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  Chapter One




  THE VERDICT hushed the court to a nervous silence. Hendry was still on his feet, staring across at the jury bench incredulously. Most of the eyes there

  were carefully averted. Only the foreman was less fastidious. He sat with his arms folded across his chest, the jut of his chin defiant as he glared at the prisoner in the dock.




  The huddle of wig and gown, high on the dais, produced an old, weary voice.




  ‘You have been found guilty on two counts, Hendry. In the first place of being a habitual criminal with the statutory number of previous felony convictions. Is there anything you wish to

  say before I pass sentence on you?’




  The hint of irony made Hendry’s heart grow smaller. He hung on tightly to the wooden ledge, blocking the shouted abuse that clamoured in his head. He aimed the accusation squarely at the

  group of detectives sitting under the judge’s bench.




  ‘Go ahead and tell him, Pell – tell him who helped you frame me!’




  Someone in the public gallery smothered a laugh. The three detectives at the solicitors’ table changed legs self-consciously, trying not to look at Detective-Inspector Pell. He rearranged

  the exhibits in front of him, shaking his head.




  The judge ignored the outburst. He joined thin veined hands in the pursuit of justice.




  ‘Very well. I’ll take evidence of the prisoner’s antecedents.’




  A warder plucked Hendry’s jacket from behind. He sat down heavily, wiping his wet palms on his handkerchief. He watched Pell’s confident progress from the solicitors’ table to

  the witness stand. The detective-inspector took the oath reverently. He stood, spread-legged, lifting his bent brooding face in a pose Hendry knew full well. It was that of the honest cop –

  fearless but just – with a fanatical repugnance for all forms of lawbreaking. None in the courtroom would accept the suggestion that this man could use perjured testimony or planted

  evidence.




  Pell’s microphone manner had the right mixture of ease and candour. He propped his notebook on the edge of the stand and made himself heard in a rumbling voice with a North Country

  accent.




  ‘Henry Pell, my lord, detective-inspector attached to New Scotland Yard. The accused’s full name is Christopher Barr Hendry. He was born in Toronto, Canada, on the eleventh of

  August, nineteen hundred and eighteen. He was educated privately in that country and Germany. In nineteen hundred and thirty-nine, he joined the Toronto Scottish Regiment and was posted to England

  early the following year. He was commissioned in nineteen forty-one and seconded to the British Army for special duty.’




  Here Pell held his notebook to the light, apologized to the judge for his frailty and donned spectacles.




  ‘I’m afraid I haven’t been able to get much information about Hendry’s war record, sir. The authorities concerned are unwilling to co-operate. But I understand that he

  saw active service as a specialist on the Continent and in North Africa. He was honourably discharged in nineteen forty-five with the rank of major. That was in Canada. Six months later he returned

  to England. He was first convicted in this court before Justice Nelson, sir, in October nineteen forty-eight. He was sentenced to two years’ imprisonment for stealing jewellery and released

  in nineteen fifty. In June nineteen fifty-three he was convicted at Hampshire Assizes on a charge of safe-breaking. He served three years and was released in July nineteen fifty-five. His last

  conviction was in January nineteen fifty-seven when he was sentenced to five years’ imprisonment at the County of London Sessions. A large sum in securities was involved on this occasion, my

  lord. None of it was recovered. Hendry last left jail in November nineteen sixty. Three weeks ago, in the Solicitors’ Room at Brixton Prison, I served notice on the defendant that he would be

  proceeded against as a habitual criminal under the terms of the Criminal Justice Act, nineteen forty-eight. Your Lordship has a copy of the prison commissioners’ report in this matter. It

  states that in their opinion Hendry is unsuitable for corrective training but fit for preventive detention. Thank you, sir.’ He snapped the elastic on his notebook, the sound like a shot over

  the public address system. His belly was in and his shoulders back. It was the stance of a man doing a distasteful duty. The judge transferred his weight from one buttock to another. He closed his

  eyes, massaging the angry red line across the bridge of his nose. When he had put away his spectacles he took a hard look at the prisoner. His mouth screwed into open disapproval. He leaned towards

  Pell in the witness box, one just man to another. The record would leave no doubt of his impartiality.




