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You'll Find Me There

 

Mike shivered as he jogged over to the changing hut.

 "What went wrong?" He called to Paddy the team
skipper.

 "We didn't have our best striker this week, or didn't you
notice?" Paddy glanced down at Mike's foot. I take it you're almost
fully recovered now. Mike nodded.

 "I'll be playing next week skip."

 "Good, we might start winning at last. You know this is
our last chance don't you?"

 "Of course I do, old man Davies will pull the plug on us
if we don't do better this season."

Ron Davies owned the local sportswear factory. Not only was he
the main sponsor for Portdean Albion Football Club, he provided all
the players kits, 'RDSports' emblazoned across the front. For two
seasons the team had come bottom of the league, and Davies had his
eye on a couple of rival teams to attach his name to.

 "Can't have a rubbish team advertising RDSports," he kept
saying. "Everyone will think my outfit's rubbish too. Buck your
ideas up lads, or you'll be looking for a new sponsor."

Mike spent a few minutes longer with his team mates, trying to
console them after a 3-0 defeat.

 "You've never played here before. If it had been a home
game, you'd have thrashed 'em."

Leaving the hut, he glanced round the playing field. Most of the
spectators had left. He couldn't blame them really. Not only had it
been a poor game, it was icy cold in spite of the clear sky and
bright January sun.

 "Too cold for snow," he said to himself, then he noticed a
girl standing on the touchline. She looked almost blue with cold
and certainly wasn't dressed for the weather. There was something
strange about her and Mike couldn't help noticing her big sad eyes.
He didn't remember seeing her while the game was on. He walked
over.

 "Excuse me, are you alright?" She nodded and raised her
eyes. They were luminous and brimming with tears. "You must be
frozen, would you like a lift home?"

 "No, I'm alright thanks," her voice sounded flat and
emotionless even though she was obviously unhappy. "I only have to
go over there," she pointed to a row of houses that backed onto the
playing field. There was something odd about her, but Mike couldn't
quite put his finger on it.

 "Do you mind if I walk with you?" It was the same
direction as the car park anyway. She gave him a feeble smile which
he took as acceptance. "Did you watch the game?" She shook her
head. Mike struggled to make conversation, but the girl's attention
seemed to be elsewhere. When they reached a small clump of trees,
she stopped and turned to him. Mike was intrigued and he wanted to
see her again.

 "This is as far as I go," she reached out and touched his
hand. The coldness of it shocked him. "Thanks for walking with me
Mike."

 "How did you know my name?"

 "Oh, I must have heard someone mention it earlier."

 "Well now you have the edge over me, I don't know your
name."

 "Angela, Angela Drury," she offered.

 "Well Angela Drury, where do I go if I want to see you
again?" She glanced over at the trees, a strange look on her
face.

 "You'll find me there," she nodded over towards them.
"I'll have to go now."

 "I'll see you sometime then?" Mike said hopefully.

 "Maybe," she called over her shoulder as she slipped
between the trees.

Mike watched her disappear into the garden beyond. He knew he
would go back to see her again, so he counted the houses in the
row. She had gone into the garden of the fifth house along, he
assumed that was where she lived. "You'll find me there," what a
peculiar expression to use, he thought. And she knew my name - how?
He didn't believe she had heard it from someone, after all she'd
told him she hadn't watched the game so she must have arrived while
he was in the changing hut. Confused, he headed thoughtfully over
to the car park.

Sunday dawned, cloudier and a little milder than the day before.
Mike was still thinking about Angela and decided to drive over to
see her. As he turned into the street that backed onto the playing
field, an eerie atmosphere overtook him. It was only when he pulled
up outside the fifth house that he realised why. The windows of
almost every house on both sides of the street had been boarded up.
Those, which weren't had been completely smashed by vandals.
Graffiti of various types had been daubed on walls, boards, fences
and paths. From 'Tracy and Shane 4 eva' to exotic designs of
several colours. Mike imagined some spotty youth with a carrier bag
full of spray paint, lurking in the bushes and working by
torchlight. An imaginative if physically incorrect and impossible
pornographic picture had been drawn with some indelible substance
onto the garage door of the house that Mike had parked outside.

