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Chapter 1
“Aagh! – I don’t believe it!”
The bus was pulling away from the bus stop. Leroy ran faster, maybe he could catch it at the next stop. The traffic was slowing up on the Eastern High Road and this could work to his favour he reasoned with himself. Leroy kept running. He settled into a fast jog but his heavy rucksack full of books was hampering him. Not far to go now, the traffic started to move a little faster. Leroy picked up his pace. He had to catch this bus or he would be late for school again and they would surely send a letter home to his parents this time! Leroy had already had four detentions because of his timekeeping this term – how much more could he get away with before they suspend him?
At last the next stop was in sight and Leroy was level pegging with the bus Leroy looked over at the bus driver and pointed frantically at the stop. The bus driver smiled, but somehow the smile looked a little sinister.
“Oh no – he’s not going to stop!”
Leroy certainly didn’t trust this driver so he sprinted and got to the stop just before the bus. A well dressed business man, who had obviously been waiting at the stop for a while – judging by the look on his face, stuck out his umbrella and the bus came to a stop. Leroy stuck close behind the man, panting heavily and boarded the bus warily eying the now serious driver.
“Oi! Where’s your pass?” The driver barked as Leroy tried to shuffle down the packed bus.
“Sorry” Leroy mumbled and pressed his Oyster card on the reader next to the driver’s cabin.
The traffic slowed again and Leroy wondered if it would have been quicker to run. Four stops passed and Leroy pushed his way to the exit door of the bus and rang the bell to stop. He waited forever it seemed, until the door opened to let him and a sea of other children pour out of the bus.
It was 9.05 and Leroy was officially late. Leroy ran into his school, Eastern High School and up the stairs to his tutor group. He burst in the classroom – ready with his apologies – right into a tall athletic looking guy with a white track suit with blue and red piping on.
“Whoa there young man!” He exclaimed holding out his hand to stop Leroy falling backwards. He put his arm on Leroy’s shoulder.
“See, this is the energy I’m talking about, and we need this for the Olympic Games youth squad if we are going to win and do our country proud! Thank you.”
There was modest applause and stifled giggles around the room as the teenagers gave sidelong glances at Leroy.
“OK class,” Mrs Shepherd bellowed, “Let’s thank Luke for taking time out of his Olympic Games training to come and talk to us about the contribution we can make and remember, you are old enough to sign up to be helpers during the games. Thank you Luke.”
Luke bowed and gave Leroy a playful push as he turned to leave.
“Boy are you in trouble!” he whispered, nodding towards Mrs Shepherd. He walked out, giving Leroy a wink.
“Peters, you’re late again! and I specifically asked everyone to be here half an hour early today for Luke Williams’ Olympic Games talk,” Mrs Shepherd said, wagging her finger. She was definitely not impressed. "He especially took time out from his training to come here this morning and the least you could have done was to turn up!"
“I’m sorry Miss, there were no buses” Leroy said, looking at her neat and tidy desk situated a few feet behind her, to avoid her piercing eyes and hoping she would believe him.
“Peters, this just has to stop. Your time keeping is abysmal. I think it’s time to get your parents involved. Maybe they can help you to get ready in the morning, as you obviously need assistance!”
“No don’t do that! Just give me one more chance, please, please, please?” Leroy mockingly clasped his hands and fluttered his eyelids.
Mrs Shepherd stifled her smile “Oh just sit down Peters!” She said as she made her way to her desk.
She called the register and Leroy breathed a sigh of relief. He looked around to see if anyone was missing today. Benson the clown of the class and the one who usually came to Leroy for help with his dismal efforts at homework was looking a little on edge. He had been behaving strangely for a little while and more remarkably, he had been getting A’s and B’s in his homework and all with no assistance from Leroy.
“What you lookin’ at?” mouthed Benson.
Leroy shrugged his shoulders and looked away quickly. He wasn’t going to get into any discussions with Benson as he was now also really bad tempered and would fly off the handle at anything, however slight.
The morning dragged on. Leroy had English and History, his two worst subjects and he longed for lunch.
Finally the lunch bell went and he ran as fast as he could to the main cafeteria. If he didn’t get to the front of the dinner queue, there was no way he was going to get first helpings of pizza and chips and all that would be left would be the healthy food.
“You boys stop running in the halls!” Mr Nash chided the marauding throng of boys descending on the cafeteria.
Leroy slowed a little. He didn’t want to get Mr Nash angry as he was one of the better teachers in the school; he actually seemed to like the boys and in Science class, actually came up with interesting things to do. He wasn’t like Mr McDonald who so obviously only turned up for the money and hated children. In fact he probably ate them when out of school. In history classes, he would start by telling the class “Si’down ‘n shud-up!!”, hand out last year’s very poorly photocopied notes, ask the class to read it and then clear off – probably for a quick smoke or other nefarious activity. He would turn up just in time for the end of the class and tell everyone to “Get out now!” then slam the door shut as the last person was almost through it. Somehow he never got the sack as he was always in collusion with Mr Simms the Head. The rumour was that McDonald had something on the Head that meant he couldn’t sack him. Leroy definitely wanted to be the one who found out what this was.
“Peters – come here!” Leroy slowed and backed up then turned to face Mr Nash. What on earth could he want with him?
“Yes sir? What have I done sir?”
“Nothing Peters, I am just a little concerned as I hear that you seem to be slipping a little in science and the others are getting ahead of you. Come to see me after class your next week and we can go through a few things, OK?” Mr Nash put a reassuring hand on Leroy’s shoulder.
“OK sir.” Leroy smiled; it was nice to feel that someone cared and he missed him being his science teacher. No one had time to care. The teachers were only really there because the pay was better than office work – the children were probably a nuisance to tolerate was Leroy’s hypothesis. Leroy turned the corner to the refectory.
He looked in dismay at the queue that had formed. There was no way he was ever going to get any pizza, any chips or even - heavens forbid – any soggy pasta. The salad queue was almost nonexistent but there was no way he was going to succumb to eating rabbit food for lunch. He sloped despondently to the back of the queue and looked around to see where the usual suspects were who he could sit with.
Bellamy was sitting with his crew. Bellamy was definitely one to avoid. He and his crew only needed to find one non standard thing about someone to rib them relentlessly, him and his crew. They would fall about laughing and follow the sorry victim around school, laughing and teasing them constantly. Leroy wasn’t in the mood for them. He could give as good as he got and his sharp tongue was more than a match for Bellamy and the gormless disciples. At one point he had berated Bellamy to the point that the gormless disciples had started laughing at him instead. Leroy would have loved to hear how he had reacted to them after this, but he had decided to leave while the going was good. His street cred went up by notches following that incident and he had been given some admiring glances by the girls, even the sixth form girls. That had been a good time Leroy mused. Even Abigail, his long time fantasy and the girl he dreamed of being his, she was fit, with long dark hair and deep green sparkling eyes and tall –though a bit skinny, even she had smiled at him. Ok she was so tall that she was taller than him, but that didn’t matter. She was his girl – though unfortunately only in his head. That had been the best time, he smiled to himself.
But sometimes his mouth had got him into trouble – especially when being a bit too clever with the teachers.
The queue was going down slowly, too slowly, Leroy peered over the shoulders of the slow coaches in front of him musing over the limited choice before them. There was still some slices of pizza left but the chips were running low. He looked again to see if there was anyone ahead that he could latch on to so as to jump the queue. Ah there was little Grayson at the pizza counter. Grayson never really talked to anyone and was always on his own, wandering aimlessly or reading his books. Leroy had been required to get him out of a sticky spot with Bellamy on a number of occasions.
"Grayson!" Leroy shouted out and bounded up to him cheerfully, "How you doing man?"
"Uh - I'm OK" Grayson looked nervous.
"Thanks for saving my place for me!" Leroy looked around cautiously to see if anyone would object to him pushing in so blatantly. He didn't mind if they had a problem with it, but he could do without any loud confrontations today.
"Hey don't look so nervous - I just wanted to get further down this god-awful queue," Leroy whispered in his ear as he stretched the plate to get a helping of the second to last slice of pizza.
"OK you guys - last pizza slice gone now!" shouted cook "Get yourselves some healthy food - there's loads of salad veg and cod mornay left."
A loud groan went up emanating from the long queue, still stretching outside the refectory. Some of the guys turned on their heels, heading for the hole in the fence at the end of the field and the chip shop beyond, 100 meters across the road. Leroy chuckled.
"Thanks mate!" he slapped Grayson on his back, nearly flinging his tray across the room. Grayson nodded nervously and went to find a table at the furthest corner - normally reserved for couples.
Leroy looked around for somewhere to sit and eat his prized pizza; Grayson looked as if he wanted to be alone.
He spied the Williams brothers - they were usually good for a laugh and they had another couple of guys around, seemingly deep in conversation.
"Williams!" he shouted them.
"Yo bruv, what's happening?" the elder Williams boy shouted back.
Leroy sauntered over. "Same ole - same ole".
They started to chat as Leroy tucked into his pizza.
“My old man wants us to come to work at his office over the summer,” the younger Williams brother was complaining. “That’s gonna be so lame – we want to do football!”
“Yeah,” chimed in Bill the older Williams brother.
“What does your dad do?” Leroy quizzed swallowing his mouthful of food.
“He’s an architect.”
“Really – does he build houses or factorie….s…?” Leroy’s voice trailed off as he became distracted, having spotted Abigail and her friends walking close to their table. She was the only reason he was still at this school, but she never seemed interested. She was always polite and giggled in all the right places when he spoke to her, but she never said yes when he asked her out. She was always busy with something or another and he had so many rain cheques that he could start a monsoon!
“No, he designs new buildings.” Bill interrupted his thoughts.
“Uh? Oh, that’s good,” he commented distractedly.
“What does your dad do then Leroy?” The question caught him off guard and he searched quickly for an answer.
