you if anything ever happened to 
him.”

Dolly stared at the package. Eddie shifted his weight and 
moved closer.

“I think it’s the keys to his lock- up,” he said.
Dolly slipped the packet into her handbag and followed 

Eddie outside. She couldn’t believe she was about to bury Harry. 
All she wanted to do was lie down and die. Her little dog was all 
that kept her alive now.

The neighbors were out on their driveways and, as Dolly 
walked down her front garden path, she could feel everyone 
watching her. Car after car was lined up, waiting patiently to 
follow the hearse, which was weighed down with wreaths and  
bunches of flowers. Dolly had never seen so many hearts  
and crosses, the splashes of color standing out in contrast to the 
line of black cars.

Eddie ushered Dolly into the back of a black Mercedes- Benz 
with dark tinted windows. As she bent her head to step into the 
car she saw her mother- in- law in the Rolls- Royce behind. Iris 
mouthed the word: “bitch.” Dolly ignored her, just as she had 
done throughout most of her married life.

Once she had settled herself, Dolly gave the nod for Eddie 
to follow the slow- moving hearse. Through the driver’s mirror, 
he saw the trickle of tears start to run down her ashen face. She 
made no effort to wipe them away as she spoke in a tight voice.
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“I hope you told them I’m doing nothing back at the house 
after the funeral . . . nothing. The sooner this is over the better.”

“Yeah, I did,” Eddie replied cautiously “But I think Iris is 
havin’ a few folks back at her flat. She asked me to go and said 
she’s paid for everythin’.” Dolly closed her eyes and shook her 
head. Iris hadn’t been financially self- sufficient since retiring so 
“paying for everything” actually meant that Harry was paying. 
Or, more accurately now, Dolly.

Harry Rawlins was buried in the style his mother wanted, 
with hundreds gathered at the cemetery, and even more flow-
ers surrounding the graveside. Throughout the ceremony, Dolly 
remained solitary and unmoved. She was the first to leave the 
graveside and the nosy, intrusive crowd of mourners raised their 
bowed heads to watch her go.

Among the mourners was Arnie Fisher, in his navy cashmere 
coat, immaculately tailored suit and shirt. As soon as Dolly’s car 
moved off he nodded to a huge bear of a man standing at the 
back of the crowd. Boxer Davis pushed his way forward. Boxer’s 
suit, in comparison, was shoddy and threadbare and even his 
shirt was grimy and stained. His big stupid face appeared moved 
by the ceremony, and he wiped his flattened nose— dripping 
from the cold— with the back of his hand. Arnie Fisher flicked a 
look at Dolly’s slowly retreating Mercedes and nodded for Boxer 
to follow. Boxer shuffled, slightly embarrassed.

“Don’t you think I should wait a few days, boss? I mean, she 
only just buried him.”

Arnie stared at Boxer for a couple of seconds, jerked his head 
toward the Merc again, and turned away. Conversation over.

Standing a few feet away from Arnie was his younger brother, 
Tony, who towered above everyone, making even Boxer look 
small by comparison. The cold sun glinted off the diamond in 
his right ear as he fingered it while he chatted to some friends. 
He came to the end of some joke he was obviously telling and 
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they roared with laughter. Unlike his brother, Tony was a hand-
some man; in fact, the only similarity between them was their 
steely blue ice- cold eyes. Arnie was short- sighted so he wore 
rimless glasses— but there was something about those unfeel-
ing, unemotional eyes they both shared. Boxer looked from 
Tony back to Arnie and obediently made his way through the 
dispersing mourners to follow Dolly back to the huge, empty 
home where she and Harry had been so happy for so long.

A short distance from the main crowd, Detective Ser-
geant Fuller leaned against a tombstone, making a mental 
note of everyone there. My God, he thought, it’s like looking at  
the mug shots down the Yard. All the villains were there— the 
old timers and the new blood. A diligent young officer out 
to impress the powers that be, Fuller was pissed off to have 
been sent on what he considered a fool’s errand. His boss, 
Detective Inspector George Resnick, had been obsessed with 
catching Harry Rawlins for longer than Fuller had been alive. 
“There’ll be something, Fuller,” Resnick had barked to Fuller 
and Detective Constable Andrews that morning. “Every 
criminal in London will be in that graveyard today, either to 
pay their respects or to make certain Rawlins doesn’t come 
back from the dead. So, there’ll be something. And I want to 
know what.”

