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CHAPTER ONE

 


 


The young black
woman let her eyes wander over the other work stations in the small
office area in this London office building. There was evidence of
that somnolence which sometimes affects clerical staff after the
lunch hour.

The small grey
panel on her desk gave a muted musical tone and she picked up her
phone. She listened and did not speak when she put the phone
down.

Her walk was
meant to disguise her athletic build and deliberately slow. She
avoided the eyes of any of the other workers as she made her way to
the door.

When she was
through the door and out of their sight she headed down a flight of
stairs to a lower floor.

The large plastic
bag in the storage closet was gripped firmly and she searched it to
quickly find the rubber wedge which she pushed under the toilet
door to prevent it opening.

A smiling glance
at the large mirror showed the close curled black hair and large
spectacles of a poorly paid typist but this was transformed as she
tore off the wig and glasses and pulled off the cheap
dress.

The contents of
the plastic bag saw her become almost a fashion model in high
heeled shoes and she fastened a bra which showed off her cleavage
in the stylish dress which did not reach her knees.

A vivid lipstick
and the hair piled up at the back of her head secured by a large
wooden needle, made her look as if she was going to an executive
cocktail party, which in fact she was.

The discarded
clothes were stuffed into the plastic bag and it was replaced in
the storage closet to be disposed of by her contact inside the
building.

When she reached
the upper level of the building the party was in full swing and she
pushed quickly past the girl who was collecting invitations at the
door, brushing off her request.

The host was
holding forth in a corner with a banker and other guests who he had
invited more for their usefulness rather than any social reason.
Two young men were standing close to him and their eyes were on the
guests rather than the host’s immediate circle. One of them had
noticed the beautiful black woman and the way that she had made her
quick entrance.

His eyes followed
her as she went to the bar which had been set up against the wall
and as she brought two glasses up to their circle.

“I hope this is the way you like it,” she purred as she held
the drink out to the host. The young fellow took the glass out of
her hand with a muttered apology and placed it on the table which
held hors
d’oeuvres.

She uttered a
snarl, whipped the long wooden needle out of her hair and lunged at
the host. The other escort had become alerted when he saw his
partner intercept the drink and he stepped in front, only to take
the needle in the throat.

His hand had been
on the small device used to secure cars in crowded parking lots,
but could also be used as a general alert.

His finger
spasmodically pressed the button as he slumped to the floor and
there was a loud blare of car horn sound repeated
continuously.

The woman turned
and pushed people aside strongly as she raced out of the
room.

The uninjured
escort reached a phone and the entrance security men were told
about the attack.

His urgent voice
said, “We need an ambulance and the police. Watch all exits and
tell them the attacker is a black woman...I repeat a black
woman.”

 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 


 


She kicked off
her high heel shoes outside the door and raced down the
staircase.

The plastic bag
was retrieved and the passage to the toilet was empty.

In less than two
minutes she had transformed herself back to the dowdy typist and
deposited the plastic bag back in the closet. She made herself walk
slowly down the stairs until she came to the foyer.

She nodded to the
security guard who was talking on the phone and by the time he had
put it down to ask her to sign out, she was gone.

The Executive
Suite was in an uproar. People were milling about and arguing with
the Security Supervisor who had arrived and was not letting anybody
leave.

The other
bodyguard had been trying to stem the flow of blood from the needle
which was still sunk in his partner’s neck and at the same time he
had recruited the barman to stand guard over the glass which he had
placed on the table.

The ambulance men
were admitted and quickly decided that the weapon, for that was how
it had been used, would have to stay where it was until they
reached the hospital.

As the stretcher
was wheeled through the door an individual came in with a younger
man following. His eyes swept the room and quickly took in the
situation.

He barked, “Quiet
please!”

Such was the
command in his voice that the noise instantly stopped.