  ‘This is a case, Inspector, where it is essential to admit the fullest evidence of character. The defendant has seen fit to call no witnesses on his behalf. It is therefore doubly the duty

  of the court to hear whatever is known in the prisoner’s favour as well as that which weighs against him. As a police officer of considerable experience you will be aware of this?’




  Pell’s consciousness of his responsibility was manifest. ‘Yes, my lord.’




  The judge nodded away to himself. ‘Exactly. But if my understanding is correct, you are telling the court that – other than in the Army – this man has done no honest work in

  his life?’




  Pell hesitated. At the end his answer was rueful. ‘It isn’t easy to give a fair reply, my lord. The prisoner has always refused to answer questions about his home life and so on.

  Certainly we have no record of him being employed. There is one other thing, sir – I am instructed by my superiors at New Scotland Yard to say that they regard this man as a dangerous and

  determined criminal.’




  The judge’s hands made a tent over which he considered counsels’ bench. ‘Have you any questions for the police officer, Mr Cameron?’ He gave the impression that he found

  the suggestion in bad taste.




  Hendry’s lawyer came to his feet, holding a couple of pieces of paper. His pale face was puzzled.




  ‘There’s one thing I’m not quite clear about, Inspector. Do you expect everyone you arrest to provide you with a sort of detailed autobiography? Doesn’t it occur to you

  that there are men who might be reluctant to involve friends and family in a police investigation?’




  Pell shook his head doggedly. ‘There’s nothing in a police investigation for an innocent man to be afraid of, Mr Cameron.’




  Cameron smiled bleakly. ‘That must be a matter of opinion. We are all obliged to the learned judge for his instructions on the need for fairness. Let me remind you of your description of

  the prisoner – “a dangerous and determined criminal”. Would you call that a fair statement, Inspector?’




  Pell was patient. ‘I didn’t say it was fair or unfair. I’m doing the same as any other police officer, sir – obeying orders.’




  The lawyer’s tone was sarcastic. ‘I’m certain we all appreciate your dilemma, Inspector. It’s just possible that my source of information is not available to Scotland

  Yard. You must correct me if you disagree with anything I say. Christopher Hendry is the only son of highly respectable parents who were divorced shortly after his birth. I have in my hand two

  letters. The first is from a Toronto clergyman. Mrs Hendry lived in this gentleman’s parish. He tells me that Hendry was the sole support of his mother until her death four years ago. The

  other letter is from the Canadian Consulate in Marrakesh, Morocco. I quote: “. . . in answer to your inquiry, the Foncière Marocaine was an import-export company registered

  here in nineteen forty-six. The President on record was Christopher Barr Hendry. This company ceased to operate in nineteen forty-eight, paying its creditors a hundred cents on the dollar.”

  Is there anything there that you’d like to dispute, Inspector?’




  Pell’s concession was unexpected. ‘Nothing at all, sir.’




  Cameron looked eloquently at the judge. ‘No more questions, my lord!’ He whipped the gown under him and sat down.




  Hendry watched Pell stride back to the table. The detective started packing the exhibits into a canvas bag. He lingered over each article, the skeleton keys and files, the plan and pictures of

  the burgled house ripped from a copy of Country Life. Last of all came a plaster cast of a footprint. Hendry had never seen any of these things in his life. All except the footcast had

  been found in his cottage, taped to a cistern in the lavatory.




  Cameron’s late stand was useless. With a verdict of guilty already going for him Pell had no reason to worry. The judge bent over the front of his dais, whispering to his clerk. He

  straightened his back to smile across the court.




  ‘You have discharged your duty very properly, members of the jury. I have given instructions for your names to be removed from the register for five years. You will no doubt be glad to

  hear that what I have to say next is only of secondary interest to you.’




  The foreman blew his nose. He had listened to Hendry’s record with obvious satisfaction. A woman in the row behind him said something in his ear. He climbed up, redfaced, with mumbled

  thanks.




  The judge addressed himself to the glass dome in the ceiling.




  ‘I intend to put this case back until tomorrow morning at ten-thirty for sentencing. If counsel for the defence has anything to say in mitigation at that time, I shall of course hear

  him.’