DI Resnick had always believed that Harry Rawlins was the 
ringleader behind three armed robberies on security vans. His 
attempts to prove it became an overwhelming obsession— and 
had been a constant irritation to Rawlins. Eventually Rawlins 
took action. Resnick was photographed accepting an envelope 
from a known criminal and, when the story was leaked to the 
News of the World, he had found himself under investigation 
for corruption. It took him months to prove his innocence, and 
by the time Resnick returned to work, the stigma had ruined 
any hopes of promotion. The irreparable damage to his career 
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fueled Resnick’s festering hatred for Rawlins and he swore that 
one day, no matter how many years it took, he would see Harry 
Rawlins behind bars. Death had beaten Resnick to it, but it was 
an obsession that seemingly extended beyond the grave.

Fuller didn’t care about Resnick because he didn’t believe for 
a second that Resnick cared about him— he had put nothing and 
no one above catching Harry bloody Rawlins. However, they  
both cared what the Fisher brothers were up to and who  
they were talking to, so Fuller watched them like a hawk. Fuller 
was ambitious to climb the ranks, and the Fishers had been on 
every copper’s most wanted list ever since he was a uniformed 
recruit. They’d be the catch of the century, now Rawlins was dead!

After the mourners dispersed, Fuller threaded his way 
between the gravestones toward the exit. He was about to get 
into the waiting police car when he noticed the mud on his 
£40 shoes and, irritated, wiped them on the grass verge. DC 
Andrews grinned at him from the driver’s seat. Fuller was not 
amused, particularly as he also had mud on the hem of his best 
trousers.

Fuller opened the car door and sat down heavily inside. He 
took a clean, white, perfectly ironed and folded handkerchief 
and spat on it before wiping the mud from his right trouser leg.

“See anything interesting?” Andrews was making conver-
sation. He’d watched Fuller looking bored shitless for the past 
hour.

“That prick Resnick can ruin his own career if he wants to, 
but he’s not ruining mine.” Fuller snapped back.

“I remember reading about him in the News of the World.” 
Andrews was on top of all the gossip. He thought it impressed 
the female officers at the station. “Suspended from duty for tak-
ing bribes. The crooked cop who took a pay- off.”

“Am I supposed to care?” Fuller snarled. He slammed the car 
door shut and jerked his head for Andrews to drive.
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“He got two Commissioners’ Commendations for bravery 
before he was even a sergeant,” said Andrews as he put the car 
in gear. “He was a good officer.”

“Well, he’s not now!” Everyone knew that Resnick’s chances 
of promotion were scuppered— he’d kept his rank as DI by the 
skin of his teeth but, every time his name was mentioned for 
promotion, someone dragged up the dirt and he was passed 
over. It was only recently that DCI Saunders had persuaded the 
CID Commander to let Resnick have an operational posting 
again, and he had been reluctantly given a small cold crime 
investigation team to run.

“Every copper associated with that chain- smoking dinosaur 
is seen as just as big a joke as he is. I’m not taking that lying 
down, Andrews, I can tell you that much.”

Fuller flipped open his ever- present notebook and stared 
down at the list of names he had taken at the funeral. “Now, he’s 
a fool chasing ghosts. Our attentions should be on the living.” 
As the car moved off, Fuller turned and stared at the throng of 
people waiting in the car park, looking for Arnie Fisher, but he 
had already left. Fuller frowned and tapped his book.

“Let’s take a look at Rawlins’s do, see who’s at the wake to pay 
their last respects to that bastard.”



CHAPTER 2

Dolly sat in the plush velvet chair watching Boxer carefully pour 
her a brandy. He was drinking orange juice, trying to make a 
good impression no doubt. Why on earth had she let the big 
stupid idiot in? Why him, of all people? But she found his pres-
ence strangely comforting; in his own funny way he seemed 
genuinely moved by Harry’s death. She slipped her hand down 
to touch Wolf, sitting as always close to her side. The tiny dog 
looked up and licked the tips of her fingers. She felt lonely, ter-
ribly, terribly lonely.

Boxer was a waste of space, but he’d thought a lot of Harry 
and considered him to be a friend. Harry wasn’t Boxer’s friend 
of course; Harry had simply chosen to look after Boxer and give 
him the odd handout, not because he liked him, but because he 
could manipulate him. Boxer followed Harry like Wolf followed 
Dolly; the difference was that Wolf was smart enough to realize 
he was truly loved back.