“My
name is Latimer and I’m a Superintendent in the C.I.D. at West End
Central. Detective Constable Hobbs here will take your name after
you show him your Driving Licence. If you can convince him that you
can lend nothing to the enquiry that will now be taking place, you
will be allowed to leave but we will call on you later.”

The host was
sitting down in a chair and Latimer was guided to him.

“Who
are you sir?”

The host saw a
man with a waistcoat that displayed evidence of cigarette ash,
wearing a hat. “Gordon Carter, Superintendent. I am President of
Midas Communications. We have our headquarters in this
building.”

“The
call we got said that someone tried to injure you. Can you explain
why someone would want to do that?”

Carter spread his
hands, “I have built up a very successful business and there are
always people who we have bought out or cannot meet our
competition. There have been threats and I have hired security. It
was one of their men that was injured protecting me.”

Latimer looked at
the young fellow who was still standing close to Carter. “What can
you tell me son.”

“A young coloured woman...”

Latimer sniffed,
“Black woman, son; we don’t say coloured anymore.”

Flushing a little
the guard went on, “Well I noticed her because she came in without
an invitation and got two drinks. She tried to give Mr Carter one
but I intercepted it. It was then she took that needle out of her
hair and stuck Brian.”

“What
happened then?”

“I was
a bit slow Superintendent. I made sure that Mr Carter moved back
and I tried to help Brian. I got the Barman to stand guard over the
drink that she tried to give him.”

Seeing the look
of almost self disgust in the guard’s face Latimer said, “You did
alright. When things happen so fast it means that you react the
best way that you can. You looked after your principal, tried to
help your mate and looked after the evidence. A lot of people would
have dithered and done nothing.”

In the foyer a
tall thin woman showed her warrant card to the Security Guard who
was pacing about and obviously very nervous.

Mary Hiller was a
detective sergeant from West End Central and had rushed to the
building when her detective inspector told her that a serious
attack had taken place. She knew that a black woman was
involved.

“How
many black women work here?” was her first question.

“Well
there’s only one, Miss. Celia Jackson and she works on the third
floor.”

“What
does she do?”

“I
think she is a typist, but you won’t find her up there. She left
about twenty minutes ago...and she didn’t book out either. Your lot
are up in the Executive Suite where it all happened. The man who is
in charge...I think he said he was Latimer.”

“Sweet
William,” Hiller breathed and took the steps two at a
time.

She walked into
the third floor office where all the clerical staff had left their
stations and were clustered around a water cooler chattering
loudly.

“Where
does Celia Jackson work?”

One of the women
pointed to a desk where a cleaner had just stopped her
cart.

Hiller’s hand
closed over the wrist with a duster which was just about to work on
the telephone. “Just leave everything alone on this desk
please.”

The look that she
got was almost pure hatred.

When the cleaner
moved away Hiller used the phone on an adjoining desk and waited
until a security man was standing there to ensure that nothing was
disturbed.

As she left the
office she saw the cleaner at the bottom of the stairs without her
cart. Hiller followed quietly and peered around the corner as the
cleaner went to the closet and pulled out the black plastic
bag.

Hiller came up
behind her and there was a tug of war as the cleaner tried to hang
on to the bag. With a surprisingly strong grip Hiller took the
cleaner downstairs and left her with the Security Guard telling him
to watch her.

She looked in the
bag and whistled to herself. ‘Sweet William’, as Latimer was known
in a derisory way to junior detectives, was sadly lacking in humour
and always let them know when they had failed in some
respect.

This might help
her because he did not have a high regard for women detectives.
Hiller had learned the hard way that women were treated as if they
did not belong in what was mainly a male preserve. Women and
children and runaways were the usual things handed to the uniform
women with the unpleasant duty of searching women
prisoners.

On one occasion
when she had some difficulty in subduing a drunken prostitute the
uniform sergeant had said loudly, “You’re too thin!”

Hiller shook her
hair out of her eyes and retorted, “I like to think of it as
willowy, Sergeant.” That earned a laugh even from the female
prisoner. The same seemed to hold true when she had become a
detective and the long hours of enquiries and court had left her
little time to herself. Still she was determined to
succeed.

