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Baxter’s Mission by Peter Morford 

 

It was 2010 when, in a private room of Kelly’s Bar,two neatly suited, silver-haired veterans 

were reminiscing about the days before the Good Friday Agreement. They had been on 

opposite sides then.  Now they were friends and, like McGuinness, Paisley and 

Adams,mellowed with age and new political careers.  

They had discussed the problem at great Irish length. Now, with their bottle almost 

empty it was time to take action. 

“He’s double-crossed us once too often,” said O’Neill. 

“So we’re agreed then. It’s GO.” 

O’Neill said,“I tell you, we can rely on Seamus O’Connor.Don’t forget – he’s called 

James Baxter now. He’ll do a clean job.” 

“If we can persuade him to do it,”McCormack said. 

“He’ll do it for the money we’ll offer him.” 

“Is there enough in the kitty?” 

“There’s enough even for him,” O’Neill said. 

“Then let’s get him on the payroll.” 

“I’ll call him in tomorrow, Mr McCormack.” 

 They stood up, touched their glasses in a final toast, shook hands and went out into 

the damp February night.    

 

** 

Next evening the two men were back in the same bar. “Did you get him, O’Neill?” 

“We had a little chat in a nice quiet place. I offered him twenty-five, he wanted fifty. I 

said we’d let him know.” 

“It’s worth the fifty. Send him the message.” 

 

** 

 

The man who called himself Baxter got a drink at the bar and chose a table with a good view 

of the door.  He looked at his watch.  6.50 pm.She should be here in ten minutes, he told 

himself. I must relax like these folks around me, drinking, small-talking and happy enough in 

their simple way. 

He eyed the group of seven men standing by the bar. He guessed they were all under 

thirty; dark suits, white shirts, matching ties. They were listening to the eighth man; heavy, 

balding, older, in obvious authority. Sportsmen?  Young doctors?  More likely investment 

advisers on a course. Baxter saw them as salary-earners, with steady jobs and bonuses, 

company cars, expense accounts. Or perhaps, just a few men on the margin, rather like 

himself.  Men who were replaceable, in a sausage machine of training and replacement.  Next 

month there would be another posse of eager young guys learning how to sell get-rich-quick 

schemes to suspicious clients. I can do better than that, he thought. I know I can. 

Seven o’clock.   A waiter said something to the fat man and led the group to the 

restaurant.A woman who could have been a model came in. This must be her, he thought, but 

she joined her friends at the other end of the room.   

By ten past he was getting impatient.  Perhaps she hadn’t got the message after all. 

Twenty past.  Where the hell was she?  He’d finished his drink ten minutes ago. 
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Seven thirty three.  A middle-aged woman, business suit, green blouse, high heels, 

presentable enough with short black hair, olive complexion, stopped half way to the bar, 

looked round and walked over. 

“Excuse me. Are you Mr Baxter?” 

“Yes.”  

“I’m Sylvia.”  He looked at the clock on the bar. She got the message. “Sorry I’m late. 

It’s the traffic.”  She sat down opposite him. 

“Did you bring it?” 

She dipped into her handbag and produced a plain envelope. It could have been a 

birthday card. 

He carefully slit it with his pen-knife. A playing card fell onto the table, face down. 

As he closed his knife and put it away he remembered other times when the turn of a card 

meant win or lose. She watched him as he flicked the card over. The ace of spades. 

“I have to go now,” he said as he gave her some money. “Buy yourself a drink.” 

Outside in the wet street he smiled. They trust me, he told himself. They’ve given me 

a man to kill. Not just a man but the man who now had just a month to live. 

 

** 

There had been the usual haggling but, at last, they had accepted his terms and the Ace of 

Spades was their confirmation. 

