
JANE 

Chapter One – February 2017 

 

 A chill wind blew off the river Thames as Jane Raven and her brother 

Martin headed towards The London Eye. As children, growing up in Surrey, 

their disinterested parents had denied them trips to the capital in favour of visits 

to boring aunts in Cornwall, and so the siblings had promised to do all the 

things tourists did when they grew up and had money of their own. Of course 

life had got in the way and they’d never gone anywhere together. But today 

was Martin’s fiftieth birthday and so Jane decided to treat him to a showing of 

Rear Window at the Prince Charles Cinema, followed by a trip on the London 

Eye - something Martin had always wanted to do. Jane had done it a couple of 

times before, once for Beth’s tenth birthday in 2008 and then again for Flick’s 

thirteenth birthday in 2009, but with children it was always about them - 

answering their questions and making sure they didn’t hurt themselves. But 

today she could enjoy it for herself. 

 She found Martin’s excitement contagious as they made their way 

amongst the foreign tourists and parents trying to control their children, to the 

huge Ferris wheel that was now a staple of the London landscape. 

 “Just how high do you reckon it is?” Martin said, looking up. 

 “Four hundred and forty two feet,” Jane sighed. “Naturally the first time 

we went on it, Neil did his research so he could look like Daddy Clever to the 

girls.” 

 “It looks higher than that. How far do you reckon we’ll be able to see?” 

 “In this weather? Blackfriars Station is probably a little ambitious! Still, 

you might do better with those.” She flicked the battered old box that hung 

around his neck. His friend had donated his ancient pair of binoculars, after 

Martin had bored him rigid with his excitement at going on the Eye. Jane 

doubted he would be able to see very far; but it pleased him to think he would 

be able to view into the gardens of Buckingham Palace and see the Queen 

walking the corgis, so she left him to it. 

 Jane made up her mind that they were going for a coffee once they’d 

finished the ride. It was freezing today and she wished her brother’s birthday 

was in August instead. At least then there wouldn’t be a cruel Easterly wind 

coming from the Thames, and her fingers wouldn’t feel as though they were 

about to drop off.  

 They walked along the line, and up the slope, milling about with the 

people who would be sharing their pod. The only other English speakers were 



the pair of middle aged women in front. One wore a bright red coat and was 

chatting excitedly to her diminutive friend who was wearing a gold puffa 

jacket and looked as if she wanted to be anywhere but here. 

 Finally they were let through the gates and Martin leapt onto the pod first, 

holding out his hand and helping Jane on. The pod was narrow but the glass 

created an illusion of space. Some people clambered for the wooden seat in the 

middle, and Jane guessed these were the ones who’d been press-ganged into 

doing it. Martin went over to the far side, looking north of the river, where not 

much was visible. As they climbed into the air, and London and the people 

below turned into dots, Martin took out his binoculars, while Jane checked her 

phone for messages. It was a Sunday, why would the company who she’d gone 

for a job with, contact her today? Besides, who’d employ a woman of forty six 

who hadn’t worked for twenty years? The truth was, they weren’t ignoring her. 

They had probably forgotten her the moment she walked out the door. 

 “Come and have a look at this,” Martin called. “Some bloke’s getting 

arrested.”  

 Jane joined him and took the binoculars. It took some time to adjust to the 

magnification of the lenses – it had been so long since she’d looked through 

binoculars. A young black man was being arrested on the embankment. One 

police officer was looking in the boot of his Ford Focus car, and the other one 

was handcuffing him across the bonnet. 

 “You wouldn’t be able to look at that on the ground,” Martin laughed. 

“You’d be moved along.” 

 Jane put the binoculars down and looked at her brother. His brown eyes 

were twinkling and full of mischief. The years fell away and they were children 

again. Even though she was the younger one she was always far more sensible. 

She was the one everyone thought would achieve something. Look after 

Martin, Jane.  He’d fall over his own feet if he didn’t have you holding his 

hand…. 

 “You’re supposed to be admiring the nicer sights of London,” she 

laughed. 