Another West End
Central detective went into the Executive Suite ahead of her and
Latimer eyed them both with a long suffering expression.

“Took
your time, didn’t you!”

Hiller held up
the plastic bag and met his gaze without flinching.“If you are not
nice to me sir, I won’t show you what’s in the bag.”

Latimer reddened,
“Don’t play games with me, Sergeant. What have you got?”

Hiller held the
bag open so that he could see the clothing.

“So I
don’t suppose you found her for me, Hiller, now that she is wearing
a new outfit.”

“No
sir, she left the building before I got here. I’ve got someone
standing guard over her desk though.”

Latimer lit a
cigarette and squinted through the smoke with a tone that stifled
any further attempt at humour, “Tell me, Sergeant!”

Hiller told him
in a few words without any elaboration.

“So it
looks as if she found employment here just to get close to her
target.” Thinking over the implications of this he talked to
himself, ‘It means some planning and perhaps some inside help which
might be the cleaner.’ He raised his voice. “Hobbs if you’ve
finished taking names, hop down to the foyer and make sure that the
cleaner stays with us. You can get her details as a possible
accomplice.”

He looked at the
other detective. “Carpenter, you can go down to the suspect’s desk
and take over from Security? Put a call in to C.R.O and ask for a
good fingerprint man to go over the desk and to do this glass here.
He will need to take elimination prints from the Barman and...” He
looked at the bodyguard. “Sorry, son, I didn’t get your
name.”

“Wexford sir, Charles Wexford.”

He looked self
conscious as he felt Hiller’s appraising inspection. Latimer seemed
to become aware of it too. “Don’t day dream, Sergeant. Find me
something to use as an evidence tag for this bag and you can take
it to Forensics.”

Hiller was
frantically thinking of something to use when she got help from an
unexpected source. Carter said, “If you go down to the Projects
Section on the first floor they will have some insulation tape that
might be what you are looking for.”

When he saw
the hesitation, he said,
“Oh I see. You can’t let it out of your sight.” He reached for the
phone and keyed in a number. “Bring up a roll of our widest
insulation tape.” And then after quick thought, he added, “Make it
light coloured, please.”

He smiled at
Hiller’s lack of comprehension. “If I hadn’t specified a light
colour we would have undoubtedly got black. If you want to write on
it that wouldn’t be helpful, would it?”

Latimer was
looking at the bodyguard.

“Guards regiment Wexford?”

“The
Blues, sir.”

Carter was
curious, “Now how could you have known that.”

“Oh
they have the look don’t they, Sergeant?” to Hiller’s obvious
discomfiture having looked him over carefully. “Some of his uncles
probably helped me out in France.”

Hiller looked at
Latimer curiously because she hadn’t thought of him as a
soldier.

Hobbs came back
into the room looking miserable, “The security man took his eyes
off her for a minute he said...and she was gone.”

Latimer took the
news without the explosion that they all expected and took out a
small pocket book in which he took down a description of the black
woman. “I expect your Personnel Manager will be able to give me
their employment applications, Mr Carter?”

Once more Carter
reached for the phone and told Latimer that she would be waiting
for him in the clerical office.

The
superintendent led the other officers down to the office area and
Hiller labelled the bag and then carried on to the lower floor
where she was met by a hard-eyed individual who told her that she
could not go into the working area.

When she went
back to join Latimer she was indignant but he just smiled. “If you
go back upstairs you will probably find they have all
disappeared.”

When she was
going to question this he silenced her with his eyes because a
matronly woman was approaching holding some files and leading a
fellow with the black case that was the stock in trade of all
fingerprint men.

Latimer took the
files and was looking through them as the expert went to work. It
was only a couple of minutes before he lifted his head and said,
“We should get some good prints. There are not the usual signs that
I see if they have tried to clean up.”