“My dad’s a plumber,” he blurted.
“A plumber?!” the Williams brothers laughed.
“Are you going to be fixing drains over the summer then?” Bill chuckled.
“A plumber eh?” Abigail’s silky voice sounded in Leroy’s right ear and he turned, startled, to see Abigail and her friend, crouching to listen in, next to his chair. “We’ll need to see if there are any jobs doing around our house to invite him around then.” Leroy struggled to find a sharp response but for once he couldn’t think of anything so he shrugged and looked away, cursing himself for his lack of spontaneity.
Abigail beckoned to her friend to go and they sauntered off, chatting casually to each other.
The bell rang, signalling the end of lunch. Leroy and the boys dragged themselves up to a standing position and stretched.
“What you got now?” Leroy asked Bill.
“Double maths – what about you?”
“Double science!” Leroy sighed “What about you Junior?” he asked the Williams younger brother.
“English,” he said smiling. He enjoyed his lesson it seemed.
The other boys had already dispersed so Leroy and Bill made their way to their lesson in Block A where maths, science and design technology were all taught.
This promised to be another interesting lesson today. Pearce was another guy who had previously not been so bright, but this term he had changed. He was getting A in all his assessments and he was finishing his experiments early, which was highly unusual.
Leroy stared at him as he entered the lab. Pearce looked around the lab nervously and kept nodding like a horse champing at the bit waiting to be let out of the stalls at a race.
Mr Fergus swaggered into the room.
“Right girls and boys, we are going to make plastic and my star pupil Pearce is going to help me."
Pearce jumped up and raced to the front of the classroom. The class jeered, Pearce looked around fiercely.
"Yeah well if you all were good enough, you would be up here instead of me!" he challenged them bullishly.
Leroy was curious. Was Pearce getting extra tuition from Mr Fergus or was he being prepped by him for some reason? He would have to find out later. The lesson dragged on, but eventually finished - Pearce was brilliant again and Mr Fergus put his hand on his shoulder and lectured the class on how they needed to come up to Pearce's standard to have any hope of getting good grades for their GCSE's. He admitted that he didn't know how Pearce had developed his aptitude so quickly, but he was encouraging the others to try harder and their knowledge spurt may come in time for the exams. The class murmured and some giggled at his choice of words. Leroy mused on this. He had always been the clever one and now this upstart Pearce had come to steal his position. He vowed he would find out how, by any means possible.
Fergus had indicated that he didn't know how Pearce had gotten so clever but Leroy could put money on him being behind it somehow. Maybe he was holding science classes after school for the select few, or maybe he briefed Pearce before the lesson on what was going to be covered. Whatever it was - Leroy was going to discover it. There was no way a teacher was going to have one over on him!
The bell rang for the end of school and a full scale stampede ensued heading for the front door. Woe betide anyone who would even consider going in the opposite direction - they were likely to be trampled.
Leroy hung back from the rush and slipped into the Learning Resource room opposite the lab door that Mr Fergus had locked after class. He would catch anyone who returned after school was out. He waited and waited, occasionally peeking out of the glass door. It was getting later and later and the school was now almost silent, apart from the occasional clunking of the central heating system and the faint, cheery whistling of the caretaker downstairs and he felt a shiver run down his spine. Leroy started to worry. If he didn't get home before his dad, he would be in for it.
Suddenly there were heavy footsteps coming down the corridor. It was Mr Fergus. He unlocked the lab door and went inside, locking the door behind him. Leroy waited expectantly for another hour, but Mr Fergus did not emerge. It was really late now. Leroy knew that he would be in trouble with his dad if he didn’t leave right now. He got up and slowly opened the Learning Resource door. Looking up and down the corridor so as not to run into the caretaker; he stepped out and made his way down the corridor. Just at that moment, Mr Fergus unlocked the Science Lab door and walked out. Leroy tried to duck into the adjacent classroom, but the door was locked.
“What are you doing here Leroy Peters!” barked Mr Fergus.
“Oh –uh – I wanted to get some extra work done – uh – in the Learning Resource room sir,” Leroy stammered.
“You’re not meant to go in there unsupervised – you should know that,” Mr Fergus said, his thick eyebrows furrowed till they almost touched each other “and anyway, that is the DT room you are trying to get into and you are definitely not allowed in there! What are you up to Peters??”
Leroy looked at him blankly. For a second time that day, words escaped him.
“Well boy??”
Leroy said nothing and shrugged his shoulders looking at the floor. There was nothing that sounded remotely plausible that he could think to say.
“Look, I’ll let it pass this time – but just because I need to get off now. I hope you were studying and I want it to show in your grades; OK?”
“OK,” Leroy answered reluctantly “can I go now? My dad is expecting me to be home by now.”
“Go! Remember I’m expecting excellent work from you Leroy.”
“Yes sir.” Leroy edged away and legged it down the corridor to the freedom of the main gate.
~ ~ ~ ~
Chapter 2
Leroy could hear his mother rustling upstairs as he sneaked in the house and grabbed some biscuits from the cupboard in the kitchen before collapsing on a chair next to the breakfast bar. Leroy’s mother Denise was a tall and striking, mahogany skinned woman who always wore fashion labels and liked to be well dressed. She would gag at the thought of Primark, or supermarket clothes, or sales. ‘Buy cheap – pay twice’ was her motto and the clothes she had amassed, filled her wardrobe and that of the spare room. In fact the spare room was her dressing room and dare anyone attempt to enter; they would be subjected to an onslaught that would shame politicians. Leroy loved her still and sometimes hid out in the dressing room just to get away from everyone. Denise, however, was always fair to him and his sister, Talisha and when they argued –which they did constantly, she would listen to both sides and then send them both to their rooms.
Denise was an insurance underwriter, a job that Leroy didn’t quite get until last summer when he had to do compulsory work experience. He had told his tutor, Mr Baxter, that his parents couldn’t have him at their work places – which was partially true – at least in the case of his dad Donald, but not for his mum. He most definitely had not wanted to be working with his mother as she was too flamboyant and pushy for him to be publically associated with her.
Mr Baxter had been in the middle of arranging a placement at Bids the chemist; this would have been a high price to pay for not working with his mother – but so worth it. However, Denise had caught on when she had been conducting a random inspection of his rucksack and had found the letter of confirmation for Bids. She had immediately leapt into action and stopped Mr Baxter in his tracks, contacted her HR department to offer a placement and got forms and letters of confirmation arranged in world record time. The placement had been sorted even before some of the guys who had returned their forms on time! Leroy was grudgingly impressed, but he wasn't ever going to let her know that.
UKIG was a large insurance company and Denise was one of the senior underwriters - whatever that was. He had asked her but switched off while she was answering. The work he had done included filing and delivering the files to other departments. The two weeks had flown by and he had even been taken on a long lunch function with one of her broker contacts and stuffed himself with as much posh food as he could fit in his body. The other lunch times, he explored the City and was amazed at how many alleys and secret streets there were between buildings in London.
No two days had his walk taken him on the same route. It was like a huge masonry maze. Just when Leroy thought he had located all the alleys, he would stumble on another, almost always with a pub at the end, spilling bankers and brokers onto the pavements, beer in hand, attempting to soak up the sliver of sun that made it through the high rise buildings. They would look disdainfully at his young frame enveloped in uncharacteristic suit, if he ever so much as ventured near their drinking arm. At the end of the placement, he had even considered working with his mum over the summer holidays, but then he reconsidered - there was only so much of his mum he could deal with and six weeks would definitely have been too much!
Talisha bounded into the kitchen. Talisha the horror sister was two years younger than him but didn't seem to realise it with all her pushiness. She was popular at school and always seemed to have three or four friends round the house, giggling and getting under his feet. Popping into his room to ask inane questions and then collapsing in fits of laughter when he told them to get lost.
"I know a secret and I won't tell you," Talisha sang at Leroy.
"I don't want to know your secret!" Leroy wasn't in the .mood for playing her childish games today.
"Not even if it's about Abigail?" she asked with mock innocence.
He unconsciously straightened up on the kitchen chair. He was curious but he would never hear the end of it if he let his sister know that. He had to tread carefully. One slip and he would lose the opportunity to find out what was going on. Talisha was very clever and knew how to keep a secret no matter what Leroy did to get it out of her. She would endure pain or threats just for the pleasure of seeing his frustration manifest itself in crazy acts. He was definitely not going to give her the satisfaction today!
"Who is Abigail again?" Leroy tried the distracted act. "Actually - don't explain. I don't want to hear any of your secrets. You make them up anyway!"
"No I don't!" Talisha's light brown face went red in anger. Leroy turned away, smiling. It looked as if this approach may work.
"No one can even prove what you say, coz it’s all in your tiny little mind." He continued to goad her.
"It's not in my mind - take that back! Mum, tell Leroy! He says I'm making things up and I don't make things up. He's the only one that makes things up! Tell him mum!"
Leroy couldn't pass up the chance to wind her up even more. "So what's the deal with Alison then - tell me if you must."
"It's Abigail - not Alison! And don't think I'm telling you!" She sang you like a six year old.
Damn! Leroy had blown it already. She hadn't taken the bait. Leroy kicked himself.
"Oh grow up Talisha" He wasn't going to get any further with her so he let it rest for the time being. Plenty of time later, after dinner maybe.
"Did I hear bickering again?" The deep voice of Donald their father penetrated the silence in the kitchen from the hallway.
Neither of them answered. It would be more than their life's worth to answer. Answering would entail the hour long monologue on respect for each other and respect for parents that they had been forced to endure on countless occasions. Silence was undeniably the best option. They looked at each other; neither daring to look their father in the face as he entered the kitchen.
"Well?" he asked expectantly "Any problems I need to hear about?"
Both shook their heads.
"We're fine dad," Leroy said quietly. "How was your day at work?" He deftly changed the subject.