The card meant - Kill LiamDaley, QC. There’s a deposit of £20,000 in your Virgin Islands 

Account. The balance will follow when you’ve earned it 

During the worst of the Northern Ireland troubles Daley had been the defender of choice for 

any IRA man in the dock. He knew how to get them off.As the red-top papers put it – Too 

many bombers and shooters were freed to kill and bomb again.Now,with relative peace in 

both parts of Ireland,Daley had fewer cases. It was time for him to ply his trade in London 

where there were plenty of well-heeled felons for him to defend. He quickly built up his 

reputation, his bank balance and the list of people who owed him a grudge. 

Baxter bore no malice. As far as he was concerned, Daley was just another income 

source for him. His job was to complete the work, collect the rest of the fee and get away un-

noticed. Be ready for the next contract when he could make real money.He started planning 

as soon as he had found a seat in the Tube. He knew that the killing was easy enough.  Any 

fool with a gun, a knife or phial of poison could kill someone.  The trick was to get away with 

it for long enough to enjoy the money. That’s where suicide bombers had the advantage. 

They wanted to die along with their victims. Just build the bomb, stuff it under your jumper 

and join the martyrs. It takes a smart man, a man like me, he told himself, to kill and survive, 

perhaps to kill again. 

He looked round at his the other passengers; tired, bored, asleep, or drunk, each 

living in his cocooned world. How many of these vegetables would like to be in his position; 

how many had the nerve or the brains to do it? 

Meanwhile, he had a lot to do in a short time. 

Later he sat at his desk and started to make notes on a pad. Firstly, where was the 

best place for a hit?  He smiled as he thought about a shooting in Court. No getaway!  In the 

street from another car? Don’t be ridiculous. This isn’t Belfast. Put a bomb under Daley’s 

car?  

He pondered for a bit and had an idea. 

He knew that Daley liked to live his life in public. He had a substantial Facebook 

following and enjoyed the media attention. Baxter remembered seeing Daley in a Newsnight 

interview being teased about his gambling. “Of course I play the tables,” he’d said. “After a 

week in Court it’s a relaxation.” 
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“It’s said that you own your favourite casino,” the interviewer said. 

“It’s possible,” Daley said, grinning at the camera. 

Baxter found he already knew a lot about Daley’s regular habits. 

During the week Daley used a flat conveniently close to The Old Bailey. On Friday 

afternoons he would be driven home to Surrey where his chauffeur would park the Bentley in 

the garage and go home.  Daley always drove himself at weekends.  

He liked to gamble. Every Friday and Saturday night he and his current companion 

could be seen at the Country Club & Casino. He played for high stakes. Win or lose, he was 

the smooth charmer. In the small hours of the morning he would drive home, stone cold sober 

because he never drank. This disappointed the paparazzi who had to make do with 

photographing the ever-changing models and actresses who kept him warm at night. The 

satirical magazines said there was no truth in the rumour that Daley QC was rather too close 

with the underworld. 

When he got home, Baxter switched on his computer to Google “Daley QC”. There 

were plenty of juicy bits about his private life to contrast with his courtroom gravitas. The 

websitedirected the curious to his home, a gentleman’s residence in a Surrey village. 

On Google Baxter took a closer look and saw that the house was a few hundred 

yards outside the village, with aboutan acre of grounds. A wall surrounded it on three sides, 

the fourth being just awire fence separating it from open fields. The drive, perpendicular to 

the road,turned 90 degrees left and ended in a large parking area in front of the house. Several 

cars gave Baxter an idea of the scale. TheHouse was therefore about 200ft from the road but 

invisible from it.  A nice secluded place to please a burglar. 

The next morning Baxter got his car out of the basement garage and drove to 

Topley. A few cars lined the almost deserted High Street.There were about twenty cottages, 

two shops, a pub and a rather nice church. He left the 30 mph area and, after about 300 yards 

he reached the end of the wall. It was old, in need of repointing, about five feet high, no glass 

on top. Good.  The iron gates were open and, judging by the growth of weeds around them, 

were not often closed.Daley was not a highly protected man. Baxter took a few photographs 

to study at leisure. He drove around for a while to acclimatize himself and went home. 

Baxter thought that a tall man looming over the low car would be an easy target. He 

could visualise the lawyer emerging from his well-lit front door, as if posing for a direct shot. 