“That’s because she expected someone else to do it,” was the
sarcastic comment from Hiller.

“I
hope that you will find a glass on the table in the upstairs suite
and if we are lucky the barman will still be there. When you have
dusted I want it to go for analysis. Hiller here will take it and
label it.”

He turned to
Hiller, “You can take the bag to Forensics, too. We might get lucky
and find some labels. You can then get to work trying to find where
she bought them.”

Hiller was
feeling some satisfaction when she realised that she was going to
be part of the investigation.

Latimer beckoned
her out of earshot of the others.

“I am
well aware that your curiosity is working overtime. Think why a
young tough Guards officer and presumably two of them were acting
as minders. ”

Hiller then
knew that the explanation that Carter had given was suspect.
She put that together with the
refusal to let her look at the work section on the lower floor. “I
wonder if we are looking at some highly classified kind of research
being carried on here and perhaps some kind of State
secrets.”

“Well
I am quite pleased with you, Sergeant. That was the kind of
conclusion that I had reached and why I shall be very surprised if
Carter is still upstairs and not on his way to a more secure
location.”

 


 



CHAPTER THREE

 


 


Latimer’s half
smile disappeared. “We still have some old-fashioned police work to
do. When you have dropped off those items and made sure that we
have an evidence chain you can come back to the Station and let me
know how you got on.”

When Hiller left
she was surprised to find a wireless car waiting outside. It had
been taken off patrol duties to take her to Forensics.

Her first stop
however was the Fingerprint Branch at the Yard. The glass had been
put in a cut down spirit box and carefully packed with cotton wool
to preserve the prints. They covered it to protect the contents,
before dusting it, taking their photographs and returning it to
her.

Her next stop
after that was Forensics. She did not leave immediately after she
had passed over her plastic bag and the glass box. She had the name
and position of the supervisor who had met her and she showed him
the tags with her signature on them and her name on the seals
before they were broken.

There was a wait
until the chemist had decanted the contents of the glass into a
small marked container and left to do his work.

She was
more interested in the technician who pulled on thin gloves. A small Hoover was
used on the inside of the bag. It kept on being blocked by the
plastic until the technician was satisfied that any small particles
had been sucked into its bag. This was replaced with a new bag and
the clothing was similarly treated.

Hiller jotted
down the size labels and, in the case of the dress, the maker’s
label. The high-heel shoes had been separately bagged and she noted
the size and make. When she was satisfied that she had all the
information that could be obtained from a first inspection she gave
them the phone number of the station, Latimer’s name and her
own.

“Sweet
William will be screaming for our report I shouldn’t wonder,” was
the mild complaint from the technician.

The wireless car
knew that the injured bodyguard had been taken to Hammersmith
Hospital and that was her next stop.

They would not
let her see him because he was recovering from the surgery that was
needed when the needle had been withdrawn. She did, however, get
his name and the other personal details that the hospital required
from any new patient.

When she got back
to West End Central she found Latimer in a smoke-filled office
going over the copies of the contents of the Midas personnel
files.

“Here
you are Hiller. Celia Jackson our prime suspect...she is older than
she looks. Wexford put her in her twenties but if these details are
to be believed she is thirty six.”

When Hiller had
looked through the details, she held the Personal Details Sheet
away from her to see if it would help her with the facial features.
It had a grainy copy of the passport-sized photograph. “It says
that she was born in London but I would put a big question mark
against that, sir, unless she had West Indian parents. The size of
the head is all wrong here and it means that she was almost
certainly wearing a wig on top of her own hair.”

The cleaner was
Rosemary Schmidt and after she had looked at her details, Latimer
asked, “Care to hazard a guess as to where she was
born?”

Hiller looked at
him to see if she was being set up for more sarcasm, “It says this
one was born in Hackney but my guess would be somewhere in Eastern
Europe.”

