


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read The Janus Man Online

                Authors: Colin Forbes

                        Tags: #Thriller

            

    
    The Janus Man

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	35
	...
	60
	»

        

                
            
	The Janus Man

	Tweed [4]

	Colin Forbes

	Collins (1987)

	Rating:
	★★★☆☆

	Tags:
	Thriller
Thrillerttt


Product Description
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Prologue

East Anglia in July. 2 a.m. Carole Langley walked by herself along the lonely road elevated above the surrounding flatlands of the Wash. She was half a mile from the village of Plimpstead.

It was a warm night, a cloying warmth. The moon had come out from behind the cloud bank, illuminating the deserted fields on either side stretching to the dim horizon. Eighteen years old, an attractive blonde, Carole felt a little nervous. The stillness of the flatlands seemed to hold a hint of menace.

`All right,' she had told her boy friend, Rick, 'if that's what you want you'd better look elsewhere. And, no thanks, I'll get home by myself...'

`Please yourself,' Rick had told her, his voice slurred with a little too much liquor. 'Girls are like buses. There's always another one coming along. I might even find one inside...'

Saying which, he'd gone back into the old house where the party was still in full swing. When she'd accepted the invitation Carole hadn't known Peggy's parents were away, that the young crowd would have the house to themselves. The trek to the bedrooms had started early.

And I'm bloody sure some of them were on drugs, she told herself as she trudged along the road in high heels. She wished now she'd brought walking shoes in a bag. But how was she to know it would end like this — letting Rick bring her back in his car had definitely not seemed a good idea. Not along these deserted roads where the distance between houses — let alone villages —
was measured in miles.

She saw the car coming a long way off. It was incredible the distance you could see across the Wash. Two headlights not dipped — like a couple of monster eyes. Impossible to identify the make of car.

The road — like all roads in that part of the world — curved and changed direction frequently. Sometimes she saw the powerful beams broadside on, then the car would swing round a curve and the monster eyes, gradually growing larger, would stare straight at her. The pallid light of the moon began to fade, moving behind the clouds. The lights of the car grew stronger.

Who could be out by the Wash at this hour? Most people would be in bed. Even back where I came from, she thought savagely — and they could keep that. My mum will kill me, she worried as the ache in her feet grew worse. She'll be waiting up. Of course! And when she didn't hear the sound of a car stopping she'll want to know what happened. I'll tell her Rick's car wouldn't start. That's it...'

She felt better for a moment, but only for a moment. The oncoming vehicle was beginning to bother her. She walked slowly past an isolated copse of trees and wondered whether to hide until the car had passed.

Damnit, I've got to get home. It will probably just drive on past me...'

The headlights came round the last bend and headed down a straight stretch of road towards her. She paused, remembering the copse of trees. The only hiding-place for miles. He must be able to see her now. The bloody lights were glaring full on her face. Why didn't he dip them?

She stopped, made up her mind, slipped off her shoes and prepared to run back to the shelter of the trees. Moving at speed, the driver rammed on the brakes, halted a few feet from her. In the glare of the lights she couldn't see what was happening — but she heard the sound of a car door opening and closing. The sound of footsteps approaching with a steady, purposeful tread.

She waited no longer. She turned and ran for the copse, feet flying over the smooth road surface. Behind her the steady footsteps followed. As she ran she fumbled in her handbag for the torch she always carried. It was some kind of a weapon.

She turned off the road, clutching handbag in one hand, torch in the other. She had the sense not to switch it on — that would make it easier for whoever was coming to spot her route. The precaution was her undoing.

Her left foot caught in the root of a tree and she sprawled on the grass full length. Spinning to one side, she lay on her back and switched on the torch, aiming it upwards. That was when she began to scream.

In the torchlight she saw the blade of the huge knife. Saw it as it descended towards her breasts in a powerful arc. Like some madman performing a ritual sacrifice. The knife entered her body and was drawn downwards, like a butcher carving meat. The scream died to a moan of horror. Then Carole Langley died and the heavy silence of a Norfolk night also descended.

