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  “Bastard!” Timothy Robins, chartered/certified accountant was not customarily prone to muttering profanities under his breath in an elevator, but he was still finding it difficult to get his thoughts into perspective even after four weeks with the knowledge that his cousin, his partner in the business, had been milking the company accounts for eight long years.


  When he had received the anonymous letter via the external mail, he had been inclined at first to dismiss it out of hand, and to give it to his cousin with some or other witty remark. But on reading the note once more, something in the tone had made him curious. Some of the inferences had struck a note with his inquisitive nature.


  It had crossed his mind as to where the letter had come from, maybe from some client that had discovered his activities but could not do anything about them, or perhaps a past lover with her nose put out of joint with his flippant disregard for the fairer sex. Tim had stayed late that night, working on his private terminal, and tried out some of the passwords taken from the printed sheet that accompanied the letter. What he discovered horrified him.


  The records that he found hidden behind those passwords showed that for the past eight years, his cousin, his partner, good old Steve Millward, the life and soul of any party, had been siphoning a little at a time from the accounts of long term clients, and burying the ill-gotten gains in dummy accounts, creating false audits for the said clients.


  An educated guess, divulged that an amount upwards of one and a half million pounds was involved. No wonder he could afford his entourage of beautiful women, and fast cars. He led the life of a playboy around town. Mind you, money had always been a potent aphrodisiac. What was so infuriating about the whole thing was that Steven was only thirty five years old, just three years younger than himself, though Steven was the one with the life, the social climber, whereas he was the sad little man who until her death six years ago had lived with mother, having no life of his own outside the office, and office connected functions.


  He strode down the corridor, and reached the office, pushing open the door to the plush carpeted reception area. The girl behind the desk looked up. He glanced up at the clock above her head. Eight thirty. The same time every day. The girl smiled. “Good morning Mr Robins,” she greeted, “only one message so far this morning, Rosie has just been on the phone to say that she has been involved in a minor motor accident. She says she’s fine, but she’ll be late in today because she’s going to have to sort out her car!” Tim returned the smile. “I’m sure that I can manage a day without her help Celia.” He assured her, and turned on his heel.


  As he made his way to his inner office, he began to panic a little. He was not all that sure that he would be able to cope without his personal secretary. This five feet one, sixty year old typhoon, as good as ruled his professional life. She systematised his meetings, ran his filing system, and vetted his calls, bought presents for family birthdays and anniversaries when he forgot them (which he invariably did). She made his coffee, and there was a joke that he overheard once in the toilet that she even wiped his nose when he sneezed. This sixty year old was an essential part of his office life.


  He would just have to struggle on without her, she couldn’t help it if she’d been involved in an accident. He placed his briefcase gently on the side table, in the same position he had done for many years now, and sat down in his sumptuous leather chair behind his large rosewood desk. He scanned the desk. Nothing. Usually when he arrived, on his desk was a pot of Earl Grey tea, his unopened mail, a copy of the Guardian newspaper, and a copy of the Financial Times. His desk was bare, his routine was broken before it had even begun.


  He sat back, at a loss as to what to do, he was a creature of habit, and habits were so hard to break. As he sat back, his eye caught the photograph on the wall, the one of Steven and himself at one of the banal accountant’s dinners that they sometimes found it necessary to attend. Despite himself, he smiled. “Enjoy it while you can Steven dear boy, but revenge is sweet. He looked at the calendar on his desk.


  He looked long at the number 26 on his calendar. “The 26th of March Steven! Little do you realise, but at fourteen hundred hours on the 27th of March, I’m afraid that your enjoyment is to abruptly cease.” If he had been honest with himself, he would have admitted that he was getting, what was the vernacular for it, he was getting quite a buzz from what he knew was soon to occur.


  He cast his mind back to the week that he had found the evidence of the embezzlement and shivered. He had been so intensely furious about what he had found, that his first instinct had been to call the police and have Steven arrested immediately. He had half dialled the number of his solicitor, when a sliver of a thought stopped him, ‘but what of the dignity of the firm. He had struggled long and hard to build up their good reputation, and this was now about to come crashing down around his ears. His eyes seemed to glaze as he gently placed the telephone receiver back onto its cradle. His mind was working at lightning speed.