Latimer nodded as
if to confirm his own conclusion. Before he could comment, however,
the phone on his desk rang. He grunted now and then but did not
comment. His surprise could be gauged by the way his eyebrows
seemed to climb up his forehead.

When he did speak
it was to demand, “Why can’t you send the whole file to me?” Then,
he added, “I will have someone there in a couple of hours to look
at it and take her own notes!”

The
telephone went down with a slam that could have broken its
cradle. “How much have
you got on your plate, Hiller?”

“A
couple of indecency enquiries and quite a few shoplifters,
sir.”

“I
will talk to your D.I. and you have got about half an hour to pass
them on. Then you can go up to C.R.O. and ask for Detective
Sergeant Telford. They are always good but this was particularly
fast. He will let you look at a large file on a Marie Celeste
Savigny. I could smell the size of this one when it started. It
seems that we either have a serial killer or some kind of
assassin.”

He could see the
question forming on her lips. “Yes, the reason that they won’t let
it out of their sight is because there are questions of National
Security and parts that they won’t let you see.”

Her detective
inspector was obviously very annoyed. “It’s alright for ‘Sweet
William’ to just say, ‘take her off general duties until she has
finished working on this one.’”

He looked as if
he would throw the files she had given him into a waste paper
basket. “Where am I going to get a replacement, Hiller?”

She was sensible
enough not to answer and to make her exit as soon as she possibly
could.

 


 


There were no
cars in the station yard and she did not feel that another request
to take the wireless car off general duties would be well received.
She hitched her bag over her shoulder and went to find a bus that
would take her down Whitehall and let her off near the large
building called New Scotland Yard.

It housed many of
the specialist branches besides the senior ranks that looked after
the administration and the well being of the Divisions which made
up the Metropolitan Police area.

Criminal Records,
Fraud, Serious Crimes and the Flying Squad were all centred there
but most of the work was done by the detectives in the Divisional
Stations.

Telford proved to
be a huge man with a ready laugh. His eyes, however, did not show
much mirth. He found a spare chair and sat Hiller at a table before
he brought a large file for her to look at.

In response to
her unspoken question, he said, “It has been sanitised. You can let
them know when you have seen what you want and I will come and
collect it.”

As he turned to
leave she said curiously, “How did you turn her up so quickly from
her prints?”

Telford told her
matter of factly, “There are serious crimes here in our collection
which have given us partials or if we are lucky a full print and
the killer has never been charged or perhaps, more truthfully,
never been found. All the lads have these prints burned into their
memory and when something comes through, the recognition is almost
instant.”

“Is
she wanted so badly then?”

Telford gave her
a condescending look. “After you have been through it you can tell
me what you think.”

The usual sheet
of personal details had two photographs. One was almost a portrait
with long, straight hair when her age must have been in her late
teens. The other had her laughing on the arm of a handsome young
man in summer clothing.

Hiller took in
the personal details carefully. The woman had been born in the West
Indies to a French father and a West Indian mother. The family must
have moved to France because her education had taken place in
Paris. She was married there to Savigny, the son of a wealthy
French wine exporter.

The space that
was set aside for convictions was empty and this was unusual. The
files in Criminal Records were usually only kept for convicted
persons.

When she set
aside the first page, the photographs on the next made the gorge
ride up in her throat and she very nearly made a dash for the door.
The body lay on the floor with blood pooled underneath it and the
close ups showed that the man had been emasculated.

It helped to get
her breathing back to normal and bring herself under control when
she realised that Telford knew what was in the file and had not
prepared her for the graphic crime scenes.

There was another
murder scene with similar photographs before she got to the
narrative taken from French Police records. After the war there was
the start of a wave of immigrants that came to Britain and France
from many Countries. The largest proportion of these was from the
Caribbean. Their language skills were poor and many were lazy. They
placed a large burden on the social and medical services and soon
earned the dislike and in some cases deep hate of the local
residents.