One should be enough, one extra for luck.  In the confusion there would be ample time to get 

back over the wall to the getaway car. 

This was the time in a contract when Baxter envied the soloist, the sort of assassin 

who could turn up one afternoon, totally alone, do the shooting and disappear into the sunset. 

But even in a seemingly simple task like this a man needed trustworthy associates who took 

their money and asked no questions. 

Back in his apartment he wrote a “to-do” list. He needed a “clean” gun. Then he 

needed a Debit Card and matching Counterpart Driving Licence to pay for his car hire. 

Finally, he needed MikeO’Connor to drive. 

In the old days when you wanted a car you’d steal one. All you needed was a hard 

spike to smash the lock and the nerve to hold wires together. But not today. Transponders, 

alarm systems and tracking devices stood in your way. As for CCTV – it shouldn’t be 

allowed in a free society. 

It was the same with Credit cards. You never knew whether the transaction would go 

through. Either the card had been cancelled or it was on the credit limit. Baxter preferred a 

well-cloned Debit Card. Its loss could be undetected for a week or two until the owner 

checked his Statement. And then there was telephone-bugging. No mobile was safe and 

landlines were the coppers’ friend. Never mind, he told himself. Greater difficulty means 

bigger fees. 
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On the following Monday, one week after receiving the Ace of Spades, he was ready 

to start the LiamDaley countdown.  

Baxter never used a personal phone for business. They just weren’t safe. He 

preferred payphones.  He had created his own directory of payphone numbers by the simple 

method of dialling his mobile from the kiosk, and noting the number which showed on his 

screen. He had numbers from all over the country.  

He chose a payphone on Charing Cross Station and dialled. After three rings he 

heard the languid familiar voice of The Armourer telling him the time. “One-o-four five.”  

“It’s me, Uncle” 

“Yes, it’s me too, my brother’s son,”  

“60 minutes. Ring me at -” and he gave the number of another payphone on another 

station. Both men knew that the third and fourth digits were transposed, just in case some 

nosy cop was wired into the landline.  

His second call was to The Driver, to whom he gave a similar instruction but a 

different number. 

He put the phone down and went down the escalator for his train. He knew that the 

Armourer and The Driver, ever careful, would find payphones for themselves.  

Just under an hour later Baxter was waiting beside his chosen box. A young woman 

was already there and he wondered how long he would have to wait. She looked at him and 

pointed to the vacant box next to her. He smiled back. After ten minutes she was still there 

and he wondered what world-shaking matters could take so much time. He watched as she 

rummaged in her purse for more change, shook her head crossly and put the phone down, 

surrendering it to him. “You could have used the other phone, y’know,” she said. 

“It’s not as nice as this one.” 

He entered the booth and lifted the phone, keeping the button pressed down. Two 

minutes. It rang 

“Hello.” 

“That you, Your Honour?” 

“It’s me, Your Grace,” Baxter said. “SRSS plus one to St Marys Tux 3on 13.” He 

put the phone down and walked away.  He had just ordered a Sniper rifle with screw-on 

barrel, silencer and one clip to be delivered to his chosen delivery point at 3pm on the 

Wednesday 13th of March.  

He went to a box at the other end of the row, lifted the handset and held the button 

down. It rang after three minutes. 

“Transport,” 

“Details?” The Driver said. 

“Fee four K. Meet Redhill Station buffet, Thursday 13th  at 5pm.”   

He now had to call The Cardman. When he answered Baxter said – “Cloned debit 

card, green DL.same name, right age.” 

“Usual fee. Where to?”“Mr. Charles Foster at Poste-restante Trafalgar Square Post 

office.  When you’ve sent it, text me at” - and he gave the number of a pay-as-you-go cell-

phone which he would destroy in three days. 