That was two years earlier. The importance of the macabre event was not realized. Not until two years later by a man called Tweed.

Part 1  Suspicion

One

Summertime in Regent's Park. Like being in the country, Monica thought as she walked with Tweed. Their feet treading the soft grass, the sound of children's voices as they played. All was right with the world. But it wasn't.

Tweed walked with hands thrust inside jacket pockets, staring straight ahead through
his glasses. She knew what that meant. A crisis. Tweed was disturbed. His first words confirmed her insight.

`For the first time in ages I'm frightened, really frightened.' `Ian Fergusson's murder in Hamburg?'

`That, of course. The time for mourning comes later.' A grim note in his quiet voice. 'The implications behind the murder are what scare me stiff.'

`Explanation?'

She linked arms with him, expressing sympathy, support.

`Only six people in the world knew Fergusson was en route for Hamburg. The two of us.' He paused. 'Hugh Grey, Guy Dalby, Harry Masterson and Erich Lindemann.'

`You can't mean one of the sector chiefs? They've all been with us for years...'

`Which makes it more serious still. The greatest crisis we've ever faced.'

`Somebody had left the minutes file drawer in Central Registry unlocked. Anyone in the building could have sneaked a look at the file recording the decision to send Fergusson...'

`Camouflage.' Tweed's tone was bitter. 'I wrote the minutes of that meeting. I omitted all mention of the decision. There was no reference to Fergusson going anywhere at all...'

`Strictly against the regulations,' she twitted him, seeking a lighter mood.

`And done quite deliberately — to protect Fergusson …'

'Why?'

`I don't know,' Tweed confessed. 'Some sixth sense. The fact remains. Anyone checking the file wouldn't know a damned thing about the Hamburg assignment. Clearly someone left the file unlocked to cover themselves. They must have been disturbed — maybe by a cleaner, They obviously never had time to read the minutes.'

`It's still hard to believe...'

`The most deadly things in life are...'

`Why are you so sure whoever unlocked the cabinet was disturbed?'

`If he'd had time to read my minutes he'd have locked it again — realizing his attempt at camouflage hadn't worked.'

`It's a pretty bloody creepy thought — an enemy inside the citadel. What are you going to do? Does Howard know?'

`I said
six
people. Howard was away in France at the time, which is why I chose that moment to despatch Fergusson. I'm going to Hamburg myself,' Tweed added casually.

He unlinked her arm, took his hands out of his pockets and walked faster. She knew his mind was churning the problem, working out the angles. She waited a few minutes before she posed her next question.

`Secretly, you mean? Without letting anyone know?'

`On the contrary. I'm calling a full meeting of all sector heads to announce the fact. Fergusson's murder is a tragedy. But that comes second to tracking down the fly in the ointment.'

Typical of Tweed to reduce such an appalling prospect to an everyday cliché. Monica was equally appalled at his strategy.

`You're telling them — knowing one of them will pass it on that you're going to Germany?'

`Which is the object of the exercise — to try and find a lead to the identity of who caused the death of Ian Fergusson.'

`Isn't this trip going to be very dangerous?' Monica queried. She was careful to keep the anxiety out of her voice as they wandered back towards Park Crescent. The green of the park spread away on all sides. No scene could have been more peaceful, she thought: such a contrast to what they were talking about.

`So the PM thinks.' Tweed turned down the corners of his mouth. 'You'd think I'd accepted Howard's job the way she clucks over me like her pet hen …'

`Why did you turn down her offer? You'd have run the outfit far better than Howard ever will.'

`Because I had to deceive — almost betray — too many of my staff when I was involved in the Adam Procane business.' He went on speaking quickly as though he found the topic distasteful. 'You won't believe the condition she laid down before she sanctioned my going...'

`Try me...'

`I have to take a bodyguard with me. A bodyguard! I was forced to accept to get permission.'

`Who is coming with you — and I'm jolly glad she did insist...'