  He bobbed his head, first left, then right, and disappeared through a door in the panelling behind him.




  There was a sudden confusion of shuffling feet and belated throat-clearing. Pell sat with folded arms looking up at the dock. He smiled as his glance met Hendry’s.




  ‘Come on, mate, let’s have you.’




  The voice in the Canadian’s ear was without malice. He turned under the warder’s guidance to face the public gallery. The front row bulged as the spectators battled for a better view

  of the prisoner. He raised his head impassively. This was society. Curious, afraid, condemning. The staring eyes were still hungry – dissatisfied at having missed the sentencing. Some would

  be back in the morning. He focused on a woman who had all the glamour of a parsnip and screwed his features into the mask of malevolence she expected. He watched her flinch, grinned, then followed

  the warder down the steps.




  The heavy door banged on the narrow box of steel, tile and concrete. The choice of manœuvre now was uncomplicated. He either walked the three paces from one end of the cell to the other or

  sat down. He pushed the bundle of dirty shirts along the bench, making room.




  For five days the scales upstairs had been tipping under the weight of speech, testimony and exhibit. Now they sagged under the final burden of his criminal record. All that remained was for the

  judge to make the tally.




  He searched his pockets for a match – split its red head with a pin. Where he was going, such things mattered. Half-a-match or a cigarette butt could place a man in a superior position.

  Someone banged a key in the lock outside, spun it with practised flamboyancy. The door opened on the jailer who had stood in the dock with him. A big, creaking man with a guileless face. Without

  his uniform cap he looked years older. He put his fingers to his nose with elaborate disgust.




  ‘Blimey, what are you smoking – old socks?’ He threw a package of cigarettes into the cell without change of expression. ‘Show a leg – your mouthpiece wants to see

  you.’




  Hendry put the cigarettes in his pocket. Jailhouse philosophy held the only good screw to be a dead one. It made no more sense than the rest of the thief’s creed – the indomitable

  virtue of the woman left outside, the blind loyalty of a rap partner. The whole was an image that flattered but one in which you didn’t necessarily believe.




  He got up, smiling. Protocol must be observed, the pedestrian humour answered in kind.




  ‘You’re a good man, Joe. I’ll recommend you for parole.’




  The Solicitors’ Room was brilliant after the twilight of the cell. He took a seat across the table from Cameron. His lawyer was still gowned, the actor’s mobile face composed to

  concern.




  ‘You can’t say I didn’t warn you, Hendry. You know what I’ve thought from the beginning. If you’d let me call Mrs Jeffries we’d have stood a chance. I

  don’t care about the prosecution proving association. An alibi given by a woman still carries weight. I’m going by the book.’




  ‘Don’t,’ said Hendry shortly. ‘It doesn’t always work. According to the book, a dirty frameup like this wouldn’t have gotten by a magistrates’ court. If

  this judge ever heard of it, he keeps a secret well. Nobody wants to hear evidence where I was that night, Cameron. They know. What’s more they can prove it. Don’t get the idea

  I’m a hero – it’s just that calling Mrs Jeffries would have been useless. The jury would have believed her as much as they did me. There’s something else – what do you

  think the reporters would have done to her?’




  Cameron’s upper lip twitched. ‘Chivalry. Ah well – we’ll have to have a go on appeal. Parts of that summing-up were vicious.’ The thought seemed to give him

  comfort.




  Hendry shook his head. ‘He’ll run rings round you. What’s the trial record going to show – words! None of that old goat’s pantomiming – none of the stuff that

  counted with the jury. Looking sick when I gave evidence – smirking when Pell and the others took the stand. You’ll see none of that. You can’t put it on paper, for

  Cris-sakes. He didn’t set a foot wrong – there’s nothing that’s reversible. I know when I’m beaten, Cameron. There isn’t going to be an appeal.’




  Cameron slid his wig higher on his forehead. ‘It’s entirely up to you, of course. Anyway I’ll be in court tomorrow morning. You can think about it overnight. We’ll have

  to do the best we can with your army record.’




  Hendry ran his fingers slowly along the polished edge of the table.




  ‘How about you, Cameron. Do you think I’m guilty?’




