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 Donald MacKenzie and The Murder Room




  ››› This title is part of The Murder Room, our series dedicated to making available

  out-of-print or hard-to-find titles by classic crime writers.




  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we

  are obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.




  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent

  of digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for

  decades.




  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid

  twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. ›››
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  Postscript to a Dead Letter




  People in France have forgotten what the press there called L’Affaire Brown. Nevertheless it is Phoebe and Radnor Brown who are responsible for the story that started on

  a highway outside Paris and ended at the Seine Assizes.




  Six people, four men and two women, were tried for murder, abduction, conspiracy and illegal possession of heroin. Their names are Pierre Pelazzi, Commandant Gilles Kerambrun, Salvatore Hollier,

  Guillaume Schmidt, Claire de Pornic and Anne Forbin. A dealer in curios, a retired officer of the Armee de l’Air, two agents of the C.R.S., the Corps Republicain de Securite, an employee of

  the French Foreign Ministry and the widow of a professional gambler.




  All six were sentenced to reclusion criminelle a perpetuite, life-imprisonment.




  They were the patsys. Behind them was a ring that included agents of S.D.E.C.E., the Police Judiciaire, a provincial prefect and a Marseilles banker. Of these, two resigned and one committed

  suicide. Pressure from above buried the rest of the conspiracy. For as Maitre Susini says, as well try to puncture a balloon with a feather as get the Union Corse into Court. So the real criminals,

  the Capus of the Brotherhood, are sipping pastis on the Cannebiere, arranging shipments of heroin as if it were so much currypowder. What follows is the only indictment they will ever have to

  face.




  Savai’i. Western Samoa.




  N.20 runs as straight as a plumbline at that point. The poplars on each side were naked in the grey November afternoon. Most of the traffic was heading for Paris, the cars

  loaded down with children and the paraphernalia of the French weekend excursion. It was Sunday so there were no trucks to contend with. Nevertheless I kept the rented Renault in the slow lane. The

  newscasts promised an imminent snowfall and the cut-and-thrust battle to be home before dark was already on.




  My mind was on the man I had just left. By the time he was twenty-eight, Jean-Paul Texier had directed five movies in France. Any one of them would have made his reputation. He undertook the

  pilgrimage to Hollywood and accepted the accolade. Over the next few years he was responsible for a number of pictures that drew raves in the art houses and bombed on the circuits. At forty-two.

  Texier returned to France with his charm and intelligence somehow unimpaired.




  I make a living writing about people like Jean-Paul for the London Post. It’s a daily that carries what’s called a Profile Page in the weekly magazine-section. I make my own

  choice of subject and the field is wide. I’ve interviewed statesmen, scientists, writers, bank-robbers and jump-jockeys. I look for two qualifications – the subject must be European and

  he has to be outstanding in his field. A year after it started, the Profile Page was fooling everyone in the building, including me. Periodicals from Iceland to Japan were picking up our material

  and a constant stream of fan-mail was coming in. Baxter, my boss, was sufficiently impressed to give me a larger room and a fulltime research-assistant called Misty Farrell.

  ‘Research-assistant’ is an inadequate way of describing the tiny brunette who can think faster in three languages than most people can in one. Without Misty the whole project would have

  fallen apart.




  There was no radio in the car, nothing to do after settling with Texier but drive with one eye on the traffic that was barrelling by. The copy on Jean-Paul put me two weeks ahead of schedule and

  I was in no hurry to get back to London. I’ve been renting a two-room apartment in Chelsea for the last few years but it’s a pad, not a home. Most of the time, I’m round at

  Misty’s place. But this was Paris and Ilinka was expecting me for dinner.




  It was getting on for four o’clock as I drove through Chapelle-Noisy, a shuttered deserted place with the defeated appearance of a French village on a winter afternoon. I was halfway

  across the central square when I noticed a police-wagon parked behind some poplars. I put my foot firmly on the brake-pedal. Neither guile nor bribery will get you off the hook with the French

  traffic-police. I was out of town but still doing a modest thirty miles an hour when a red mini showed up on the grass shoulder ahead. I trod on the brake again. They tell you never to stop for

  hitch-hikers, especially if there’s a goodlooking chick in evidence. It’s the sort of advice I rarely seem to take. I walked back to the small stalled car. The hood was up, the girl

  bent over looking into the motor. She straightened up as I neared, pushing blonde-streaked hair out of her eyes. She was about five feet eight and wearing a tan polo coat. The left sleeve was

  oil-streaked where she’d been playing around with the works. I learned my French the hard way, three nights a week at the Berlitz School of Languages. The result is fair if you’re

  charitable about the syntax. I flashed a smile to give her confidence.