They drank in silence. Boxer, who was still standing, seemed 
ill at ease, as if unsure whether he should move his bulky body 
into one of the chairs. Dolly nodded and he sat down, hold-
ing his now empty glass on his knee. Dolly was tired, her head 
ached, she wanted him to go, but he just sat there. Eventually he 
coughed and touched his collar.

“They want Harry’s ledgers,” he blurted out.
“They?” Dolly hid her frown as she looked at him. She was 

giving nothing away.
Boxer got up again and paced the room nervously. “I’m 

working for the Fisher brothers now, Dolly .  .  . they .  .  . they 
want Harry’s ledgers.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she replied.
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“They’ll pay good money for them.” Boxer’s voice trembled 
slightly. He was trying to sound serious, but not demanding.

Dolly’s apparent lack of interest was making Boxer anxious. 
She knew him well enough to know that making him anxious also 
made him careless. He’d tell her everything without even realizing.

“Harry’s ledgers,” Boxer continued. “He was famous for 
them. He named names, Dolly, you know he did. Every lag he  
ever came across and maybe some he hadn’t yet, but knew  
he would. If the filth gets hold of them ledgers, there won’t be a 
decent villain walking the streets of London.”

“I told you, I don’t know— .”
Quick as lightening, Boxer was beside her, bending down, his 

big moon face close to hers as he pointed at her with his index 
finger. Dolly didn’t flinch. He wasn’t angry— he was frightened.

“Yes, you do! You do know! So, where are his ledgers, Doll?”
In a flash of uncontrollable anger, Dolly sprang to her feet. 

Boxer backed away. “Don’t you call me that, you hear me? Only 
Harry ever calls me that! I don’t know nothing about no ledgers! 
And what’s it got to do with the Fisher brothers anyway?”

Boxer gripped her upper arms as he desperately tried again. 
“The brothers have taken over his patch. They sent me and if I go 
back empty- handed it’ll be Tony visitin’ you next, so do yourself 
a favor and tell me where they are!”

Dolly stepped back, face twisting with rage as she clenched 
her fists, nails cutting into her palms. “I only just buried him, 
for Christ’s sake!” For a split second, Dolly’s grief surfaced  
at the thought of Harry being replaced so quickly by lowlifes 
like the Fishers.

Boxer recognized her grief instantly because he felt it him-
self. Suffused by guilt, his face softened. “I’ll come back.”

“I don’t want nobody round here! Nobody! Get out!”
“It’s all right, Dolly, don’t worry. Just don’t go to anyone else, 

OK? The Fishers wouldn’t like it. I’ll come back.”
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“GET OUT .  .  . GO ON, GET OUT NOW, BOXER!” she 
shouted and hurled her glass at him. He ducked just in time and 
it shattered against the door. Raising his hands in surrender, he 
turned and made a hasty retreat.

As soon as the front door slammed, Dolly went over to the 
record player. As the heavy beautiful voice of Kathleen Ferrier 
filled the room, she felt her anger calm. She sang along to the 
record: “What is life to me without thee? What is life if thou art 
dead  .  .  .” Suddenly she remembered the package that Eddie 
had given her before the funeral. Picking up her handbag, she 
tipped out the contents onto the floor in a jumbled mess. Dolly 
fell to her knees, scrambling to find the piece of paper wrapped 
round a set of keys, hoping and wanting it to be a message from 
Harry. Quickly unwrapping the note, she instantly recognized 
his neat writing.

Bank vault— H. R. SMITH— PASSWORD— “HUNGERFORD.”
Sign in as Mrs. H. R. SMITH

There was more written below.

Dear Doll,

Remember the day you signed at the bank with me for the 
deposit box? It’s all yours now. The keys are to the lock- up 
near Liverpool Street. You’ll find some things there, but you 
need to get rid of them.

Harry

Dolly knelt on her plush cream carpet with Wolf by her 
side and clutched the paper to her chest. She read and reread 
it, trying to make out when it was written. There was no date, 
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no message of love, just simple instructions. The bank vault 
contained the ledgers, she was sure of it. She’d always known 
they existed because Harry was always making lists. His mother 
had taught him that without the trust of contacts— criminal or 
legitimate— any business would fail. She had shown him how 
to keep a ledger, recording names, dates and purchases made, 
legitimate or illegitimate, and insisted he keep the ledgers safely 
locked away; they would be insurance against anyone who 
turned against him.