“OK” 

Baxter had just ordered a counterpart driving licence and a debit card. The next 

morning he received the text message and he collected his envelope containing a good card, 

the pin code and a Driving Licence for a man of about his own age. He tested the card in an 

ATM which told him that, after the £20 he had just withdrawn, there remained £1,453.69in 

the account. More than enough for the car hire, after which he would destroy the card. In the 

meantime he practised James Finlay’s signature and memorised his address and date of birth. 
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** 

 

On Thursdayhe took the Gatwick Express from Victoria. By 9 o’clock he reached the 

arrivals area to meet the Edinburgh flight. There was time for him to slip into the Gents and 

decorate himself with hat, moustache and glasses. Soon the first Edinburgh passengers were 

coming through; mainly businessmen in suits, carrying small briefcases and umbrellas, just 

like him. 

 He chose the car rental desk with the longest queue because busy clerks wouldn’t 

have time to study their customers.  Five people were at the Hertz queue. He stood there 

patiently as another man came behind him. 

 “What the hell’s this?” Baxter looked up from his paper.  The man at the front was 

having a bad time. “My secretary ordered an Avensis.  I don’t want a bloody Ford Ka for 

God’s sake. Sort it out or I’ll use Avis next time.” 

The clerk said something placatory, took the form back and keyed her computer. Time 

was passing and the queue was getting restive.  Eventually she soothed and sorted the irate 

customer; found him the right car and the line moved at last.  

Perfect, Baxter thought. After that rumpus she won’t remember me.  

More people joined the line. Then it was his turn. 

“I need a Ford Focus please.”  

“Your name, sir?” 

“James Finlay.” 

She clicked her computer.  “Two or one point six engine?” 

“One point six. Petrol” 

“How long do you want the car? 

“Three days.” 

“How are you paying, sir? 

“RBS Debit card.” 

“May I see your Driving Licence, Mr Finlay?” 

She entered the particulars and gave him the contract form to sign and passed him the 

card machine. Within minutes “Mr James Finlay of Leith” was southbound on the A23. He 

stopped at the first layby. He put the Rental Contract and Finlay’s driving licence into an 

envelope for his driver. He cut the Debit Card into small pieces and scattered the fragments 

out of his window as soon as he hit 60 mph.  

** 

Baxter always liked churches, especially St Marys. It was so old; so pre-Reformation. Sweet  

with dust and candles, so tranquil. 

Except today it was busy.  There must have been a dozen cars on the narrow lane by 

the Lych-gate.  The last thing he wanted was a crowd. Then he saw the bearers sliding the 

coffin into the hearse. The mourners were standing around, waiting to follow it to the 

graveside. After five minutes all had gone to the cemetery. 

Baxter waited a few moments until the last of the party had left. It was almost three 

o’clock when he entered the musty quiet of the old church and made his way to his chosen 

place, half-way up the left side pews.  He sat down and bowed his head reverently. 

He heard the door shut as the church clock counted three. A man bustled past him to 

the altar. A priest came out of the vestry and started a whispered conversation with the 

stranger who immediately hurried out like a man late for a funeral. Two old women whom he 

hadn’t noticed before emerged from a side chapel and, heads down, walked past him to the 

exit. 

He picked up a hymnal and tore out fifty pages, replaced them with a thick envelope, 

slipped a rubber band round it and put the now valuable book on the shelf by his right hand. 



 

6 
 

He looked at his watch.  3.30. Where was The Armourer?   Why can’t people be more 

punctual? After another half an hour Baxter became uneasy. He went outside and reluctantly 

called Armourer’s cell-phone number.  “One six oh six.” The lazy voice again. 

“It’s past four o’clock. Where the hell are you?” 

“I’m in Lower Tuxford”  

“You should be here at St Mary’s Church, Upper Tuxford,” Baxter said. “You’re in 

the wrong place. Be here in twenty minutes.” 

“You’re the customer. I’ll be there.” 

At last the door opened again. A man in a dark overcoat walked past him to the altar, 

paused to light a candle, turned round and walked slowly towards Baxter. Without stopping, 

he put a viola case in the pew, picked up the hymnal and left the church.  