  ‘Bonjour, Mademoiselle. Il y a des problemes?’




  Texier’s country place is in the Bois de Verrieres. He keeps a few horses there. I’d driven down for lunch dressed in corduroy slacks and a heavy sweater. Both had picked up a fair

  amount of straw on the tour through the stables and there was dung on my shoes. The girl took a closer look at me.




  ‘Do you speak English?’ Her accent was gently Southern, her eyes almost violet.




  ‘I certainly do,’ I said. ‘What seems to be the trouble?’




  She hesitated for a moment. I put her nervousness down to the fact that she too had heard stories, the ones about not accepting help from strangers. Except that she wasn’t alone. A man was

  sitting on the back seat of the mini. I could see the upper half of his body, a thin face, hair a good deal shorter than mine and heavy spectacles. The girl stepped across my line of vision.




  ‘I can’t imagine what’s wrong. The motor started missing a few miles back. We just about managed to crawl on to the shoulder then it died completely.’




  I walked round to the door on the driver’s side. The fuel-gauge showed the tank to be nearly full. The man in the back watched me warily without speaking. I came round the front again and

  yanked off one of the spark-leads.




  ‘Hit the motor!’ I called. The guy made no move.




  ‘He doesn’t speak English,’ the girl said. ‘I’ll get it.’




  She was wearing no wedding-ring. I figured him as her boyfriend. She stationed herself behind the wheel and switched on the starter. A spark bounced off the cylinder-head. I clipped the lead

  back and tried the other sparkplugs. All functioned.




  ‘Hit it again,’ I said. ‘Keep your foot down. The motor might be flooded.’




  She stared out as the motor churned uselessly. The sound of the battery told me that it was dying. I dropped the hood and wiped my hands.




  ‘I’m out of ideas. You need a mechanic. There’s a gas-station a couple of miles up the highway. You want me to send someone out?’




  She left the car and hurried towards me, brushing her hair away with the same quick gesture. She looked from the stream of traffic to the gathering darkness in the fields beyond.




  ‘That would take too long. We have to be in Paris.’




  It wasn’t a direct request but I understood. ‘No problem,’ I said, indicating the Renault. ‘Tell your friend to jump in.’




  Once out of the car, he was taller than I expected, wearing a red-and-grey mackinaw over a shirt without a tie. He threw a blue canvas bag on the rear seat and climbed in after it. The girl

  dropped in beside me. She’d left the mini unlocked and without lights but that was her business. I waited, indicators flashing, for an opportunity to case back on to the highway.




  ‘I’m making for the Place des Vosges – any good to you?’




  She shook her head quickly. ‘I guess not, thanks. If you’d just let us off at the first Metro station . . .’




  Her fingers were working all the time, I noticed. The only jewellery she wore was an old-fashioned silver watch on a thin leather strap. I couldn’t make up my mind about their

  relationship. They were both on edge, unwilling to speak to one another. A lover’s quarrel, I decided. A cortege of police-cars bore down on us, coming from the opposite direction. The noise

  of the double-noted sirens was deafening. The outriders on motorcycles looked like spacemen in their masked helmets and black leather coats. They rode the dividing strip, waving traffic over as

  they came. The cars in front of me jammed into the slower lanes, scattered by the flying phalanx. A DS Safari swerved, forcing me up on the grass shoulder. The front wheel of the Renault ploughed

  into the soft earth. Mud spattered the windshield. I hung on desperately, hearing the blaring horns behind. The car shuddered then righted itself. I swallowed hard, realising that a few more inches

  and the Renault would have been travelling on its side. The guy behind me had whipped off his spectacles ready for the crash we had all expected. The girl’s feet were digging into the

  floorboards and her eyes were shut tight. The cars ahead sorted themselves out and I managed a shaky grin.




  ‘That would have been my fault, of course.’




  Neither of them answered. Billboards bathed in sickly yellow gave way to vast suburban complexes, bleak concrete oblongs dotted with lighted windows. We were through Montrouge and at the Port

  d’Orleans before the girl came to life.




