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  ››› 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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  Chapter One




  Just occasionally London presents a splendidly washed appearance. It always follows a period of heavy rain and high winds and lasts only a few hours. Then the diesel fumes and

  the smoke reassert themselves and a gauze of smog once more settles over the Metropolis. This pearl of a moment is best caught in the early evening when the lights have come on and dance in

  reflection across every shining pavement and up every glistening wall, and when, too, the tops of the buildings stand silhouetted against the subdued glow of the sky’s perimeter.




  Such an evening was Friday, March 4th, and though Joseph Berg had other, and more anxious, matters to occupy his mind, he paused to take brief notice of its beauty. If anyone had happened to be

  with him, he would most probably have commented on the city’s feat in managing to look, and above all to smell, clean.




  The street in which he had parked was off the Fulham Road and about a quarter of a mile from his destination. It had been impressed upon him that he shouldn’t leave the car any closer than

  this. He carefully locked the driver’s door and walked round trying the others. Then, because he was nervous, he went round and tried them a second time. The street was lined on both sides by

  an assortment of ageing vehicles, some of them covered over with protective sheets and looking like ill-wrapped parcels which gave his 1963 Jaguar the appearance of being on a slumming

  expedition.




  Though he wasn’t cold, Berg turned up his mackintosh collar and withdrew his head like a wary tortoise. He was a short, dark man of unmemorable appearance in his early forties, but his

  nervousness made him feel nakedly conspicuous. He wished, not for the first time, that he had never got drawn into these crazy cloak and dagger activities. They caused great personal inconvenience

  and, worse, considerable nervous strain. The trouble was that, having once weakly consented to play a minor role, it had become almost impossible to back out. Not, in his case, because of any

  threat of blackmail, but because of the blatant appeal to loyalty, with the subtle, unfair suggestion that his philosophy was no better than the I’m-all-right-Jack variety whenever he had

  demurred and asked them to find someone else to run their errands.




  As he walked away from the car, the briskness of his step belied the tension which flowed out of his nerve-ends, but he looked determinedly ahead and glanced neither to right nor left. Not that

  anyone evinced the slightest interest in him either. He tried focusing his mind on everyday normality: on his home in Hendon where his wife, Hilda, would at this moment be sitting in front of a

  nice fire watching television, believing her husband to be meeting a business associate—which, in a sense, he was.




  “Don’t wait up for me, dear,” he had said when he left after supper. “I ought to be home by eleven, but you never know on these occasions.”




  And Hilda had merely nodded. She had long ceased to question her husband’s comings and goings. He provided her with all she wanted and her life was complete. And if the truth were told, it

  was very little less complete when he wasn’t there. She had no interest in his business, an export/import agency with offices off Aldgate, and he found little pleasure in her circle of

  coffee-drinking, bridge-playing friends. Their marriage had reached the stage where each tolerated the other and made the adjustments required by two people living under the same roof, but beyond

  that their life together was a well which had dried up. He sometimes wondered whether it would have been different had they been able to have children. As it was, he was thankful that there

  weren’t any.




  Still thinking in an inconclusive sort of way about Hilda, he turned into Starforth Street which, at a quarter to ten on a Friday evening, was almost empty, though traffic could be seen passing

  to and fro along the main road at the end, and sounds of singing and of a piano being strummed came from the pub on the corner. Berg walked fifteen or twenty yards towards the lights at the end,

  then paused and pretended to study the house numbers. A taxi turned into the street from the main road and came toward him with headlights on. He quickly turned his back on it and began to walk

  rapidly in the direction from which he had come. It passed him and turned left, disappearing from his view. He crossed over to the other side and stood against the wall of a school playground in

  the flickering shadows cast between two lamp posts. Everything glistened as though it had been coated with glycerine.




  He looked at his watch and saw that it was still two minutes to the quarter hour.




