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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. 


  


  The Murder Room


  Where Criminal Minds Meet


  


  themurderroom.com


  
    
  


  Raven in Flight


  Donald MacKenzie


  [image: ]


  
    
  


  CONTENTS


  


  


  Cover


  The Murder Room Introduction


  Title page


  


  Chapter One


  Chapter Two


  Chapter Three


  Chapter Four


  Chapter Five


  Chapter Six


  Chapter Seven


  Chapter Eight


  Chapter Nine


  Chapter Ten


  


  Outro


  By Donald MacKenzie

  
  Dedication


  About the author


  Copyright page


  
    
  


  Chapter One


  I STRETCHED my legs, pushing the driving seat back as far as it would go. Its difficult to find a car to fit me since Im made on the order
  of a dragonfly, six feet four inches tall and narrow shouldered. Anyway it was June and the hot Atlantic sun had burnished my face and bleached out my hair. Its normally gray white and
  Sweeny Todd styles it so that it falls over the ears and collar. People either like the production or they dont. Its been a long time since I really cared, one way or the other.
  Lilac-colored trousers and a T-shirt covered the jellyfish stings on my legs and stomach but I knew they were there.


  My sandals were on the back seat. I poked with a bare foot, trying out the clutch and brake pedals. It was obvious that the mechanic washing his hands across the yard had made no attempt to
  clean the car. It was Saturday afternoon and late. The floorboards were scratchy with sand, the ashtray crammed with lipsticked cigarette butts. I leaned out of the windows and emptied them
  pointedly onto the ground. The mechanic grinned, gave me the two fingers and mounted his scooter. He left the yard in a cloud of dust. It was hot in spite of the hour. I checked the gauges on the
  dashboard. The small white Seat was the same model as the one Id been hiring for the last six weeks.


  There was no one left in the yard but the girl standing in the office doorway. She was an improbable redhead and spoke English and tied her blouse instead of buttoning it.


  I stared hard at her flat brown belly. Do you think I can rely on this thing? Ive been fooling around with that slipping clutch for the last couple of weeks, you know.


  She made the nasal hum of the Spaniard just about to launch into English. I am sure, Seor. A lady just return it!


  I wasnt too sure what that meant but I shifted my gaze to her eyes. The world-weary older-man pose had been known to pay dividends with her generation. Her polite smile dismissed my
  unspoken invitation. I noticed for the first time that her legs were crooked and she was chewing gum. I gave her back her smile.


  Well, thanks anyway for staying behind, and enjoy your weekend!


  I took a right turn onto the one straight street in the sprawling village. Las Ventas was basically still a fishing settlement with squat whitewashed houses set around the hoop of bay-like nail
  holes in a horseshoe. Men were sleeping along the embarcadero in the shade of upturned boats. When the season finished in October, the youths who had worked as waiters would be back mending
  the fishnets. The old would huddle in doorways and patios, serene in the winter sunshine, the strangeness of the summer forgotten.


  A red traffic signal guarded the entrance to the Plaza Mayor. A cop in a soiled white tunic, rope-soled shoes and a sun helmet operated the controls from the safety of the sidewalk. Orange trees
  enclosed the square, the sharp fragrance of the still-green fruit mingling with the smells of seaweed and diesel fuel. I propped my elbows on the steering wheel and lit a Ducados. The tiled square
  was empty except for a drunk sleeping it off on a beach and some small girls playing mysteriously. The red and yellow Spanish flag hung in folds over the marble-fronted bank. The water in the
  fountain jetted fitfully through the mouths of stone dolphins. I reflected that this probably meant another cold bath. When the water pressure was low the gas heaters in the bungalows didnt
  work. Six weeks in Las Ventas had taught me that nothing could be taken for granted. Like the episode with the French girl the week before. Wed met in the bar, Wolfie Field making the
  introductions.


  This is ex-Detective-Inspector Raven, Monique. Hed given me a large grin to go with the wink. Moniques a writer with a passion for cops.


  She was a slightly bucktoothed journalist with Parisian chic and a well-developed bust. After a surfeit of the mauve-and blue-rinsed matrons who spaced their consumption of gin with complaints
  about the waiters breath she came as a godsend. Id spun the evening out, banging on about life at the Yard and lying my head off. By the time I took her back to the bungalow for a
  nightcap I was already wondering how I could get rid of her before morning. Three minutes later some clown in the local powerhouse kicked a switch and all the lights went out. We sat there,
  uneasily silent in a darkness that had come too soon for both of us. Finally I walked her back to the club. As we reached the entrance the lights came on again, just in time for me to read the
  amusement in her eyes. It revised my thinking entirely and I spent the rest of the night sucking indigestion pills. She left for Cdiz the following day. As Field pointed out, there is no
  such thing as justice, especially for ex-cops.