  ‘Would you like to let us off here, please?’




  There was an orange shield at the top of some steps. METROPOLITAIN. I pulled up in front of it. It was a dreary scene. Neon signs blinking on empty expanses of

  near-freezing sidewalks.




  ‘You’re sure?’ I insisted.




  She seemed to hesitate then turned up her coat and opened the door on her side. Her partner was out of the car almost as quickly as she was. Both of them put their heads down and ran for the

  steps without looking back. Neither of my passengers had offered as much as a smile or a word of thanks. I started the motor again, putting them out of my mind. A reflection in a store-window

  caught my eye as I waited for the next set of traffic-signals. I turned my head and saw the girl waving frantically. I waved back, glad that she had remembered her manners. Her boyfriend appeared.

  There seemed to be a brief argument and then they were both gone again. The green light released me. The Renault was halfway across the intersection when I noticed an unfamiliar shape on the back

  seat. I knew now why she had been waving. They’d left the blue canvas bag behind. There were no cops in sight so I made a U-turn, parked and ran down the Metro steps taking the bag with me.

  The station was empty except for a crone dressed in some ghastly parody of a ticket-collector’s uniform.




  ‘Deux personnes,’ I gasped. I was twelve pounds overweight and breathless from the run. ‘Un homme et une femme.’




  ‘Billet,’ she barked, jaws opening and shutting like a shark’s.




  There was nothing for it but to take the bag back to the car and open it. I was hoping to find a name, an address. Inside was a pair of striped flannel pyjamas and some felt-soled slippers, the

  sort of thing worn by old men in the mountains. It seemed an odd piece of packing for a lovers’ weekend. They didn’t even have a toothbrush between them. I closed the bag and threw it

  on the back seat. As a boy scout I was out of practice. The hotel concierge could return the bag to the police.




  It was almost six by the time I finally reached the Place des Vosges. To my mind it’s the loveliest square in Paris. The lights were on, adding softness to seventeenth-century redbrick

  facades faced with stone. There are cloistered walks, trees in a central square and a fountain at each corner. Gunn’s Hotel is close to the Victor Hugo Museum. There isn’t another hotel

  like it in Paris, probably not in the whole of France. A stranger has no more chance of finding a bed there than he would in Buckingham Palace. There are ten rooms, a bar, no restaurant. The only

  food served is breakfast. Most of the space is rented on a permanent basis by expensive-looking ladies who mind their own business. As far as that goes, everyone at Gunn’s is a model of

  discretion, including the owner. Most nights of the week, you’ll see a few civil-servants in the bar, cops from the vice-squad, some high-echelon gangsters. Despite the dissimilarity

  there’s never any trouble. They’re all members of the Union Corse, the secret society that controls the vice and drug rackets throughout the whole of France. Gunn’s isn’t

  cheap but they’ll launder a shirt for you in twenty minutes and hold an account for a year if necessary. They’ve nursed me through a fever-ridden bout of pleurisy and rumour has it that

  the same doctor will heal a gunshot wound without asking questions. George Gunn owns the place.




  The way it is with him and me is that we both grew up in the Caledonian Orphanage, Bruce County, Ontario. George is five years older than I am, just the right age for his exploits to have

  impressed me at a receptive time in my life. In those days, the orphanage used to supply cheap labour to local farmers. Any boy over fifteen put in a twelve-hour day in the fields or barns and did

  his schoolwork at night. The pay was two-and-a-half dollars a week. The governors of the orphanage copped the rest in payment for the inmates keep. About the time that George went to pick apples

  for the Elton Fruit Farms, I was struggling with the subtleties of English grammar. Three months later George took off with the farm-manager’s daughter, aged seventeen, and the contents of

  the office safe. The R.C.M.P. picked them up at Hamilton bus-depot, daughter and money intact. I remember clearly how the news came to the Caledonian.




  The chapel-bell assembled the entire institution, eighty-five of us. We waited in an atmosphere of damp clothes and mouldy prayerbooks. The overseer was a rawbone Scot from Aberdeen who had all

  the passion of a Savanarola. He took his place at the lectern, cracking his knuckles till his glare had achieved complete silence. Then he launched himself into a harangue that touched on original

  sin, the ingratitude of the impoverished young and the inevitablity of God’s punishment. Every boy in the chapel followed the account of George’s misdeeds with a sense of terror and

  personal involvement. The Royal Canadian Mounted Police were produced as avenging angels, Springfield Reformatory as the hell for which we were all heading fast. The session closed with an

  invocation to the Almighty to spare us, miserable sinners, and soften our hearts against the sin of pride. I’ve never forgotten a word of it.