“Oh not that bad. We have a new case. In fact this will affect you kids. We’ll talk about it after dinner.”
“He’s only just got in himself you know!” Denise complained to Donald as she descended the stairs and entered the kitchen.
Leroy groaned to himself – why did she have to mention that? Now he’d never hear the end of it!
“I was doing extra work at school,” Leroy jumped in before his dad could ask any questions. "Look at my planner if you don't believe me - I didn't have any detentions, honest!" He didn't want to hear the lecture about behaviour in school either.
"Ok then son, I'll check it after dinner," he said raising his eyebrows as a warning.
Leroy sighed in relief and shot a disparaging look at his mother's back as she dished the dinners onto the plates.
They all sat at the dinner table. Donald ran the house with military precision when he was home. No TV dinner for their house. He used to be a Sergeant in the Royal Infantry, but after his third tour of duty in Afghanistan, he left the army and returned to civilian life, training to be a police officer. Leroy couldn't stand this and refused to admit to anyone that his dad was a copper. He could just imagine the stick he would get at school if anyone found out.
Donald had risen quickly through the ranks first to Sergeant and then to Detective Sergeant when he had transferred to the Criminal Investigations Department. His hours were sporadic though and sometimes he wouldn't be home till late into the night depending on how a case was going. But on days like this, when a case had just started, he would be home promptly at 6pm.
"What are you doing with that head of yours boy?" Donald looked disparagingly at Leroy's afro.
"Dad, I'm letting my natural hair show. At least I'm not putting nasty chemicals in it!" he shot an accusing glare at his sister.
"Oh shut up Leroy - you have no sense of style!" Talisha retorted.
Donald sighed.
Talisha got up to help her mum place the platefuls of dinner on the table. It was meatballs and pasta tonight and Leroy could barely wait for his dad to say grace before he wolfed it down, pausing only to ask his dad what new case he was working on.
"Leroy, don't gulp your food down like that!" his forehead furrowed till deep wavy wrinkles formed on it, "you'll get indigestion."
"But I'm hungry!" Leroy spluttered, bits of pasta hanging out of his mouth.
"When you start eating properly, I'll tell you and not before."
Leroy put his fork down in exasperation, curiosity getting the better of him.
"OK I'm all composed now - so what's the case you're working on?"
"Well," he started indulgently as if beginning a bedtime story, "we've had intelligence to say that a new drug is being introduced in our patch targeting what you would call, middle class youths. It's not like crack on the estates or coke for the nobs but this is being touted around schools to kids who aren't usually on the drugs scene and they are labelling it the 'genius drug' and telling children that it makes you super intelligent - which is complete nonsense. All these drugs are the same and just fool you into thinking you are better than you actually are but it is all a delusion to make you spend your money. Might as well buy sugar pills!"
Leroy's mouth opened unconsciously. It was all starting to make sense now - the sudden increase in cleverness some of the guys were showing especially Benson and Pearce.
"But what if it really does make you intelligent?" Leroy asked as he narrowed his eyes, searching his dad's face.
"There's no such thing as an intelligence drug, Leroy - you will learn that - and I hope it is not from experience." He gave Leroy a hard stare.
“But there could be; they can make anything these days.”
“Look, don’t be sucked in,” he looked intently from Leroy to Talisha “I want you both to promise me that you will never, ever, take drugs from anyone. Not from your friends, not from guys hanging outside your school, not even from the coolest kid in school.”
Leroy rolled his eyes, who used the word cool these days but dad, he wondered to himself.
Donald put down his cutlery and continued to stare at them with a concerned look on his face.
“We promise dad,” Talisha responded.
“Yeah – I wouldn’t dad; that would be stupid!” Leroy added.
“Ok, I know you are both sensible kids. If anyone offers you anything, I want you to tell your teacher or better still, tell me – OK?”
“Yes dad,” they chimed together.
“Dad, do you know who is distributing it?” Leroy was curious.
“No – that is what our investigation is about. We got the intelligence, but the trail stops just before we can find who the buyers are. We are going to set up surveillance on some of the gangs in the Westwood Estate and the Eastwood Estate to see if any of them are pushing the drugs, but you didn’t hear that from me, right? It’s more than my job’s worth to be telling you kids this.”
“Dad,” Leroy started carefully, “if this is being done in schools, maybe I could go under cover for you and find out what’s going on from the other guys – that would be sick!” Leroy straightened up excitedly on his chair.
“That’s out of the question son – it would be too dangerous and anyway, we don’t use minors for our investigations – that would be a legal and insurance nightmare!”
“That’s right son,” Denise cut in, “you’ve worked with me in insurance so you should know what acceptable risks are and a child detective is certainly not an acceptable risk!”
“But I may be your best chance to find out what’s going on!” Leroy wailed.
“No Leroy and that’s final!” Donald slammed his hand on the table, making everyone jump.
They looked at him, mouths open.
“Look,” Donald said in an exasperated whisper, seeming to acknowledge the shock he had caused, “you’re my son and I don’t want anything to happen to you, alright?”
“Ok dad,” Leroy was not convinced, but he wasn’t going to stir it any further.
"We'll probably put an officer in as an undercover teacher at one of the schools - and again, you didn't hear that from me!" He lowered his head and continued eating.
That idea was not going to wash, Leroy thought to himself, but in the mood his father was in, he wasn't going to mention it. Kids rarely spoke to teachers, much less confide in them - teachers were the enemy, there was no way a teacher was going to find out what was going on with the kids in school!
Leroy cleared away his dinner plate and ran for the stairs before his mother could suggest that he wash the dishes. Once in his room, he switched on the pc and rather than load up ‘DemonRider’, his new game, he started searching for anything to do with Genius drug. Maybe he could get one up on his dad and the police force. There was nothing, not even on Bebo, his chat site. He made up his mind; he would have to do some digging around at school - no matter what his dad had to say.
"Wotcha doing?" Talisha chimed, pushing her head around his bedroom door.
"Nothing. What do you want?" Leroy was still annoyed that he hadn't been able to trip her up about Abigail.
"Remember I know something about Abigail...?”
"I don't care!" Leroy stepped in. He would get it out of her when she was off guard.
"I'll tell you if..." she paused.
"Don't want to know!" Leroy wasn't in the mood to play her games.
"If you help me with my algebra," a mock sad smile played over her face, "please?"
"Lisha - I'll help you because you're stupid. Go get your book." Leroy laughed. Maybe she would tell him after all - she was usually quite grateful when he helped her out.
Talisha skipped to her room and returned with her school bag, plonking herself cross-legged on his bed.
The algebra was quite hard for year 9 Leroy thought as he struggled with few questions and had to look up some methods on her internet study site.
He consciously refused to ask about Abigail as he would be really angry if she reneged on the deal.
"Do you really like Abigail?" Talisha probed quietly, not looking directly at him.
"She's alright - why?"
"Well rumour has it that she is seeing someone already and he is older," she searched his face, “and he is sophisticated. Julia – you know Julia – she saw her coming out of that celeb restaurant in Shoreditch and jumping into a silver sports car. There was a guy driving but Julia couldn't see who it was because the windows were tinted - but it was definitely a man coz she leant over and kissed him!"
"It could have been her dad or something." Leroy tried to explain away the situation but he wasn't convincing himself as he said it.
"Not with the snog Julia described - that would be pervy!" Talisha grimaced and then looked slightly concerned as she saw Leroy's face fall. "Sorry bro," she slapped his shoulder like mates would and headed out of the room. "Thanks for the help," she added quietly over her shoulder "and your feet smell!"
Leroy picked up one of his old socks still strewn on the floor and threw it at the open door, just missing the back of his sister's head.
This merited another investigation. Just who was Abigail dating and what was he doing with a car. He weighed up which one was more pressing and decided that Abigail could wait a little. He needed to find something for his dad's case.
~ ~ ~ ~
Chapter 3
It was Friday! The best day of the week. Leroy just had to make it through one more day and it would be the weekend.
He turned over in the bed and waited for his alarm to go off. He listened out for the familiar sounds of his parents getting ready and his sister doing whatever she did in the bathroom, but there was silence. Leroy bolted upright in his bed, confused. He turned his head slowly, with dread towards his clock. This can't have happened again! Why wouldn’t anyone look out for him in the mornings? His reluctant glance confirmed his worse fears. He had slept through his alarm and it was 8:30 am. Leroy had exactly 30 minutes to shower, dress, skip breakfast and get to his school that happened to be 20 minutes away if he sprinted flat out.
"Aargh! No, no, no!" he shouted at himself, throwing back he duvet and tumbling out the bed, heading for the bathroom to have the quickest shower in history.
"I'm not going to tolerate your grumpy moods and bad attitude when I wake you anymore!" his mother had warned him on many occasions when he had overslept "It's time for you to take responsibility for getting yourself up in the mornings." She had even got him the loudest alarm clock she could find to help but Leroy slept so soundly that it hardly registered and he also seemed to have the knack of turning it off in his sleep which didn't help.
Of course Miss Talisha didn't have this problem. She was still considered to be young enough and special enough to be woken up, made breakfast for and given lifts to school even though it was the same school he was heading for in the morning. No one could be bothered to wait for him to give him a lift to school!
"Of course not!" he muttered to himself, drying his now misshapen afro with the big fluffy towel from the bathroom. He wrapped it around his midriff and ran back to his room, tripping over a corner of the towel that just had to find itself under his feet. He stumbled and corrected himself, reaching out and knocking the potted yellow orchid plant from the landing table to the floor. Leroy determined not to pick it up. That was the price his mother would have to pay for not waking him up.
He dropped his towel on the floor in the middle of his room and dragged on all the clothes he could find - including yesterday's stinky socks - it had not made its way to the laundry basket yet and so it would have to do as he couldn't be bothered to rummage through his hard to open sock drawer for another pair.
