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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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  Cooney




  The man behind the wheel of the unmarked police Jaguar had lank yellow hair like a surfer’s, the amber eyes of a hound and a thin-lipped face. The clothes he was wearing

  were expensive; a Burberry trenchcoat, blazer, grey flannel trousers and Piero de Monzi loafers. His name was Detective Sergeant Cooney and he was the youngest member of the Serious Crimes Squad.

  The silencer screwed to the barrel of the thirty-two calibre pistol in his pocket dug into his ribs as he leaned towards his partner.




  ‘What’s the problem, Dave?’




  The other man shook his head. ‘Who said anything about problems? I didn’t even open my mouth.’




  Cooney fixed him with a cool stare. ‘A guy like you doesn’t have to speak to show what he’s thinking.’




  Detective Inspector Slade grunted. He was eighteen years older than Cooney, a top heavy man with wispy grey hair carefully arranged to conceal a bald patch. His sparse moustache and eyebrows

  matched his hair and there were broken veins in the side of his nose. His suit was of nondescript cut and material while the raincoat thrown across the back seat bore the signs of canteen meals

  eaten at speed.




  The Jaguar was parked close to the river in Putney. It was early November and the light from the street lamps shone on wet garden walls. The block of flats behind the walls was partially

  obscured by the trees. It was twenty past six by the clock on the dash. Cooney dug into his blazer and swallowed a couple of Diludin capsules.




  Slade made a face. After twenty-five years in London he still had a West Country burr. ‘Someone’s going to catch you with that stuff on you one of these days. I don’t know why

  the hell you do it.’




  ‘My nerves need steadying,’ said Cooney. ‘We’re in a high-risk business, Dave.’




  ‘Bullshit!’ said Slade.




  ‘I tell you they’re on prescription,’ lied Cooney. He had been doing speed for nine months and enjoyed the rush that it gave him. His mind became honed to laser perception.




  Slade pushed his gloved hands deeper into his jacket pockets, they were shaking.




  ‘You’re a crafty bugger, Cooney. All these months at it and I never caught on.’




  Cooney smiled. ‘I’ve been waiting for the big one, Dave. Saving it for you.’




  ‘I should have been on the firm from the start,’ argued Slade. ‘I never did like mysteries. Even now I don’t know the name of the geezer.’




  ‘The less you know the better,’ said Cooney. ‘All you need in your head is the way we cut up. The man in Amsterdam gets ten per cent for his information. We split the rest down

  the middle and that’s all there is to it. OK?’




  ‘OK,’ Slade said grudgingly. He worried his sparse moustache. ‘I’ll be honest with you, Terry. I don’t like the idea of the shooter.’




  Cooney leaned back in his seat, looking up at the car roof lining.




  ‘Here we go again! Look, do you want to do it or not?’




  ‘Of course I want to do it,’ said Slade. ‘But you know me and guns. The fucking things make me nervous!’




  Cooney laid his hand on the other man’s knee. ‘Look, Dave. You’re forty-six years old and you haven’t a pot to piss in. Your marriage is a mess and you couldn’t

  make superintendent if they blew the answers up your ass. I’m talking to you as a friend, Dave. I’m giving you the chance to get out of all that. Trust me!’




  Slade removed the hand from his knee. ‘You’ll be the first to know when I don’t, mate.’




  Cooney switched on the dash light and looked at the clock again. It was half-past six. He turned off the light and pocketed the ignition keys.




  ‘OK, let’s go. Keep your hands in your pockets and let me do the talking.’




  They walked down the empty street and crossed the car park at the rear of the flats. The wind had dropped and the river was covered with mist. They picked their way down a flight of steps,

  treading on piles of rain-sodden leaves. Cooney inserted a key in the fireproof door, letting them into a white-washed passageway lit by naked bulbs. The furnace room was silent except for the hum

  of the oil-fired burners. Wooden stairs rose to a baize-lined door that opened into a discreetly-lit corridor. The hush that greeted them belonged to a place of worship. Brass numerals glittered on

  dark varnished doors. The window embrasures were set with flowers. The two men were out of sight of the lobby. Thick carpeting absorbed the sound of their feet as they tiptoed past the lift to the

  staircase. The Diludin was into Cooney’s bloodstream and he trod lightly. Slade’s pace was laborious. Beads of sweat had formed on his forehead. The fourth floor was a replica of those

  below. Apartment L was protected by three locks, an Ingersol and two heavy duty mortise locks. An optic spyglass was set in the door at eye-level. Cooney pressed the bell and stepped back with

  Slade just behind him. A disembodied eye appeared at the spyhole. The door opened on a short length of chain. The willowy man behind it was of medium height and build with a pale face and hair as

  straight and black as a Chinaman’s. He was wearing British Airways uniform trousers, white shirt and black tie. His eyes roved from Cooney to Slade.