  The years passed. I progressed from working around Frank Stannard’s horse-barn to a job as a copyrunner on a Montreal newspaper. Stannard’s brother happened to be the publisher and

  he provided my first real break. In 1960 the London Post gave me a three-year contract to come to England and start the Profile Page. Eighteen months later I was in Paris doing a piece on

  Ilinka Ostrava. It was a hot June and I’d taken my copy to the Piscine Molitor, telling myself that I was working. I must have dozed off, deaf to everything but the splash of water and

  girls’ voices, when someone spoke my name. The sound and locution was vaguely familiar. I opened my eyes to see George Gunn standing in front of me. He was wearing a large-size belly over

  Bermuda shorts and was grotesquely fat but unmistakably himself.




  You don’t forget the people you grow up with even if it’s in an orphanage. It was suddenly good to sit there in the sunshine, drinking beer off the ice, surrounded by good-looking

  chicks and remembering the miseries of a generation ago. We dined together that night, exchanging edited accounts of the intervening years. George’s tale seemed to me to be especially full of

  gaps but I figured that to be his affair. The fact that he owned a hotel in Paris was proof enough of respectability and success. I fell into the habit of staying there every time I came to the

  city. It was comfortable, centrally-located and George gave me a deal on the rates.




  I locked the Renault and carried the blue canvas bag into the hotel with me. George’s nose had led him to the right architect. The conversion from seventeenth-century mansion to hotel has

  been done with great taste. The courtyard became the lobby, the coachman’s lodge the bar. A narrow elevator-shaft pierces what once was the central staircase and place has been found to

  instal eight bathrooms. George lives up in the penthouse with his tropical fish and hi-fi equipment. There are no travel posters in the lobby, no airline or oil company calendars. There’s a

  large leather settee opposite the reception desk, a hanging fragrance that’s a reminder of the elegant ladies upstairs and a set of Dufy racetrack prints on the walls. In winter the hotel is

  always warm.




  The door to the bar was open, the rose-coloured interior inviting. The man on duty at the desk was a barrel-chested Ukrainian who has been with George from the beginning. I put the bag down.

  There was no sign of the concierge.




  ‘What happened to Phillippe?’ I asked.




  Mikhail reached behind for my room key. It was Sunday so his clothes smelled of incense. He sings in the choir at the Greek Orthodox church.




  ‘Only the poor work on the seventh day,’ he intoned in his basso profundo. ‘The underprivileged people of the world.’




  ‘Sure,’ I said ‘I’ve just finished four hours of it.’ I held my hand out for the slip of paper he was offering.




  He nodded in the direction of the bar. ‘M. Gunn would like a word with you.’




  Except for George and the barman the place was empty. Mario faded away as soon as I came in. George was on his feet. No barstool ever made is any use to him. He’s six feet four inches tall

  and weighs two hundred and eighty pounds. His butt falls over a stool in the same way as cake-dough oozes over the top of a mould. Like everything else that he wears, his dark-brown suit was

  custom-made. The remnants of his rusty-coloured hair is combed forward in a kind of Friar Tuck arrangement. Small restless eyes greeted me.




  ‘Where the hell have you been all day?’ he challenged.




  ‘Texier,’ I said. ‘You wanted to see me?’




  ‘You’re damn right,’ he said, scratching his back against the edge of the bar. There’s a suggestion of ponderousness about him that leads some people to think that George

  is a slow thinker. Nothing could be further from the truth. When George thinks it is fast and to the purpose. ‘Did you get your message at the desk? Some woman’s been calling you all

  afternoon.’ He levelled his eyes on the slip of paper in my hand, expecting me to open it. I did no such thing.




  ‘It happens,’ I said, putting him on. ‘Every once in a long long while, it happens, George.’




  He withdrew his head like a scared tortoise. ‘You remember what I told you last night?’




  There’d been this chick in the bar, a busty brunette I had thought to be alone. I was well into a routine line with her when I caught George’s face in the mirror. He was sitting with

  a couple of Corsican heavies. All three were watching me. I dropped the whole thing, excused myself and went up to my room. Later on, George exposed the facts to me. The girl was a singer in a

  night-club, the guy her boyfriend. His name was the French equivalent of Icepick Willie or something.




