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Foreword

In the year 1918, just before the end of the Great War, an infl uenza 

pandemic struck, killing between forty and one hundred million 

people worldwide.

Are we ready should a similar, or even more virulent, strain 

appear amongst us?
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Chapter One

28 July 2018

270 miles east of Beijing, China

Th e old woman sat humming quietly on a stool beside the bed 

as the evening shadows gradually lengthened. It was a peculiarly 

tuneless sound, a hauntingly lonely noise in an atmosphere of 

quiet, broken only by the wracking cough of her man lying 

sweating on the untidy homemade bed in the corner.

Since a few hours after they returned from the market nearly 

two days before she watched, knowing, as her husband lay 

coughing his life away. At fi rst they thought it was just a seasonal 

chill that he had picked up from someone in the market. She 

knew now that it was going to kill him.

Th ey had been together for over forty years, since her father 

sold her to him for a pair of goats. Th ey were together as their 

only child was born. Just as together, they ran their small chicken 

farm. She was one of the lucky ones; he was a kind and gentle 

man, even when it had been a struggle to keep them in food.

Th e child, a daughter, already prematurely aged by the 

continual fi ght to survive, was lying on the thin mattress on the 

other side of the poorly furnished room. Th ey had never had 
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enough money to fi nd her a good husband so she was still with 

them.

Her coughing had started in the early hours of the previous 

morning, and she was steadily getting worse, faster even than 

the old man, her father. She was also dying. Th e old woman 

understood this now. Neither of them would live to see another 

sunrise.

Th e old woman turned her head back to the man as she heard 

the fl uid in his cough, as if his lungs were full of water, a choking, 

bubbling sound. Suddenly, as she watched, he coughed, one last 

drawn out, wracking hack, gasping as he tried desperately to draw 

another breath, but it was his last. Suddenly his body convulsed 

as if in fright, before giving off  a long, almost relaxing sigh that 

reminded her of the sound of rain on the small window. It was 

all over. He lay still in the quiet of death.

Th e old woman stood wearily from the stool and went to pull 

the threadbare blanket to cover his face. As she leant over him 

she gave a small cough, then a slightly bigger, more rasping one. 

Th at was when, with the fatalism of the poor, she accepted that 

she would soon be with her husband and daughter in death, just 

as they had all been together in life.



3

Chapter Two

12 August 2018

Th e Old Bailey, London

Jesus, I still can’t believe this is happening to me! How can I be charged 

with a murder? I didn’t do it. I’m a doctor, dammit! I don’t kill things 

deliberately, not even a spider. I save lives. You see fi lms of this sort 

of thing, but you don’t really believe it could happen in real life. It’s 

all make believe. Trouble is it has happened – still is happening! Th ey 

can’t fi n–. No. No! No way can they fi nd me guilty.

‘Th e court will rise.’

Here’s the judge.

Th e jury is coming back. Th ey must have already made a decision. 

Didn’t think they’d be this quick. Is it a good sign or bad? Oh God, I’m 

sweating like hell. Sir James still seems confi dent. And he is supposed 

to be one of the best barristers there is, so he should know. According 

to him, the evidence is all circumstantial. So, that begs the question, 

why then am I here?

God, I’m really sweating now. Th is is it. Th e jury is all back in. 

Well, I’ll know in a few minutes. Funny, they all look so ordinary 

they could almost be my neighbours. Th e foreman can only be about 

thirty, which seems a bit young to take the responsibility for a man’s 

future – or the lack of it. Th ere again, I suppose I could say the same 
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about myself. As a doctor I have a responsibility for people’s lives. If 

I make a mistake it costs somebody a damn sight more than a jail 

sentence.

Th ank God it will all be over soon and I can get back to living a 

normal life – if you can call it normal. I’m not sure if I know what 

normal is any more. Elaine’s dead, and my practice, to all intents and 

purposes, is destroyed. It’s going to take a lot of work fi nding another 

one that will accept me after this little lot. As they say, even innocent 

the mud still sticks.

Little Ben’s birthday is next week; two years old and yet it only 

seems ten minutes since we were celebrating his birth. Poor little sod 

must be wondering what is happening to him, wondering where his 

mum and dad are. Still, I’ll spend a few weeks with him before I 

decide how to put my life together again.