  From the street plan which he had studied he knew that a minor road ran behind the pub and intersected Starforth Street just short of its junction with the main road. Suddenly, as he now stood

  peering in that direction, he saw his contact emerge from the shadows and stand for a few seconds outside the lighted saloon bar entrance. He must have been forty or fifty yards from Berg who saw

  him cast a quick glance his way. Then he crossed to the other side.




  Almost immediately he was joined by another figure. They appeared to be speaking, but the only sound was that emanating from the pub. Berg watched intently, realising too late that he ought to

  have moved closer.




  His contact seemed suddenly to slip on the wet pavement and his companion put out a hand. The next second, however, he had slithered to the ground and the man with him had vanished. One moment

  there; gone the next.




  Berg dashed toward the spot where the fallen man lay. He felt his face going stiff with horror as he gazed at the gash in the throat through which the man’s life-blood was now being

  methodically pumped into the gutter. Quickly he turned and ran. As he did so, there was an eruption of noise from the pub opposite. He had almost reached the far end of the street before there was

  a shout behind him.




  “Hi, you. Stop!” But Joseph Berg continued to run.




  







  Chapter Two




  Richard Monk was a young man with a thoroughly healthy attitude toward work, best evidenced, perhaps, by the zest and eagerness with which he returned to his office each Monday

  morning. Not that he found his weekends boring; on the contrary, he enjoyed them very much. It was just that he found being a solicitor an absorbing occupation. And those of his profession who

  didn’t share this enthusiasm might have been more inclined to do so if they, too, had been their own masters and had a pleasant office in Bedford Square from which to conduct their

  business.




  As he mounted the two steps to the front entrance, he glanced with self-conscious pride at the brass plate with the legend,




  

    Richard Monk & Co.




    Solicitors and Commissioners for Oaths.


  




  It shone, even under the leaden sky of promised snow.




  “’Morning, Roy,” he called out as he passed the open door of his assistant. Though Roy Harding was a few years older than Richard, he was only a salaried partner and also the

  only other legally qualified member of the firm. However, it was his name appearing on the letter-head which justified the “& Co.”




  “Hello, Richard. Have a good weekend?”




  “Terrific. I went sailing.”




  “At this time of year?”




  “It was a bit chilly.”




  “Must have been for you to notice.” Richard grinned and Harding went on, “Incidentally, Richard, I shall be out most of the day. That probate action starts today.”




  “Splendid probate weather. Now it’s certain to snow. How long’ll it last?”




  “A day and a half at most.”




  Richard looked thoughtful. “That’s long enough for you to be out of the office at one go. We really ought to discuss the need to have an assistant solicitor on your side of the

  business. We don’t want to turn away any of the bread and butter work.”




  It was his habit to refer to the conveyancing, the will-making and the divorce work as the bread and butter stuff and to his own criminal work as the boss’s hobby. And this, in a sense,

  was true, as all too often his own cases brought little by way of financial reward. But then if you’d been left £400,000 at the age of twenty-eight (he was now thirty-one) you could

  afford to indulge yourself by not regarding the acquisition of further money as a main object in life. Not that Richard Monk & Co. was an insolvent concern. Quite the reverse, though this was

  not due to its principal’s earning capacity.




  “Roper and Bentley manage very well,” Harding said.




  “Oh, I know. They’re bloody good clerks, but I’m not sure the moment hasn’t arrived to take in another qualified chap. Anyhow, let’s talk about it later in the

  week.”




  He went upstairs to his own office to find Sheila Gillam, his secretary, hovering in the doorway between their two rooms.




  “Good morning, Sheila.”




  “Good morning, Mr. Monk. I hope you had a nice weekend.”




  “Very nice.” He gave her an enquiring glance as she continued to hover. “You’re not looking your usual everything-under-control self, Sheila. Anything up?”




  “Only that a Mr. Berg has ’phoned three times in the last half-hour.”




  He frowned. “I don’t know any Mr. Berg, do I?”