  ‘Who’s this?’ he asked flatly.




  ‘The extra man,’ said Cooney.




  The pilot took a closer look at Slade who nodded greeting. He was still sweating profusely. The pilot was plainly unimpressed.




  ‘Nobody’s said anything to me about an extra man.’




  Cooney shrugged indifferently. ‘I only do what I’m told. Why don’t you check? One thing’s for sure. We can’t stand out here all night.’




  The chain rattled free and the pilot opened the door. A uniform tunic and raincoat hung on a stand in the hall. The pilot led them into a sitting-room furnished in blond oak, blue carpet and

  curtains and some pictures of seagulls. Open doors offered glimpses of bedroom, bathroom and kitchen. Slade stood near the window, an ingratiating smile on his face, his hands still deep in his

  pockets. The pilot’s gaze followed him suspiciously.




  ‘I’ve heard nothing about an extra man and you know what the rules are. Nobody comes here but you.’




  The speed made Cooney see very clearly. Slade’s mixture of uneasy confidence was patently false.




  ‘Look,’ said Cooney. ‘I’ve got other things to do and I’m running late as it is. Call the boss if you’re worried.’




  Indecision clouded the pilot’s face. ‘I don’t have the number.’




  ‘I can give it to you,’ said Cooney. He scribbled on a page in his notebook and gave it to the pilot.




  The pilot spun the dial, his eyes still on Slade who was whistling soundlessly.




  ‘No answer,’ the pilot said after a while.




  Cooney could have told him as much. The number was his own and he knew that his sister was out.




  ‘Why don’t you try again later?’ he said.




  The pilot’s smile was disarming. ‘I’m not trying to be difficult. It’s just that rules are rules. Do you people want a drink before you move on? I’ll get your stuff

  ready in the meantime.’




  ‘It’ll have to be a quick one,’ said Cooney. He slipped on the chamois leather gloves as the pilot turned and then took two long steps forward. He jammed the silencer against

  the back of the pilot’s head and pulled the trigger. The noise was no louder than that of a light bulb exploding. The pilot pitched forward as though caught by a tripwire. He fell face down,

  arms extended, kicked a few times, then was still. Splinters of bone gleamed among the brains and blood that oozed from the wound. Cooney bent swiftly and reclaimed his telephone number from the

  pilot’s lifeless fingers. Slade’s shocked face was watching every move from the window. He looked like a man grown ten years older, shrunken in his shabby suit. He opened his mouth a

  couple of times but no sound came forth.




  Cooney knelt beside the pilot’s body, feeling inside the collar. He yanked out a small key fastened on a slim gold chain. Then he straightened his back and opened the drinks cupboard.

  Lying on the bottom shelf was a small Belgian-made automatic.




  ‘It was him or us, Dave,’ he said, turning his head. ‘The bastard was going to use it!’




  Slade was still incapable of speech. His cheeks were the colour of putty. Cooney splashed Scotch into a glass and stuck it into his partner’s gloved hand.




  ‘Don’t worry, Dave,’ he said. ‘Get this inside you. It’ll be days before they find him.’




  Slade swallowed unsteadily, staring down at the key that Cooney had given him.




  ‘The safe’s in the bedroom,’ said Cooney. ‘Get the gear and leave the key in the lock. I’m going to take a quick look outside.’




  Slade hesitated, still stunned by the implications of what had just happened. ‘Jesus Christ, Terry,’ he said, shaking his head.




  ‘Do it!’ said Cooney.