Jesus. But what if they do fi nd me guilty? What will happen to 

him then? No, this is British justice. Th ey can’t. I didn’t do it!

‘Members of the jury, have you reached your decision?’

Oh God, this is it.

‘We have, Your Honour.’

‘On the charge of murder, how do you fi nd the defendant, 

guilty or not guilty?’

‘Guilty as charged, Your Honour.’

What? Christ no, it can’t be! I didn’t do it!

‘Is this the verdict of you all?’

‘It is, my lord.’

God, no! Please, no! Help me, Sir James!

‘Th e defendant will stand.’

Good God. Th is can’t be happening.
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‘Peter Francis Wykes, on the evidence presented before this 

court, you have been found guilty that on the third of March 2017 

you did wilfully murder your wife, Elaine Elizabeth Wykes, and it 

is now my duty as judge of the high court to pass sentence on you.’

‘I didn’t do it, Your Honour, I wasn’t–’

‘Th e defendant will remain silent! For a man of your standing 

in the community, this is a particularly heinous crime and the 

sentence must refl ect that, to protect the public and deter others 

who may be of a similar inclination. In my position as judge of 

this court, I must protect the public from exposure to a man 

who committed such a crime. On the evidence presented, albeit 

circumstantial, I must wholly concur with the fi ndings of the jury 

and must therefore sentence you appropriately. I am sentencing 

you to life imprisonment in one of Her Majesty’s jails, with the 

recommendation that you serve at least fi fteen years before being 

considered for parole. I hope you will use your time in jail to 

consider your crime and that you will ask God’s forgiveness for 

what you have done.’

God, I don’t believe it!

‘Yes, Sir James?’

‘Th e defence moves for leave to appeal.’

‘Unless you can come up with more evidence to refute the 

fi ndings of this court, the bench sees nothing in the evidence 

to justify wasting the appeal courts’ time. However, as the law 

stands, it is his right to appeal.’

No. I’m dreaming. It’s not happening. It can’t be. I didn’t do it. I 

loved Elaine. I wouldn’t harm her, but they didn’t believe me. Nobody 

seems to listen when I tell them I didn’t do it. Th at can’t be right. Th ey 
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can’t send me to jail. Fifteen years – God, I’ll be forty-four before even 

being considered for parole!

‘Does the prisoner wish to make a statement?’

‘I didn’t do it, dammit! I didn’t… You can’t send me to jail for 

something I didn’t do – you can’t. I loved my wife. Let go of me!’

Dammit, what’s he pulling me back for? I’ve got to make them 

understand, make them believe me! He’s pulling me back to the seat. 

It’s not right!

‘No! No, Your Honour!’

‘Bailiff , take the prisoner away.’

Why doesn’t he let go of my arm?

‘Let go of me!’

‘Come along, Mr Wykes. Let’s not get stroppy.’

‘No, let go! Get off ! I must speak to Sir James. Where are 

you taking me?’

‘Just down the corridor while we sort out the paperwork. 

Please, Mr Wykes, we don’t want to have to use force but will if 

you don’t calm down.’

‘I’m sorry. But please let me speak to Sir James.’

‘All in good time. We’ll get the paperwork sorted and then 

we’ll see if you can speak to him. But fi rst, the quicker we get the 

paperwork done the quicker you’ll be able to speak to him. So 

let’s not get ourselves into even more trouble.’

‘But you don’t understand. I didn’t do it! I didn’t!’

‘Well, you can speak to Sir James about that later, but the 

more you resist the later it’ll be before you see him.’

How can this be happening? I’m not dreaming, but I feel like I am. 

It’s like my brain is misted…doesn’t accept…can’t. Hell, I can’t even think 
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straight! Every way I turn it’s like walking into an invisible rubber 

wall that gives but won’t let me through. Panic. Th at’s it. I’m panicking. 

Must stop panicking and think clearly. Sir James said he would sort it 

out. Bloody barrister, he said they wouldn’t convict me in the fi rst place!

Dammit, I’ll wake up soon. I must be asleep. Jesus, I hope I am asleep.

‘Please wait in here.’

Th is is all happening too fast. My head is spinning and I can’t 

bloody think. Don’t seem able to think clearly.

I’ll just go and… Oh…no handle on the door, just a little peephole. 

Sir James. Sir Bloody James. God, I think I’m going mad. Sick. Christ 

I’m going to be sick! Toilet in the corner.