Baxter waited five minutes before he walked to the exit, only pausing to place a coin 

in an offertory box to cover the cost of the hymnal.  He put the heavy instrument case into the 

boot and drove to Redhill Station. It was four-fifteen already. 

Twenty minutes later he took his coffee and cake to a table in the corner. He was on 

his second cup when a man with red hair got his drink and walked over.  “Mind if I join you, 

Mr Baxter?” 

“By all means Michael.”  MichaelO’Connor of Belfast. A man of many skills and no 

curiosity. 

“Listen Mike. There’s a hired Focus in the car park- Here are the keys and the Rental 

Contract.  The job’s Friday.  Look at the Driving Licence and remember you’re James Finlay 

of Edinburgh. Meet me at Leatherhead Station at 6 pm. I’ll direct you from there. This has to 

be a clean job.”      

“I know what you mean.  No traces. No prints. No DNA.” 

“Right. Use your old skills to dispose of the car.” 

“Remote controlled blaze in a quiet place not too far from a bus route,” O’Connor 

said, grinning at the pleasure of it all. 

“Here’s the first thousand. I’ve a train to catch. Goodbye.” 

It was dusk when Baxter emerged from the Tube to walk the half mile to his flat. The 

street was unusually deserted for the time of day and he walked quickly, swinging his 

umbrella.  

Two men were approaching him. Hoods up. One man, short heavy, dirty trainers; 

other taller, noisy boots. They passed him.  He sensed, rather than heard, that they had 

stopped. He turned round, facing them, two yards away. 

“Give us yer computer,” the short one said. 

“Why?” 

“Because we asked yer. And yer wallet.” 

Baxter knew he was in the weaker position. “Here you are.” He lifted the strap over 

his head. 

It slipped out of his hand. “Sorry.” 

The mugger was dumb enough to bend down to pick it up. Baxter’s foot hit him full 

in the face, sending him sprawling. The second man was coming now. Baxter prodded him 

hard in the stomach with his umbrella and when he bent forward, Baxter dropped his 

umbrella, grabbed the man’s collar and gave him a Liverpool kiss. Hard bony forehead 

against soft fragile nose was no contest.As the man staggered Baxter kicked his legs away. 

He picked up his brief case and umbrella. Two down. Any more? 

From the other side of the street a heavy man, built like a bouncer ran up. 

“I saw them trying to mug you. Do you want any help Mate?” 

“They might. Perhaps you’d better call an ambulance.” 

“They ain’t worth it,” the man said, walking away. 
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“Bloody amateurs,” Baxter said, wiping a splash of blood from his face. 

Five minutes later he ran up the steps to the entrance of his apartment building. He 

keyed his number and went in.  The concierge was at his desk reading the racing section and 

making careful notes on a pad. 

“Good evening Mr Baxter, funny old day ain’t it”   

“Any winners today Bert?”   

Bert smiled. “One or two.”   

“You should be a rich man by now,”   

“I will be one day, Mr Baxter. I’ll win a million on an accumulator and be off to the 

sun.” 

Baxter took the lift to the 6th floor. He slipped his key-card into the slot and stepped 

into his apartment. 

The light was on. Odd, he thought, he’d left in daylight, why was the light on?  He 

checked his phone for messages.  None. There was something wrong. He detected a faint 

scent. When he sniffed again it was gone but he thought it was just a molecule or two of 

after-shave. He sniffed again, slowly as if he were testing a rare wine.  Yes, he was sure this 

time. 

He opened the drawer of his desk and took out the laptop which he used only for 

messages. Among the sludge of spam there was little of interest.  He cleared the lot and put it 

away. 

Something shining on the floor. A grub screw, slotted head. And then he noticed that 

his pc tower was slightly turned round. The side panel had been removed. So had the hard 

drive. 

“The bastards,” he said. He imagined some dope-crazed idiot thinking he could sell it 

on for the price of a few snorts. All the disc contained were a few books downloaded from 

Amazon and Google. 

Nothing else seemed to be missing. He decided it must be some low-life hoping to get 

some saleable information, a man who wouldn’t want to be encumbered with a tower stack 

but was happy just to pinch the data. 