  He had never put a foot out of step with the rule book when dealing with clients, and had always prided himself over his fastidious work practices, but watching his cousin and his footloose lifestyle, his easy rapport with the clients. He had to admit that he was not a little jealous. He had always put away so much of his salary each month, into a pension fund. Squirreling away his nest egg for the future, but when he took off his rose tinted glasses, who was he fooling but himself?


  He knew deep down that his boring professional lifestyle, and his boring social life would, when he retired, become his boring retirement. He had nothing to plan for, no wife, no brothers or sisters that he would visit. He would just sit in his big, lonely detached house and rot.


  He hadn’t been able to sleep that week, so to fill the waking hours; he took to watching the cable TV movies. Most of the movies in the early hours were ill-acted, B grade movies, but one had stuck in his mind. It had been so crudely amateurish that even the name eluded him, but the plot had stuck in his mind.


  The theme was that a timid, mild mannered solicitor had been duped by his high flying solicitor brother who was taking advantage of his stronger personality by bullying his elder brother. The timid one had suddenly decided that he had had enough, and the worm had turned. He had used some of his contacts in the business to gain access to the whereabouts of a seedy character that, rumour had it, would be available at a price to assassinate his brother.


  To cut a long boring story short, the seedy character had committed the murder, timid had paid his price, the police had no leads, but no one would have suspected the timid brother of being able to perpetrate any such dastardly deed, so the police left him alone, the perfect crime.


  Tim had a deal of empathy with the lead character, seeing a few parallels with his own inane life. It hadn’t struck him immediately, but there on celluloid was the answer to all his problems. This thought was so out of character with his normal persona, that it finally had hit him, it had brought on an asthma attack, which left him exhausted.


  When he awoke the next morning, the idea was still bouncing round in his brain. The pros and cons were battling it out in his brain. How could he find someone that would do such a deed? How much would it cost for such a procedure? Would the person do the deed, or report him to the police? Would the person start a blackmail scam on him when the deed was done? All these thoughts made him quite dizzy.


  The idea of such an action was becoming more and more appealing the more he dwelt on it. If he did it right, he could remove the monies remaining in the ghost clients’ accounts, and place them in an account of his own, he was shocked at his own audacity. He went back into the dummy accounts and totalled up a massive sum of seven hundred thousand pounds still sitting in their falsified company client account that had been relocated by Steven. Just saying the figure gave him palpitations.


  The whole plan pivoted around finding someone to commit the murder. The only person that he could think of that would have any links with such unsavoury peoples such as the type that he needed was Alvin Jarvis.


  Alvin Jarvis was a low life club owner, who had come to Tim in a financial mess. The Inland Revenue was in hot pursuit of him, and the future of his three city centre clubs now hung in the balance. His last accountant had been a cowboy, and had charged an extortionate price for doing next to nothing. Hence the financial dilemma.


  Tim had gone through his books and previous records, such as they were, with a fine tooth comb, scraping a little bit here, and a little bit there, a little creative bookkeeping here, a tax loss there. In the end, he took ninety five percent off the tax demand, and saved Jarvis’ business and sanity. He’d always remember the day that Jarvis had come into the office to thank him and pay the bill. “If there’s anything I can ever do to help you in anyway Mr Robins, anything, just let me know!” Maybe Mr Jarvis would have a contact that could assist him in his decided course of action!


  He had arranged to meet Jarvis in one of his clubs a couple of days later, at midday.


  “Mr Robins!” Jarvis greeted Tim with a firm handshake. “Man it’s good to see you after all this time. How the accounting world?” Without waiting for an answer, he led the way up the stairs at the rear of the club, and into a poky little office.


  When they were both seated, Jarvis poured them both a brandy, placed the glasses of the amber coloured liquid between them on the table, and then looked Tim straight in the eye. “Right then Mr Robins, how is it that I may be of assistance to you. You said on the phone that it was a matter of some delicacy.” He sat back and waited, still staring into Tim’s eyes. Tim was unsure as to whether or not he was doing the right thing now, but he steeled himself and pressed on. He put his predicament to Jarvis, whose face didn’t flinch at any of the story or the idea.