GAAHH!

At least, thank God, I didn’t have much breakfast.

God, my head is spinning and I can’t stop shivering. Foul taste. 

Could do with a drink…and a fag…for the fi rst time in years I could 

do with a fag. Sit down. God, my stomach is still churning. No one 

to help me. Don’t start panicking again! Just sit and think, dammit. 

You’re supposed to be bright, enough to become a doctor anyway.

Th ink. Get your mind working! God, I’ve never felt so…so bloody 

helpless. It’s no good calling on God. If it was, you wouldn’t be here 

in the fi rst place. I’ve never felt so frustrated in all my life. Why the 

Christ don’t they believe me?

Panicking isn’t going to help you. You’ve got to think and think hard.

OUCH! Well, I doubt kicking the wall will help you to think 

clearly! Th is room deserves a good kicking. It’s a horrible colour, a 

brighter shade of pukey green. Smells of stale cigarette smoke as well. 

Is this the sort of cell that I’m going to be looking at for the next fi fteen 

years?
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Bloody hell! What does it matter what colour the bloody room is or 

how it smells! Stop it. Crazy inconsequential thinking like that won’t 

help you. Just sit down and calm down.

Th at’s better. And stop bloody shaking while you’re at it. Breathe 

deeply. Legs still feel like jelly. I think I’d better sit down again. 

Breathe deeply…and again. Just keep calm and wait for that bloody 

barrister.

Seven feet by twelve. I wonder if that is typical of cell sizes 

in British jails. Or is just for holding cells in courthouses? I 

could still do with a fag. Silly really, six years without them 

and the fi rst thing I want in a crisis is a fag – must be the smell 

in here. Elaine would have said it’s just a prop, and she’d be 

right – would have been right. But I could still smoke one, prop 

or not!

God, how long will they keep me here? Bloody Bill Lochran will 

be laughing all over his face. He always wanted me out so he could be 

next in line for the practice. Could he have done it? No, he may be a 

social climber and low on morals, but I doubt he would stretch as far 

as murder. Who could have done it? Whoever it was, I only missed 

him by seconds. Elaine’s wounds were still bleeding. We’ll never 

know now, I suppose. Police won’t bother any more now they’ve got 

a conviction.

Footsteps. At last, there’s the key in the door. Damn, it’s the bloody 

bailiff  again!

‘Have you spoken to Sir James yet?’ 

‘If you’ll come with me, I’ll take you to see him now.’

Seems strange, almost rude – no sir or Mr Wykes now. I suppose 

I’ll have to get used to it. I’m just a prison number now. Long corridor, 
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and of course the same drab paint. Probably don’t want to make it too 

pleasant. Get you used to it straight away, I suppose.

‘In here and sit down. Sir James will be with you in a few 

minutes.’

Th ere’s a guard on the door. God! Th at really is going to be the 

worst, no privacy!

Stop it! You’re already starting to think the worst. Of course 

I’m thinking the worst – I’ve just been sentenced to a minimum 

of fi fteen bloody years in jail for a murder I didn’t bloody well 

commit.

Where is Sir James? It must be at least half a… Oh God, only 

fi ve minutes. It doesn’t seem possible. Is this what the beginning 

of fi fteen years feels like? I can hardly comprehend that sort of 

time period all in one place. What if I’m put in with somebody 

I don’t like or, worse, doesn’t like me! Might even be a puff  or 

something. Are you allowed to change cells? Or is that part of the 

punishment?

Where is he…where…where? Doesn’t he care now that it’s over? 

Next case please.

I think I’m going to be sick again.

GAAHH!

Dry. Christ, my stomach hurts! Th ere’s nothing left in there to 

bring up. Take deep, slow breaths. Breathe deeply like you always tell 

your patients.

Seven minutes!

Ah, Sir James. At last, he’s here! About bloody time!

‘What is happening, Sir James? Th ey can’t keep me here. You 

know I didn’t do it!
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‘Calm down please, Mr Wykes.’

‘Mr Wykes? Mr Wykes? What happened to the Peter of a 

couple of hours ago? Have I suddenly sprouted horns, become 

another lost case to you?’

‘Please, Peter, shouting is not going to help. Calm yourself. 

We’re already looking at ways to get your case reviewed, but it 

will take time so you must be patient.’