Dolly memorized the letter before burning it, and slipped the 
keys onto her own key ring. Harry would have been proud of 
her. As she carried Wolf up the stairs, she repeated the password 
over and over to herself: “Hungerford, Hungerford.” The name 
was easy to remember and the sign- in at the bank was simple, 
too: “Mrs.,” then Harry’s initials and then “Smith.”

As she got ready for bed she wondered how much money the 
Fisher brothers would give to get their hands on the ledgers. She 
brushed her hair and then went over to the bedroom window. 
An unmarked police car was parked a little way down from her  
front gate, waiting, watching. “Bastards,” she muttered to  
herself, and pulled the curtains.



CHAPTER 3

A crowd of police officers had been at Dolly Rawlins’s place for 
nearly two days, searching every inch of the house. They had even 
stripped bare the little cot in the nursery and slit open the tiny 
mattress with a penknife. And they think we’re the animals, she 
thought to herself as she held back the tears. Their dead baby’s 
nursery, the untouched, sacred reminder of the little boy she and 
Harry had lost, was now soiled, tainted and dirty. She felt as if 
she was losing her baby all over again, but although the callous 
disregard for her feelings wounded her deeply, she didn’t show it.

After the police had finished inside the house, they moved 
outside. Nothing was left unturned. The garden was dug up, 
the plant pots were emptied and the soil sifted through, but 
they found nothing. Not even a stray dry- cleaning ticket was 
unaccounted for.

In the lounge, all the drawers from Harry’s desk had been 
tipped out on the floor, every letter and envelope, every picture 
frame pulled open. Dolly watched as they mutilated her beau-
tiful home. She didn’t speak, just watched, her body tense with 
anger; she knew they would find nothing. Harry was too clever, 
far too clever for the filth. At the sight of DC Andrews, sitting 
on her upturned sofa taking apart a photo frame he’d picked up 
from the fireplace, Dolly snapped.

“You leave that, you bastard!” She made a grab for it.
Andrews looked to Fuller, who was standing reading Dolly’s 

private letters. Dolly turned to him.
“Tell him not to take that! It’s the last photo we had taken 

together, on our anniversary.”
Fuller continued reading. “Take it down the Yard,” he said 

to Andrews, without looking at Dolly. “We need a recent shot 
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of Rawlins to show the victims of this and every other unsolved 
armed robbery in London.”

Dolly had had enough. She picked her way through the 
debris strewn across her lounge, to the telephone.

“This is harassment!” she barked at Fuller. “I want to talk 
to your commanding officer. What’s his name?” There was no 
reply. “I’ll have you for this! And I want my husband’s watch 
back . . . you hear me? I bought it for him and I want it back! It’s 
the only thing I have left of him.”

Fuller continued to ignore Dolly, which infuriated her fur-
ther. She picked up the phone. “Your commanding officer! Who 
is he? I want his name!”

Now Fuller looked at her. “Detective Inspector George Res-
nick,” he said with a smirk.

Dolly replaced the receiver as if it had burned her hand. The 
only time she had ever seen Harry bothered was over Detec-
tive Inspector George Resnick. Determined to prove Harry’s 
involvement in a security van raid, Resnick had turned up at 
the house to interview Dolly. Resnick threatened that no matter 
how often Dolly lied, one day he would send Harry Rawlins 
down for life.

Dolly had warned Harry that he needed to get Resnick sorted. 
“Wouldn’t it be funny,” she had said casually, “if Resnick was 
the one stitched up? Imagine if everyone thought he was taking 
bribes and the press got hold of it?”

The following Sunday at breakfast Harry had dropped a 
copy of the News of the World on the table. Resnick’s career lay 
in tatters on the front page. Harry had smiled at his wife and 
opened a bottle of champagne. They had toasted seeing the 
last of him.

But now it seemed Resnick was back on Harry’s case, deter-
mined to sully his name now that he wasn’t around to defend 
himself or to protect her.
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“My husband’s dead,” Dolly said to Fuller. “Isn’t that enough 
for you?”

The short squat figure of Detective Inspector George Res-
nick thudded down the station corridor, the inevitable ciga-
rette stuck in his mouth, his overcoat open and a battered hat 
perched on the back of his head. Resnick carried a thick heavy 
folder under his arm and, as he passed the main detectives’ 
offices, he flicked doors open and barked his orders without 
breaking stride.