  I lifted my head. ‘If you’re thinking about the singer, George. The answer is positively no. I got the message last night.’




  His tone was grudging. ‘If you’re lying you’re crazy. That chick is deadly.’ He drew his thumb across his gullet suggestively.




  I unfolded the piece of paper and let him see it. Dinner at nine and don’t keep me waiting. Ilinka never bothers to put her name to a message and with me it isn’t

  necessary.




  ‘Don’t tell me you haven’t already seen it,’ I said. ‘The lady has the best legs in Paris but she happens to be sixty-nine years of age. Why don’t you stop

  worrying about me.’




  He snorted. ‘The company you keep, somebody has to,’ He grins like a ventriloquist’s dummy, the bottom half of his face slicing up somewhere round his nose.




  ‘You must be kidding,’ I said. ‘You’re the most self-centred man in the city.’ The truth was that in a strange way we were family. We had shared cold and hunger and

  neither of us was likely to forget it.




  George’s grin faded. ‘So how did you make out with Texier?’




  I shrugged. ‘Nothing to it. Jean-Paul’s one of those people who knows that what he’s done is good and doesn’t bother to tell you. There are only a few of us

  left.’




  I walked across the lobby and asked Mikhail to put a call through to London. The phone was ringing by the time I reached the fourth floor. I kneed the door shut and sat down on the bed. It was

  Joe Hayter on the line, an oldtimer and a friend. The first London edition goes to press at eleven o’clock at night but if Joe had his way he would sleep at his desk.




  ‘Ross Macintyre,’ I said. ‘You want to leave a message on Misty’s desk for me?’ A thought struck me. ‘She wouldn’t be in the building by any

  chance?’




  ‘That is rich,’ he said with heavy sarcasm. ‘Weekend and our ace feature man asks if his Girl Friday is in the building! What the hell would she be doing here any more than you

  would? If that’s all you wanted to know, get off the line and stop wasting the firm’s money. I’m busy.’




  ‘We all know your dedication,’ I told him. ‘The message is that I’ll be back tomorrow afternoon, sixteen-thirty hours at Heathrow. Tell her to arrange transport.’ I

  hung up quickly before his reply broke my eardrums.




  I could have called Misty at home but that would have meant trouble. She resents every minute that I spend with Ilinka and would have wanted to have known what I was doing. Lying only

  complicates matters. Feet up on the bed, I closed my eyes for a few minutes, thinking about the evening ahead. I find Ilinka the most exciting woman in Paris. She’s a grande dame in

  the French tradition, widow of a Czech historian and more fun than a clutch of the chicks from Castel’s. She has survived two violent upheavals in her life to become an institution in a

  country that isn’t her own. Doors open mysteriously for her. The fact that she is a Commander of the Legion of Honour surely helps. I had done a profile on her nine years before and fallen in

  love. She was the mother I didn’t remember, the wife I’d never had, the standard by which I judged other women. Added to that, she never stops telling me that one day I’ll make a

  writer.




  I kicked off my shoes and sprawled lower. The bedrooms at Gunn’s were designed with women in mind. My room had light grey walls and a lavender carpet. The mattresses are an invitation to

  linger. A colour-television set fitted into a wall-niche at the ends of the two beds. I switched it on and started a bath. The bathrooms are on the small side but they have deep pile carpets and

  black marble makeup tables furnished with lotions and scents that are on the house. One of George’s Corsican chums is a cosmetic wholesaler. I lowered myself into the steaming water, vaguely

  listening to the newscast from the other room. The announcer’s voice suddenly took on the nasal urgency of a Walter Winchell.




   




  

    

      L’Affaire Brown made the headlines again when Radnor Brown escaped from Fresnes Prison hospital early this afternoon. Brown, an American

      subject, has been held for medical observation since August pending investigation of a charge of attempted rape. Security guards making a routine check of the ward missed Brown shortly after

      the midday meal had been served. A rope-ladder was found attached to the wall that encloses the prison garden. Accomplices are known to have been waiting for Brown outside with clothing and

      transport. Later this afternoon, the authorities removed a red Austin minicar that had been abandoned near Chapelle-Noisy. The Police Judiciare is conducting a full-scale inquiry into the

      escape and wish to interview the driver of a Renault 16 seen in the area at the same time.