‘Be patient? Be patient? Christ! By patient you mean sit 

in jail for a few months or years and pray we win the appeal! 

Meanwhile, the real killer sits out there and laughs at us – the 

law, me, everything. You told me they couldn’t convict me on 

the evidence but you were wrong, so why should I believe you 

now? Calm down you say. Don’t tell me to calm down. It’s 

not you that’s facing fi fteen years in jail for a crime you didn’t 

commit! Tell me what you can do that you haven’t already done. 

What guarantee can you give me that you will ever fi nd enough 

evidence that I didn’t do it and fi nd the man who really did it? 

You can’t, can you? Christ, if only for Elaine’s sake, you have got 

to fi nd him.’

‘I can only say we will do our utmost for you and to fi nd the 

killer, but you must give us time, and it must be done under the 

provisions of the law.’

God, this is hopeless. Th ere’s nothing I can do, and he’s just talking 

to keep me quiet. Look at his face. He doesn’t think it will work, but 

there again the bastard’s not looking at fi fteen years in jail. If I accept 

it then everybody will say I’m guilty and I deserve what I get, but if I 

argue then I’ll probably, almost certainly, be classed as a troublemaker. 

I doubt that people classed as troublemakers have a happy time in Her 
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Majesty’s jails. And the fi fteen years is only a minimum – it could be 

a lot longer! So I lose either way.

‘What do you expect me to do, just sit here and accept fi fteen 

years in jail for a crime I didn’t commit?’

‘I can only ask you to be patient, Peter. You will have to take 

my word that we will continue to do everything possible to 

secure you an appeal.’

‘Do you think it’s possible, or are you just saying that to keep 

me quiet?’

‘Of course it’s possible, but I must stress the need for patience. 

Don’t do anything that will get you into trouble. It will only 

make things that much harder for yourself and for us if you do. 

I will keep you in touch with everything we are doing, but most 

of all, don’t lose hope.’

It’s easy for him to say don’t lose hope; he can go home to wife 

and bed, not to a cell in the nearest bloody jail. Anyway, how am I 

supposed to cause trouble with warders all round ready to beat the 

proverbial out of me if I move even one step out of line?

‘I will see you as soon as we have anything to report, but in 

the meantime, try to be patient. I’ll say goodbye for now, but 

with luck I’ll see you in a couple of days.’

Damn, damn, damn! I don’t suppose I’ll see him again for weeks, 

if at all. So many questions to ask, but when I have the chance my 

brain seems to be totally dysfunctional. God! I didn’t know it was 

possible to feel this frustrated.

‘Th is way, Wykes.’

Same guard. No please, no by your leave, nothing, not even a 

mister. Just a not-so-thinly veiled order. I wonder what they’d do if I 
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told them to sod off . Probably beat hell out of me and I’d certainly still 

end up where they want me.

Back to the same “huge” cell. What happens now I wonder?

‘In a few minutes you will be taken to the nearest prison, in 

this case, Wormwood Scrubs. You will be held there until the 

prison authorities decide where you will serve your sentence, so 

wait here while we sort out a few formalities. A prison guard will 

be along shortly to escort you to the Scrubs.’

Ha! He says wait here – as if I have a choice! Fat chance. I suppose 

I may as well sit down. Th ere’s not much else I can do. My stomach 

feels like it is about to drop through the fl oor. Nerves I suppose…or 

frustration. Maybe both. Certainly both, and a little frightened, more 

than a little. Maybe I’m a coward at heart. All the stories you hear, 

rape and things. God, I hope they aren’t true!

And all of this is because of a conference that I didn’t want to go to 

in the fi rst place. If I hadn’t gone – if, if. Ifs aren’t going to get me out 

of here! True, but if I hadn’t gone, or if I hadn’t stopped for a drink on 

the way home, perhaps Elaine would still be alive and I wouldn’t be 

in this mess. Hell, I only had one beer – expensive bloody beer that’s 

turning out to be.

I still can’t stop shaking and my head feels all kind of…thick…like 

it’s full of cotton wool! And I AM scared! A big, six-foot, rugby-playing 

doctor and I’m shaking like a leaf. Yes, I am scared – damn scared!