 He chuckled, but before he could take the binoculars back, his phone 

started to ring. He indicated to Jane to keep hold of them and he answered it. 

There was a gap in the people gathered on the west side of the pod and so she 

walked over to join them, standing next to the two middle aged women who’d 

been in the queue. Anything beyond Battersea Power Station was obscured by 

the cloudy haze that hung over London, so Jane put her binoculars up to her 

eyes and looked at The Garrett Hotel, next to the London Aquarium. Like a 



voyeur - and someone who had been celibate for far too long - she hoped she 

would catch a couple in flagrante. No one else would be able to see them, just 

her, like she would be in on their delicious secret. 

 She was alerted by movement in one of the windows. The burgundy 

curtains were open, and as Jane adjusted the focus, she could see inside the 

room. A man was lying upon the bed, fully clothed and talking to someone she 

could not see. He was holding up his hand as if defending himself. Then, 

without a pause or a beat, she saw the arms of another man thrust a pillow over 

his face then bury a pistol in it. The man on the bed jerked as a shot was fired 

into the pillow, then became still. Jane looked away at the women beside her. 

The one in the red coat was reading the electronic guide, the one next to her 

was looking through her mobile, taking a picture. 

 “Did you see that?!” Jane cried. 

 The woman nearest to her looked at her, furrowing her brow. 

 “I beg your pardon?” she replied. 

 “Did you see that?” 

 “What?” 

 “A man was just shot in that hotel room.” 

 The woman looked at Jane as if she was insane, and looked away, 

resuming her reading. Jane put the binoculars back up to her eyes and by then 

the pod was level with the hotel window. The man was still lying on the bed, 

the pillow over his face. Jane stumbled over the backpacks on the floor, and 

the feet of people sitting on the bench, to Martin, who was just ending his 

phone-call. 

 “Melody,” he smiled, putting his phone into the pocket of his parka. “She 

wants another date.” 

 “I just saw a man get shot!” Jane whispered loudly. 

 “What?” he smirked. Jane grabbed his sleeve and pulled him over to the 

other side of the pod, thrusting the binoculars at him. “Look into the top left 

hand window of The Garrett.” 

 Martin did as she said, but Jane realised the pod had moved too low down 

for him to see anything. 

 “There’s nothing there,” he said. “It’s happening again isn’t it?” 

 “What is?” 

 “Do you remember when we saw Watership Down when we were kids? 

You were convinced Cousin Jamie’s rabbit was able to talk.” 

 “I was ten!” she replied. 



 “You’ve just been to see Rear Window and you’ve now convinced 

yourself that you saw someone get shot.” 

 “I did see it!” 

 “Okay, when we get off here, we’ll go into the hotel and ask if there’s a 

film being made in there or something.” He put his arm around her shoulder 

and pulled her to him, kissing the side of her head. “You’ve been under a lot 

of stress lately, sis. You’re tired. I know today is supposed to be about me, but 

let me look after you. Let’s go and have a proper drink afterwards.” 

 “I need to go to that hotel first,” she said, hating that she felt as though 

she was going mad. Martin let go of her and walked over to the east side of the 

pod, looking out to St Paul’s and the few landmarks that could be seen beyond 

it. Jane stood looking at her fellow travellers, feeling as though there was an 

invisible shield that divided her from them. No one else had seen what she had. 

Was she going mad? She thought she had come so far, but now it was as though 

she had taken several steps backwards. 

 The journey was finally over and Jane couldn’t wait to disembark. Martin 

was saying something about wanting to go back round again, but Jane could 

barely hear him. She just pushed past everyone, wanting to get to the hotel as 

soon as possible, just prove herself right. 

 “Are you sure you should be doing this, sis?” Martin asked. “Someone 

would have heard something, and the police would be here by how.” 

 “But he put a pillow over the man’s face. It would have silenced the gun.” 

 “Okay, if it makes you happy,” Martin smiled. “Come on, let’s check it 

out.” 