University
students started protests which turned into marches and outbursts.
These were faithfully reported by the television and newspapers and
gave birth to right wing political factions. Savigny and his young
bride lived in the Loire Valley and this wine-growing region had
not so far been touched by the vicious attacks which were taking
place more frequently in the Paris region.

It created shock
and anger amongst the local residents when the newly-married couple
were set upon by a gang of toughs who beat and kicked Savigny with
such severity that he died before he reached hospital and Marie was
savagely raped by more than one of them. The only reason for their
actions seemed to be the mixed marriage and the local Gendarme was
able to get a good description of two of the assailants, one of
whom was local.

The blood on his
clothing and an inability to account for his movements when the
attack took place was enough to see him arrested and charged. When
Marie was sufficiently recovered she identified him in a line up.
This individual was one of the two murder victims. It seemed very
clear that Marie was perhaps the only suspect because she had not
bothered to clean her prints off the knife which was recovered at
the scene.

In the
second case the girl friend of the victim had been bound and gagged
and made to watch the black woman finish the murder with a slash
from ear to ear. Police
efforts to trace her had failed they believed she was being
sheltered by the black population because some of the right-wing
toughs started to suffer severe injuries and began to move in much
larger groups for their own protection.

The case
detective was an Inspecteur Giroud and Hiller took his details because she felt that
there was probably a good deal more to learn than the material
which had been committed to paper.

Telford came back
with a big smile on his face. “Find what you wanted?”

Hiller nodded.
“Yes, I have finished thanks.” She knew that an absence of surprise
and disgust would annoy him and his childish attempt to unsettle
her.

When she got back
to the Station it was to find Latimer in an obvious
temper.

“Would
you believe that our other witnesses have disappeared? I expected
them to whisk Carter away but the other bodyguard has gone, too and
I didn’t even get his name.”

“I can
help you there sir. I called in at Hammersmith on my way back from
Forensics.”

Latimer stopped
in mid stride. “Very thoughtful, Sergeant. Very thoughtful, to save
an old fool from his own folly.”

She looked
troubled. “Has someone been upsetting you?” She told him about the
way in which the file had been used to try to get a
reaction.

When Latimer
learned how she had dealt with it he nodded. “Too many idiots want
to give women police a bad time. In many cases it underlines their
own insecurity.”He made her sit down and appeared a few minutes
later with two cups of tea. “Now if you feel up to it, tell me what
you found?”

She was grateful
for the tea and went through the contents of the file without
needing her notes.

“So we
need someone who speaks French,” he said, arriving at the same
conclusion that Hiller had.

“I can
get along in it fairly well, sir.”

“Hiller, you continue to surprise me. Let me see if they are
going to scream if we take the Golden Arrow and go to see
the Inspecteur?”
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They did
not talk much on the journey. Latimer had been surprised at the
lack of resistance to them leaving the country but reasoned that
someone was taking more than the usual interest in the case.

“It’s
odd, Hiller. Normally it is very hard to get permission to go out
of the Met District and absolutely unheard of for two
detectives.”

Once Hiller had
found her way through the Command Structure of the Sûreté and
contacted Giroud in a phone call, it was a simple matter to
establish how they could find his office in the Paris
suburbs.

She thought that
he wanted to break off the conversation when she mentioned
Savigny.

They were
surprised when they got off the train to see a placard being held
high at the end of the platform with Hiller’s name on it. The young
man who held it had a welcoming smile and folded up the cardboard
before pushing it into a nearby bin. There was a volley of French
as he turned his back on them and disappeared into the
crowd.

“What was that all about?” was the bemused question from Latimer.

“He
thinks that he is being followed. We are to wait ten minutes and
then walk out of the station entrance. He will pull up in a Citroen
taxi and asks us to jump in quickly.”

“Hey,
I think we should be asking for danger money, Hiller.”

She kept an eye
on the time and as they walked out onto the crowded forecourt she
told Latimer that he would get in the back and she would get in the
passenger seat. Seniority would have to give way to the need for a
French speaker with the driver.

