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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 and the Paperhangers


  Donald MacKenzie


  [image: ]





  Contents


  Cover


  The Murder Room Introduction


  Title page

  
  Epigraph

  
  


  Chapter One


  Chapter Two


  Chapter Three


  Chapter Four


  Chapter Five


  Chapter Six


  Chapter Seven


  Chapter Eight


  Chapter Nine


  Chapter Ten


  Chapter Eleven


  Chapter Twelve


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  Outro


  By Donald MacKenzie


  Dedication


  About the author


  Copyright page
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  Chapter One


  THE FORD BLACK-AND-TAN STATION-WAGON was parked
  inconspicuously behind a PTT repair-truck. The two men sitting in the front of the car had a clear view of the main station entrance and were able to see right through into the concourse. It was
  ten minutes to two by the clock that was hanging there. Kent Tyler turned his wrist, checking the time against his watch. He was a big man with short steel-grey hair and black eyes and his blue
  flannel suit covered a well-conditioned body. Soft April rain had been falling most of the way in from Fontainebleau and the windscreen was spattered with drops. Tyler touched a switch on the dash,
  setting the wipers in motion.


  You understand that I dont want the guy near the house until weve seen what hes brought with him?


  Dark, longish hair and a thin high-bridged nose gave Rod de Wayne an air of raffish good breeding. He was wearing the collar of his shirt outside his sports jacket and a small gold lion was
  suspended from a chain around his neck. He swivelled his lean sun-tanned face towards his partner.


  Know something, Kent? Youre getting paranoiac. Scottis an organisation guy, an ace.


  Hes a convicted felon who was kicked out of the United States, said Tyler. The windscreen was clean and he stopped the wipers.


  De Waynes grin revealed well-cared-for teeth. Come off it, for fucks sake! What do you care about his record? You wanted the best man in the business and youve got
  him.


  Tyler shrugged. Vegas had done more to Rod than give him a sun-tan. Mixing with racketeers had given him a kind of hip awareness. His eyes were never at rest, their expression often at variance
  with the rest of his actors face. They had served together in Vietnam, Tyler captain to De Waynes lieutenant. The following years had sent them in opposite directions but they kept up
  with one another. Birds of a feather, as their CO had said, not entirely without malice.


  Tyler had reached his destination the previous autumn, returning to the Karl Muellerstrasse apartment to find the coop flown. A note from his wife, written on the office stationery, was propped
  against the telephone.
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      Kent:


      By the time you read this Emma and I will be back in the States. Ive tried to ignore all the lying, cheating and bullying for the sake of our daughter. I realise now
      that I was wrong. By ignoring your behaviour I condoned it. I shall be getting Mr Saunders to handle the divorce. Please dont try to contact us and force me to do things that I would
      only regret.


      Natalie

    

  


  


  He had read the note sourly. It was all there. The Yankee self-righteousness, the characteristic threat at the end. Then hed gone out and got drunk. That was Friday
  night. He was still drunk on Saturday, sitting alone in the apartment with a half-empty bottle of rye and the pictures of his five-year-old daughter. Hed finished the rye, burned the
  pictures and gone to bed for twenty-four hours. That marked the end of an era. The end of sex conferred as a goddam favour, a halt to the daily running arguments, the last of Natalie Coleman Tyler.
  The following Sunday he had driven from Dsseldorf to Winterberg and walked in the pine-woods. By the time he returned, his mind was made up. He planned his coup with the same mixture of
  audacity and ruthlessness that had put him in charge of the European office at the age of thirty-six. A young man in a hurry, as New York described him. Head Office liked to know about the domestic
  problems of their executives but Tyler managed to stifle the reasons for Natalies defection. He explained her absence by saying that she had returned to the States to look for a school for
  Emma.


