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'Stay in line, please; have your passports ready.'

The voice was husky and lyrical and belonged in theJamaican

sunshine. The voice was far too cheery and r.velcoming for
6 a.m. arrivals at a gloomy airport.

Fle 'nvas round-faced and smiley, a foreigner-turned-British
citizen who r,vould always be grateful for a steady job and free

healthcare. He had a past. So he had perspective.

'F{orv much longer? Lor,v asked.

'It rvill take as long as it takes,' the plurnp imnrigration
officer replied.

''W'hat does that mean?'

'Excuse me, sir?'

'It will take as long as it takes. Does that rrlean an hour, a day,

a rveek? Should I nake plans for Christmas?'

The ofircer stopped. Are you British, sir?'
'No. Do I look British?'
'Well, your accent is . . .'
'Educated?'

'No, I just think your English is really good.'
'Thank you. So is yours.'

The immigration ollicer paused, as if searching for an expla-
nation for the scruffy, r,vell-spoken Chinese gentleman. Low's

English reallv rvas impeccable r.vhen it needed to be. But he was

tattooed and sweaty. The sight and sound didn't match.

He rvas carrying nothing but a passport.

The immigration ollicer replayed the same thought.
He's carryinq nothing but a passport.

''Where have you just travelled from, sir?' the ofircer
asked finally.

'The toilet. 'Which was cleaner than this carpet. Maybe

vou should just let people piss on the carpet and cut the

middle man out.'
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a Singapore Airlines flight from Singapore. Clearly, I'm from
Zimbabwe.'

The oflicer considered his options. There were eyes every-

where. Foreign passengers. Returning citizens. Fellow ollicers.

Airport staff. Liberal snowflakes. Everyone had an agenda.

Everyone had a camera phone. He was white. The twat was

Chinese. He had no choice. Stick to the routine line of ques-

tioning. Play the robot.
'There's no need for the sarcasm, sir. 'Where are you staying

in the UK?'
'At the London School of Economics, sir.'

'You're a university lecturer,' the immigration oflicer

erclaimed.
'Nope.'

'Then r,vhat are you?' The police ofiicer spat the rvords at

Lorv, emphasising his indifference to academia.

'Well, PC Bicep, I am, hold on a second,'he said, fumbling
around in his wallet before producing an identity card, 'ah,

there we are. I am Detective Inspector Stanley Low from the

Singapore Police Force. Mv wonderful government has sent me

here to give some really boring lectures on criminology at the

London School of Econornics.'

The police officer moved his semiautomatic to one side and

exanrined the card. Even his well-drilled line of questioning

had deserted him.
'l didn't expect that,' he mumbled, returning the card" 'You

don't look like . . .

A detective inspector?' Low interrupted. 'No, I look like
lvhat I am. An arsehole. That's why I'm here.'
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Dansey Place was an alleyway like any other in central

London, except it rvas particularly long, running like a discreet

artery through Chinatown, feeding the restaurants on either

side. The city's wealthiest had surrounded the narrow walkr,vay

years ago, with the theatres of Shaftesbury Avenue and Leicester

Square's red-carpet premieres a reminder of a world away from
fried noodles and chopped garlic.

But Dansey Place's high brick rvalls blocked out both the sun

and the globalised metropolis. Victorian London still reigned

here and some things never changed. Strangers rvere still
being stabbed.

Mistry loved London just before dawn. The night owls

had dragged their hangovers back to the suburbs. The offtce

minions had yet to arrive. In the in-betr.veen hours, London

ollered the illusion of peace, the promise of something better.

And then, through the fog, it spat out another victim.
Mistry pulled her latex gloves tighter and smiled at a tall, slim

man in a dark suit crouching over the body.

'So?'

Detective Constable Tom Devonshire didn't look up. 'Two

stab wounds, both in the back, quite close to each other. The

surgeon is on his way. Some grit and shit on his hands, blood
along the floor, on his face . He put up a fight and tried to escape,

poor bastard.'

Mistry crouched beside the dead man. 'Grit and shit?'

Devonshire sighed. 'Yeah, all right. It's five-thirty in the

morning, had to sort Ben out and I haven't had any coffee yet.'
'Is he all right?'
'Yeah, he's fine. Hasn't got much choice, has he?'

Mistry moved past the question and focused on the body for
the first time. The dead man was young, olive-skinned and

remarkably handsome.

Those eyes.

She had seen those eyes too many times before. They always
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Mistry stood up. 'Horv do you think?'
Devonshire sighed. Ah yeah, of covse. Him.'

Mistry ignored the sarcasm and followed the torchlight along

the chipped brickwork. 'He wasn't stabbed against the wall,' she

said. 'There's no blood on the walls.'
'Of course not. Rival gang members follow hirn in to the

alley, stab, stab and he's gone.'

The torch stopped moving. The carved letters glowed in the

spotlight. Faint blood streaks trailed each letter.

'Oh shit,' Mistry muttered. 'Look at this.'

Devonshire turned and faced the bloodied letters on the r,vall

behind him.
MECA.
'Yeah, I know,' he said. 'Thought I'd save that for you. Bet

vou rvish it was a gang killing now.'
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