 Jane felt as indulged and patronised as when the girls were little, and 

Flick, in particular, would convince herself that someone was hiding under her 

bed and Jane and Neil would take it in turns throughout the night to check for 

her. Now Jane was the one looking for the Bogeyman and Martin hadn’t the 

heart to tell her he was just going along with it to stop her creating a scene. 
 
 The Garrett was a huge hotel adjacent to County Hall. Jane knew the 

building well. When she’d gone to work for the Ministry of Defence on leaving 

school, it had been one of the department’s secret buildings. And even those 

who worked for the MoD weren’t quite sure what went on there. But with the 

government shake up in 2010 they’d been forced to sell it off and it was now 

a hotel. There was still something of the civil service about it – the grandiose 

portico and heavy wooden doors with gold handles. Most civil service 

buildings looked spectacular on the outside, but inside they would be stark and 

oppressive. Like the outside celebrated the best of capitalism, but inside was a 



nod to the Soviet Union. Now, with government departments streamlined, 

these buildings were being sold off and snapped up by foreign companies, 

eager to make the most of  a bit of British Cold War history. 

 By the open wooden doors stood a concierge in a smart grey suit. He 

welcomed Jane and Martin as they stepped into the lobby, which was modern 

and glamorous, with marble fittings, polished floors and subtle lighting. A 

pianist was in the corner, playing a jazz version of a Muse song. Everything 

was so peaceful and calm. Was no one aware that a murder had taken place 

five floors above? 

 The receptionist was a young girl not much older than Flick. Her blonde 

hair was poker straight, her make-up immaculate. The brass name badge she 

wore upon her navy jacket bore the name Oksana. 

 “Can I help you madam?” she asked in a Slavic accent, her smile not 

reaching her icy blue eyes. 

 “Who is staying on the fifth floor?” Jane asked. 

 “I beg your pardon?” 

 “Who is staying on the fifth floor?” 

 “I’m afraid I cannot give away information like that. Are you looking for 

a room?” 

 “I was just on the London Eye and I saw something….Do you have a 

manager I can speak to?” 

 “Come on Jane,” Martin said softly, laying his hand upon her arm. 

“You’ve clearly got the wrong end of the stick.” 

 “I know what I saw,” she snapped, yanking her arm away. She returned 

her attention to the girl. “Can I speak to your manager?” 

 With a sigh, Oksana got down from her seat and went into the open door 

behind her. Jane looked around, wondering if one of the many men milling 

about, making phone calls or reading things on their iPads were indeed the 

assassin. 

 Soon Oksana emerged, followed by a tall, slim, well-dressed man in his 

mid-thirties. His wavy dark hair was swept back from his brow and he looked 

down his hooked nose as if dealing with the public was an unpleasant part of 

his job. 

 “Can I help you madam?” he asked. His accent was English and cut-glass 

and Jane wondered what someone like this was doing working in a job that 

probably paid not much more than the minimum wage. 

 “Can I have a word in private?” Jane asked. 

 “Please, come into my office,” he said, finally managing to smile. 



 Jane and Martin followed him into a small, tidy office that had none of 

the opulence of the main part of the hotel. Upon a desk was an older model 

laptop; a radio was playing a Whitney Houston song, and Jane noticed a 

Greggs bag sticking out of the waste paper bin. Not so classy after all. 

 “Justin Irving,” he said, offering his hand. 

 “Jane Raven,” she replied, shaking it. “This is my brother, Martin 

Harding. We were just on the London Eye. My brother lent me his binoculars 

and I saw a murder taking place in one of the rooms here.” 

 Irving did little to mask the smirk on his face and Jane suddenly felt very 

stupid. It was irrelevant that she stood five foot ten in her flat shoes, she 

suddenly felt two inches tall.  

 “A man was lying on the bed close to the window. Another man put a 

pillow over his face and shot him in the head.” 

 “And you saw this clearly?” 

 “Yes, as I said, I was looking through my brother’s binoculars.” 

 “Did anyone else see anything?” 

 “No. But none of them had binoculars. Please, can we just go and check?”

  

 “Of course. Which floor would it have been?” 

 “The fifth.” 

 “Okay, let’s go and have a look.” 