“Fuller, my office pronto, bring the reports. Andrews, get me 
some coffee! Alice, I want those forensic reports back today!” 
Resnick didn’t actually catch sight of anyone he shouted at— but 
he knew they were there and he knew he’d get what he wanted. 
Reaching his own office, he took his key, opened his door, 
entered and kicked it closed behind him, causing the already 
cracked glass to shudder.

Alice hurtled out of her office clutching the requested foren-
sic reports, just as Andrews collided with Fuller in the corridor.

“The coffee machine’s broken!” she said.
The color drained from Andrews’s face. This wouldn’t go 

down well with Resnick. He scampered down the corridor in 
search of another one.

It was already 9:30 a.m., Fuller had been waiting since nine 
for his orders and, feeling tetchy, he straightened his already 
straight tie and tapped on Resnick’s door.

“Enter!” Resnick bellowed.
Resnick’s office was in its usual state of confusion. Every 

available surface was crammed with used coffee cups, paper-
work and ashtrays full of discarded cigarette stubs; even the 
floor had piles of files stacked in lines. The drawers in the filing 
cabinet were open because they were crammed too full. Resnick 
stood in the center of the chaos smoking his tenth cigarette of 
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the day, coughing his lungs up and reading a file at the same 
time.

Alice began sorting out the mess on his desk. She worked 
fast, tipping cigarette stubs and ash into the bin and collecting 
screwed up bits of paper from all over the room. She was there 
to restore order to Resnick’s disordered life so that, each day, he 
could see the forest for the trees. Without her, he’d simply drown 
in files and cigarette ash and piss everyone off even more than 
he already did. Alice had been with Resnick a long time and 
she knew the torment he’d been through; she’d been right by 
his side through every moment of his investigation, she’d seen 
him in those quiet vulnerable moments late at night and she 
understood exactly what he had lost when Rawlins set him up 
and then grassed him to the papers. Above all else, he lost his 
dignity and standing as an officer— and that was impossible to 
get back no matter how hard he tried. Most people in the station 
thought Alice was an angel to cope with Resnick’s mood swings 
and foul habits on a daily basis, but she loved working for him. 
He went from role model to embarrassment in the blink of an 
eye and, although everyone else seemed to have forgotten his 
spectacular early years in the force, she never would. She would 
be loyal till the end. And she was the only person he ever said 
“please” and “thank you” to.

“Alice is taking my rubbish down to the incinerator to burn, 
Fuller,” Resnick said. “I don’t allow cleaners in here as things 
may go missing, be seen by the wrong people or get into the 
wrong hands.” Fuller blushed, wondering if Resnick was imply-
ing something.

As Alice cleared a space on the desk for the phone, it rang.
“What?” barked Resnick. He listened, growing redder by the 

minute and then slammed the phone down. “Criminal Records,” 
he spat. “Up in arms cos I’ve ‘removed files without permis-
sion and without filling in the proper forms.’” Resnick threw a 



Lynda La Plante | 27

crumpled piece of paper at Fuller. “Fill that in and send it back 
to the fuckin’ arseholes! And get the rest of the lads in here!”

As Fuller left the office to summon the rest of Resnick’s 
men, Andrews arrived with the coffees. Resnick grabbed one, 
lit another cigarette and began his daily routine of filling his 
newly emptied and cleaned ashtray. Within seconds, Fuller was 
back with Detectives Hawkes and Richmond. As everyone set-
tled, Fuller completed the backdated records request sheet and 
handed it to Alice; she’d go down there in person and smooth 
things over . . . again.

Resnick pulled up his chair, plonked himself down in front 
of his lads and spread out the contents of a file onto his clean 
and tidy desk. Next, he opened an envelope from forensics and 
tipped out a bunch of large color photographs of the dead bod-
ies from the raid, horribly mutilated, their faces burned and 
contorted. The worst of them showed the charred remains of 
Harry Rawlins, unrecognizable as a human body, apart from 
the bit with the watch on it.

“She didn’t need to have him cremated, did she?” Resnick 
quipped as he laid out the photographs on his desk. Leaning 
back in his chair he noted that Andrews looked shocked. Fuller 
wore his usual arrogant, unperturbed expression. Fuller was a 
good officer, but there was something about him that got right 
up Resnick’s nose; even now he was sitting there as if he had a 
red- hot poker up his arse. Andrews, on the other hand, who was 
perched on the end of a desk because he couldn’t find a chair, 
was an idiot. Hawkes and Richmond he knew of old; good, 
hard- working coppers but nothing exciting. Since returning to 
work from suspension, the top brass had not been so willing  
to entertain his officer selection requests, so he’d had to take the 
ones he was given.