I can’t just lie still and accept it. If I do then people will believe 

that I’m guilty and the police won’t bother looking any further for the 

killer. He’ll get away with it and I’ll spend at least fi fteen years in 

jail. I must have got there within seconds of the murder. Maybe he 

was still in the house when I got home and I didn’t see him.
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You’ve been over this a thousand times and it hasn’t done any 

good. Keeps going round and round in my head but I never come up 

with any reasonable answers. I may as we– Oh, someone’s coming! 

Th at’s the lock… Must be time, unless they are going to tell me that’s 

it’s all been a mistake. Huh, fat chance. Christ, but I do wish!

‘Hold out your hands please.’

It’s a policeman this time. Handcuff s. I didn’t expect them. Th ey 

feel cold. He isn’t very big for a policeman. Upholder of the law, ha! 

Th at’s a joke after what’s happened to me this last year. Th ey just 

seemed to decide from the outset that I’d done it and that was it. 

Hmm. He must be two inches shorter than I am and… Don’t even 

consider it; you’d have to be stupid. Th ere must be dozens of police 

about the place, not counting prison guards. Anyway, with my luck 

he’d turn out to be another Bruce Lee. Th ey wouldn’t take any chances.

‘Th is way.’

Same puke-coloured corridor, diff erent direction. Another 

upholder of the law. Ouch! Th at sun is blinding after being in there 

for hours. Th at must be the prison van and two prison guards. Must 

think I’m a desperate criminal. I suppose I am facing fi fteen years 

inside and they don’t know me and, I have to admit, I am beginning 

to feel desperate enough to try almost anything!

‘Get in the van please! Th e seat to the front. No, the one on 

the right side.’ COUGH.

Never thought I would be riding in one of these, at least not in 

these circumstances. Used to call them Black Marias years ago, only 

they aren’t black anymore.

Boom! Odd how you hear the doors closing in this situation. 

Even a small tap seems abnormally loud. Th ey’re taking no chances 
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though. One either side by the doors. Dunno why, because with these 

cuff s on I couldn’t do much even if I was inclined. Got to get past them 

to get out.

Engine’s running already. Must be getting near their lunchtime 

and they’re in a hurry. I’ll be damned if I’m hungry or in a hurry. I’d 

probably puke if I had anything to eat right now.

COUGH. COUGH.

Ugh… Getting cold shivers all down my spine.

‘Have either of you got a cigarette?’

‘Sorry, we don’t smoke. Anyway, smoking isn’t allowed in the 

van. I thought you’re a…used to be a doctor, and smoking is 

supposed to be bad for you.’ Cough.

‘Doesn’t seem very important now in my situation.’

COUGH. COUGH.

‘If you hadn’t been naughty you wouldn’t be in your situation, 

now would you?’

‘I don’t expect you to believe me, but I didn’t do it. No, you 

needn’t bother answering. I know what it will be.’

Well, at least I got a sorry out of him, a bit human at least. Now 

I really could do with a fag though.

We’re moving. I wonder how long it’ll take to get to Wormwood 

Scrubs. Th e longer the better as far as I’m concerned. I don’t want 

to get there at all. Peculiar name that, Wormwood Scrubs. I wonder 

where that comes from. Blimey, does it matter?

I wonder when I’ll get to drive again. I suppose Mum will sell my 

old E Type. God, I loved that old car. At least Ben will benefi t from 

the money, what’s left of it after the barrister’s had his cut. What’ll 

happen to Ben? Will he believe that I didn’t do it? I suppose if he ever 
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gets into any trouble they’ll blame the traumatisation on me. Wish I 

could explain to him that I didn’t do it. I suppose he’s a bit young yet 

to understand.

What about Mum and Dad? Th ey must be going through hell! 

Even though they believe me, they must have some little doubts. Said 

they didn’t but they must have. Perhaps it will bring them together 

again, although I doubt it.

COUGH. COUGH.

Th at damn guard has hardly stopped coughing since we got in 

the van! Practically every few seconds. He hadn’t better ask me about 

it. Flu does seem to be getting a grip everywhere. Still, none of my 

business anymore! Th ey’ll probably try and make me into a gardener 

or carpenter, or something equally daft. Stupid when I’m a trained 

doctor – was a trained doctor. Th ey’ll probably be scared I’ll poison 

everybody or something. He does sound bad though. Ought to see his 

doctor. Ha! Ha! I wonder what sort of facilities they have for keeping 

fi t in jails. I’ll have to keep fi t.

Th irty-fi ve minutes. I wonder how long it takes to get to the jail. 