Leroy ran down the stairs, tie stuffed in his blazer pocket and rucksack half open, hanging off his shoulder. It was 8:45 and the faint aroma of earlier toast and coffee made his stomach rumble, but he had no time to think about food as he had 15 minutes to complete a journey that took 20 minutes on a good day. He could so do with a lift, he thought hopelessly.
He ran out, slamming the door behind him to the end of the road and spotted the bus coming.
Oh not again- he would have to run to the bus stop. Leroy ran hard, holding out his hand as he ran in the vain hope that the driver would take pity on him and wait at the bus stop if it passed him. Leroy and the bus arrived at the stop at exactly the same time and Leroy gratefully boarded the bus. It was the same driver as yesterday Leroy realised and acknowledged him with a nod, making his way down the bus to stand near the exit so he could jump off as soon as the bus arrived outside his school.
Leroy ran all the way to his tutor room and heard the morning bell sound as he put his hand on the door handle. He had made it!
"You're on time then," Mrs Shepherd looked genuinely surprised.
"Of course Miss," Leroy puffed as he collapsed on the chair at his desk. As he caught his breath and stopped panting, he could smell the faint whiff of cheddar feet. He tucked his feet under the desk and looked around sheepishly, but no one seemed to have noticed the smell in the air.
The bell sounded for lessons and Leroy made his way to his maths class. Benson shone again today. Almost before every question had been posed, Benson's arm shot up as if on springs. The others were starting to get fed up now. Benson was making them look bad.
This is my opportunity to find out what is going on, Leroy thought to himself as the bell sounded for the next lesson. He cornered Benson in the corridor.
"Get out of my way," Benson hissed. "I have to get to French now!"
"OK, OK Benson," Leroy tried to calm him down, placing a hand on his shoulder. However this had the opposite effect of making him even more incensed.
"I said get out of my way or I'll deck you!" Benson rolled up his fist as if he meant it and Leroy using his better judgement and stepped aside, but half walked, half trotted beside him as he strode purposefully to his next lesson.
"Benson, how come you're so clever all of a sudden?" Leroy panted as he tried to keep up with him up the two flights of stairs they had got to.
"Are you saying I'm normally dumb Peters?" he demanded, shooting him a sidelong glance, but not slowing his pace.
"No, no - don't get me wrong, you're usually good," he lied, "but not this good!" Leroy flinched in case Benson reacted badly and decided to batter him. No one could tell nowadays when Benson would fly off the handle.
"Not telling you!" Benson stopped abruptly. He had reached the door of the language lab and turned to go in.
"Just go to your lesson Peters - maybe then you'll be able to get as good as me!" He laughed as he entered the lab and let the door swing shut on Leroy.
He was livid. He was now more determined than ever to find out what was going on - no matter what. He started to jog to the science lab, down the stairs and on the other side of the block. Benson was partly right, he would certainly be late. His mind ran on his other nemesis who was likely to be there - Pearce. Right on cue, Pearce came charging down the corridor, just beating Leroy to the door.
“Alright Pearce?” Leroy decided to try another approach with Pearce.
Adrian Pearce had always been picked on for being slow in class and for wearing the brightly coloured coats his, slightly insane mother had bought for him. Pearce had only this year convinced his mum to stop picking him up at the school gate dressed in her hippy clothes, bobble hat and manic smile, looking like the people in those old 1970’s photos. Now, however, he was brainy, fiercely competitive and aggressive so Leroy would have to tread carefully.
“What do you want?” Pearce asked brusquely.
“I need help with my science” he started hesitantly and I was wondering if you had any time - I’ve got money,” Leroy stared at him expectantly.
“How much money?” Pearce started to look a little more interested.
“A tenner?” Leroy didn’t actually have any money but he was sure he could get it from his mother if he pestered her long enough.
“Well OK – I could do with a tenner actually – but I can only spare you half an hour right?” It was more of a statement than a question but Leroy was grateful for any time he could get with him to find out what was driving Pearce.
“OK see me after this lesson in the Learning Resource room over there” he pointed to the room across the corridor. “Half an hour remember!”
Leroy nodded reluctantly. Lunch was after this lesson and this would definitely mean that he would get the scraps or salad this time. This was a sacrifice he would have to make for information. He hoped his dad would appreciate it.
The lesson was hard going. Once again Leroy got no opportunity to show what he was capable of as he always came second to Pearce. It was total humiliation and Pearce was lapping it up –a half smile playing on his smug face. Leroy was almost too disgusted to even speak to him after the lesson but at least he would have the satisfaction of not having any money when Pearce had given him the measly half an hour of his time that he had offered.
The bell rang for lunch and Leroy trudged to the Learning Resource room – he would rather be spending his time choosing a pizza and chips if the truth were to be known, but ‘needs must’ he could hear his mum saying. Pearce turned up sauntering down the corridor after a few seconds of waiting.
“OK let me see the tenner” he demanded abruptly.
Leroy hadn’t expected this and was caught off guard, “I’ll get it to you later.”
“No tenner – no help, mate.” Pearce was starting to look annoyed. “Can’t you get it from somewhere? Doesn’t your sister have money?” Annoyance was steadily becoming desperation.
“No – but I can get it to you after school,” Leroy had seen an opportunity. Maybe he could give him the money and follow him to see where he was going to use it.
“OK then – meet me back here after school."
"It'll take me nearly an hour to get back here," he was surprised Pearce had so readily accepted his suggestion, "so meet you back here in an hour yeah?"
"4 - sharp. Don't be late" he demanded sharply.
Boy Pearce was desperate, Leroy deliberated and if he only wanted £10 that may be the going rate of the drug if that was what he was taking. This would be the perfect opportunity to find out. He ran home – waiting for the bus would probably hamper him, he didn’t care, even if it happened to pass him on the way. They were so unreliable that he could end up waiting 40 whole minutes for it, when in that time he could have walked home and back.
He continued running. He needed £10 from somewhere – but where? His mum would probably give it to him if he asked her enough times, seeing as she owed him about six months pocket money, but she wouldn’t be home yet, nor would his dad. Talisha was no good as she was useless with money and spent it all on makeup and accessories as soon as it touched her hand. There was the biscuit jar emergency fund, but that got raided so often that there were probably biscuits in there now. Maybe dad would have some money in his spare wallet – but that would be stealing – well technically borrowing, he thought, seeing as he would put it back just as soon as he got some of his backdated pocket money from mum.
He approached the front door, pushed his key in the lock and slowly swung the door open, listening out for any sound of an early returnee, but it was silent apart from the hum of the freezer in the kitchen. He headed for the kitchen. The first port of call would be the biscuit jar. He went to the counter and there was no biscuit jar! He was not expecting that! At least they could have kept the jar – even if it was empty.
Leroy starting opening cupboards, hoping to find that the jar had been moved to a hidey hole somewhere. Then lo and behold, in the snack cupboard was the jar. He grabbed it warily and opened the lid. Inside was a £5 note and some loose change. It couldn’t be easy! He thought to himself as he poured out the contents and started counting the change. £4.60 aargh! Why, why, why? he exclaimed to himself and ran upstairs. There must be 40p around somewhere. He started searching his pockets and drawers. He found 10p and shoved it in his blazer pocket. He moved to the next room. Talisha’s – ugh. It was a lilac paradise – she had said that pink was too girly but lilac was just as bad in his opinion. She would absolutely kill him if she found him in there but it was a risk he just had to take. He rifled through her bags and there it was as the bottom of one of her purses – 50p!
“Is anyone here? Leroy?” Talisha’s shrill voice rang from the hallway downstairs.
Leroy panicked. He pocketed the 50p and tried to shove the bags back in the positions he thought they started in and hot footed it out of the room. Just in time, he reached the end of the landing.
“Hi – yes it’s me,” he said and started down the stairs.
“The front door was still open! Wotcha doin’? she asked, her brow raised quizzically.
“Nothing – um – don’t tell mum about the door, Tal.” Leroy continued down the stairs and blocked her progress further into the house. He didn’t want her to go straight up to her room as she would immediately suss that he had been in there and he didn’t want her to go in the kitchen either or she would see that he had raided the emergency fund, as the jar was still open and the money was scattered all over the counter. He tried to distract her and coax her subtly into the living room instead, but it was too late.
“I’m hungry” Talisha said as she brushed swiftly past him and bounded into the kitchen.
“Oooh! What’s going on in here?! Leroy you know you’re not allowed in the emergency fund,” Talisha reprimanded, looking at him curiously – he never needed money.
“Look, just mind your own business or I’ll batter you!”
“But this is my business – it’s the family emergency fund.”
“No it’s not your business! I’ll have you know that I’m going to put the money back with my pocket money.”
“But you haven’t had pocket money for over 6 months. How are you going to do that?”
“I’ll ask mum of course!”
“Then you might as well tell her to put the money in the biscuit jar herself.”
“Don’t be stupid – then she’ll know!”
“She’ll know if I tell her anyway!”
“You wouldn’t! That would be so neeky – but then you’re a neek anyway,” Leroy turned to gather up the money.
“I am not!” Talisha protested in a high pitched shriek.
“Yes you are – you and all your neeky friends, you’re all the same.” Leroy continued stirring, enjoying how he could wind her up so easily.
“We’re so not – you idiot! At least we’re not sad loners like you!”
“Who said you’re not sad? The whole school think you’re sad always huddling and screeching in the corner like a coven of witches.”
“No we don’t!” Talisha’s eyes started to get moist and she was running out of retorts “and I’m definitely telling mum now!” Talisha forgot about the food she wanted and stomped up the stairs. “And you’ve been in my room again – I’m so, so telling mum now!” she shrieked down the stairs.
“Told you you’re a neek,” Leroy shouted up “and if you tell, I’ll never help you with your homework again!”