Out of habit he opened his wardrobe, lifted the false floor to expose his security safe. 

It had not been tampered with. He checked the money inside, took out the bugging detector 

and carefully swept the apartment. He was satisfied that the raid hadn’t been a bugging trip 

but he was uncomfortable with the idea that someone must have watched him punching his 

entrance numbers. Or perhaps he’d slipped in with a tenant. But how had the intruder got into 

his flat? He despised the petty crook who thought he had a right to invade a man’s home. 

Baxter knew he would have to change his key card. 

He rang 1471. The last call had been at 11.10 am. “The caller withheld their number,” 

the ungrammatical robot said. So someone had called him only minutes after he left the flat. 

Probably saw him go and was checking.  He would have to especially careful now. He 

decided to have a word with Bert. 

“Someone’s been in my flat. Have you the callers’ list for today? Say from eleven 

o’clock on?” 

Bert scanned his computer. “The only visitor for the day seems to have been a chap 

calling on Mrs. Hughes on flat 46,” he said  

“What time?” 

“12.15 – Charlie was on duty then.” 

“Show me the cctv.” 

The blurry picture showed a man standing at the concierge’s desk and then going to 

the lift. 

“Try the 4th floor camera.” 
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Nothing there. 

“Try number 6” 

Bingo. A better image this time showed a white man, suited, neat tie, handkerchief in 

breast pocket. He crossed over to Baxter’s door, inserted a key card and disappeared into the 

flat. 

“Keep it running, Bert.” 

Five minutes later the man reappeared and entered the lift. 

“Downstairs camera, please, Bert.” 

Baxter saw the man coming to the desk, probably saying a polite thank you, walking 

to the exit, presumably with the hard drive in his pocket.The bastard. 

“Thank you Fred.  Good night.” 

Using his I-Phone he changed the coding of his key card. 

The next day, Friday, he took the Tube to Leicester Square, had a leisurely lunch and 

went to the cinema to watch Clint Eastwood. At 5pm he caught the train to Leatherhead 

where, in the buffet, MichaelO’Connor was already waiting 

“Where are we going Seamus?” 

“Don’t call me Seamus – I’m James Baxter now.” 

“Sorry – James.” 

“Go to M25, exit ten south and I’ll direct you from there.” 

“Got it.”  

Baxter sat himself in the rear seat. As soon as they were moving he put on black kid 

gloves, took off his shiny shoes and suit jacket, put on waterproof over- trousers, hooded 

cagoul and old trainers with smooth well-worn soles. He released the seat-back and reached 

in the boot for the viola case; removed the gun, fitted the accessories, pushed the seat back. 

The man in black was ready. 

They drove through the village.  The grocery store and post office were lit up and two 

or three people were standing outside. They left the 30 mph zone. It was very dark. After 

about three hundred yards Baxter said, “Here we are. Drop me off and go somewhere 

inconspicuous.”  

“Just like old times,” O’Connor said. 

“Only this isn’t Belfast. When I call you I want you here in 2 minutes, pick me up and 

we’re away before the fun starts.” 

“About when will that be?” 

“An hour, Maybe more.” Baxter thought for a moment. “Just stay awake.” 

“Cheeky sod.” 

“Don’t answer the phone. If I want to talk to you I’ll cut the call and ring again. Then 

answer.” 

“Good luck James.” 

“It’s not luck, it’s planning.“ 

He was beginning to feel good about this job.  He looked up and down the road and 

felt sure he was unobserved as he shouldered the gun and climbed over the wall. 

He was in dense rhododendron cover. He felt his way through the bushes,using his 

fob-torch as little as possible. The dirt beneath his feet was dry and barren. After 20 feet he 

could see through the foliage to the house.Two cars, a Mondeo and a Range-Rover, were 

parked to left of the floodlit entrance. He had a clear view of the front door.  He steadied his 

gun on a level branch and practice-aimed at the letter box. He was calm and relaxed, 

breathing slowly, heart-beat normal at 60, hands rock steady. He waited. It was very quiet. 