"You'll find me there," just what had she meant? Mike went round
to the back of the house. Maybe it was a squat and Angela was in
there somewhere. He examined the boards around the doors and
windows. Firmly bolted in place, no one could get in this house. In
desperation, he looked around for an outhouse or some kind of
garden shed where someone might be living.

There was an old shed made from corrugated iron close to the
trees where he'd seen Angela slip through. It was barely visible,
right up against the fence and covered in a tangled mass of Ivy and
Brambles. The door was slightly open and although it was pitch
black inside,  a shaft of light fell in as Mike opened the
door wider.

The shed was uninhabitable, but someone had been here recently.
Mike took a few steps in and stumbled over something. He got down
on his knees and squinted in the gloom. As his eyes adjusted, he
could make out the shape of the object he had almost fallen on top
of. It was a body. Sick with horror, Mike leaped up and ran out of
the shed. As he jumped into his car, he forced himself to stop and
think. Someone was in the shed, or rather his or her body was. He
couldn't just go back home without doing something. He fumbled in
his pocket for his mobile and with trembling hands, dialled
999.

Sitting in the Police Station interview room, Mike had to admit
that his story was a bit pathetic. Chief Inspector Baker was
reading through his statement, occasionally looking at him
doubtfully.

 "Is that everything sir?" Mike nodded. "Then if you'd
please sign it." The Inspector pushed the statement towards him.
"Thank you sir. You may go home, but we might need to have you back
for further questioning. Its a shame you don't know where to find
Miss Drury so she could confirm your story."

The next two days were like a nightmare. The local paper got
hold of the story and Mike had to face questions from
everyone.

 "It's perhaps best if you don't play this weekend after all
Mike." Paddy looked resigned at the thought of losing yet another
match.

 "But surely that will be like admitting I have something
to hide". Mike protested.

 "Has the body been identified yet?" Mike shook his
head.

 "All I know is that it's a young woman."

 "And you've seen neither hide nor hair of this
Angela?"

 "No, I'm beginning to wish I'd never set eyes on her." He
got up to answer the phone. "Yes Inspector, I'll come right over."
He looked at Paddy in despair "They want me back for further
questioning."

When he arrived at the Police Station, Inspector Baker showed
him into the interview room.

 "I notice there's no officer at the door Inspector."

 "Why should there be? We don't suspect you of
anything."

 "So why am I here?" Inspector Baker took out a packet of
cigarettes and offered him one.

 "No thanks."

 "Of course, you're a sportsman aren't you." He lit one for
himself. "My only vice," he added apologetically. "The body you
found has been identified, and we have the murderer. There are just
one or two facts that don't seem to make sense."

 "Well?"

 "The dead girl is none other than Angela Drury."

 "What! But who killed her?"

 "The oldest one in the book unfortunately. An ex-boyfriend
saw her talking to another man got jealous and followed her.
Completely lost it and strangled her."

 "Oh my God! Was it me he saw her with?" The Inspector
shook his head.

 "That's one of the odd facts sir. He killed her on
Thursday night as she was taking a short cut across the playing
field. He said they were actually standing on the touchline when he
did it. He knew the houses were derelict so he dragged her into
that shed thinking it would be a very long time before she was
discovered."

 "But that can't be right, I met her on Saturday. She
touched me, she was cold as ice but as solid as you or I
Inspector."

 "You're absolutely positive of the day?"

 "I went to watch my team lose the game. She was standing
on the touchline -  " You'll find me there she had said,
suddenly Mike realised why she had used that expression. He
shivered as he remembered Angela standing next to him, the bright
winter sun highlighting her golden hair but casting no shadow
alongside his own.
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