  “No. And he refused to say what it was about, but he sounded terribly worried.”




  “What have you done about him?”




  “Nothing. I imagine he’ll ring again any minute. Will you speak to him when he does?”




  “Surely.”




  Sheila Gillam withdrew and Richard ran a hand through his thatch of always slightly disordered hair and then held a finger to his nose. “Still reeks of the English Channel,” he

  murmured to himself as he sat down at his desk to go through the mail. He was insistent on this ritual, though most of the letters required the attention of Roy Harding or of the two clerks who

  handled much of the routine work or of the cashier, who resembled a chapel elder. Richard was by training, if not by nature, suspicious of anyone who looked quite as upright and severely virtuous

  as Mr. Blenkyn, and would never be entirely taken by surprise to learn that he embezzled on the side.




  After informing himself on what his employees were up to, he picked up The Times to see what had happened in the world since he had last looked at a newspaper. Unlike most people who

  have a favourite starting point in their morning read, Richard Monk always began on the left hand side of page one and methodically worked his way through to the end. This didn’t mean that he

  absorbed the lot, but his eye did at least slide up and down and across each page and, like a bee seeking pollen, settle on those items of particular interest to him.




  He had progressed through “Sports News” and “The Arts” and was approaching the leader page when an item of “Home News” claimed his attention. He read:




  

    Murdered Civil Servant




    

      

        Police enquiries continue into the murder of Mr. Frederick Parsons, aged 53, a scientific officer in the Ministry of Defence, who was found dying of a stab wound of the

        throat in Starforth Street, Fulham, last Friday night. Mr. Parsons, who never regained consciousness, died in the ambulance on his way to hospital. A Scotland Yard spokesman said that a

        motive for the crime had not yet been established. Mr. Parsons lived in Hendon and was married.


      


    


  




  The thing which interested Richard was that, not only had no one been charged with the offence, but there wasn’t even a description of someone who the police believed

  might be able to help them with their enquiries. The hand which had struck down Mr. Parsons was disembodied for all the police appeared to know.




  Crime had always fascinated him; and the greater the element of mystery, the greater the fascination. The trouble was that real crime seldom achieved the same level of mystery as fictional

  crime, so that a study of both forms was necessary to bring him full satisfaction.




  With his mind still lingering over Mr. Parsons’ fate, he skipped through the Prime Minister’s latest speech on economic recovery, a long leader on the future of Britain as a maritime

  nation and a turgid letter from a member of the House of Lords on the need for severer penalties against those he labelled “juvenile delinquent hooligans”. Richard fell to wondering if

  these were the same as “delinquent hooligan juveniles” or “hooligan juvenile delinquents”. There seemed no end to the permutations.




  He had just finished the paper (crosswords were not his addiction) when Sheila came in, bringing him a cup of coffee.




  “No further word from Mr. Berg?” he enquired, as she placed the saucer on a piece of blotting paper so that it wouldn’t mark the desk.




  “No.”




  “I hope he hasn’t thrown himself off Waterloo Bridge.”




  “Waterloo?” Her tone was surprised.




  “Well, any bridge.”




  “I don’t expect he has,” she said after a thoughtful pause. “Not many men do.”




  She was a placid girl, which was as well seeing that she was married to an extremely volatile actor who was subject to fits of black depression. Richard thought she probably regarded him as her

  yardstick for measuring male instability. If Harold Gillam could keep away from bridges, so could Mr. Berg, however worried he may have sounded.




  She withdrew and he picked up his coffee and blew on it hard. It always came hotter than molten steel, and then by the time it was drinkable a great wrinkled layer of skin had formed on top.

  But, being the boss, he was at least provided with a spoon to remove the skin and a saucer into which to deposit it. He took a sip and quickly licked his scalded lips.




  There was a discreet buzz at his left elbow and he lifted the receiver.




  “Mr. Berg is in the waiting-room,” Sheila announced drily.