“I don’t care!” Talisha slammed her door and turned her stereo on and up loud.
Leroy knew she would tell, but he would just have to face the music for the sake of his investigation.
He gathered up the money and dropped it in his pocket, placing the empty jar back in the snack cupboard. He then picked up his rucksack and sprinted out of the house. He was late and reprimanded himself for having the argument with his sister; he now ran the risk of Pearce not being there.
As Leroy arrived at the gate, panting, there was Pearce pacing up and down.
“Where were you??” He demanded. “They’ve locked the gate now – some staff meeting or something. We’ll have to find somewhere else to do this.”
“What about the library?” Leroy offered.
“I suppose,” he grunted grudgingly in response. “Anyways, hurry up – I’m a busy guy!”
"Check you!" Leroy muttered to himself as he followed him in the direction of the library. If it wasn't for the investigation, he would have given him a big piece of his mind.
“Where’s the money?” Pearce demanded. Leroy dug around in his pocket and pulled out the £5 note and the handful of change he had collected and dumped them in Pearce’s outstretched hand. Pearce looked scathingly at the loose change, but pocketed it anyway.
The library was 10 minutes walk down the East High Street back in the direction of Leroy's house. He tried to engage Pearce in conversation but he was having none of it and seemed edgy and distant.
At the library Pearce searched quickly for the first free desk he could find and sat down abruptly, dug out his science book and rattled off chemical equations and experiment methods.
"Slow down mate!" Leroy interjected as Pearce stopped to draw breath, "we're not all science freaks like you - you know!"
"You'll never be like me," Pearce said smugly.
"Why not? What's so special about you?"
"Wouldn't you like to know," he scoffed. "If I told you then I wouldn't be the best in the class now, would I?"
“But I wouldn’t compete with you – honest,” he added hopefully, maybe this was his chance.
“Really?” Pearce asked sarcastically. “Look when you get as good as me, nothing or no one can get in your way – not friends, not family and definitely not wanna-be top dog’s like you Peters!”.
Leroy conceded defeat. There was no way Pearce was going to give away anything. He would have to try another method.
Pearce got up. “I’ve got somewhere to be – enough of this now.”
“But I have some more questions,” Leroy complained.
“Well that’s tough innit! I said I have to go.” He seemed distracted and didn’t even look at Leroy, concentrating instead on the clock on the library wall. He picked up his bag and walked out with not so much as a goodbye.
Leroy scrambled to get his papers together and stuffed them in his rucksack and ran after him. He got outside the library but he couldn’t see where Pearce had gone. He ran to the corner of the road and looked left and right. There was the back of Pearce walking briskly and heading into town. Leroy made the decision to follow him and kept 100 meters behind. He had to trot to keep up a steady distance between them. Pearce crossed the road and as Leroy approached the pelican crossing, he chose to ignore the red man signal and concentrating instead on checking where Pearce was going.
Out of nowhere a high pitched screech pierced Leroy’s ear and he turned to see a cyclist almost on him.
“Watch where you’re going you little git!” the cyclist shouted at him angrily.
“Sorry mate,” Leroy shouted back over his shoulder as he continued running across the road. His heart was pounding as the adrenaline coursed around his body. He was eager to resolve this but he wasn’t willing to be killed for it. He would have to be more careful.
He couldn’t see Pearce as he scanned the street ahead of him – where could he be? The road was long and straight and there were no other cross roads ahead. Leroy trotted, looking from side to side to see if he was down any of the alleys. As he trotted by Starbucks, his eye caught a glimpse of the mustard coloured woolly jacket that Pearce wore. Only Pearce had a coat like that – probably in the whole world. Leroy took a couple of steps back and peaked in, using the entrance of the estate agents next door as cover. It was definitely Pearce and he was near the back, handing over a handful of what looked like Leroy’s change to a young guy who looked as if he had just started to grow a faint beard. He looked about 17 and was nursing a huge Starbucks mug. Another guy was hanging around behind the first, watching Pearce and laughing.
They didn’t look like the usuals from the estate, they were much smarter dressed and looked distinctive. No hoodies but designer looking jackets with t-shirts and jeans. Most definitely not a style worn around these parts Leroy thought. Pearce appeared to be pleading with them and the one sitting handed over something hidden in the palm of his hand. Pearce looked grateful and charged towards the front door. Leroy ducked backwards into the estate agents and turned his back to the street. The lady behind the front desk of the agents looked at him disparagingly.
“Can I help you?” she asked with pained politeness.
“Uh, my dad wants to er, move to er … Stepney and er … well – can I take one of your property papers?”
“They’re free, so I suppose you can,” she responded unenthusiastically.
“Thanks.” Leroy distractedly picked up a paper, keeping his eye on the street outside. Pearce was charging down the street. Leroy went out and peaked back in the coffee shop to see the guys getting ready to leave. He wanted to approach them but he didn’t know what to say so he stopped short of the front door.
As they passed him, Leroy noticed how tall they were. Chatting calmly to each other and reeking of aftershave, they made their way down the high street. He started to follow them a little closer than he had followed Pearce. He assumed they wouldn’t know who he was. The waft of aftershave was making him feel light-headed and he hung back a little, pulled his mobile phone out of his pocket and took a photo of the back of their head. It wasn’t much, but it would be better than nothing. He took another as the first guy turned and pointed to a number 25 bus coming around the corner of the junction. They started sprinting – really fast, Leroy considered as he tried to keep up with them. They jumped on the back of the bendy bus as it opened its door at the bus stop, but just as Leroy caught up to it, the doors closed and it started to pull away. He banged on the back of the bus in the futile hope that the driver would hear him and stop; but this only resulted in disgusted stares from the rear passengers. Leroy stopped running, bent over and put his hands on his knees, taking in huge gulps of air, his heart pounding as if trying to escape his chest. He really needed to get fitter, he thought to himself.
He walked back home and looking at his watch; he was going to be late for dinner. To make it worse, he didn’t know what Talisha would be accusing him of to their parents. He started to half jog, but his legs were feeling stiff from the earlier exertion so he slowed down and resigned himself to taking all the flack from his parents on the chin and moving on – well, unless they grounded him of course. He would have to fight for that. He put his hand in his pocket, reaching for the phone, but he was almost home now, it probably wasn’t worth calling them. He felt instead for the keys as he approached the house, took a deep breath and pushed it in the door. The smell of pasta bake wafted though the hall. I hope they left me some, he thought to himself.
“Leroy is that you?!” Leroy tried to gauge the tone of his mother’s voice. It was annoyed but not livid, he may be OK.
“Yes mum. Sorry I didn’t call, I was at the library with Pearce and my credit has run out on the phone,” he got this in quickly to head off any angry accusations.
“OK – I guessed you were somewhere like school; Talisha said she saw you running up the road with your rucksack.” His mother sounded calmer.
“Really? And … er – what else did she say?”
“Nothing – why what else is there to say?” she asked suspiciously.
“Oh nothing,” Leroy put his coat and rucksack down and walked into the living room to see his mother on the computer and Talisha watching TV, she turned and gave him the evil eye. He knew what that look meant. He owed her big time as she hadn’t ratted on him. Leroy walked into the kitchen area, to help himself to some of the pasta bake.
“No dad?”
“He’s working on this new case,” Talisha answered. “Do you think this drug is at our school?”
“I don’t think so,” Leroy didn’t want to alarm his sister. “But if anyone offers you anything, don’t take it, ok?”
“Oh, come on – I know better than that!” Talisha sounded hurt.
But Leroy wasn’t so sure. Talisha was very trusting and quite naïve and could probably be persuaded to do anything as long as it wasn’t him asking her.
Leroy chewed on his dinner thoughtfully, pondering the day’s events.
~ ~ ~ ~
Chapter 4
The weekend went too fast. It always went too fast and Leroy hadn’t even touched his homework. He groaned as he realised his history homework was due today. It was the general consensus that Mr McDonald only set homework so that he didn’t have to teach the class as he set reams and reams worth of research to be done on a specific topic that he should really be teaching and them to top it all, he would use the best homework to teach the subject to the next class.
Leroy was on to him, as Junior Williams who took history in the middle stream had shown him his course notes one day and Leroy had instantly recognised it as his handiwork – verbatim. But how could he accuse a teacher of plagiarism? Who would have believed him? Everyone knew that all the teachers stuck together.
Leroy toyed with the idea of not going to school or at least going in late and missing history, but there was a high likelihood of the school texting his parents if he didn’t turn up for registration. His friends had been caught out like this before.
Leroy stared at the ceiling and then looked at the clock. At least he hadn’t overslept this morning. He got ready for school and made himself breakfast. His dad seemed to have left early as there was no morning chatting in the kitchen. In fact downstairs was deserted. Talisha was still in the bathroom and he could hear his mum humming in her room.
“I’m off now!” he shouted upstairs with a slice of toast still in his hand. He didn’t wait to find out if they had heard him, but turned and headed out the door, licking the jam off his finger from his toast. This was good; at least he hadn’t had to endure inspection to check that his tie had 4 stripes showing and reached his belt. It was school policy, but no one wore their tie like this. His parents didn’t seem to understand this. He pulled his tie out of his blazer pocket which popped out accompanied by a used tissue and a gum wrapper and tied it as fat as he could with a short stump poking out at the bottom, as he walked up the street.
Hopefully Bill the security guard and the community support officer would not be outside the school today or they would never let him in with his stubby tie. He turned round the corner and there was Bill, prodding a poor unfortunate year 7 on the shoulder and pointing at his tie as his mates giggled at him with their perfectly formed ties done up and blazers looking immaculate. He was obviously trying to fit in with the older boys who had long ago learned how to get round the inspection by sending the unsuspecting year 7s to cause a diversion and sneaking in while security was busy with their prey.