Resnick eased his chair forward, opened the previous night’s 
reports and glanced over them. He lit yet another cigarette, 
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inhaled deeply and blew the smoke out toward Fuller. Tapping 
the report, he picked up an enlarged photo of Rawlins’s forearm 
and wrist watch. “Says here, Fuller, you think we’re spending too 
much time on this Rawlins business. That correct? That what 
you think?”

Fuller bristled and looked to Andrews for support. Resnick 
was on him like a flash.

“Oi, Fuller, it’s you I’m talking to, not him!” He stood up. 
“You think I’m wasting your time do you, Fuller? Well, let me 
tell you this, you narrow minded little  .  .  .” Resnick stopped 
himself from swearing and leaned his clenched fists on his desk 
to steady his anger. “We’ve got the case of the century, right 
here, and if you can’t see that then you’re even more stupid than 
I think you are.” Fuller rolled his eyes and Resnick flew into a 
rage. “‘Here we go again!’ is that what you’re thinking? You’re 
all told within minutes of joining up, aren’t you? ‘That’s him. 
That’s the poor sod who was framed!’ Castrated more like and 
who did it to me, eh?”

Fuller didn’t like being the target of Resnick’s anger. “One 
of Harry Rawlins’s mob apparently, sir,” he said, through tight, 
angry lips.

“That’s right. And not one of Harry Rawlins’s mob does so 
much as fart without the nod from him. It was Rawlins that did me 
in! And now it’s my turn to get him by the balls and wipe him out.”

Fuller looked Resnick straight in his raging eyes. “It’ll be a 
bit difficult now the man’s dead.” The silence in the room and 
the stare between Resnick and Fuller seemed to last forever. In 
Fuller’s opinion, Resnick was a wreck and a has- been. A bright 
boy, groomed for promotion, when Fuller was told he was being 
moved to work under Detective Inspector Resnick, he’d felt 
shafted. Everything about the man annoyed him: his scuffed, 
filthy shoes, his stained shirts, the constant smell of BO, his cig-
arettes and yellow smoke- stained fingers . . . Fuller had decided 
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he’d try and sniff out anything he could on him. It shouldn’t be 
difficult: everyone knew the fat man’s history. Mud sticks, Fuller 
thought to himself.

Resnick rammed his hands deep into his pockets as though 
restraining himself from thumping this insolent subordinate. 
When he spoke again he was calm and quiet. “I’m not talking 
about Rawlins himself, I’m talking about his system. His  
ledgers . . . which I’m well aware you don’t believe even exist, 
Fuller.”

Pacing up and down behind his desk, Resnick spoke fast, 
spitting out his words while simultaneously gulping smoke into 
his lungs and blowing it out through his mouth and nose.

Resnick slapped file after file of unsolved robberies onto 
his desk. “The A3 Raid, the Euston Bypass Raid, the Blackwall 
Tunnel Raid.” His stubby finger prodded each file as it landed. 
“Take a look at the formation on the suspect vehicles, Fuller, 
each one’s identical, and each time the men got away. We’ve got 
nothing on any of them, not a single bloody thing.” Resnick’s 
tirade was interrupted by a coughing fit, the jowls on his face 
shaking, a puce color rising upward from his neck. “An’ you can 
bet your sweet life, all of ’em, every single one, was instigated by 
Harry Rawlins! And do you know why I think that?” Resnick 
paused, staring daggers at Fuller, waiting for the arrogant prick 
to say something smart. Wisely, Fuller chose to say nothing. 
“Cat got your tongue, Fuller?” Resnick taunted. “Let me help 
you out. I think Harry Rawlins was behind every single one 
of these unsolved armed robberies, because the MO is exactly 
the fucking same as the job that blew him sky high! And I also 
think that all of these robberies will be detailed in his ledgers.” 
Fuller’s greedy eyes flicked from the mess of files on the desk, to 
Resnick’s red, sweaty face. Resnick smiled. “That’s right. Dozens 
of crimes, just waiting to be solved. How would that look on 
your prissy bloody starched and ironed CV, eh?”
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Resnick waddled over to a whiteboard with a sheet over it 
and jerked his head. Like a bunch of schoolboys, they hurriedly 
clustered around him.