  The lawyer’s mouth was nervous. ‘I’ll tell you what I think – you’re your own worst enemy. I talked to someone at the Yard about you three days ago. One way and

  another you seem to have been a bigger headache to them than twenty old lags who play according to the rules. You must have gone out of your way to antagonize the police over the past few years.

  Somebody comes to see you on a routine inquiry – when you’ve got a record like yours, why not? But to put the interview on tape – offer it to the BBC as an example of police

  procedure. This is childish, Hendry. For the rest, I’m bound to believe in your innocence.’




  ‘Sure,’ Hendry said quietly. Deep down Cameron knew the futility of an appeal as well as he did. It was the last hopeless defiance designed to make years of skilly more palatable. In

  any case, what little money was left Bernadette needed. The jury’s verdict would come as a shock to her. She had the American’s belief in the special sanctity of British justice. Maybe

  this time she’d get the message – when the law was determined it was time for you to go, you went. It wouldn’t be the last illusion she would have to shed. There was the logic of

  a clean and irrevocable break between them to face. And if love had nothing to do with logic, it had nothing to do with a prison cell either.




  He wrapped one hand round the other. His fist was as unsteady as his voice. The last truth had to be dragged to light.




  ‘You’re going to walk out of here back to all the familiar things that mean home, Cameron. I’ve lost all that – been robbed of it. I’ve got to know who’s

  behind Pell – who helped him frame me? You must have an idea – you guys talk to one another when you take off those wigs.’




  The lawyer looked at him in silence before turning his head away. ‘I don’t know. And if I did, I still wouldn’t tell you.’




  






  Chapter Two




  THICK RED curtains insulated the room from the chilly Knightsbridge square. The walls were bare of all distracting ornament. A single engraving hung

  over the fluted fireplace – perpetuating the bellicosity of some minor Crimean general. A leather-topped desk separated the two seated men. The glowing stove wafted hot air impartially

  – the room smelled faintly of vaporized oil.




  Gaunt controlled his impatience. For eleven years he’d been in and out of this room, each summons a challenge to duty and ingenuity. The elements were unvarying. Danger, difficulty, and

  urgency. Had any factor been missing, the job would have gone to someone else. He pushed the buff folder across the desk.




  ‘This is Hendry’s service record, sir.’




  The Chief dragged his chair into the circle of light from the reading lamp. Smooth white hair and sagging neck belied eyes and mouth a generation younger. He hitched up neat blue sleeves with

  the expertise of a conjurer and spread the contents of the file in front of him. A clipped sheaf of typescript – memoranda scrawled on odd bits of paper – a few glossy prints. He

  selected one of them, considered it with the concentration of a woman threading a needle.




  The high-powered lens had caught the scene in vivid detail. A man in Commando uniform stood knee-deep in the wreckage of exploded steel and concrete. His blackened face accentuated the wideness

  of his smiling mouth. He was spreading the first two fingers of his right hand in the V sign.




  The Chief flicked the print back across the desk. His grizzled sprouts of eyebrows lifted.




  ‘Posing like a bloody film star. What rank did he hold here?’




  The tone was hardly encouraging. Yet it was part of a routine familiar to them both. For all Gaunt knew, a necessary part. First came the problem, then the criticism of whatever solution he

  offered. He reversed the print, displaying the Ministry of Information stamp on the back.




  ‘Captain, sir. The Ministry wanted a picture of the raid. I imagine he’s standing as he was told to stand. It’s the first drop, mission complete and recover job his unit did in

  Denmark. Hendry was decorated.’




  The Chief gave no sign of having heard. He read steadily through the typescript, muttering occasionally under his breath. Finally, he laid the open folder in his lap and swept the top of the

  desk into it.




  ‘We’ve known one another too long to pull punches, George. I’ve been in this service seventeen years. We’ve always had leaks. Some bloody fool or other in a mess over

  women or drink. Then, God help us, the queers. These were all calculated risks – this is different. Take the figures. Berlin – seven key men lost in a month – none of them known

  to one another. In Vienna it’s just as bad. Polz with his head in a gas oven, Reidermeister missing. Since the end of June, every move we’ve made in the area has been forestalled. And

  what have we been able to produce? – a composite description of a traitor that would fit me equally well as you.’ He emptied his lungs with disgust.