Leroy paused. He had two options, sneak in while Bill and his posse were busy or come back later, after History and plead sickness at reception. Leroy’s mind was made up for him when he spotted one of the guys who had been dealing with Pearce outside the car park entrance of the school. His fair hair had been gelled up into spikes with the front swept across his forehead like a bandage and was wearing a dark red leather jacket like the one Brad Pit had worn in an ancient film, ‘Fight Club’ that Leroy had watched with his dad one evening. He was looking around surreptitiously as if waiting for someone. It seemed the person appeared, as an awkward looking year 11 boy sidled up to him and seemed to shake hands, slightly longer than is usual. They gave each other a nod and the guy walked away, slapping the year 11 boy on the back.
“Good luck with your exams!” he shouted with a smirk. The year 11 boy sauntered off into school gates now with an arrogant wink at Bill who had finally let the year 7 boy into school.
Leroy didn’t want to lose this chance of seeing where these guys were based and so he used the oak tree at the side of school as a shield and watched as the guy went down the alley beside the school and onto Branton Street behind the school.
Leroy emerged from behind the tree and looked around to see if Bill had spotted him, but he was in luck; Bill was escorting another year 7 into the building, no doubt to all his parents and request they come in with the requisite navy pants as the boy was wearing black. He took this opportunity to slip into the alley and jogged down to the end to see which direction the guy had taken down Branton Street. He looked left and right but he couldn’t see the guy and both ends of the street led to opposite ends of the main road. Leroy took a gamble and turned right. They guys had headed for the West End when they left the coffee shop last time so turning right would lead him in the same direction. He ran down the road and looked right in the direction of the main road. His hunch had paid off and he saw the guy’s distinctive head above the general melee of pensioners, off to get their pensions at the post office. The guy looked down towards the left on the main road, but to Leroy’s surprise, he was heading east into the East End of London. Leroy had to run to catch him up. If he was going to catch a bus, Leroy needed to be near him. He started to feel around his blazer pockets for his Oyster card. He found it in his inside pocket, hiding with his packet of chewing gum and more tissues.
Leroy caught up with the guy whose phone started to ring. He answered and started talking animatedly. Leroy strained his ears to listen, but he could only catch the odd word as the traffic was quite heavy. He heard words like “What’s wrong with you man?!” and “Don’t tell me that!” There was obviously trouble afoot. The man looked behind him and Leroy sidled behind a suited man carrying a long golf umbrella, for cover. The guy’s expression changed slightly and he began to jog. Leroy looked behind him to see what could have caused him to start running – he saw a 25 bus approaching slowly, inching its way down the bus lane behind a blissfully unaware lady cyclist complete with shocking pink cycle helmet and basket containing books at the front of the cycle.
Leroy started to jog too; he didn’t want to miss where ‘spiky hair’ went, but he didn’t want to get too close either. As he approached the bus stop, the 25 also drew alongside. He glanced ahead to check if ‘spiky hair’ was getting on at the front. He did, so Leroy slipped on through the back doors of the bendy bus. People often used the 25 as a free bus, even though they were meant to pay before boarding, but the bus was so long and there were three doors which the driver couldn’t check, so they jumped on regardless. Leroy could never work out whether to swipe his card on the Oyster reader or not when he got on at the back. He chose not to. He didn’t want the authorities to know where he was travelling today, especially as he was not at school and especially as he suspected his dad could get access to the Oyster journey records – being a detective.
Leroy hovered near the door as the bus slowly drove off. He kept an eye on ‘spiky hair’ to make sure he didn’t get off unexpectedly. The bus drove on further and further into the East End of London until they were approaching Stratford. Leroy could see the Olympic Games Aquadrome with it its wavy roof being finished off. It certainly looked very impressive and was a far cry from the hovel that used to be Stratford in the not so distant past. He was so taken up with the building that he didn’t notice ‘spiky hair’ get off the bus until he was walking back past the window and the doors were almost closing. He rushed to put his foot in the door and stop it from closing. Boy the doors were strong! He thought to himself as a builder type guy helped him to prise the door open long enough for him to squeeze his way out and tumble to the ground. As he picked himself up, he looked around to see if he had made a fool of himself, but no one was watching. He looked to see ‘spiky hair’ just turning down a side road. Leroy composed himself and ran until he approached the side road that looked like the one he had turned down. It was quite a narrow alley and disappeared around a corner.
Leroy crept cautiously down the lane an as he turned the bend, he was faced with an 8 foot high fence with barbed wire running along the top and beyond that was a vast new housing estate –being completed. Leroy supposed this would be Olympic Games accommodation judging by the size of it. Suddenly he spotted ‘spiky hair’ inside the construction site in what looked like the services area of the development. He was with some one in a hard hat who looked quite official in his smart hand made suit under a florescent jacket and was accepting a large leather bag whilst the man was seemingly complaining to him.
Leroy got out his phone and started filming the transaction, zooming in on both of their faces. The picture was shaky and very grainy but it would have to do. Suddenly the man in the hard hat turned and seemed to spot him, pointing in his direction. Leroy decided to make a hasty exit and ran back down the alley, not daring to look behind him. He got back to the high street and started to walk as casually as he could muster, he spotted a coffee shop and ducked in. He sat at a table near the window and peered out to see if either of the men had actually followed him.
“Excuse me,” a vaguely familiar voice came from the next table. Leroy looked around. It couldn’t be him they were talking to. The voice continued. “Don’t I know you?” Leroy looked at the two men sitting at the next table. It was Luke Williams, the sprinter who had visited his school recently.
“Um I think you may be confusing me with someone else,” Leroy offered. He was sure Luke wouldn’t remember him after meeting him just once at school.
“No I’m sure I’m not. You tried to knock me over at your school last week – don’t you remember?” Luke’s eyes twinkled as he asked.
“Oh – I didn’t think you’d remember me from then,” Leroy laughed. “Sorry about that – I didn’t want to be late, so I was rushing.”
“I’m good with faces so you can’t get away from me you know.” Luke smiled and then looked more serious, “but why aren’t you in school? You’re in your uniform so school must be on.”
“Uh – I’m doing some research – um about social issues,” Leroy stammered.
“Really?!” Luke didn’t look convinced, “so if I called your teacher – Mrs Shepherd isn’t it? – she would confirm that your class is on research leave – would she?”
Leroy squirmed in his seat – he could front it out and lie, but he could see that Luke wouldn’t be falling for that.
“May be not,” he confessed reluctantly, looking down at the mosaic design on the coffee table.
“Education is the most important part of your youth, mate,” Luke scolded “you shouldn’t waste it – and not being at school is truancy – what if the police or a truancy officer catches you? You know it’s your mum or dad who would get in trouble don’t you?”
He felt guilty; he couldn’t imagine what would happen if the police caught him and told his dad - there would be hell to pay.
“Well I’m going back now” he offered sheepishly.
“Make sure that you do!” Luke wagged a mocking finger at him.
He got up and made his way out of the coffee shop, crossing the road to take the bus back to school. He kept a wary eye out for the spiky haired one and his hard hatted accomplice. He waited what seemed like forever for the bus, glancing from time to time at the coffee shop. Luke appeared to be watching him, turning his head frequently in Leroy’s direction whilst in conversation with his companion.
At last the 108 arrived. Unlike the bendy bus, he could escape upstairs on this double decker. Unfortunately though, he had to swipe his Oyster card before going up so there was a chance his dad could still get evidence of his truancy if it came down to it.
He shuffled to the back of the top deck and watched the people on the street below, going about their business.
The peace and quiet of the back row was shattered when a hoard of youths trundled loudly up the steps of the bus. They looked menacing in their hoods, chains and dark clothes; all walking with a swagger, walking towards him. The only bright colours were from their boxers showing from the top of their low slung trousers. Leroy hoped desperately that his blazer wasn’t the wrong one for the area or that they had no issues with anyone at his school, he had too much to do to get stabbed today. He did his best to ignore them and made himself as invisible as he could, turning his head to look out of the window.
To his relief, they had matters they wished to discuss and were in deep conversation, seemingly continuing from before they had boarded the bus.
“Nah man!” he heard from one of them, “we’re missing a trick here with this new brain drug blud,” said a tall skinny member of the gang, anxiously eyeing a shorter but muscled guy who had the confident look of a leader of the gang.
The leader nodded purposefully and looked at the tall skinny one “We should be running this operation, innit?” he affirmed.
The skinny nodded furiously and looking at the other members, his gold tooth glinting in the mid morning sun reflecting into the bus.
“Who’s supplyin’ it doh? A short member of the gang asked.
“We dunno innit! If we could find out, we’d move them out the way, quick time bruv,” the leader responded.
“You know! Brrddd!” a stocky member made the action of a machine gun and they all fell about laughing, their hands hiding their mouths.
“Yuh making joke – but I’m serious blud – we need to take over this ting. – no one is going to creep in down our ends – get me?” the leader continued, sobering up and looking suddenly menacing. “I told you – dem school kids got monies! We need to move in on them; big bucks in it – truss me!”
Leroy started to feel more uncomfortable as a couple of them started to glance in his direction, looking him up and down in his uniform. He sat it out until the bus got near to his school. As it approached the stop, he got up and made his way to the stairs.
“Hey yoot!” one of the gang called out. “What do you know about brain drugs?”
“Nothing,” Leroy mumbled – shrugging his shoulders and hurrying off the bus as casually as he could.
He walked slowly back to the school gate, contemplating the possible turf war that could erupt in the area, but more immediately, he was wondering how he was going to get into school at 11:45 without getting into trouble. The gate was closed and he looked around for another way in, but there was none. He could ring the bell, he considered, but that was asking for trouble; he didn’t fancy explaining his lateness to the receptionist on the intercom. He decided to wait for lunch – some of the home-lunchers would be leaving soon, so he leaned on the oak tree outside the school and pondered the events of the morning. The sound of the gate squeaking open interrupted his thoughts and he spied the postal van driving in. Leroy ducked behind it and followed it into the grounds and headed off to the refectory. At least he would be first in the dinner queue this time.