  “Have you seen him?”




  “I’ve just come up from speaking to him. I told him I had no idea whether you’d be able to see him as you were very busy and normally didn’t see anyone without an

  appointment.”




  “And what was his reaction to those cooling words of welcome?”




  “He said he’d take a chance on your becoming free and be able to see him.” After a pause she added, “I don’t think he’s actually brought sandwiches with him

  so you could probably starve him off the premises.”




  “How did he strike you, Sheila?”




  “Quiet, but determined.”




  “Count up to a hundred and then have him sent up. Oh, and Sheila, you’d better take my cup. I’ll drink it this afternoon, it’ll be cool by then.”




  While he was waiting for his visitor, he took a fat pad of thick, creamy paper from his desk drawer and selected a freshly-sharpened pencil from the Benares brass pot which sprouted a dozen or

  more of different colours. He had a fetish about stationery. Notes written on scraps of paper maddened him, and used envelopes with economy labels even more so. To him a stationer’s was the

  equivalent of Cartiers to a jewel-conscious woman.




  There was a soft knock on the door and Sheila opened it.




  “Mr. Berg, Mr. Monk,” she said, and closed the door as soon as Berg had stepped inside the room. The two men looked at each other.




  “I’m very grateful to you for seeing me. I realise I ought to have made an appointment. In fact, as your secretary may have told you, I did ring, but you hadn’t come in. So I

  decided not to waste more time and to take a chance that you’d see me.” He brought out his wallet. “Let me give you my card.”




  He made this little speech from just inside the door, while Richard remained standing at the side of his desk. He now came across the room and shook hands, looking about him with nervous

  interest.




  “If I may say so, it’s somewhat different from what I had expected,” he said with a flicker of a smile, as Richard glanced at the card which bore Berg’s name and address.

  “Your room, I mean.” He observed Richard’s puzzled expression. “I’d expected something very modern. A single abstract painting on the wall and a fitted carpet as

  spongy as Irish moss. That sort of thing.”




  “That’s what I’d have if I were in advertising, but solicitors ought to be traditional. After all, the great mass of the public still associates us with Victorianism.” He

  glanced round his room. “And anyway I happen to be rather fond of early Victoriana—in the right place.” He didn’t point out the absence of anything Victorian about his

  attire. A medium grey flannel suit, a coloured shirt with button-down collar, a knitted silk tie and suede shoes (his regular office garb) would have made a Victorian solicitor swallow his

  quill.




  “And especially when it’s all the real thing. . . ,” Berg murmured, his eyes taking in the mahogany desk with its dark green leather top, the brass table lamp on it and the

  spread of Turkey carpet beneath it. He looked across at the wall. “Are those originals?”




  “The Spy cartoons? No, reproduction of the period.”




  Berg went across and examined one of them, an iron-faced judge in scarlet and ermine.




  “I shouldn’t like to have come up in front of him. I hope his sort is not still around.”




  “May I suggest, Mr. Berg, that you come and sit down and tell me what’s brought you to see me?”




  Berg nodded slowly and let out an imperceptible sigh. It seemed as if he had been hoping to stall off this moment of explanation. Richard recognised the symptoms, which were the same as those

  exhibited by the person who goes to the doctor and then hesitates to tell him what is wrong. He knew that clients often became coyly reticent when faced by the actuality of confession.




  However, Berg now sat down on the chair at the side of the desk. At first gingerly on the edge, then, since this was too uncomfortable a posture to maintain, he was forced to surrender himself

  to its capacious embrace. It was the perfect chair for nervous clients, low and deep and as difficult to get out of as a bear pit. He was aware of Richard gazing at him with concentrated interest

  from somewhere up above.




  “Cigarette?” Richard handed him the silver box and Berg took a Turkish. “I don’t,” he explained as he let the lid fall back. “Well, now?”




  There was a silence before Berg said in a voice tight with emotion: “I believe I may be suspected of murder. The murder of a man called Parsons.”