  It had taken him the best part of a day to locate De Wayne playing straight man to a stand-up comic in a Vegas night-club. Tyler cabled expense money and De Wayne took the next flight to
  Germany. Tyler met him at Lohausen and they drove to a motel near Kreefeld. They had talked for most of the night, resuming their relationship as they had left it, tight in the way that only men
  who have held one anothers lives in their hands can be. Tyler had explained his plan. Neither man wasted time with ethical implications. The only issue had been whether or not the scheme
  would work. De Waynes racket friends in Vegas had given him the right contacts in Milan and he had flown on to Italy the following day. He was back again in a week, bringing a variety of
  forged identification papers and the promise of someone called Paolo Scotti.


  Tyler glanced across at the concourse clock. The hand jerked past the hour. De Wayne dribbled cigarette smoke from the corner of his mouth, his eyes half-closed.


  Id better make a move. The trains due in eight minutes.


  Tyler watched him into the railway-station. De Wayne moved like a dancer, his gait somewhere between a run and a lope. He was conscious of himself and of being observed.


  Tyler lowered a window. The rain had stopped and what he wanted to do was stretch his legs. Caution kept him in the car. He had been careful to put himself on show as little as possible,
  constantly aware of the danger of a chance meeting with someone who knew him. It was difficult to think how he could have been more circumspect. He had waited for the New York auditors to make
  their annual visit before taking three weeks holiday. There was nothing in the manner of his going or in its timing to alarm the Harvard Business School graduate who was waiting for the
  opportunity to step into Tylers shoes. He left no unfinished business, no unresolved problems that could call for his intervention. Back in France, De Wayne and he moved into the rented
  hunting-lodge in the middle of Fontainebleau forest.


  Tyler pitched his cigarette through the open window. De Wayne was making his way across to the car, flanked by a squat man in a light coat carrying a tartan holdall. Tyler shifted his seat,
  letting De Wayne in behind the wheel.


  Paolo Scotti, said De Wayne.


  The Italian reached forward from the rear seat and pushed out his hand. The backs of his fingers were furred with coarse black hair and he had snakes eyes in a pockmarked countenance.
  Thirty-five illegal years in the United States had given him a strong Brooklyn accent.


  Whadda you say, fella?


  Tyler felt a quick sense of outrage that he was actually sitting in a car with some greaseball who had been gaoled for forging dollar-bills.


  How was your trip? he asked politely.


  Scotti shrugged. Noise dont bother me. I sleep pretty good. You get those things I asked for?


  Three different firms had shipped the goods to Etampes. The Gronchi printing-press had come from Marseilles, carboys of coloured inks from Strasbourg, the paper from Frankfurt. Tyler and De
  Wayne collected the merchandise in a rented pickup and took it to the Pavillon Sarrault.


  Its still in the crates, said Tyler.


  Scottis teeth were streaked with nicotine stains. We got things to show one another. I got mine in here. He tapped the dispatch-case on the seat beside him.


  Tyler took the bulky envelope from the glove-compartment. So far, the venture had cost him over forty thousand dollars. Five grand had gone to De Wayne for expenses. The printing-press and
  accessories had cost twenty thousand and thered been rent on the two houses. Scotti wet his thumb and forefinger and riffled through the hundred-dollar bills. He looked up, satisfied.


  Sure enough, ten big ones. He returned the envelope to Tyler and put his hand on his bag.


  Not here, Tyler warned quickly. Well go somewhere quiet.


  De Wayne already had the motor running. He snaked the big Ford through the circling taxis and headed west along boulevards that were drying under the fitful sun. Waiters were bustling out with
  chairs for the pavement tables. Glancing up at the rear-view mirror, Tyler found Scotti watching him. The Italian winked but Tyler took no notice. De Waynes driving grew more fancy once they
  were near the Arc de Triomphe. He had been in Paris for three weeks and it showed. He drove like everyone else, bluffing and slamming on his brakes at the last moment. He turned into the Bois de
  Boulogne and down the Alle de Longchamp. There was a glimpse of well-accoutred horseback-riders cantering their mounts beneath chestnut trees that were fat with blossom. Soft rain had
  brought out the scents of spring, adding lustre to the green of the trees and the grass. The rails along the racetrack glittered white in the sunshine.