No dogs. Better still. 

Just after 6.15 the Bentley crunched on the gravel and stopped by the front door. The 

driver hopped round to the rear door and Mr LiamDaley, Gangsters’ Solicitor, friend of the 
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accused, got out and gave a wave of dismissal and hurried into the house as the car drove off.  

Five minutes later the chauffeur brought a Porsche 911 to the door and took the Mondeo. 

Baxter waited. At 7.30 it started to rain and he was worried.  Rain meant umbrellas 

and obstructed view. He needed a direct view of the head. Wounding or a near miss just 

wasn’t an option. He could hear the rain now. Soon it would seep through the foliage onto 

him. He waited, and ate a Mars Bar. Just after 8 pm Daley reappeared, in dinner jacket. He 

was holding a golf umbrella over himself and a woman. He led her to the passenger side, 

opened the car door and closed it once she was safely inside, walked round to put something 

in the boot. He stood upright for moment, unknowingly blocking the line of sight with his 

umbrella. 

Baxter waited and took two slow deep breaths. The umbrella was tilted at an angle 

against the wind and for a few seconds he had a sightline to the head.  He made delicate 

movements, trying to keep the cross hairs on the target. Daley stood straight as he opened the 

door and lowered himself into the car, still holding the umbrella on high. It would be a tricky 

shot now with only half a head to aim at. Baxter was grimly amused now as the umbrella got 

tangled with the open car door. Daley had to lean out of the shelter of the car to shake the 

umbrella and close it. 

“That’s better,” Baxter muttered. 

A squeeze on the trigger and it was all over. He pressed “call” on his cellphone and 

made his way through the trees to the road. He peered over the wall, dropped down to the 

verge, momentarily laid his weapon in the uncut grass and waited. Two cars and a truck 

passed and then O’Connor arrived, fog-lights on. Four seconds and Baxter was over the wall 

and into the back seat. They drove slowly away, heading towards the M25. He took off his 

working clothes, packed them in his overnight bag and put the rifle in the boot. 

A police car, blue lights passed them on the opposite carriageway. And another. 

“Those guys must on a hot date,” O’Connor said. 

“Remember who you are if you’re stopped for anything.” 

“Why should I be stopped, Mr Baxter?” 

“Speeding, routine Police check – anything!” 

“You’ll be telling me how to get rid of the car next,” he grinned. “Trust me like you 

used to. I don’t leave traces.” 

“Drop me off 100 yards before the station. I’ll walk the last bit.” 

“You’re sure you can manage it?” 

On the train to London, Baxter reviewed the day’s work. O’Connor would drive to 

some place with a train station not too far from a supermarket. He’d burn the driving licence 

and rental forms and leave the car well away from the shop or other vehicles. The gun would 

be in the boot above the full petrol tank. A detonator would be just strong enough to perforate 

the tank and a simple timer would fire a second charge to ignite the resultant fumes. Nothing 

would happen until O’Connor pressed “call.” 

“Smooth,” Baxter thought. 

At about ten o’clock he stopped for a drink at Waterloo Station and took theTube.  His 

home street was quiet as he let himself into his building. 

Bert was still there at his desk. 

“Oh, Mr Baxter, I thought you was in.  A couple of gents are looking for you.” 

“Where are they now?” 

The lift doors opened. Two men in suits emerged. 

“Mr James Baxter? 

“Yes.” 

“I’m Detective Sergeant Manning and this is DC Plummer. 

** 
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It’s still cool enough for a fire in the snug at Kelly’s Bar. The two elderly men relaxed in 

their armchairs. 

 “So the man’s dead. It’s on the telly,” O’Neill says. 

“And Seamus?” 

“They’ve got him too, Mr McCormack.” 

“Good value for money.” 

O’Neill grins.  “It seems something went wrong with our transfer to his cosy little 

bank. The cash never got there. Seamus was a trusting soul.” 

McCormack raises his glass. “Two birds with one stone, eh?” 
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