  Slade moved towards the bedroom like a sleepwalker. A flight-bag perched on a chair. The bag was open. Inside was a bottle of duty-free vodka. A Patek Philippe wristwatch lay on the bedside

  table. Lights came on inside as Slade opened the built-in wardrobe. White shirts were stacked on the shelves. Black shoes perched on rails under the nylon suit-hangers. Sweat soaked Slade’s

  body. Every thought in his head related to danger. A man had just been murdered and he was part of it. He should have known better than to trust this crazy bastard. He bent his head and stepped

  into the cupboard. The panel that concealed the safe was half-open. He slid it back as far as it would go, revealing the Chubb Lombard Special cemented into the masonry. It was fire-proof and

  blast-proof, impervious to any assault short of removing half-a-ton of high-grade steel and reinforced brickwork.




  He turned the key and the safe door swung out. There was nothing inside except for a small box heavily sealed with red wax. He left the key in the lock as instructed. Cooney came from the hall

  as Slade entered the sitting-room. Slade gave him the box.




  ‘Wipe your face,’ said Cooney. ‘You’re sweating like a pig.’




  Slade used his dirty handkerchief and sneezed. The atmosphere was heavy with the stink of burned cordite.




  ‘That’s better,’ said Cooney. ‘OK, go back to the car and keep your gloves on until you get out of the building.’




  Slade’s face showed relief at the thought of quitting the scene. Cooney closed the door quietly behind his partner and walked into the bedroom keeping well away from the windows. He

  dropped to his knees and crawled into the wardrobe below the field of the hidden camera. He reached up, removed the film cassette and closed the panel again. He left the sitting-room as it was, the

  empty whisky glass on the floor. He made his way down to the furnace-room without seeing anyone. The small sealed box was in his trenchcoat pocket. Outside the wind had dropped and the mist from

  the river was denser. He opened the Jaguar’s door and took his seat, glancing at his partner.




  ‘All right, Dave?’




  Slade’s voice was shaky. ‘Shit, no! What do you take me for?’




  Cooney held the box under the light from the dash and broke the seals with his thumbnail. He lifted the lid on twenty paper-wrapped packets of diamonds. The number of carats contained in each

  packet was written on the outside. Cooney tore the paper. The loose stones in his palm shone with dazzling brilliance, creating their own colour and fire. Each diamond was gem quality. He put the

  stones back in the box and turned off the light.




  ‘Does that make you feel any better?’




  Emotion made Slade’s voice unstable. ‘How much do you think, Terry?’




  ‘I don’t think, I know,’ said Cooney. ‘There’s over a million pounds here.’




  The sum was too large for Slade’s mind to deal with. Sudden doubt clouded his exaltation.




  ‘How do we know they’re not fake?’




  Cooney smiled reassuringly. ‘Because I know what was paid for them. Five million, six hundred thousand Dutch guilders. OK, we’re not going to get that much for them because

  everyone’s got to earn, right?’




  ‘Right,’ Slade agreed. ‘So how much do you reckon?’




  ‘Eight hundred grand in readies. These people already know what they’re buying, Dave. There’ll be no messing. We deliver the goods and they produce the cash. It’s as

  simple as that.’




  Slade struck fist into palm, overcome by it all. ‘Godammit, Terry, we did it! Know what you are, you’re a genius.’




  Cooney tapped the side of his head. ‘I know what I’m doing and that’s even better than being a genius. What you’ve got to do is get that other stuff out of your head,

  Dave. Nothing happened up there. Nothing at all. All right?’




  The memory of the shot, the shock of seeing the pilot’s body fall with his skull shattered was rapidly fading. Slade saw sense in what Cooney was saying. He fiddled his fingers, beset by

  this new feeling of possession.




  ‘You’re sure of these buyers?’




  ‘I’m sure,’ said Cooney. ‘I’ve brought you this far, haven’t I? I just told you: we make the delivery and cop our money.’




  ‘Eight hundred grand.’ There was reverence in Slade’s voice.




  ‘In cash,’ said Cooney. ‘And it’s going to be there waiting for us. These are serious people, Dave. Reliable. But we’re taking no chances.’




  ‘Hell, no!’ Slade agreed hastily.




  ‘It’s foolproof,’ said Cooney. ‘The guy who owns the gear can’t make a move. He can’t scream and he can’t have a go at us.’




  Slade saw it all in a flash of revelation. The details were somewhat obscure but his own role was clearly in focus. Venom flooded into his voice.