  Stop here, Tyler said suddenly.


  De Wayne trod on the brakes and killed the motor. There were no footpaths nearby and it was far too early for the car-borne hookers. The only person in sight was a painter on a derrick high
  against the stand on the far side of the track. De Wayne jammed his back against the door and stuck a cigarette in his mouth, watchful as Tyler extended a hand.


  Scotti unfastened his bag with the air of a high-class jeweller about to display a priceless diamond. Tyler laid the two bearer-bonds across his knees. His choice of General Chemical had been
  deliberate. They were blue-chip securities in the secondary money-market. This was a new issue, maturing in six years time with a face value of five thousand dollars. The dividend coupons
  assured an eight-per-cent return on the investment. He held the bonds up to the light. Each showed the smoke-stack watermark used by General Chemical.


  Howd you manage that? he asked quickly.


  The Italian closed one eye. Magicians opened their mouths thered be no more tricks.


  The bonds felt right, slightly greasy to the touch and the colours were perfectly matched. One was a forgery, the other hed bought on the Dsseldorf stock-market. Looking down at
  them he was unable to detect which was which. For the first time he was really certain that this was going to work. Adrenalin raced but he hid his excitement. He brought his head up slowly.


  Are you sure you can do the serial numbers  I mean, perfectly?


  The Italian disposed of the question with a quick flick of his hairy fingers.


  You talk like a jerk, Mister. You tell me the numbers you want and you get em. I play a Gronchi press like Liberace does a piano.


  De Wayne took the bonds from Tylers hand, shaking his head as he looked at them.


  What did I tell you? he said admiringly.


  Tylers face showed none of his inner excitement. How about the plates?


  Scottis fingers tapped the handle of his bag. I got em here. You oughta have paper enough for a run of six, seven hundred.


  Five, said Tyler. The figure was five hundred.


  Scotti bared stained teeth. I dont make no mistakes but I allow for them. His hand swooped on the bonds. He selected one without hesitation and passed it to Tyler.
  This heres the kosher article. But you can bet your sweet ass General Chemical aint gonna know the difference.


  Tyler gave him the ten thousand dollars. How long do you think it will take you to finish the run?


  Scotti scratched through the thin hair protecting his scalp. As long as I dont get no hassles it should be straightforward. Rod says were out in the sticks
  somewhere?


  Tyler put the two bonds in the glove-compartment. Were in a forest forty-odd miles out of Paris. No neighbours and were seven miles from the nearest town. Therell be
  no hassles.


  I do my work right, the Italian said. And I aint breaking my ass for nobody.


  Sure, said Tyler. He was taking a strong dislike to Scotti. But you havent told us how long it will take. Tomorrow? The next day? We have to know.


  Scotti thought for a moment. We can set up tonight. Id say we oughta be through day after tomorrow. Theres something else you aint mentioned. I get ten per cent of
  the run.


  Right, said Tyler. De Wayne had made the arrangements necessary to get Scotti out of Milan.


  The Italian shrugged. My business you dont deal with amateurs. Its something new for me. My business, everyone gets taken care of. Know what I mean?


  De Wayne laughed easily. What Paolo is saying is that everyone gets a piece of the action. His friends in Milan, my friends in Vegas. Sudden alarm wiped the laughter from his face.
  Tyler followed his worried gaze. A car was parked about thirty yards away on the same side of the avenue. A couple of girls were leaning over the race-track rails as though watching the horses
  running. A third girl with honey-coloured hair and wearing a green dress was taking pictures of the two models with a long-lens camera. The station-wagon and its occupants were in her direct line
  of fire.


  Tylers stomach heaved. Shit! How long have they been there?


  The Italian was already down on his knees behind the front seat. De Wayne switched on and the motor caught. I dont know. I only just noticed them.


  Switch that goddam thing off, ordered Tyler. He felt now as if hed been sandbagged. He wiped his dry forehead mechanically. We have to get that roll of film, Rod. We
  cant afford to be seen together.
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