  He sat for a moment studying Tim, and then steepled his hands in front of his face. “I may in fact know a person, who can perform this service for you, and on the other hand I may not, that is of course if you’re sure you want it done. You never really struck me as this type of person Mr Robins if I may say so!” Tim muttered something about being pushed so far and then being pushed over the edge.


  Jarvis nodded, understanding the sentiment. “I would ask you to leave it with me today, and I will contact you tomorrow, with either a positive or negative answer. If and when the deal is done, and the money paid, neither of us will discuss this subject again. Agreed?” “Agreed!” Answered Tim, breathless. He had left the club in a daze, and half thought of the whole matter as a daydream until Jarvis rang him the next day.


  “Mr Robins,” he opened, “concerning that matter that we were discussing yesterday, I believe I have a contractor that will be willing to fulfil that job you wish done. I will send along a courier with the details, and if you are agreeable with the tender, just follow the instructions that accompany the tender.”


  True to his word, a motorcycle courier delivered a package an hour later to the firm, addressed for the attention of Mr Robins, Private and Confidential. He tentatively opened the package, and took out the letter.


  The letter informed him that there was a man who would perform the act that he wanted done for the price of £5,000, this to be paid in cash, in small bills to Jarvis who would then pass on the fee to the contractor. If he was in accord with the deal, he was to ring Jarvis, and ask him to ‘purchase the item on his behalf’. The entire contents of the package were then to be destroyed.


  Tim sat for two hours, reading, and then rereading the letter. He finally picked up the phone, and asked for the item to be purchased. After the phone call, he had taken the documents from his desk, and put them all through the shredder in the corner of his office, even the envelope, afterwards making his way to the toilet, and vomiting until he could finally only retch.


  Jarvis had told him to find out a time when the service could be carried out, and contact him, and a couple of days later, the perfect opportunity reared its head. Steve informed Tim that he was going to be unavailable from the 27th of March for a week because he was going to take a break at his cottage in the Welsh hills. Tim knew too well that he was going to meet one of his women there.


  The date was passed on to Jarvis, who confirmed that the money would be collected from Tim’s address the next week, and then warned Tim that unless an emergency arose, he should not contact Jarvis until at least six months after the deed was done. It was then decided, at two o’clock in the afternoon on the 27th of March, the life of Steven Millward was to end.


  That was three weeks ago, and as the calendar displayed, it was the 26th of March today, and D-day was tomorrow. The time between the sealing of the contract and now, had been time of reflection for Tim, and the more he thought, the more bitter he felt toward Steve, and the more he came to agree with the action that he had so haltingly put into being.


  He hadn’t realised just how deep the resentment he felt for his cousin ran. He actually began to look forward to the day. Then, that morning of the 26th, it suddenly struck him. Steven was going to die, but he didn’t know why he was to die. The bitterness of Tim’s mind began to scheme.


  He should know why he was to die. He should send him a letter. No, a letter would not reach the cottage in time. Unless, that was, unless Tim took the letter down personally to the cottage, and left it in full view so Steve could read it before he died. He couldn’t of course mention that he was going to die, otherwise he would probably try to make his escape, but the letter should point out that Tim was not the fool that Steve had thought he was. It was decided then, this would be the finishing touch.


  He gathered up his brief case, and walked out of his office. As he crossed the reception area, he called over to Celia. “Celia dear, please cancel all my appointments for today, I’m afraid I find it necessary to visit the library to conduct a little research!” Celia smiled. “Ok Mr Robins, I’ll do that. Will you be back in tomorrow?” Tim waved his hand to her. “I certainly will my dear, good day to you!”


  The journey to the remote cottage took two and a half hours in Tim’s old BMW, the music of Chopin flooding from the CD player in the car, one of his only luxuries. The last two miles to the cottage, the road was almost a cart track, and he lowered the volume of the stereo so he could concentrate more on the potholes.


  He had to admit that this was in fact a truly beautiful area of Wales, and he did envy Steve owning the property. As he came around the bend in the road, he saw the cottage nestled at the edge of the wood. He drove the last three hundred yard to the garage, and parked the car.