    


  




   




  The words sliced through my lethargy like a hot fly through butter. I grabbed a towel and pounded into the bedroom just in time to catch the mug-shot coming up on the screen.

  The police-photograph showed a spectacled face that I recognised only too well. I stood there, the water dripping off my body on to the carpet, till the image was replaced by a filmed picture of

  the red mini being towed away. I had a horrible feeling that the next photograph might well be of me. The commercial that followed only partly put my mind at rest. I found a pack of cigarettes and

  my lighter. The implications hit like blows with a bludgeon. I had aided and abetted, as the saying goes, a criminal to escape justice. My first thought was for the Renault. I looked down from the

  window, expecting to see the car surrounded by cops. The light from the hotel portico shone across a lonely stretch of pavement. I let the curtain fall and sat down on the bed again. The obvious

  thing to do was to go to the police and put this on a sane footing. I could explain what had happened – anyone with an ounce of consideration would have acted in the same way as I had,

  I’d say. Reflection poked a hole in this line of thought. I imagined the look on some hardnosed cop’s face as he reminded me that a hundred other drivers had passed the stalled mini

  without stopping. The interview would become an inquisition. French law operates on the assumption that a suspect is guilty. I could quite easily spend the next few days trying to produce myself as

  a person of impeccable background and a true friend of the Republic.




  I dried my feet on the edge of the basin, suddenly aware of a more urgent reason for keeping my mouth shut. The events had all the makings of a story. I buzzed the desk and told Mikhail to get

  me the Post Paris bureau. An answering-service provided a Passy number. Mickey Longman’s holler sounded above a background of children’s screams. I blocked one ear. I knew

  Longman from a dozen French assignments.




  I identified myself. ‘Hi, Mickey. What do you know about Radnor Brown, the guy who was just on the news?’




  A door slammed violently. ‘These bloody kids,’ he said bitterly. ‘What was that again?’




  I gave him the name once more, amplifying. ‘The Fresnes Prison break.’




  ‘Oh that!’ He managed to make it sound as if I’d been talking through a mouthful of marbles. ‘Not too much I’m afraid, old boy. I know we did something on him when

  he first arrived to work for U.N.S.C.A.D. I seem to remember the human interest angle. “Young scientist chooses life of public service.” You know the sort of thing.’




  I did and it wasn’t what I wanted. ‘Can you remember if he had a wife?’ A wife who’s an excellent liar, I thought, recalling how the girl had said Brown spoke no

  English.’




  ‘Look, old boy,’ Longman said wearily. ‘That piece was written a couple of years ago. How the hell can I be expected to remember whether or not the man has a wife?




  ‘Why don’t you come round in the morning if it’s that important. There’s certainly something in the files.’




  ‘I need the information tonight,’ I answered. ‘Is there any way of me getting into the office now?’




  His voice sounded as if I’d made an indecent proposal. ‘Now? It’s Sunday, old boy. What is all this about anyway?’




  ‘Idle curiosity,’ I answered. I didn’t much care what he thought. ‘Do I get in or not?’




  ‘I suppose I could call the building-superintendent,’ he said reluctantly. ‘See you turn off all the lights.’




  I hung up thinking that if the regular crime man ever got wind of the story he’d be over on the next flight wearing his sleuth’s hat. I wanted this one for myself. I was here,

  sitting on it, and I knew I could handle it better than anyone else. I raised Mikhail again and gave him Ilinka’s number.




  ‘It’s me, darling, Ross. Look, I can’t explain now but I’m not going to be able to make it for dinner. I’ll call you later. O.K.?’




  Her consonants clang like steel gates and her ‘r’s roll. ‘I shall only forgive you if I found out she is pretty and not intelligent. Perhaps not even then. Pig!’




  ‘It’s business, Ilinka.’ I said firmly. ‘I’ll call you later.’




  I cleaned up my shoes and sweater. I’d brought along an old suede golfing jacket that I put on over the sweater. I checked my pockets for money, passport and presscard. Two things had to

  be done quickly. The first was to get rid of Brown’s prison gear and the bag, the second was to return the rented Renault. The hag came first for obvious reasons. Once it was off my hands, I

  could safely plead ignorance. Sure I gave some people a lift, but fugitives from justice, you must be kidding, officer! That was the general idea, anyway.
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