  “The Ministry of Defence official?”




  “That’s right. You’ve read all about it then?” He sounded immeasurably relieved as though any further explanation had become superfluous.




  “I’ve read what’s in today’s Times, but that’s not very much. It didn’t appear from that as if the police were on to anyone. What makes you think you

  may be under suspicion?”




  “Because somebody intends I should be,” Berg said emotionally. “Somebody called Gamel.”




  “Who’s Gamel?”




  “He’s the man who did murder Parsons.”




  Monk made a brief note on the pad in front of him and said: “In a moment, I’ll want you to tell me the whole story, but first I’d like to ask you a few questions. Just to

  establish some basic facts. How do you know Gamel killed Parsons?”




  “I can only answer that, Mr. Monk, by telling you the whole story.”




  “All right, then answer me this instead. Where were you when the murder was committed?”




  “In Starforth Street. I saw it happen, except that I didn’t know at the time I was witnessing a murder. I was about fifty yards away.”




  “And you recognised this man Gamel?”




  “I know it was Gamel because he was the man Parsons went to meet.”




  “Do you know where Gamel is now?”




  Berg shook his head forlornly. “But surely the police will be able to find him? They must find him.”




  “That depends how hard they look for him,” Richard replied and observed Berg wince. “Assuming you’re right about Gamel wanting to throw suspicion on you, how can he

  achieve this?”




  “By somehow letting the police know that I was at the scene,” Berg said vaguely.




  “You’ve just told me yourself that you were there.”




  “But the police don’t know that.”




  Richard tried to hide his rising exasperation, but he was always irked by clients who seemed to take it for granted that they could tell him one thing and later expect his support in putting

  forward a completely different story—in Court for example. Less reputable members of his profession might invent defences for their clients which bore little relation to the given facts, but

  Richard resented the assumption that he would be prepared to lend himself to this dubious sort of practice. However, to be fair, Berg hadn’t yet gone that far, nor indeed had Richard made up

  his mind definitely to represent him.




  “Have the police been to see you?”




  “Yes, on Saturday,” Berg said uneasily.




  “Oh! How did they get on to you?”




  Berg stubbed his cigarette out with slow deliberation as though to gain time before answering this question.




  “They found my telephone number in Parsons’ diary.”




  “I don’t suppose it was the only one. Was that all?”




  “I’m afraid not. Against last Friday’s date there was my name and beside it ‘The Duchess of Bedford, 10 o’clock.’ ”




  “Where’s the Duchess of Bedford?”




  “It’s the pub on the corner of Starforth Street.”




  “Were these diary entries in Parsons’ writing?”




  “I assume so. They weren’t in mine. I didn’t even know he had a diary.”




  “Was there any reference to Gamel in the diary?”




  “I don’t know. The police didn’t say anything about him.”




  “Did you mention him to them?”




  “No, I thought it better not to.”




  “Did you tell them you’d been in Starforth Street last Friday night?”




  Berg seemed to shrink as he hung his head and said miserably: “I’m afraid I told them that I hadn’t been there. I told them I didn’t know why Parsons had made such an

  entry in his diary . . . their visit was all so unexpected and I didn’t have time to think straight . . . I told them a stupid lie.”




  Richard reflected that the degree of its stupidity would depend upon the ease with which it could be shown up.




  He said: “I haven’t asked you this, but I gather you did know the dead man?”




  “Yes, although not particularly well. He lived in the next street to mine and we’d met socially a few times.”




  “How long had you known him?”




  “Four or five years.”




  “Did you tell the police that?”




  “Oh, yes. I never pretended I didn’t know him.” He seemed to find relief in this admission of truth. But it was short-lived.




  “Did the police ask you where you were on Friday night?”




  “I told them I’d gone to meet a business client, but that he failed to turn up.”