 Jane felt a little shocked that he was now taking her seriously. He walked 

determinedly out of the office, and she and Martin stumbled along behind him. 

 “You must think me crazy,” she said, as they headed for the bank of lifts 

at the back of the lobby. 

 “Not at all. One sees such absurd things from high up. A guest once said 

he’d seen right inside the windows of the Houses of Parliament from the top 

of the Eye.” 

 Jane guessed he was trying to placate her, but she smiled along with him 

and so did Martin. The lift whooshed smoothly to the fifth floor, before 

stopping and opening out onto a corridor. It looked perfectly innocuous, with 

patterned carpets, cream walls and doors with electronic key locks on them. 

But that didn’t mean a thing. 

 “Okay, approximately which room was it?” Irving asked. 

 Jane turned around to get her bearings, mentally working out which room 

the London Eye would have been level with. 

 “I would say that it would be the second one from the end,” she said. “On 

the right hand side.” 



 “Very well,” he nodded. 

 He walked off, and Jane followed, her heart beating rapidly, wondering 

what they were going to find. What if there was some sort of maniac in there, 

waiting to pop off whoever crossed his path? Maybe he was going from room 

to room, putting pillows over the faces of people and killing them. 

 “Shouldn’t we call for the police first?” Jane fretted. “There could be 

someone dangerous here.” 

 “There are alarms fitted to every wall socket,” Irving smiled. “You’ll be 

in no danger.” 

 He swiped the key fob and the door opened with a gentle click. He entered 

the room and opened the door wide for Jane and Martin to see it was an 

ordinary, empty hotel room. The bed was perfectly made, there was no smell 

of cordite or signs of a disturbance. Up the window hung the burgundy curtains 

through which Jane had witnessed the alleged horror. Indeed, no more than 

fifty metres away was the London Eye itself. 

 “What about the room next door?” she asked, immediately regretting it. 

As if she hadn’t made herself look stupid enough…… 

 “It’s occupied but I can certainly knock and see if they heard or saw 

anything.” 

 “That won’t be necessary,” Martin said. 

 “No, let’s put Ms Raven’s mind at rest.” 

 Irving knocked on the door and within moments it opened. A Thai girl 

emerged, pushing a laundry basket. She made eye contact with Irving but did 

not return his smile. She was followed out by a man of middle-age, wearing a 

shirt and trousers. His dark hair was tousled, as if he had just got out of bed. 

 “Can I help you?” he asked. He was American. 

 “Er yes, this lady is a guest and she thought she heard a commotion from 

one of these rooms. Did you hear anything?” 

 “I’ve just got out of the shower,” the main smiled. He was handsome in a 

rugged sort of way. “I didn’t even hear the maid stripping my bed.” 

 “Of course you didn’t sir, please accept my apologies.” 

 “Hey no worries.” He fixed his dark brown eyes on Jane and she felt 

naked, exposed and stupid. The situation had become quite ridiculous. “What 

did you hear, honey?” he asked. 

 “A-A gunshot. I know, it sounds stupid.” 

 “Hey, in the times we are living in, there’s nothing wrong with being 

vigilant. But I didn’t hear anything.” 

 “Thank you sir,” Irving said. “Sorry to have troubled you.” 



 “No problem.” 

 He shut the door and Jane couldn’t walk away fast enough. 

 “I’m sorry for wasting your time,” she said to Irving. “I was probably 

seeing things.” 

 “Not to worry, Ms Raven. I’m glad I could put your mind at rest.” 

 Jane walked swiftly away from the hotel. She felt a fool and overwhelmed 

by the creeping worry that everything was starting to unravel again. She could 

see by the look on Martin’s face, he was thinking the same thing. 

 “Why don’t we get a bus to Oxford Street and have some tea in 

Selfridges?” he suggested. “My treat.” 

 “Like Aunty Dot used to do?” 

 “Yes, just like Aunty Dot. Look, you made a mistake, sis. It could happen 

to any of us.” 

 “I saw it Martin. I saw a man get shot. I may be mad but I know what I 

saw. I just wish I could prove it.” 
 