  Gaunt was spuriously cheerful. ‘That’s how it looks now, I’ll agree. But a few more days will give us a much different picture.’




  The Chief’s stare gathered intensity. ‘It better had. Bryant’s been sending me chits like a pregnant housemaid. “The whole structure of policy in balance” –

  stuff like that. And I’ve got to face him tonight with the news that we propose to rely on a convicted thief to get us out of trouble. I hope he appreciates it.’ He perched the file on

  his knee and opened it again.




  The indignation left Gaunt unimpressed. No one knew better than this man that there was no alternative.




  ‘Bryant’s a politician, sir. He’ll find virtue in any situation. He’ll do whatever you say in spite of what he may really think. You could remind him that we’ve had

  eleven days to find someone fluent in German and capable of opening a safe. Someone with an incentive. If he suggests we didn’t have to go outside the Service to find that, make it clear

  there’s another requirement. Our man must be expendable.’




  The Chief’s neck reformed under a lifted chin.




  ‘Don’t you start to be touchy, George, for God’s sake. I know this business leaves as bad a taste in your mouth as in mine. It’s an indecent thought – a traitor

  among the chaps you serve with. And this bloke’s clever. Unless he’s found, he’ll sit there laughing at us, biding his time till we’ve built up replacements. Then the whole

  thing repeats itself.’ He pushed his chair back, his mouth self-derisive. ‘I’m two stone overweight and a pledge of loyalty to the men this bastard is destroying. This is a

  personal issue. Does that filter into your dedicated head?’




  Gaunt’s nod was the only acknowledgement of a quick and secret stimulation. The word ‘dedicated’ lost meaning in its own sound. If this fat ageing man meant ‘set apart

  for a special purpose’, he was right.




  ‘Suppose we accept his cleverness. Try to reason as he will. He knows that the field of suspects must be narrowed. The end result is as plain to him as to us. Fifteen names – all

  people who must have been in this room at one time or another – all fifteen equally guilty or innocent. Including ourselves.’




  The Chief’s eyes were the colour of starling’s eggs.




  ‘But now we can fit a face to one of those names, George. That’s what gives me hope – our friend isn’t as imaginative as he might be. We know his chums took insurance

  against future defection. They put this Hamburg meeting on film. The question is, does he know it?’




  Gaunt stared straight into the light of the desk lamp. The clock on the mantel shuddered past the quarter hour, banging its cracked note hurriedly. He looked up.




  ‘For the past week I’ve tried to ask as few questions as I could, sir. This one’s important. How good is your source of information?’




  The Chief gathered confidence. ‘It’s from your own territory, George – Dusseldorf. You know Manfred’s record. He’s been with us since nineteen forty-five. What

  better person to have working on your side than a cell leader – a card-carrying Party member from the early thirties. You know the history of the family. Without the brother’s help,

  things in Berlin could have been worse. Whatever Manfred says, I’m ready to accept as gospel. The film was developed in Krefeld. They’re being ultra cautious – nobody’s had

  a chance to get near it. Within the next few days it will be delivered to the Bulgarian Ministry. How long it’ll stay in their safe I don’t yet know. This much is certain – out it

  goes in the diplomatic bag unless we get there first.’




  Gaunt lifted his shoulders. ‘Then you’ll have to make up your mind about Hendry, sir.’




  The Chief’s voice was suddenly tired. ‘There are times when you make me feel a doddering old fool, George. Very well. I’ve read his service record – I know he’s a

  thief. What else is there?’




  Gaunt was diffident. ‘It’s hard to say – I’ve only seen him in court. You could almost see the chip on his shoulder. There’s no doubt of his professional

  competence.’




  The Chief shut his eyes, speaking with feeling. ‘Professional competence – God almighty! Well – once he’s in, he’s in, George. You realize the

  implications.’




  Gaunt’s answer had the same flat finality. ‘I’m ready to take full responsibility for Hendry, sir. Before and after.’