  Richard silently groaned. How often he’d heard it all before, the small initial lie, leading to more lies and finally the runaway cancer of lies.




  “I suppose they asked you for the name of your client?”




  “Yes.”




  “And what’ll he say when the police make a cross-check?”




  Berg shrugged helplessly. “I don’t know. I haven’t been able to get in touch with him. I realise I’m in an awful mess.”




  “And did you tell them where you were going to meet this client?” Richard went on remorselessly.




  “I had to. I mentioned a public house in Mayfair I’ve been to a few times.”




  “Can anyone prove you never set foot inside the place last Friday evening?”




  “I don’t know. It’s always pretty full and I’m not a regular. The staff probably wouldn’t notice whether I was there or not.”




  “But the police will certainly check on that too,” Richard remarked bleakly. “Did they make it clear that they regarded you as being under suspicion?”




  “They were perfectly polite, but at the same time very tenacious in their questioning. When they left they said they would certainly want to see me again.”




  “But so far, they haven’t?”




  “Not yet.”




  “Incidentally, what was the name of the officer?”




  “Detective-Inspector Evans. I think he said he was from Fulham Police Station.”




  Richard tore a page from his notepad and tapped his teeth lightly with his pencil. Then looking up suddenly he said: “And now finally before you give me the full background to what

  you’ve already told me, I’d like to ask how you come to consult me?”




  “I remembered your name from a newspaper article. It was after you’d successfully defended that police officer who’d been framed.”




  Richard nodded. He remembered the article all too well. It portrayed him as a quixotic defender of the oppressed who was ready to spend his own money in the attainment of justice for his

  clients. The result had been off-stage sounds of displeasure from the Law Society and, worse, an absolute flood of importunate demands from every crank and crook in the country.




  “If I may say so, Mr. Monk, it made you sound a rather remarkable person. I don’t wish to embarrass you, but it mentioned qualities which are all too rare nowadays; at least in my

  line of business, where it’s every man grab for himself and survival of the fittest. The article I read made it appear that your standards were less materialistic than most

  people’s.” He paused and said awkwardly, “I apologise if I’ve embarrassed you, but I was only trying to answer your question. Perhaps I ought to add quickly that I

  haven’t come to you with my begging bowl outstretched. I mayn’t be a millionaire, but I certainly can afford to pay a lawyer’s fees. I wouldn’t want you to think that

  because I mentioned that article I was hoping to receive free advice.”




  “Let’s forget the article,” Richard said firmly. Then with a small smile of encouragement he went on, “Now tell me what led up to your being in Starforth Street last

  Friday night.”




  Berg played nervously with his fingers for a while, as though trying to make sure they were properly jointed, before addressing his opening remarks to the patch of carpet between his legs.




  “It all stems from the fact that I’m a Jew,” he said slowly. “Not a strict one from the point of view of religious observance, but still a Jew. Both my parents were Jews

  and I have most of the feelings of blood ties which bind Jews together. Perhaps I should mention that I was born and educated in this country and I served in the army in the latter stages of the

  war. So you can see I’m one of those very British Jews.”




  “What’s your business?”




  “I run an import/export agency. I started it up in 1950 and it’s been quite successful. I have about twenty or thirty employees. We do business with a lot of continental firms, as

  well as with a few in America, and I also have connections with Israel. Moreover, I have a brother there. He left this country in 1934 when he was twenty and he’s lived in Israel ever

  since.”




  “And he is now one of your business connections?”




  “Not exactly. You see, he’s a painter, though he does come into the story. As a matter of fact between 1934 and 1955 I never saw him, but during the past twelve years I’ve been

  to Israel five or six times and we’ve usually met. We’re not particularly close. I was only eleven or twelve when he left England and so our lives developed quite separately. I mention

  all this because I think it’s important that you should understand the exact nature of our relationship.”




  “The ties of blood remain even though any personal common interest has died with the years.”