  ‘I can’t wait to see that bitch’s face when I wrap the mortgage papers round her neck. She can have the house and the payments.’




  ‘Forget her,’ said Cooney. ‘Get her out of your head. All that’s over and done with, Dave. This is a new life.’ He reached across and handed the radiophone to his

  partner. ‘You’d better call in.’




  The Serious Crimes Squad worked out of undesignated police stations. The task force of one hundred and fifty men were divided into autonomous teams, each responding to the Divisional Commander

  at New Scotland Yard. The force had its own communications network.




  Slade identified himself. ‘What’s happening, Jock?’




  ‘Not a lot this end,’ the despatcher replied. ‘How are things out there?’




  ‘Terrible,’ said Slade. ‘Another wasted day. We’ve been sitting here with our belly buttons touching our backbones and not even a sandwich in sight.’




  ‘My heart bleeds for you. Will that be all?’




  ‘You’re an unfeeling prick,’ Slade replied. ‘Over and out.’




  He looked at his partner and started to sweat again. The notes Cooney and he had written contained a fictitious account of an observation maintained on a house in Highgate, seven miles away. The

  stake-out was supposed to be the result of a tip supplied by a stool pigeon. There was no danger that this would be checked. The identity of an informer was sacrosanct, respected alike by

  colleagues and judges.




  ‘You’re doing well,’ Cooney said approvingly.




  Slade wiped his neck. ‘Hadn’t we better get out of the area?’




  ‘There’s plenty of time,’ said Cooney.




  Slade smiled in the half-light, admiring his partner’s coolness, resentful of his own lack of it. Don’t worry about me,’ he blustered. ‘I’m not going to make any

  stupid mistakes, not now.’




  ‘Good,’ said Cooney. ‘You’re still going to do what you said, sweat it out?’




  ‘That’s right,’ said Slade. He had thought of little else for the last two days. ‘Another twenty months and I’m finished. I’ll take their pension and piss

  off, another failed inspector. Then no-one will hear of me ever again, at least not in this country.’




  Cooney looked at his watch and then leaned back comfortably. ‘I’m too young for all that. I’ve got my life to live. I know a guy who works for the German State Lottery.

  He’ll say that I had a big win and I’ll tell them to stick their job in their ear.’




  ‘It’s all right for you,’ said Slade. ‘You’ve got no time in. I’ve got twenty-two years. I’m entitled.’




  Cooney grinned. ‘It’s just as well, Dave. It wouldn’t do for both of us to leave at the same time. The main thing is to watch the spending. You know what these bastards are

  like. They’re jealous.’




  Slade had a quick sense of power as though the money was already in his pocket.




  ‘I can look after myself,’ he said with sudden assurance.




  Cooney turned the ignition key. They travelled east along dismal roads still thronged with Saturday night shoppers. They were in Battersea now. Cooney drove to where the Ford Escort was parked.

  The two men walked across to it. Cooney gave the keys to Slade who settled himself behind the steering column. He belched, bile flooding his mouth. One thing he’d be able to do now was get

  his ulcer fixed instead of waiting for a National Health Service bed. The prospect of power was tantalising. He raced the engine and turned on the lights.




  ‘Which way are we going?’




  Cooney pointed ahead. ‘Battersea High Street. And slow when we get there. We’ve got some cross-country to do. We’re going in the back way.’




  He wound down his window, picking out landmarks as they turned into a network of narrow streets leading towards the river. They were in the hinterland between the high-rise tower blocks and the

  deserted warehouses. Derelict cranes sagged on the crumbling wharves. The buildings were rat-infested, the windows smashed. Battersea Bridge was a watery gleam half-a-mile away.




  ‘Left here,’ said Cooney, leaning out further. ‘See those lights ahead? That’s the back way into the flats.’




  They were traversing a building-site. Earth removers had gouged out a track. The Ford skidded through the mud. Slade struggled with the brakes and the steering wheel.




  ‘Where the fuck are we going?’ he muttered.




  ‘Watch what you’re doing,’ Cooney said sharply. He was leaning out of the window.




  The Ford slithered on. ‘Get into bottom gear,’ ordered Cooney. ‘There’s a gate ahead that I’ll have to open.’