A Citroen pulled
sharply into the kerb and Hiller slid into the front seat but
Latimer had more difficulty in getting through the back door. “It’s
no fun getting old Hiller.”

When she
translated for Giroud, he shot back something which Hiller told
Latimer meant that he should count himself lucky that he did not
have an old rugby injury which meant his leg could not
bend.

He was watching
the mirror and then let out something which sounded like swearing
which Hiller did not try to translate. Laboriously in the little
English that he had, Giroud said, “Do not try to look back, please.
We are being followed by another taxi and he will be difficult to
lose.”

There followed a
breath taking ride through the streets of Paris with Giroud darting
into small side streets and cutting in and out of traffic. Any
thought that this would get them noticed by watchful police
disappeared when his two passengers saw that this was the usual way
that Parisian drivers handled their vehicles.

Finally he
raced through a red light and narrowly missed a bus. He slowed a
little when he could see that the following car had been involved
in an accident trying to duplicate the manoeuvre. A few more
minutes to make sure that they had lost their pursuer and he found
a car park behind a small cafe. He turned in the seat after shaking
Hiller’s hand to face Latimer, “Maintenant...”

Latimer looked at
Hiller and shrugged. “We will go in. Listen to what he has to say
and then give me the gist. I will get you to ask questions, if I
have any, but take notes.“

After Giroud gave
the waitress their order, Hiller took her notebook out of her bag
but Giroud covered it with his hand and said quickly, “No, it will
tell them that we are police.”

Hiller pulled
some napkins towards her and made it look as if she were doodling
and did her best to smile at Giroud as if it were an innocent
conversation. After the waitress had brought coffee, Giroud began
to talk fairly quickly and interspersed in his rapid-fire comments
were questions which Hiller answered as best she could.

When the
waitress came back to the table and Giroud spoke to her, Hiller
said in a low voice, “I think I had better let him go on, sir. He
wants us to get back to the Gare du Nord in time for the return trip and he is going to send us some
material. There is a lot to this sir and I am doing my best to get
it down as he goes. You might slip me some more
napkins.”

When the waitress
had left, Giroud once more began his torrent of French and then
stopped.

Hiller looked at
Latimer and asked, “Have we any French money, sir?”

Giroud looked at
the notes that Latimer pulled out of his wallet and shook his
head.

He got up
and left and Latimer who was simmering with impatience
said, “What
now?”

Hiller could not
resist a little laugh. “He says that there may be watchers at the
Station and if we go back as we are we will be identified very
quickly. He is going to get something locally and stresses that we
are to arrive there separately.”

Latimer had a
different look now. “Do you think all this is necessary,
Hiller?”

Her look was
serious now. “In view of what he told me, I think we should listen
to him. He wants us to travel singly on the train and not meet
until we have left Victoria.”

“Didn’t he need the money?”

“He
will send us a small bill, sir.”

When Giroud came
back he was carrying a store bag and then went to use the phone. He
sat down at the table again and used one of the napkins to write
something down. Hiller used another and wrote something which he
pocketed.

He then
went to the door and beckoned Hiller. “I need your hat, sir.”

With some
resistance he gave her his hat which was crammed into her large
handbag. She went through the door wearing a rather saucy hat that
completely changed her appearance. She had called back over her
shoulder, “Your taxi is paid for.”

The customary
'sir' was missing but Latimer’s smile to acknowledge this was lost
as Giroud produced a beret. With this on his head, he went out to
the taxi that was waiting by the kerb after shaking Giroud’s
hand.

He felt something
which he had pressed into his hand, and in the taxi found that this
was his return train ticket. Once again he realised that Hiller had
saved him some embarrassment.

He found it
difficult to walk through the entry gate without scanning the faces
to see if he could see any obvious watchers and contented himself
with pulling out a cigarette and lighting it. It was equally trying
to stay in his seat and not go looking for Hiller. If they were not
to be seen together, then so be it, but there had better be a good
reason eventually.