`Bob Newman. He's got ideal cover — being a foreign correspondent. He can turn up anywhere and people assume he's after some story. The PM still wanted all background details about him before she consented. I think what did the trick is that he once had SAS training — the complete works — to do a story on them.' Tweed checked his watch. 'He should be landing at Heathrow just about now on his way back from Paris...'

`He disappeared for quite a while after the Helsinki thing. What has he been doing with himself?'

`Brooding, I gather — brooding over his wife's murder by the GRU. Maybe he's had an affair or two. I hope so — but I doubt it. He is in a bitter mood. Sounded cold and remote when I spoke to him over the phone when he reached the Paris Embassy. He accepted the job at once. Which surprised me...'

`Probably the perfect bodyguard...'

`And he will carry a gun, which I don't much like. The PM's idea again. The German people in Bonn have agreed. They're issuing a special weapons permit. Kuhlmann of the Federal Police fixed it. He's worried about the killing of Fergusson. He thinks there's more behind the murder than has come to light. I really wish I was just going on my own. I hate fuss.'

`And now?'

They had left Regent's Park and were waiting to cross the road to Park Crescent, the Georgian scimitar-shaped curve of buildings, one of which houses the SIS HQ.

`Now,' replied Tweed, 'we set up the meeting of sector chiefs...'

*          *          *

Which one?

Tweed sat at the head of the long table in the conference room, looking at his four colleagues — seated two to a side — while they waited for him to open the proceedings of the emergency meeting he had called.

Not a man with less than fifteen years' service. Now he felt he no longer knew them at all. One of these men—friends as well as colleagues he had regarded them — had sent Ian Fergusson to his death in Hamburg. The loyal Scot he could always count on. Tweed felt a sudden revulsion.

One of the waiting faces was a mask. A carefully contrived personality built up over the years to hide his true role. His true purpose in life. Treachery. Which one, he asked himself again?

He cleared his throat and four pairs of eyes watched him.

`Gentlemen,' he began, 'I am leaving for Hamburg. I have taken over personally the investigation into the death of Ian Fergusson.'

He paused, checking their reactions. His tone was matter-of- fact. Like a man discussing a routine piece of business.

`There is more to this affair than has come to light...'

Again he paused, looking at each man in turn. He could detect no clue in their expressions — but that he hadn't expected. It was Hugh Grey who responded first, sector chief for Central Europe.

`Who will be in charge while you're abroad?'

Was there a hopeful note in his question? Grey, thirty-nine, was the youngest. Slim in build, he had recently remarried for the second time and his main residence was a farmhouse in Norfolk. He also had a tiny
pied á terre
in Chelsea.

Clean shaven, he had darkish hair and a pink baby face. He gave the impression of being a lightweight, a man who could talk a lot and say very little. Very self-assured, ambitious, physically restless, his easy manner concealed an alert brain and a ruthless dedication to his own self-interest. And he had a way with women, a certain type of woman. The opposite sex found him either charming or they detested him.

`Howard,' Tweed replied. 'Due back from Paris tomorrow to take up normal duty …'

`You're travelling alone to Germany?' Erich Lindemann enquired.

`Yes,' Tweed lied promptly.

There, it had started already. The web of deceit with his closest colleagues. Rather like Procane all over again. But this time there was a difference, Tweed reminded himself. He was beginning what could be a long and dangerous search for the odd man out sitting at this very table.

`Is that wise?' Lindemann pressed. 'After what happened to Fergusson?'

Erich Lindemann. Forty-eight. Head of the Scandinavian sector, which included Denmark. Known to the others — behind his back — as The Professor. A thin-faced man who looked older than his years — the dark grey hair also thinning. Dry in appearance and manner, unlike Grey he used words sparingly.

Born in Copenhagen, his mother had died early and his father remarried an Englishwoman. Brought up in Britain since he was ten years old, his accent had not a trace of his Danish origins. He was, Tweed considered, the most cautious of the four men. Only when all the ground work had been laid would he move — then he moved with the speed of light. An austere bachelor, he had been compared by Howard to Field Marshal Montgomery.
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