  Slade could see little. Headlamps battled with the wisps of mist. Cooney withdrew his head and took a torch from the glove compartment. He extinguished the headlamps and shone the torch through

  the open window. A powerful beam probed the darkness.




  ‘Watch your step here,’ he warned. ‘There’s too much at stake for a cock-up. I’m going to see you through the gate with the torch. Once you’re through, turn

  the car round so that you’re facing in the opposite direction. And keep the lights off. I’m going to do the last bit on foot.’




  Slade’s eyes found the gun in the glove compartment. He nodded. ‘Sure you don’t need that?’ His future lay in the box in Cooney’s pocket.




  ‘Nothing’s going to happen to me,’ Cooney said quietly. ‘Keep your eyes on the torch.’




  He turned his collar up and released the door catch. Slade watched him as far as he could see into the murk and heard the sound of a gate being opened. The flashlight signalled him on. He set

  the car in motion again, seeing no more than the beckoning blur of light. He followed it through the open gate. The front end of the car dipped suddenly, all four wheels spinning as the Ford left

  the edge of the excavation and plunged into space. Slade’s last conscious memory was of blinding brightness as the torch was trained on the car from above.




  Cooney slithered down the bank and ran to the overturned Ford. It had landed on its side twenty feet below with the driving seat uppermost. Fire was what he had feared most, but there was no

  leakage of petrol. The engine had stopped. Steam hissed from the punctured radiator. The windscreen was a fine web of shattered glass. He shone the light on his partner. Slade’s body was

  suspended in the seat-belt. His arms dangled loose. The impact of skull against dashboard had peeled his forehead to the bone. His eyes were shut but he was still breathing, blowing bubbles into

  the blood that covered his face.




  Cooney opened the door and wedged himself in behind Slade. Grabbing his partner’s head with both hands, he broke Slade’s neck with three powerful wrenches. Slade stopped breathing

  immediately. Cooney took the safety-razor from his pocket and, supporting the sagging head, he scraped off Slade’s wispy moustache with the razor. Then he clambered out of the capsized

  vehicle. The Ford had been rented in Slade’s name and the bag in the boot contained a complete change of clothing in his size. A false passport bearing Slade’s picture was in the jacket

  of the suit together with a ferry ticket from Dover to Calais. Cooney took a two-carat diamond from the box and stuffed it into Slade’s waistcoat. Slade’s head lolled at a grotesque

  angle, almost resting on his shoulder.




  Cooney replaced the ignition keys and climbed back up the slope. He walked towards the river which was still shrouded in mist. He heeled the razor into mud and threw the gun as far as he could.

  He heard it hit the water and walked away briskly in the direction of Battersea Bridge. A bus took him to Beaufort Street. A lighted sign hung over a door:




  

    RADNOR STUDIO APARTMENTS


  




  He let himself into the quiet hallway. A few letters occupied pigeon-holes over a table. The so-called studio flats were no more than furnished rooms with two communal bathrooms

  and a washing-machine in the basement. A pay-phone hung at the bottom of the stairs. Cooney let himself into a second floor room overlooking the street. There was a blind with a cannabis plant

  design, a Kay Nielsen print over the bed and a built-in cupboard with a stout lock. Cooney had rented the room two weeks previously, giving a false name and paying a month in advance. The Welshman

  who managed the house lived off the premises. Cooney picked his times for coming and going and rarely saw any of the other tenants.




  He lowered the blind. He was six miles from his sister’s home and knew nobody in the neighbourhood. A man could drop dead in a place like this and not be discovered until rent day came

  round. The hallway and stairs were Hoovered once a week and tenants were responsible for cleaning their own rooms. He locked the box of diamonds in the cupboard and went down to the street. He used

  a call-box at World’s End, half-a-mile away.




  ‘Which service, please?’ The voice answered promptly.




  Cooney had his hand over his nose. ‘Police.’ The connection was made. ‘A man has been killed in Rivermead Court, Putney. Flat L.’




  He cradled the receiver quickly and ducked out into the drizzle. Emergency calls were recorded. He made his next call from Sloane Square.




  ‘I’m at Putney Bridge. There are police cars and an ambulance outside Rivermead Court. Somebody else is answering Guerin’s phone. I don’t like the look of

  things.’




  ‘That means you haven’t made the pick-up?’




