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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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  Chapter One


  THE VERDICT hushed the court to a nervous silence. Hendry was still on his feet, staring across at the jury bench incredulously. Most of the eyes there
  were carefully averted. Only the foreman was less fastidious. He sat with his arms folded across his chest, the jut of his chin defiant as he glared at the prisoner in the dock.


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


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


  The hint of irony made Hendrys heart grow smaller. He hung on tightly to the wooden ledge, blocking the shouted abuse that clamoured in his head. He aimed the accusation squarely at the
  group of detectives sitting under the judges bench.


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


  Someone in the public gallery smothered a laugh. The three detectives at the solicitors table changed legs self-consciously, trying not to look at Detective-Inspector Pell. He rearranged
  the exhibits in front of him, shaking his head.


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


  Very well. Ill take evidence of the prisoners antecedents.


  A warder plucked Hendrys jacket from behind. He sat down heavily, wiping his wet palms on his handkerchief. He watched Pells confident progress from the solicitors table to
  the witness stand. The detective-inspector took the oath reverently. He stood, spread-legged, lifting his bent brooding face in a pose Hendry knew full well. It was that of the honest cop 
  fearless but just  with a fanatical repugnance for all forms of lawbreaking. None in the courtroom would accept the suggestion that this man could use perjured testimony or planted
  evidence.


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


  Henry Pell, my lord, detective-inspector attached to New Scotland Yard. The accuseds full name is Christopher Barr Hendry. He was born in Toronto, Canada, on the eleventh of
  August, nineteen hundred and eighteen. He was educated privately in that country and Germany. In nineteen hundred and thirty-nine, he joined the Toronto Scottish Regiment and was posted to England
  early the following year. He was commissioned in nineteen forty-one and seconded to the British Army for special duty.


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


  Im afraid I havent been able to get much information about Hendrys war record, sir. The authorities concerned are unwilling to co-operate. But I understand that he
  saw active service as a specialist on the Continent and in North Africa. He was honourably discharged in nineteen forty-five with the rank of major. That was in Canada. Six months later he returned
  to England. He was first convicted in this court before Justice Nelson, sir, in October nineteen forty-eight. He was sentenced to two years imprisonment for stealing jewellery and released
  in nineteen fifty. In June nineteen fifty-three he was convicted at Hampshire Assizes on a charge of safe-breaking. He served three years and was released in July nineteen fifty-five. His last
  conviction was in January nineteen fifty-seven when he was sentenced to five years imprisonment at the County of London Sessions. A large sum in securities was involved on this occasion, my
  lord. None of it was recovered. Hendry last left jail in November nineteen sixty. Three weeks ago, in the Solicitors Room at Brixton Prison, I served notice on the defendant that he would be
  proceeded against as a habitual criminal under the terms of the Criminal Justice Act, nineteen forty-eight. Your Lordship has a copy of the prison commissioners report in this matter. It
  states that in their opinion Hendry is unsuitable for corrective training but fit for preventive detention. Thank you, sir. He snapped the elastic on his notebook, the sound like a shot over
  the public address system. His belly was in and his shoulders back. It was the stance of a man doing a distasteful duty. The judge transferred his weight from one buttock to another. He closed his
  eyes, massaging the angry red line across the bridge of his nose. When he had put away his spectacles he took a hard look at the prisoner. His mouth screwed into open disapproval. He leaned towards
  Pell in the witness box, one just man to another. The record would leave no doubt of his impartiality.


  This is a case, Inspector, where it is essential to admit the fullest evidence of character. The defendant has seen fit to call no witnesses on his behalf. It is therefore doubly the duty
  of the court to hear whatever is known in the prisoners favour as well as that which weighs against him. As a police officer of considerable experience you will be aware of this?


  Pells consciousness of his responsibility was manifest. Yes, my lord.


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


  Pell hesitated. At the end his answer was rueful. It isnt easy to give a fair reply, my lord. The prisoner has always refused to answer questions about his home life and so on.
  Certainly we have no record of him being employed. There is one other thing, sir  I am instructed by my superiors at New Scotland Yard to say that they regard this man as a dangerous and
  determined criminal.


  The judges hands made a tent over which he considered counsels bench. Have you any questions for the police officer, Mr Cameron? He gave the impression that he found
  the suggestion in bad taste.


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


  Theres one thing Im not quite clear about, Inspector. Do you expect everyone you arrest to provide you with a sort of detailed autobiography? Doesnt it occur to you
  that there are men who might be reluctant to involve friends and family in a police investigation?


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


  Cameron smiled bleakly. That must be a matter of opinion. We are all obliged to the learned judge for his instructions on the need for fairness. Let me remind you of your description of
  the prisoner  a dangerous and determined criminal. Would you call that a fair statement, Inspector?


  Pell was patient. I didnt say it was fair or unfair. Im doing the same as any other police officer, sir  obeying orders.


  The lawyers tone was sarcastic. Im certain we all appreciate your dilemma, Inspector. Its just possible that my source of information is not available to Scotland
  Yard. You must correct me if you disagree with anything I say. Christopher Hendry is the only son of highly respectable parents who were divorced shortly after his birth. I have in my hand two
  letters. The first is from a Toronto clergyman. Mrs Hendry lived in this gentlemans parish. He tells me that Hendry was the sole support of his mother until her death four years ago. The
  other letter is from the Canadian Consulate in Marrakesh, Morocco. I quote: . . . in answer to your inquiry, the Foncire Marocaine was an import-export company registered
  here in nineteen forty-six. The President on record was Christopher Barr Hendry. This company ceased to operate in nineteen forty-eight, paying its creditors a hundred cents on the dollar.
  Is there anything there that youd like to dispute, Inspector?