“We solve one, we solve them all.” Resnick announced as 
he pulled the sheet away like a magician, revealing a detailed 
drawing and crime scene photographs of the failed robbery 
in the Strand underpass. With a red felt- tipped pen Resnick 
ringed a picture of a bread truck. “A truck like this was seen by 
a witness in front of the security wagon.” Next he ringed the 
raiders’ Ford Escort van. “This is the van that exploded, killing 
the three men inside.” Jabbing the circled bread truck with his 
finger, he hammered his theory home. “In every single one of 
these robberies— ” Resnick pointed to the scattered files on his 
desk— “they use that same formation: four men. The solo driver 
up front— that’s the man we want. He’s our link to everything 
else.”

Feeling Fuller’s watchful eye on him, Resnick had a sudden 
desire to belt him one, but controlled his urge and stepped aside 
to leave the other officers absorbing the crime scene photo-
graphs. Helping himself to the remains of Andrews’s coffee, he 
watched Fuller making copious notes in his CID issue notebook, 
failing to notice the coffee dribbling down his own shirt front.

“Why haven’t we found that driver, Fuller? Or the bread 
truck? It can’t be difficult to trace a vehicle that size that deliv-
ers in the West End,” Resnick said. He was enjoying watching 
Fuller’s mouth twitch with anger.

Fuller knew Resnick was trying to rile him. He struggled to 
hide his resentment. “The lads have been searching night and 
day,” he said. “The fact is, we only got a sketchy description of 
the truck from one witness. It might not even have been a bread 
truck— could have been any large white delivery vehicle. And, 
more to the point, it might have had nothing to do with the 
robbery.”
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“Didn’t you hear what I said about MO? And if you’d bother 
to read all the statements from the failed raid, you’d see a wit-
ness who was driving in the other lane thought the large white 
vehicle in front of the security van suddenly stopped. Now, why 
do you think that might be, Fuller?”

“Well, maybe the car in front of the supposed bread truck 
stopped suddenly and in turn . . .”

Resnick cut him off. “The bread truck driver’s our link, our 
only link— the one that got away! Mark my words, Fuller, that 
driver is part of the whole thing. He deliberately stopped sud-
denly to block the security van.”

Fuller wasn’t going to get into an argument. “If you say 
so . . . sir.”

Resnick detected the beat before Fuller said “sir.” He let it 
ride but frowned. “My gut feeling says so, Fuller. The driver of 
that bread truck will know everything and everyone involved, 
even the back- up team. Harry Rawlins was rumored to keep 
details of all his crimes and associates in ledgers. If it’s true, 
then whoever drove that truck away has to know about them 
and maybe even where they are. We find those ledgers and we’ll 
clear up God knows how many robberies, and make a shedload 
of arrests. I want every man that ever came into contact with 
that bastard Rawlins questioned, along with anyone who comes 
within pissin’ distance of his wife. I want round- the- clock sur-
veillance on Rawlins’s widow. Get it organized pronto, Fuller.”

“What about the other two widows?” Fuller asked.
Resnick caught the twitch at the right side of Fuller’s mouth, 

but chose to ignore it. “They’re not worth following for more 
than a couple of days. I can’t see them knowing anything of any 
use.”

“And the Rawlins antique shop?”
“Bollocks to it! That place is a cover, a front for funding the 

robberies and laundering the proceeds. The business ledgers 
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from that place will be squeaky clean. It’s his criminal ledgers 
I want!”

Resnick strode to his office door and farted loudly as he 
left, imagining that stiff prick Fuller’s face twitching. Bellowing 
with laughter, Resnick stomped off down the corridor as they all 
rushed out of his office after him, holding their breath.

Back in the main CID office, Fuller grabbed hold of Andrews. 
“You know Rawlins never spent a single day in the nick or got 
charged with anything while he was alive? All we know for sure 
is that he was running a legit business. If he was the man behind 
all those armed robberies, where’s the dough? We searched Raw-
lins’s house, we got his and his widow’s personal bank details 
and there’s nothin’— not one thing that puts him in the frame.”

Andrews nodded. “Maybe Resnick’s wrong about the bread 
truck driver. We’ve made loads of inquiries at bakeries, shops 
and supermarkets, so it seems strange that we haven’t traced the 
van or its driver.”

“’Course he’s bloody wrong!” Fuller exploded. “But we have 
to prove it to him— so get Hawkes to carry on with that and you 
get yourself and Richmond settled outside the Rawlins home. 
See what the widow’s up to.”