  The policeman on the pavement flicked his cigarette end into the gutter and signaled the change from red to green with a piercing blast on his whistle. There was no one but me waiting. Three
  dogs barked and the drunk on the bench shifted position. I pressed a calloused sole on the accelerator. It was a good way to drive and after weeks of going barefoot I no longer charged across the
  burning sand in agony. Id taken to selecting isolated beaches where there was no one to observe me floating in naked boredom. So there Id be, surrounded by shoals of coelenterates,
  reflecting that I was almost forty years of age, no ties and enough money of my own to tell the Commissioner of Police to go fuck himself and all it added up to was boredom.


  Has the nose and instincts of a weasel, someone had scribbled on one of my reports from police college all those years ago. It was just another way of saying that the only thing
  that ever really turned me on was and is the chase. The chase of the human being. Its a firmly lodged foible that got me onto the Force and then off it.


  I leaned hard on the horn, glowering, as an indifferent urchin in minute swimtrunks sauntered in front of the car. These days the little bastards dont even want to grow up and shoulder
  their share of trouble. The small Seat climbed out of the village, up the side of a hill thick with umbrella pines. The banks of the hardtop road were lined with cactus, dusty gray green plants
  with inch-long thorns. Country club lore had it that a guest had been thrown on the like from his horse and subsequently divorced by a dissatisfied wife.


  A horn sounded behind. A green Peugeot station wagon showed in the rearview mirror, close on my tail. The driver was signaling me to pull over. I braked, switched off the ignition and started a
  cigarette. The tall man coming from the Peugeot was shirtless and wearing tennis shorts and sneakers. He pushed his blond curly head through the open window and grinned engagingly. A gold
  articulated fish swung on a chain around his neck.


  Hi!


  Hi! I said guardedly. His wrestlers shoulders were deeply suntanned and he was wearing blue eye shadow.


  Dont shoot! he said, holding up a hand. Im Jerry Abbott. Its Mr. Raven, isnt it? His voice was pleasant, the American accent
  negligible.


  Right, I admitted. It was a strange place for a pickup but these days who could tell.


  Abbotts smile spread, crinkling the skin around his eyes. The Garage Central. I just missed you. I chased the girl up and she gave me your name.


  I nodded. Im driving the wrong car.


  He shook his head. If his curls had been longer theyd have sprayed all over the place.


  No. Its just that a friend of mine has been using this car over the last few days while I was in Madrid. As a matter of fact she only turned it in a couple of hours ago. And
  naturally she left her purse.


  He pointed at the corner of the dash. I reached across and lifted the soft fold of red leather. I weighed it in my palm for a second, feeling the angled hardness of the keys inside. Abbott
  picked the purse from my outstretched hand and wriggled an eyebrow.


  Thats women for you!


  I shrugged, feeling along the top of the dashboard. There was a pack of cigarettes, Sullivan Powell Virginia Rounds, a reminder of Raffles. E. W. Hornungs book about the
  cricket-playing society cracksman had been fascinating reading for a sixth former intent on joining the constabulary. I gave the cigarettes to Abbott and looked back over my shoulder. There was
  nothing on the rear seat except my sandals.


  That seems to be it, I said.


  He pulled back, the gold fish swinging on his broad chest. Thanks a lot, Mr. Raven. You know the way it is, a gal without her bits and pieces. The weekend would have been
  unendurable.


  He held his smile for a couple of seconds and then turned away. I let the clutch in, looked up in the mirror as I went into the bend. He was leaning against the Peugeot, staring after me. At
  that distance and forgetting the eye shadow there was a suggestion of Steve McQueen about him.


  An archway gapped the whitewashed walls that marked the boundaries of Las Ventas Country Club. The sixteen bungalows were placed discreetly among the umbrella pines. The club buildings, bar and
  restaurant, and Wolfie Fields private apartment were up on the crest of the hill. I swung the Seat onto the sandy lane that led down to my bungalow. It had a red tiled roof and white walls
  veiled in bougainvillea. The pine trees grew close to a patch of brilliant Bermuda grass. Red ants made the grass impossible to lie on. The beach was a quarter-mile away, through a door in the wall
  and across the coastal highway. The club itself was no more than half that distance. I drove the Seat under the bamboo shelter and lit another cigarette. The only sound to disturb the peace was the
  metallic scrape of a male cicadas wings.
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‘Donald MacKenzie is a born storyteller’
Guardian
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