  The Chief nodded heavily. ‘I suppose anything’s better than sitting on your arse in a cell for years. You say he’ll be sentenced tomorrow?’




  Gaunt was on his feet. He started walking the width of the room, following a diagonal line in the carpet.




  ‘I’ve kept clear of the Yard for obvious reasons but I do have a contact in the Criminal Records Office. I’m told the rumour there is that Hendry’s innocent.’




  The Chief leaned back, his whistle short and shrill. He put the question indulgently. ‘You pose a neat exercise in ethics. Are you interested in that sort of thing?’




  Gaunt stopped by the curtained window. ‘At the moment I’m interested in anything that might affect Hendry’s behaviour, sir. That’s why I intend to find out who framed him

  and why.’




  The Chief locked both hands behind his neck. ‘Well, watch your step. I can handle the Commissioner of Police. The Home Office is another story. Don’t fall foul of those buggers,

  George. We’re going to have to ask them for help.’




  Gaunt dropped back in his seat. The tension was gone. Anything he did would be supported to the limit of his superior’s experience and authority.




  ‘I’ve already been to the Home Office, sir. They’re willing to co-operate. But the Permanent Secretary insists on a signature – preferably Bryant’s.’




  The Chief’s smile was grim. ‘He can certainly have that. It’ll be a pleasure.’




  It seemed the right moment for the next request. ‘I’ll need five thousand pounds available in Germany within the next two days, sir. Part of the deal with Hendry.’




  His superior scribbled on a pad. ‘I’m not given to ghoulishness but it occurs to me that he may not live to spend it. Just how much do you propose telling him?’




  Gaunt’s eyes were steady. ‘Enough to give him a chance to go on living. I wouldn’t say he’s in a position to expect anything more.’




  The big man hauled himself from his seat. He crossed the room to the white-painted cupboard and made a selection from the bottles in front of him. He dropped ice into gin and tonic water,

  humming. He spoke idly, his eyes curious as he held out the glass.




  ‘They’re good tunes, Hymns Ancient and Modern. Do you ever say your prayers, George?’




  Gaunt watched the last bubble to the surface.




  ‘Repeatedly, sir. As often as I’m in trouble, in fact. Why?’




  The Chief raised his glass. ‘Then you’d better get in a quick word for all of us. Especially for Hendry. To paraphrase the saying – as he goes, so goes the Service.’ His

  smile held no real humour.




  






  Chapter Three




  GAUNT PAID off the cab outside the Old Bailey. It was just ten as he climbed the steps to the main hall. The Public Gallery entrance was round the

  corner. The crowd here had more intimate concern with the business of the courts. It divided into wary groups of hard-eyed cops herding attentive witnesses; nervous defendants surrendering to their

  bail, flanked by tearful relatives; barristers with their instructing solicitors. Nobody spoke much. Faces were strained. Everyone watched the clock.




  Gaunt rapped on the door of the office beside the telephone booths. He followed the police-sergeant’s directions. Past the stern stone heads of forgotten judges, down the wide staircase to

  the labyrinth underneath the courtrooms. A few people were snatching last-minute cups of coffee in the cafeteria through the archway. A man in a rumpled suit sat at a corner table talking earnestly

  to a woman peaked with pregnancy. He smiled suddenly and shook the last of a pint bottle of Scotch into her tea cup.




  The air was sour with fear and misery. A steel gate barred Gaunt’s way to the cells. He pressed the bell on the wall. The warder who answered wore a cap heavy with gold braid – a

  ponderous man, still digesting his breakfast and suspicious.




  ‘Christopher Hendry? No, sir. Nobody’s allowed down here without a court order.’ He inspected Gaunt’s black jacket, striped trousers and briefcase. ‘You’re

  not his solicitor, are you?’




  Gaunt showed the Board of Trade pass. It bore a name and his picture.




  ‘If there’s any difficulty get in touch with the Deputy-Governor of the prison. He’ll vouch for me.’




  The man replaced caution with deference. ‘That’s all right, sir. I didn’t get the name.’ The steel gates swung open. He led the way, waddling like a king penguin along a

  corridor lined with cells and smelling of carbolic. The passage widened into a bay lit by naked bulbs. Another warder was sitting on a chair by the steps leading to the court. He struggled up,

  buttoning his tunic.