As soon as he had
cleared Victoria and headed for the Underground he pulled off the
beret and held it self-consciously before folding it up and
stuffing it inside his jacket. When he went up the steps to West
End Central, he was certainly not of a friendly disposition but he
found Hiller in his office still wearing her hat with two steaming
cups of tea, showing that she had beaten him back.

“Now shut the door and tell me, Hiller!”

She took out her
pocket book to Latimer’s surprise.

“I
thought he stopped you using that.”

“He did...but I
sat in the ladies toilet most of the return trip getting it all
down. I don’t think that you are going to like it sir because the
Gendarmes have been keeping someone here in touch with all this
woman has been doing and it is not just the two murders that are in
the C.R.O. file.”

“I
think I gathered that from the way that he was firing off all that
stuff. What was that he gave you and you gave him?”

She looked
hesitant. “I gave him my
home address to send the material to in case it gets opened here,
sir.”

“Good
thinking, Hiller, now what did he tell you?”

“He gave me his home address and the name of someone he
works closely with in their Sûreté Generale...their Intelligence outfit. He says very definitely...the
phones have ears.”

“So he
could tell us a lot about this woman?”

“They call her The Black Widow, sir, ‘La Veuve Noire’, and yes, he told me a lot more...a lot,
lot more.”

 


 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


 


Latimer sipped
his tea and listened carefully as Hiller went through her
notes.

“The
couple had only been married a year when she lost her husband. They
were married in Paris but moved to his family home area and by the
sound of things they were very happy.”

“No
mush, Sergeant...just give me the bare bones.”

Hiller did not
raise her eyes but he could sense her annoyance.

“She
went back to Paris after the trial and when one of the detectives
went round to see her, for some reason he was directed to an
unusual gym where they teach some pretty hard stuff. Some of their
military units use the old Japanese that runs it. Our woman was
learning to kill according to Giroud. The two that raped her were
her first victims and when they tried to find her she had
disappeared. The black enclaves sheltered her because she started
going after the thugs that were terrorising them. They started
showing up at hospital with broken limbs and ribs and although they
kept close mouthed the local detectives knew that a black woman had
been seen in the vicinity of the attacks. ”

“Those
attacks started to wane as the thugs began to travel in larger
numbers and the next person that they added to her list was an
informer who had come through The Wall from East Germany. It was
thought that he had been tortured before his throat was slashed and
he was last seen leaving a restaurant with a black woman. That
brought her to the attention of the Intelligence people and over
the years she has added many more murders. Her first choice seems
to be the knife but it depends on the circumstances. There is an
American case where one of their Senators had Government Security
but she got close enough to punch him in the throat and crush his
larynx. Once again she got away in the confusion. ”

She paused before
continuing, “Giroud feels that at some stage she was trained by the
Eastern Bloc people, the Stasi or someone like that, and they
provide the targets and sometimes some inside help. Someone knows
that he is the one who has her file and he knows that he has been
followed but our visit was the most blatant example. He works
closely with French Intelligence and it was them who told him that
his followers were Slavs. Now the bit I don’t think that you will
like: it seems that there are one or two suspicious deaths in the
United Kingdom and the French have been keeping out Intelligence
people up to date with everything that has happened to
date.”

Hiller sat back
and watched the emotions which chased across Latimer’s
face.

“You
know, Hiller, I am tempted to shove the whole thing back in their
laps but if I do I suspect that they will not get anywhere near her
and it sounds to me as if she has to be stopped. First of all we
will see what Giroud sends you before we do anything in a hurry.”
His frame seemed to sit up straight in his chair. “You know why he
gave you the other name don’t you?”

Hiller shook her
head showing she didn’t understand.

“It's
because they might take him out, Hiller, and that means he has
guts. What kind of a mess are we getting into? We seem to be
joining in a search for a woman who is something of a mass murderer
and all we have to justify it is an attack with a wooden
needle.”
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