~ ~ ~ ~
Chapter 5
Leroy couldn't understand how he had gotten away with his excursion the day before. It was Tuesday morning and he had not been summoned to a meaningful conversation by his mum or dad. They hadn't even given him funny looks or glanced at each other with secret eye signals to suggest they were planning to ambush him any time soon. He knew in the back of his mind that this would come back to bite him one day; there was no way he would totally get away with it.
The good fortune continued at school. Mrs Shepherd did not ask him where he was for yesterday's registration and he did not have any detention slips delivered to him from the guys on reception duty.
After registration he wandered along to his history class; the second one for the week. He had been able to scrape together a few notes for his homework overnight and hoped the teacher would still accept it today. To his surprise, Mr McDonald was not there; a strange face was sitting at Mr McDonald's desk.
"Where's McDonald?" he whispered to a fair haired boy called Charlie.
"He's been on sick leave since yesterday; I think they said it was stress or something."
"Oh, he could be off for weeks then!" Leroy whispered hopefully "anyone is better than him. We may actually pass this GCSE now if his replacement is any good!" He looked over at the new teacher.
"Hello guys" the teacher started purposefully. "Now remember, we are just easing in this week. Next week we will really start getting into our history. Today we'll continue with the review of what you have covered up until now."
This was a cop out if ever he heard one, Leroy thought to himself. He put up his hand.
"What period of history are we covering next week, sir?"
"Well we'll get to that next week, won't we?! - er, what's your name? I don't remember seeing you yesterday."
He paused before answering; he had to be careful what he said now so as not to give himself away.
"Er - I wasn't well and had to see the nurse," he lied.
"Really? So how are you feeling today?" The teacher didn't sound very convinced. "I'll have to check with that nurse you know, to confirm your story.'
Leroy stared him out.
"OK, we'll let it pass this time. You didn't tell me your name."
"Leroy Peters, sir. What's yours sir?"
"Mr Blackford" he said, raising an eyebrow as he ticked Leroy's name off the list.
"How much do you know about history, sir?" he piped up again. The class giggled, covering their mouths. "It's just that our real teacher is rubbish and I'm hoping you're a little better," a gasp went up from the class; "I'd actually like to be able to pass my GCSE this year."
The class started fidgeting nervously; they could feel the tension mounting.
Mr Blackford looked flustered and shut the registration folder forcefully.
"I know enough son - more than you anyway and I will not accept your attitude. So unless you want us to take this up with your father... or mother even, I would be quiet while we get on with this review." Mr Blackford's eyes had narrowed menacingly "Is that clear?"
"Yes sir," he responded glumly. There was no way he wanted his dad involved in this, he would be toast!
"OK class - let's get on with this review," Mr Blackford continued breezily. The tension was broken and the class relaxed. Leroy remained sullen.
After class, Leroy shuffled out of the classroom with the rest of the class.
"Uh Leroy, come here for a minute." He carried on walking, hoping Mr Blackford wouldn't persist with his request.
"Leroy, I said come here!" He turned reluctantly and wandered back to the door.
"Yes sir?" he asked forlornly.
"I'm expecting better from you son. I know you're a good lad really."
You don't know anything about me! He thought to himself.
"There was no need to make a show of yourself or prove anything to me. I'm not a bad guy - I can help you, OK? Anything you need, just ask." This made him squirm. The last thing he wanted was to be known as the new teacher's pet. He shrugged nonchalantly and responded "Yeah," stifling a 'whatever', keeping it under his breath.
"OK, go now, before you re late for your next lesson." He turned and walked out, wondering why this teacher had taken such an interest in him.
For the rest of the day, the boys who had been in history kept congratulating him on hassling the new teacher, but he felt a little ashamed after their little talk and shrugged it off.
Things were changing in school. The standard in the classes were getting unattainably high. The teachers were struggling to find material for the increasingly intelligent children to study and occupy their minds. Behaviour, however, had dropped to an all time low. It seemed as if everyone was angry. There was hardly one class that hadn't been interrupted by an angry outburst and the atmosphere in school had changed suddenly to one of menace.
After school, he would often see groups boys crowding around some young men who had taken to hanging around the gates before and after school. Sometimes he would see the man he had followed to Stratford, but more often, he would not be there.
On many occasions, he had followed one or other of the young men as they always split up after any deals they might have done. They then seemed to go home or shopping in the new shopping centre.
He tried to follow them when he could, but after three or four hours, he would head home so as not to get in trouble with his parents. This was playing havoc with his homework and concentration, though. Due to this, and the raised standards within the school, his grades were plummeting and he was being threatened with Foundation level classes. He was determined not to start taking the drugs the men were offering and to still continue the surveillance, taking videos and photos on his phone whenever possible as potential evidence when he finally worked out exactly what was going on.
The type of guys now going for the drugs was changing drastically. He was surprised to see A grade pupils gathering around the dealers, who hadn't needed any help with their studies before, but it seemed, in order to keep up, they had been persuaded into trying these drugs. He was perturbed as he had thought they would be intelligent enough to know that messing with drugs had unknown consequences and could seriously mess them up. He had tried to approach them and ask them about the pills they had just purchased and they would flatly deny having bought anything even though he had just seen them and would become aggressive. He would then run, quick time, before things got ugly.
He knew this had to stop. School couldn't survive with this situation hanging over it like a simmering pot ready to boil over.
The police were making no progress and when he asked his dad about the case, his response was dismissive. It looked as if they were having trouble gathering any evidence at all. He decided to step his investigation up a gear and directly after school he made his way to the favourite haunt of the gang. It was a set of garages adjacent to the site of the Olympic Games village in Stratford. He hid under an old tarpaulin he had found on a skip right next door to the main garage and waited, hoping they would meet there this evening.
To his surprise, it wasn't long before he could hear the smooth but menacing voice of the spiky haired member of the gang getting closer. Leroy couldn't work out if he was talking on his phone or to another member until he heard a thick husky voice make a reply.
"Look, this shipment is going to be the largest yet, mate; so don't mess it up!" the spiky haired guy admonished aggressively.
"No boss - tomorrow morning at the docks," the husky voiced one said in what sounded as confirmation "we'll take the cars to be sure. You never know what it will be like with public transport! And we don't want to upset big boss - it's his school.
"Exactly, that's why you can't mess up. If we get this right, we'll get our own patches mate. This shipment is coming from Amsterdam and we had to pay more because it is stronger and oh..." spiky hair laughed "it's been cut with something to make it a lot more desirable, shall we say? They mixed it with real stuff this time, so our repeat business won't be voluntary, like it is now - it will be mandatory - or they'll be climbing the walls. Stuck up brats!" He giggled even more, a mad cackling giggle. Leroy wanted to jump out of the skip and thump him. He waited though to see if he could learn anything more about the drop as he was determined to be there.
The two guys carried on talking but the voices were getting further away. Leroy's mind raced. So it was someone at the school who was orchestrating this. He had his suspicions of who it was. The head, Mr Simms had always looked at as if he was on the take and Mr McDonald had suddenly disappeared. Perhaps they were both in it. He would have to prove this. He stuck his head out from under the tarpaulin to see how far the guys had walked away and if it was safe for him to come out and find them again. As his eyes scanned around the deserted row of garages and across to the new buildings, he glimpsed a familiar form with a mobile phone held to his ear, speaking earnestly in hushed tones. It was Mr Blackford! It all made sense now. This is why he didn't seem to fit the History teacher profile and why he seemed to have no clue about what they were meant to be studying - he wasn't a history teacher at all! He was one of them. He could even be 'big boss' they guys had mentioned. What better way to check the distribution in the school, than by becoming a teacher?
Leroy had to stop him at all costs he determined. He would meet the shipment in the morning and see what he could do to get evidence of the delivery.
~ ~ ~ ~
Chapter 6
The sound of a cuckoo pierced the early morning silence. Leroy's eyes opened suddenly. He scrambled for his phone to turn it off before anyone else heard it. He had set the alarm last night so that he could wake up, get ready and leave before anyone else stirred.
The phone made a beep. Damn, the battery was low - just the day he might need it to call in details of his investigation or make excuses for his absence from school or something.
He jumped out of bed to stuff it in his blazer pocket anyway. It should at least last the day, he hoped. He might even get a photo or two.
The guys yesterday had mentioned that the shipment was coming in at first tide, into St Katharine's Docks. He remembered the docks from his time doing the work placement at his mother's firm in the City. He wasn't sure when first tide was but he knew he would have to get there early.
He tiptoed to the bathroom and had a quick wash. He didn't want to wake the house up with the sound of the shower. He got dressed and snuck out of the still quiet house. He considered the best route from his house to the docks as he walked to the main road. The underground trains would not be running at this time of the morning so he decided to take the night bus which would still be running until 6 in the morning.
He walked to the crossroads and waited at the bus stop on the main road. As he stood leaning against the shelter, he observed the early morning clean up crew sweeping up the pavement. He felt sorry for them having to work these unsocial hours. He looked up at the countdown indicator to see how long he would have to wait for the next bus. He was gutted to read a scrolling message at the bottom of the indicator that a burst water main in East London was causing delays and diversions and the bus service was suspended. How would he get to the docks now? He wondered to himself. He looked around for inspiration. The thought came suddenly; he would take the Dockland Light Railway. The DLR should have just started to run at this time of the morning and it shouldn’t be affected by the burst water main, he considered, as the rails were usually high above ground.
He ran back up the high road to the DLR station to find it just opening. The crisp morning air penetrated his lungs as he took gulps of air from his exertion. He ran up the stairs and searched for the indicator to see the time of the first train. It showed that the next one was due in 5 minutes; he didn’t mind waiting that long. There were already commuters waiting on the platform by the time he got to it. What were they doing there already? He asked himself. This was much too early for anyone to be going to work.