  “Precisely, Mr. Monk. Now let me tell you about Parsons—or as much about him as I know. Soon after I first met him I realised from remarks he let drop that he was violently

  anti-Arab. Later I learnt that his younger brother, to whom he’d apparently been devoted, had been killed in the army at the time of Suez. When I say killed, I mean tortured and

  murdered.”




  “Where did that happen?”




  “In Alexandria.”




  “And that was the reason for his anti-Arab sentiments?”




  “Yes. It was more than that, it was a slow, smouldering hatred. A determination to do them down in any way he could. I suppose because he knew I was a Jew, he expressed himself rather more

  freely in my presence than he did in other people’s. Not that he told me all this at one time. It came out in bits and pieces over a period.” Berg moistened his lips with his tongue and

  went on, “But the real bolt from the blue came only nine months ago. We had met at a local cocktail party and afterwards he and his wife came back for coffee with us. The women went into the

  house and he came with me when I went to put the car away. Quite suddenly—I can remember it clearly, I had just locked the garage door—he said, ‘I have some information which

  would interest the Israel government, I think. You could be the person to pass it on to them.’ I looked at him in astonishment for a minute before I said, ‘You must be out of your mind

  talking like that. People go to prison for twenty-five years and more for spying.’ I was even more astonished when he let out a laugh. ‘This is not spying. At least not in the sense you

  mean. Anyway, let me tell you about it.’ ” Berg glanced up at Richard and said ruefully, “And like a fool, I let him. We must have stood there in the shadow of the garage for

  nearly half an hour. I know we had to make some excuse about the lock jamming when we eventually got into the house. Stripped of its detail, his story was this. That about a year before, he had hit

  upon the idea of offering himself to the Arabs as a spy with the intention all the time of feeding them false information. His job in the Ministry gave him access to a certain amount of secret

  technical data in the weapon research field and he had been supplying this after, as he put it, scrambling it a bit first. Altering figures and that sort of thing. Enough, I gathered, to make it

  valueless but not enough for it to be apparent. Anyway, he was highly delighted with his little scheme and he told me how they’d fallen for it hook, line and sinker, believing that

  they’d seduced an important official in the Ministry of Defence. He even managed to be amused by the money he received. It wasn’t very much, but used to send it to a Zionist charity and

  this gave him the most satisfaction of all.”




  “Was he a Jew?”




  “No. It was just that selling worthless information to the Arabs and giving the money to their arch enemies was, to him, the most exquisite form of revenge he could devise for what

  they’d done to his brother.”




  Richard made a face. “He doesn’t sound a very normal sort of man.”




  “No one who harbours that amount of hatred can be normal. I only wish I’d seen all this as clearly at the beginning as I do now. Anyway his suggestion was that I should, through my

  business contacts, let the Israel government know what he was doing.”




  “You mean, he would let you have details of the false information he was passing to the Arabs?”




  “Yes. It was just a further refinement in his extraction of revenge. At the time I was non-committal, though I made up my mind to sound out my brother when I went to Israel about two weeks

  later. Parsons knew I was due to make a visit as I’d been talking about it at the party. Well, I did mention it to my brother and, to cut a longish story short, before I left Israel I was

  given full instructions how to transmit the information. Quite frankly, I was rather taken aback. I hadn’t expected such a prompt and positive reaction. But from that moment there was no

  turning back. When I returned to England, I got in touch with Parsons and told him I would co-operate with him.”




  “Just before you go on, I’m not quite clear about the people you saw in Israel. Were your dealings in the matter solely with your brother?”




  “I first mentioned the matter to my brother, and the next day he telephoned me at my hotel in Haifa and told me to expect a visit that evening from a Mr. Malmed. Mr. Malmed had obviously

  been told the whole story before he came, because all he did was to instruct me in channels of communication. I was simply to pass the information in an envelope marked ‘Invoice’ to the

  Shraga Shipping Company of Haifa. He told me I didn’t need to know anything else and merely added something about it being the duty of every Jew everywhere to play his part in safeguarding

  the national home.”