Go to jail, do not pass go, do not collect two hundred. Th at’s a laugh! 

God, I’d give a damned sight more than two hundred to be back where 

I was two years ago.

COUGH. COUGH. HRRR. COUGH!

‘Wouldn’t have thought…’

COUGH!

‘…that you had much to grin about.’

‘Humour can sometimes be a lot more grim than funny. 

Listen, I know it’s none of my business, but I think you had 

better see your doctor about that cough.’
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‘Had it since yesterday. Just a touch of the fl u, but I am seeing 

my doctor tonight after my shift fi nishes. Anyway, it’s your future 

you should be worrying about, not mine.’ COUGH.

‘It looks like my future is all planned for me for at least the 

next fi fteen years. I still don’t expect you to believe me, but I 

didn’t do it.’

‘What we believe doesn’t come into it. Th e jury decided you 

were guilty and the judge passed sentence.’

COUGH. COUGH.

‘Th at’s all we are concerned about. Basically, we’re just doing 

our jobs.’

Just like the Germans said after the war – ‘Just doing my job.’ Just 

obeying orders. Like they hadn’t the ability to think for themselves. 

Still, I suppose they hear “I didn’t do it” or “I’m not guilty” all 

the time.

SIGH. ‘I know you are. How much longer before we get 

there?’

‘At this time of day about another thirty, thirty-fi ve minutes.’

‘What happens when we get there?’

‘You’ll be processed, but I suggest you wait until we get…’

COUGH. COUGH.

‘…get there instead of asking us. Be a nice surprise for you.’

WHEEZE.

‘Damn this cough.’

Ho, ho, nice surprise my ass. Th irty-fi ve minutes gone already. We 

must be getting close by now.

‘As a doc…sorry, an ex-doctor, I think you should be at home 

in bed before you infect everybody else.’
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‘According to the papers there is a big fl u epidemic in Asia, 

America, and Northern Europe. Hell, the whole world really, so 

I guess it was bound to spread over here. Dying like fl ies in Asia.’

‘Haven’t really read the papers for a couple of days. As you 

can guess, I’ve had other things on my mind. But it is the same 

every winter. You should be all right though, you’re young and 

fi t. It’s usually only the old or very young who are in any danger.’

‘I don’t know, they say it’s a particularly bad strain this year.’

COUGH. COUGH.

‘Apparently…’

WHEEZE.

‘…even antibiotics aren’t having any eff ect on it.’

COUGH.

‘Quite a few dead already! Does seem to be getting worse. 

Hardly a sign of it yesterday, and now it’s just about fl attened me 

and half the country already. We’re stopping. We must be there.’

COUGH.

‘No, stay sat down, Wykes. Th at’s only the outer gate. We’ll 

tell you when to stand up.’

‘Oh, sorry. Hey, your partner looks as if he is going to collapse. 

I’ll have a look at him. He’s going–’

‘Stay where you are, Wykes. It’s not allowed. Anyway, we’re 

there now. Th ey’ll get the jail doctor for him straight away.’

Doors are opening now. Seems I can’t even stand up without 

permission any more. God, I seem to be going from worse to even 

more bloody worse! How can it be such a beautiful day when my life 

is in such a mess?

Hell, that guard does look bad.
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‘Are you sure you don’t want me to have a look at him? Dammit 

man, convicted criminal or not, I was a damned good doctor.’

‘No, thanks all the same. You go with this warder while I get 

the doctor down here.’

‘Th is way, Wykes.’

‘Blimey, aren’t we brusque!’

‘Any more remarks like that, Wykes, and you’ll fi nd out just 

how brusque we can be.’

I wonder if this is a taste of things to come. My only hope is that 

Sir James can get something sorted out. Hopefully fast.

BOOM! CLANG! CLANG! 

It sounded like a cracked bell when that door shut, no tune to it 

at all. Fifteen years in one place. Christ, I don’t think I’ll be able to 

stand it!

‘Okay, Wykes, go and empty your pockets for that gentleman 

behind the counter.’

‘Sign here.’

‘Right, through here and strip.’

‘What? Umm…everything?’

‘Yes, everything. Don’t worry. We’re not after your body – at 

least, not the warders anyway.’

‘Ho, ho, very funny.’