The driverless train trundled into the station and Leroy sat right at the front so that he could see how far along the line he would need to travel. He had the whole front row to himself and settled in, leaning forward in anticipation of what he needed to do today.
Tower Gateway station arrived; it was the end of the line and Leroy exited the train with, it seemed, the majority of the occupants. He walked down the wide, never ending steps and stopped at the bottom to get his bearings; it had been a while since he had been here. It hadn’t taken long for the DLR to get to the city and the sun was just starting to get warm. He squinted in the brightness of it as he headed east to the docks.
Leroy tried to remember his way, as the route had seemed to be a bit of a maze when he had discovered it during his lunch time jaunts when he had worked there. He headed towards Tower Bridge and ducked down the steps before it got to the river Thames, walking through the underpass decorated with the pictures of historical characters together with some descriptive text on the history of London and resisted the temptation to read them again. A lumpy mass of cloth was tucked into the corner of the underpass then suddenly it coughed. Leroy jumped; he wasn’t expecting anyone to be sleeping in the public highway. He scurried around the glass panelled Tower Bridge House office block and the closed restaurants and cafes lining the entrance to the docks. As he entered St Katharine’s dock, he slowed up, inspecting each boat and yacht to see if it was a contender for the drug running vessel he was looking for.
It was 6.45 am and he noticed a queue of vessels starting to form to the lock. Leroy sat on a bench and watched to see the Locking In that occurred at high water. The lights at the end of the path started flashing and the gate was shut by the lock keeper. As the lock filled with water, Leroy looked to see if any of the boats being let out were likely to be a drugs boat; again, none of them looked like the type of boat he thought would be running drugs. As the boats were let into the lock, the owners looked excited to be leaving and sailing into the open waters of the Thames or further. The boats were tethered to the lock walls by their owners, but they still rocked as the water was equalised with the level of the water in the Thames, then at last they were released into the open and the owners cast off eagerly and started making their way to the river beyond.
As the last vessel left the lock, Leroy got up to spy out which boats would be entering. Three fine yachts sailed in gracefully and behind them limped in a scruffy skiff. This had to be the one. Leroy backed up slowly so that the two men he could currently see as crew wouldn’t notice him. He stood in the doorway of the lock keepers front door and waited for the lock to let out some of the water to the level of that in the marina.
Finally after what seemed an age, the lock gates opened with a flurry of water flowing through and the boats cruised into the dock; each one navigating its way to their designated mooring – each one, that is, except the scruffy boat which Leroy noticed was aptly named ‘Urchin’. This boat slowly meandered around the dock and finally berthed at the farthest end of the dock. Leroy followed a distance behind on foot. He got his phone out of his pocket and took a photo of the two crew members that he could actually see. He wasn’t sure if there were any others below.
The crew member who seemed to be the captain, had a black beard and reminded Leroy of the captain in the ‘Popeye’ cartoon, but this guy’s hat was a blue baseball cap, boasting a NY logo. He was on his mobile phone, but didn’t seem to be having much luck in getting through. He kept dialling a number, waiting and then shaking the phone in frustration. Leroy looked at his watch. It was getting to 7:30 in the morning now. The guys had said they would have been here by now. The Leroy remembered – they were coming in by car so they, of course, must have been held up by the burst water main. The captain went below deck with the other crew member and Leroy waited for them to re-emerge, perching on the wall in front of the Starbucks in the marina. He looked around at the closed shops and pub and the bright fancy apartments fronting the docks in stark contrast to the darker council owned flats at the other end and contemplated how lucky the tenants were who lived there, if they actually worked in the City – they would only have a ten minute walk into work and they would still have low rents to pay, if his friend Max was right about council rents.
It was getting later and Leroy was getting increasingly hungry. He searched his pockets to see if he had any pieces of cookie in them, but there was nothing. Then he remembered, his dad had given both him and Talisha a fiver before leaving for work two mornings ago and he had folded it up and put it in his oyster card holder. He took it out of his pocket and looked behind the card and there it was – the worn and frayed, folded five pound note.
Leroy gave a cursory look at the boat to see if there was any movement. When he saw no one emerge, he decided to slip into Starbucks for a coffee and a double choc chip muffin. He was not the first customer which didn’t surprise him anymore judging by the time some of the people seemed to go to work in the mornings. He chose a seat by the window; it was a nice low leather sofa and he settled down to keep an eye on the boat. There was no movement for the duration of his coffee so he risked a trip to the toilet. As he returned to his table, he realised to his disgust that his cup and muffin remains had been removed by the overzealous barista, and not only that, but the captain had re-emerged from below deck and was talking furiously on the mobile, waving his hands around and looking very flustered.
Leroy edged slowly out of the coffee shop and noticed out of the corner of his eye that vessels were starting to stir and engines were beginning to purr. As he looked around, he could see one or two vessels slowly making their way to the lock gates. Leroy turned back to the boat just in time to see the second crew man clamber out of the boat, dump a large black and yellow holdall in the large council bin and jump back in the boat as the engine started. It too then backed out of the mooring and started on its way to the lock. Leroy crept down the path around the back of the dock which also led to the council bins, but out of sight of the boats heading to the lock. He climbed up on a low wall behind the bin and looked in. There was the bag.
Leroy leaned over, almost tipping over into the container. He got the tip of his finger on the strap of the bag. He leaned in a little more, his feet leaving the wall and made a desperate grab for the strap; he could feel his afro brushing the wall of the bin. This time he curled his finger around the strap and used the weight of his legs to tip him back onto the wall. He hid behind the bin as he opened the holdall to find it filled to the brim with pills in clear packets, on inspecting them closer, he could see xlr stamped on them. He zipped the holdall quickly and self consciously brushed the top of his head, hoping there was no stale food from the bin sticking to his hair. He straightened up and prepared to take the bag to his dad’s station to hand him the evidence and wrap up the case. That was until he stepped down from the wall and as he quickly scanned the dock, he spotted two familiar faces from the gang walking towards him. Startled, he turned and ran back down the path he had just come up, his heart pounding, seemingly trying to escape his chest. The two guys started sprinting, one of them pulling out his mobile phone and dialling furiously.
“Boss – there’s trouble!” Leroy heard him panting into the phone. “Yeah that kid you were talking about – he’s got the bag!” There was a pause. “I dunno do I?? He must have been here all along. Don’t worry, we’ll get him!”
Leroy picked up speed. Who knew what would happen if they caught him. He sprinted around the coffee shop, past the picture gallery that he had considered too trendy to visit in the past, along the wooden walkway and back around to the entrance of the docks that he had arrived at earlier. He ran through the subway, risking a quick glance over his shoulder to confirm that they had not caught up with him. He decided to head into the City. There were lots of little alleys that he could use to evade them.
He ran through Tower of London flower borders and headed up to Tower Hill station. He had to slow down now as the bag, though not excessively heavy, was very bulky to carry and was tiring him. He looked up at the steep steps facing him to get up to the station’s entrance, took a deep breath and ran torturously up them. At the top were formations of chuggers – muggers for charity as they were popularly known. They were strategically placed to pounce on unsuspecting commuters as they emerged from the station. They didn’t give him a second glance as he was obviously too young to have bank details from where they could extract his money in the name of charity.
As he ran past Tower Hill Gardens, he heard a small commotion behind him. He turned to see one of the gang roll his fist and land a punch on the chin of one of the chuggers, catapulting him to the floor and the other one swing another chugger out of the way, grabbing him by the front of his red gilet. He chuckled to himself, but didn't dare stop, he had to make good his getaway. Running up a quiet lane with a disused office building on one side and grass growing though the concrete, what was once a water feature, now full of weeds, he paused to draw breath, hoping they hadn’t seen him turn in here. But they had! One of them ran past the start of the lane and the other shouted, “He’s down there!” The first one skidded to a halt and scrambled back to run up the lane.
Leroy, still panting, picked up the holdall, tucked it under his arm and ran exhaustedly up the lane, past a church and at the end, he turned to the left. All Leroy could see was the end of this road too, as it ended in a t-junction. He racked his brain to work out where he was in the City and made a decision to turn right; he hoped this would take him right into the heart of the City. Thankfully, he was right, there he was on Fenchurch Street heaving with hundreds of city types striding purposefully to their respective offices. Leroy felt more comfortable now that he knew where he was and this gave him a surge of speed as he worked out the route he would take down the back alleys. As he ran, he risked another glance over his shoulder to see if the gang members were gaining on him. He couldn’t see them at all, but then he spotted them run into the road to avoid the pavements awash with suited and brief cased city workers.
At the intersection at the bottom of Fenchurch Street, Leroy was annoyed to see that the traffic lights were against him and cars were streaming down Gracechurch Street where he wanted to cross. He had no time to wait for a green signal and instead started to negotiate the hurtling traffic, as were some of the business men who must have had very pressing engagements to be risking their lives like this. Having made it across the road, Leroy ran down Lombard Street and darted into an alley beside King Edmund’s church. He looked around, slightly confused. It had been a building site when he was last here, but was now a peaceful oasis of circular seating around elaborate water features. There was no time, however, for recollecting the past, there was a gang chasing him and he had to get this evidence weighted in his arms, to his dad as soon as possible.
There were two alleys in front of him and he decided to take the one next to the George and Vulture pub. He knew there were other alleys leading off this one and that would give him a greater chance of getting away from them. He ducked down another alley in front of a jewellery shop opposite the Jamaica Inn pub. Leroy’s thoughts went off on a tangent as he wondered if this pub actually had anything to do with his parents birth place of Jamaica – probably not, he concluded. Panting, he rested down the next alley, leaning on the wall of Simson’s, another pub. He peered inside the window of the kitchen.
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