  ‘Of course I haven’t made the pick-up! I want to know what’s happening.’




  The line went dead for a few seconds. Then the voice was back.




  ‘Hang up and call me in a couple of minutes.’




  When Cooney rang up again the answering voice was agitated. ‘There are people in the flat. I could hear them talking. The man who answered the phone asked my name.’




  ‘You didn’t give it to him?’




  ‘I made out it was a wrong number. You’ve got to find out what’s happening.’




  ‘OK,’ said Cooney. ‘I’ll get back to you.’




  He gave it a quarter of an hour then redialled. ‘Guerin’s been shot. It’s just come over the police radio. What do you want me to do?’




  ‘Is there any way you can get into the flat?’




  Disbelief sounded in Cooney’s voice. ‘Get into the flat to do what exactly? The place is full of coppers.’




  ‘You’ve got to get in there somehow,’ the voice insisted. ‘There’s a box in the safe. I need it.’




  ‘Hold on,’ said Cooney. ‘You’re not making sense.’




  ‘Guerin keeps the key to the safe on a chain round his neck,’ the voice urged. ‘I’ll make it worth your while.’




  Cooney leaned into the phone. ‘Have you any idea at all what you’re saying? A man has been killed and the police are there. You’re asking me to take a key from the body and

  open his safe?’




  ‘You get in there somehow!’ The voice took on an edge. ‘I want to know if that safe has been opened. I have to know if the safe has been opened!’




  Cooney took the right amount of time for reflection. ‘I’ll do what I can, but I’m promising nothing. Just stay where you are and I’ll call you back later.’




  Cooney returned to the rented room. He opened his door and stretched out on the bed in the darkness. His plan was working perfectly so far. It was his duty weekend. He’d go to work in the

  usual way in the morning. When Slade failed to appear Cooney had his story ready. He’d dropped his partner off the night before, Slade having refused the offer of a lift home. Slade had asked

  Cooney to take the car. Slade’s marital problems were no secret. Cooney had assumed that Slade was spending the night elsewhere. Someone would call Slade’s wife who would say that he

  hadn’t been home all night. The Serious Crimes Squad was run on liberal lines. Nothing more would be done until Monday morning. By that time the Ford would have been found and phase two would

  be put into action.




  An hour went by. Cooney swung his feet to the floor and stood at the door until he was satisfied that the coast was clear. He returned to the pay-phone at World’s End.




  ‘I managed to get up there,’ he said guardedly. ‘The Heavy Mob’s gone and Forensic’s installed. I know one of the photographers. I told him I’d been cruising

  the area and that I’d heard the broadcast.’




  ‘How about the safe?’




  ‘Empty,’ said Cooney. ‘It’s wide open with the key in the lock. Mitch said that it was like that when they got there. But they missed the camera. I managed to cop the

  cassette.’




  ‘I want it,’ his caller said sharply. ‘Where are you now?’




  ‘I’m still in Putney,’ lied Cooney. ‘I’ve only just this minute left the flat.’




  ‘I need the cassette. Can you bring it here now?’




  ‘I’ll be there in half-an-hour,’ promised Cooney.




  He took a taxi back to where they’d left the Jaguar and drove on to Holland Park. The mansions had been built at a time when servants were plentiful. Most of them had been converted into

  flats for the affluent. The house that he wanted was halfway up the hill facing the park. The trees in the front had a hundred years’ maturity. He climbed the steps and rang a doorbell. He

  had been there on eight previous occasions, delivering whatever Guerin passed on. The visits were always arranged in the same way. Someone would call Cooney’s home and leave a message,

  stating a time and a day. Cooney would go to Rivermead Court where Guerin gave him a package. The package was always heavily sealed and no-one referred to its contents. Cooney had guessed that he

  was carrying some form of contraband. He knew that it wasn’t dope. It had taken him six trips to Amsterdam to discover the nature and source of the operation. Guerin had never known that he

  was being tailed. It was Guerin who had warned him that this was to be the last run. Cooney had guessed and guessed well.




  A voice sounded in the entryphone. Cooney gave his name and the door opened. The man standing on the right of the hallway peered at Cooney anxiously. He was a short man with the head of a Roman

  senator. His well-tailored suit and Sulka linen created an impression of dignified prosperity.
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