  Pells concession was unexpected. Nothing at all, sir.


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


  Hendry watched Pell stride back to the table. The detective started packing the exhibits into a canvas bag. He lingered over each article, the skeleton keys and files, the plan and pictures of
  the burgled house ripped from a copy of Country Life. Last of all came a plaster cast of a footprint. Hendry had never seen any of these things in his life. All except the footcast had
  been found in his cottage, taped to a cistern in the lavatory.


  Camerons late stand was useless. With a verdict of guilty already going for him Pell had no reason to worry. The judge bent over the front of his dais, whispering to his clerk. He
  straightened his back to smile across the court.


  You have discharged your duty very properly, members of the jury. I have given instructions for your names to be removed from the register for five years. You will no doubt be glad to
  hear that what I have to say next is only of secondary interest to you.


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


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


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


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


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


  Come on, mate, lets have you.


  The voice in the Canadians ear was without malice. He turned under the warders guidance to face the public gallery. The front row bulged as the spectators battled for a better view
  of the prisoner. He raised his head impassively. This was society. Curious, afraid, condemning. The staring eyes were still hungry  dissatisfied at having missed the sentencing. Some would
  be back in the morning. He focused on a woman who had all the glamour of a parsnip and screwed his features into the mask of malevolence she expected. He watched her flinch, grinned, then followed
  the warder down the steps.


  The heavy door banged on the narrow box of steel, tile and concrete. The choice of manuvre now was uncomplicated. He either walked the three paces from one end of the cell to the other or
  sat down. He pushed the bundle of dirty shirts along the bench, making room.


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


  He searched his pockets for a match  split its red head with a pin. Where he was going, such things mattered. Half-a-match or a cigarette butt could place a man in a superior position.
  Someone banged a key in the lock outside, spun it with practised flamboyancy. The door opened on the jailer who had stood in the dock with him. A big, creaking man with a guileless face. Without
  his uniform cap he looked years older. He put his fingers to his nose with elaborate disgust.


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


  Hendry put the cigarettes in his pocket. Jailhouse philosophy held the only good screw to be a dead one. It made no more sense than the rest of the thiefs creed  the indomitable
  virtue of the woman left outside, the blind loyalty of a rap partner. The whole was an image that flattered but one in which you didnt necessarily believe.


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


  Youre a good man, Joe. Ill recommend you for parole.


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


  You cant say I didnt warn you, Hendry. You know what Ive thought from the beginning. If youd let me call Mrs Jeffries wed have stood a chance. I
  dont care about the prosecution proving association. An alibi given by a woman still carries weight. Im going by the book.


  Dont, said Hendry shortly. It doesnt always work. According to the book, a dirty frameup like this wouldnt have gotten by a magistrates court. If
  this judge ever heard of it, he keeps a secret well. Nobody wants to hear evidence where I was that night, Cameron. They know. Whats more they can prove it. Dont get the idea
  Im a hero  its just that calling Mrs Jeffries would have been useless. The jury would have believed her as much as they did me. Theres something else  what do you
  think the reporters would have done to her?


  Camerons upper lip twitched. Chivalry. Ah well  well have to have a go on appeal. Parts of that summing-up were vicious. The thought seemed to give him
  comfort.


  Hendry shook his head. Hell run rings round you. Whats the trial record going to show  words! None of that old goats pantomiming  none of the stuff that
  counted with the jury. Looking sick when I gave evidence  smirking when Pell and the others took the stand. Youll see none of that. You cant put it on paper, for
  Cris-sakes. He didnt set a foot wrong  theres nothing thats reversible. I know when Im beaten, Cameron. There isnt going to be an appeal.


  Cameron slid his wig higher on his forehead. Its entirely up to you, of course. Anyway Ill be in court tomorrow morning. You can think about it overnight. Well have
  to do the best we can with your army record.


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


  How about you, Cameron. Do you think Im guilty?


  The lawyers mouth was nervous. Ill tell you what I think  youre your own worst enemy. I talked to someone at the Yard about you three days ago. One way and
  another you seem to have been a bigger headache to them than twenty old lags who play according to the rules. You must have gone out of your way to antagonize the police over the past few years.
  Somebody comes to see you on a routine inquiry  when youve got a record like yours, why not? But to put the interview on tape  offer it to the BBC as an example of police
  procedure. This is childish, Hendry. For the rest, Im bound to believe in your innocence.


  Sure, Hendry said quietly. Deep down Cameron knew the futility of an appeal as well as he did. It was the last hopeless defiance designed to make years of skilly more palatable. In
  any case, what little money was left Bernadette needed. The jurys verdict would come as a shock to her. She had the Americans belief in the special sanctity of British justice. Maybe
  this time shed get the message  when the law was determined it was time for you to go, you went. It wouldnt be the last illusion she would have to shed. There was the logic of
  a clean and irrevocable break between them to face. And if love had nothing to do with logic, it had nothing to do with a prison cell either.


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


  Youre going to walk out of here back to all the familiar things that mean home, Cameron. Ive lost all that  been robbed of it. Ive got to know whos
  behind Pell  who helped him frame me? You must have an idea  you guys talk to one another when you take off those wigs.


  The lawyer looked at him in silence before turning his head away. I dont know. And if I did, I still wouldnt tell you.
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