‘Now then, let’s not get cheeky again. Put that vest and shorts 

on. Oh, hi Bill. You’re looking a bit serious. Problem?’
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‘Th at guard that came as an escort with the prison van, he’s in 

quite a bad way and the doc’s out on an emergency. Th e governor 

says to ask Mr Wykes here if he minds having a quick look at 

him for us.’

‘You’re joking! He’s a prisoner, not a doctor anymore. And 

besides, it’s against the rules.’

‘Well, you go and tell that to the governor. I’m sure he’ll 

appreciate it. Anyway, it’s an emergency.’

‘Awright, awright. It ain’t right though. He ain’t been here ten 

minutes and we’re asking favours of him. Destroy all our discipline 

and credibility it will. Hold it, Wykes, you can put your shirt back on.’

‘You just told me to strip.’

‘And now I’m telling you to unstrip. In here you do what you 

are told and when you’re told, unless you want trouble.’

‘We’ve just had a message from the governor that the guard 

that brought you here from court has been taken right poorly 

and the governor wants you to take a look.’

‘Why should I? Where’s the prison doctor? I presume you do 

have one? I thought I wasn’t good enough anymore.’

‘We have a doctor, but he’s on an emergency on the other 

side of the prison so it’ll have to be you, so let’s not get stroppy. 

Come on, move it!’

‘Why should I? I’m not a doctor anymore. I can’t prescribe 

medicines.’

‘As to why, it’s because I told you to. You’re in jail now, and 

if you don’t want trouble and you want to survive, you’ll do as 

you’re told. As for prescribing medicines, if you can tell what’s 

wrong with him the governor can take it from there!’
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‘Seems I have no choice, but the governor’s not allowed to 

make out a prescription either. Okay, I know, just do as I’m told. 

I’m going to need a thermometer. Can one of you get one from 

the prison dispensary? I presume you do have a dispensary – oh, 

and a stethoscope if there is one. Don’t look so worried. I’m not 

going to steal them. Right, show me where he is.’

‘Bill, you take him down to the guard while I go and get what 

he needs.’

‘Th is way, Mr Wykes.’

Oh, ho! So it’s Mr Wykes now, is it?

‘You mustn’t take any notice of old Jason, Doc. He’s one of 

the old school, and he’s due to retire in six months. He’s a bit of 

a tarter, but if you don’t give him any trouble he won’t give you 

any. He’s fair that way. Here we are; we put him in this cell. We 

thought it best to isolate him.’

Hmm…stinks of puke in here.

‘He’s sweating like hell and burning up. I’ve never seen 

the fl u work this quickly before. You’ll have to try and get his 

temperature down. He’s going to need antibiotics. Has he 

vomited at all?’

‘A couple of times, real bad. I threw it down the toilet.’

‘Pity. What did it look like? Was there any blood in it?’

‘Didn’t think to look, sorry. Here’s Jason with your stuff .’

Bloody hell, his temperature’s 105, and his heart sounds like it’s 

going to come through the wall of his chest.

‘You’ll have to get him to hospital immediately. Send for an 

ambulance now and give this note to the attendant who comes 

with it.’
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‘I don’t know…perhaps we should wait for the doc.’

‘Th at’s up to you. You asked me to have a look and I did, 

the rest is up to you. But just remember, his temperature is 105. 

Th at’s practically dead. If he dies, it’s down to you.’

‘What’s going on in here, Bill? Who’s this?’

‘Doc! Th ank goodness you’ve arrived. Th is is Mr Wykes, a 

new inmate. He used to be a doctor, and when you were tied 

up… Well, it was an emergency, so the guv asked if he would 

take a look at this guard. Wykes here, well, he says he needs to 

go to hospital.’

‘Even from here I can see he’s right. Do as he says immediately. 

Wykes? Wykes? Aren’t you the one who was charged with killing 

your wife?’

‘Yes, but I didn’t do it.’

‘If I had a pound for every time I’d heard that.’

‘I know, but in this case it’s true. I didn’t do it!’

‘Okay, okay. Well, I’m Dr John Collier, and if you didn’t do 

it then I’m sorry. I didn’t follow it all in detail, but from what I 

remember of the case, all the evidence was circumstantial. But 

like I said, I’ve heard it so many times. Anyway, thanks for your 

help. I’ll be seeing you soon for your medical. As for now, you’d 

better go with Jason here and get your processing fi nished.’