  He left the car, and walked to the little cottage. Before entering the property, he paused for a second on the veranda, to drink in the scenery. He then shook his head, and entered the cottage using the key that Steven always kept on top of the door jam.


  The interior was quite dark, but Tim opened a couple of the internal shutters, and the daylight flooded in. He looked around him. The decor was exquisite, but then again, Steven could afford it couldn’t he! He moved over to one of the armchairs, and sat down.


  Placing his brief case on his knee, he took from it a piece of paper, and a buff coloured envelope, and carefully composed his letter, after some false starts, he finally came up with what he wished. He informed Steven that he had discovered his fraudulent actions, and how disappointed he was with him, how betrayed he felt by his actions, and how those actions were those of a truly selfish man.


  He slipped in a few insults, and finished with the phrase ‘and I hope that you will regret the actions that you have taken for as long as you shall live’. This last comment had tickled Tim, the irony would not be lost on Steven when he was looking down the barrel of his assassin’s pistol.


  After rereading the letter, and admiring his final barbed note, he stood up and walked across the floor to the fireplace, carefully placing the envelope on the mantelpiece in full view. He gazed at it for a moment, and then raised his hand so he could read the time on his wrist watch. “Two o’clock!” He observed. “This time tomorrow cousin, you will be meeting your maker.” He smiled an ironic smile, and turned to leave. He turned to find himself face to face with a young man in combat fatigues. He hadn’t even heard anyone enter the room.


  “Who the hell are you?” He snapped. The young man said nothing, just raised his hand. In the outstretched hand, was a pistol. It only took a second for Tim to realise who the man was. His mind spun. “No! No!” He gasped. “Tomorrow, you’re not supposed to be here until tomorrow!” The last thing he saw was a spark at the end of the pistol. He never even felt the bullet pass between his eyes, entering his head with one small, neat, smoking hole, and leaving the back with half the innards of his cranium. He was already dead.


  



  Later that evening.


  



  Steven Millward stood on the veranda of his cottage, shaking his head. “I tell you inspector, I didn’t even know my cousin was coming down here today, although he did know that I was coming! I told him a couple of weeks ago that I’d be coming down here today, I expected to be down around one o’clock but the bloody traffic jams put paid to that. Any idea when he was killed?” The inspector from the local station was noting down Steven’s comments. “Not really sir, it’s a little too early to speculate at this moment in time. Did you know of anyone that would have wished your cousin dead Mr Millward, did he have any enemies that you knew of?”


  Steven gave an ironic smile. “Inspector, he is, was, a chartered accountant, not some high flying lawyer. We chartered accountants don’t have enemies, just clients, and no I can’t think of anyone who would have wished my cousin dead. He was such a nonentity of a person, most people had forgotten he existed within a day of meeting him, he was that interesting. Now if you will excuse me, I need to notify the rest of our family about this sad news.”


  He then wandered off to the bottom of the driveway, leaving the police and their forensic teams to do their job. He kept his hands in his pockets, as if against the cold, but in true fact he was fingering the letter that Tim had left him, a letter that he intended to destroy at the first available opportunity.


  



  The Next Day.


  



  Rosie was crying as she helped Celia to gather Mr Robins’ personal belongings from the desk. “Celia!” She sobbed, “He was such a lovely man. There wasn’t a wicked bone in his body. How can anyone have done this to him? He always said that I used to mother him, and I suppose in a way I did, but he enjoyed it, I’m sure he did. I used to do everything for him in here!” Celia kept silent, and nodded in all the right places, she too was shocked when she had heard the news that morning.


  Celia picked up the framed photograph of Tim’s mother, and gazed at it. “It’s his mother you know!” Commented Rosie. “I remember when he asked me to get this put into a frame for him, it was quite soon after her death six years ago.” She leaned across his desk, and picked up his desk top calendar.


  She smiled, and turned to Celia. “Will you look at this, he was so reliant on me, that when I didn’t turn in yesterday morning, he didn’t even tear off the date on his calendar.” Out of habit, she tore off the large 26th leaf, and then tore off the 27th leaf, thus leaving the present days date displayed. This date being the 28th March.


  



  The End
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