  “Did you gather who he was?”




  “I assumed he was a member of the Israel Security Service. He didn’t say so, of course, but he had that sort of quiet alertness about him that cloak and dagger operators seem to

  acquire.”




  Richard thought of the only person he knew in this particular field and decided that it was an apt description.




  “And so it began,” Berg said wearily. “About once a month, I’d meet Parsons by arrangement, he’d hand me some documents and within twenty-four hours they’d be

  on their way to Haifa.”




  “Did you ever hear anything further from that end?”




  Berg shook his head. “And the last time I was in Israel, I didn’t see my brother. He was away somewhere and I was unable to get in touch with him.”




  “So as far as you’re concerned, you’ve just been sending things off into the void?”




  “Yes. I imagine I would have heard from them, if nothing had been received.”




  “Were you paid for your services?”




  “No. It was never suggested, and they took it for granted that I was doing it as a patriotic duty.”




  There was a tinge of resentment in his tone which was not lost on Richard.




  “Well, weren’t you?”




  “As I explained earlier, Mr. Monk, I may be a hundred percent Jewish, but England is my home land and I have never acted against the interests of this country, not even during the

  pre-independence troubles when a good many Jews here found themselves being pulled in two directions. I know my brother who fought bitterly against the British at that time regards me with

  reservation as a result. He was a member of what here would have been called one of the Zionist terror organisations. They stabbed and killed British soldiers at every opportunity. They were the

  heroes of their own country, but callous assassins in the eyes of people here. To be a Jew in England in the late forties was a schizophrenic experience and not one to be envied. But to come back

  to your question, yes, I was acting out of a sense of patriotic duty—perhaps I was even trying to redeem my conscience for earlier neglect—but it wasn’t a patriotic duty so

  fervently felt that I didn’t slightly resent it being taken for granted, which it undoubtedly was by my brother and Mr. Malmed and the unknowns in the background.” He gave Richard a

  wisp of a smile. “I’m sorry. There’s no one more tedious than the Jew who analyses his motives aloud in the hope of achieving self-justification. Where had I got to?”




  “I think you were probably about to tell me about Friday night.”




  Berg nodded abstractedly, as he plucked at his left eyebrow. A hair came away and he examined it thoughtfully before flicking it off his finger.




  “About a month ago Parsons told me that he was a bit worried about Gamel as he thought he might have begun to suspect a double-cross. He didn’t give me any reason, but he asked me to

  be somewhere in the vicinity the next time he was due to meet Gamel and pass him something. That meeting was fixed for a quarter to ten last Friday evening in Starforth Street, and it was arranged

  that I should keep him and Gamel under observation and that at ten o’clock we should meet in the Duchess of Bedford. And that’s why I was in Starforth Street, and how I came to be a

  witness to Parsons’ death.”




  He lay back in the chair, exhausted by his narration of events. Then like a patient hanging on the doctor’s word he turned his gaze eagerly toward Richard.




  “What do you think?”




  “Think?”




  “Of my chances?”




  “When the police find out that you lied to them about your movements on Friday evening, they’ll certainly scrutinise the evidence extremely closely to see whether they have enough to

  charge you. As far as you know, did anyone see you at the scene?”




  “I don’t think so. But how can they have enough if I didn’t do it?”




  “Much’ll depend on whether they can establish a motive of any sort. For example if they find out that you and Parsons have been involved in the activities you’ve been

  describing to me, I think you must expect to be charged.” He observed Berg’s defeated expression and added, “But there’s a lot of difference between being charged and being

  convicted, so don’t despair. But I always believe in telling clients the worst if I think they can take it.”




  “Thank you,” Berg said quietly, “I appreciate your candour. I can see that the most vital task is to find Gamel. He must be found.” His voice broke slightly as he went

  on, “Gamel is the one person who can save me.”
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