  ‘Eleven men, all correct, sir.’




  The Principal Officer touched his cap in acknowledgement. ‘Thank you, Mr Rowlands. Unlock Hendry for a visit.’ He showed Gaunt the door facing them. ‘I’ll put you in the

  Solicitors’ Room, sir. You’ll be nice and private. You know the rules, I expect. In sight and out of hearing, that’s how we work. You’re not allowed to give anything to the

  prisoner or receive anything from him.’




  Gaunt threw his briefcase on the table. He glanced casually through the glass windows to the corridor.




  ‘I understand perfectly, officer. This is purely a routine investigation but I may need to see this man again afterwards. Would that be in order?’




  The warder consulted an old-fashioned watch. ‘Better for me, sir. I can’t let you keep him too long now. He’s first on the list for sentence. A quarter of an hour’s the

  limit.’ He rolled away to his post and matters of more interest.




  The air down here was a stale relic of yesterday. There was none of the open tension of the scene outside the court-room. Remorse and rebellion were decently confined behind cell doors. He felt

  furtively under the polished wood surface of the table. The tiled walls and light fixture looked innocent enough. The clerk at the Home Office had been emphatic – almost indignant at

  Gaunt’s inquiry. Certainly none of the interview rooms at the Old Bailey was equipped with recording devices. Footsteps sounded. Gaunt raised his head.




  The man coming towards him was squinting against the brightness of the light. He stood uncertainly, his back to the closing door. A little taller than average, lean in a grey flannel suit.




  Gaunt pointed at the empty chair. ‘Sit down, Hendry.’




  The briefcase on the table held a dozen pictures of this man. He could have catalogued each feature from memory. The wide mouth over a stubborn chin – the short nose scarred across the

  bridge. The colour of the hair had changed from brown to grey. Only the expression of the eyes had defeated the camera. No lens could convey this look of implacable mistrust.




  He offered the pack of cigarettes, ignoring the warder patrolling the corridor.




  ‘We don’t have much time. The first thing you must understand is that I’m not a policeman. I’m concerned with your special abilities not your morals.’




  Hendry rolled the fat Turkish cigarette between his fingers. He was neither hostile nor encouraging. ‘My special abilities! Which ones?’




  Gaunt searched ineffectually for a light. Hendry passed half a match across the table, his mouth sardonic as Gaunt struggled with the flaming sliver.




  ‘You’re going into court in a few minutes,’ said Gaunt. ‘I’m told you’ll get ten years. Is this what you expect?’




  Hendry’s eyes widened. He tapped the short ash from his cigarette, his expression thoughtful.




  ‘You say you’re not a cop. All right, I’ll buy that. A reporter wouldn’t get by the gate. That leaves some sort of quack? At a guess I’d say a psychologist.

  I’ve been through this before, doctor. I don’t have any guilt complex. In fact, my behaviour is supposed to be typically psychopathic in its refusal of guilt. You see, I do know the

  game. The bit with the ink-blots, everything. I never felt rejected by my mother and I learned about sex from a doctor’s daughter. We were both eighteen and approved of it. It’s nice

  talking to you but you’re wasting your time.’




  Gaunt ignored the defiant irony. ‘A few years ago, you burgled a house where eleven people and three dogs were sleeping. You took the keys of the safe from underneath Benurian’s

  pillow and stole thirty thousand pounds in negotiable securities. Is that an accurate description of your performance?’




  Hendry nodded easily. ‘Very accurate indeed. It makes me revise my first guess. You’re from the insurance company and you want to know what happened to the bonds. I’ll tell

  you. I cashed them in and went to live in Brazil. In fact I’m still living the good life there. A little ashamed, maybe, but with no real cares. Now let me out of here.’ He pushed his

  chair back.




  Gaunt kept his temper, creating a building in the air with his fingers. ‘This is a house a few miles out of a large German city. Not unlike the one you robbed five years ago. It’s

  set in wooded country off the autobahn. It’s never empty and there’s a Mark IV Bode safe in one of the rooms. How would you assess the chances of opening that safe and getting

  away with it?’
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