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“Yes,” said the policeman docilely.

“Which way are you going?” I asked the driver.

“The meat goes to the Medico-Legal,” he said.

“Ride me to the Avenue de Marigny,” I said. “I'm going
back to my office.”

By now the policeman in charge of the vehicle was brow-
beaten by Datt’s fierce orders. He agreed to my riding in
the van without a word of argument. At the corner of the
Avenue de Marigny I stopped the van and got out. I needed
a large brandy.

Chapter
Fafteen

B EXPECTED the courier from the Embassy
to contact me again that same day but he didn’t return until

the next morning. He put his document case on top of the
wardrobe and sank into my best armchair.

He answered an unasked question. “It’s a whorehouse,” he

pronounced. “He calls it a clinic but it’s more like a whore-
house.”

“Thanks for your help,” I said.

“Don’t get snotty—-you wouldn’t want me telling you what
to say in your reports

“That’s true,” I admltted
“Certainly it’s true. It’'s a whorehouse that a lot of the

[ 98





index-101_2.png





index-102_2.png





index-102_1.png





index-100_1.png





index-99_2.png





index-101_1.png





index-100_2.png





index-98_1.png





index-97_2.png





index-99_1.png





index-98_2.png





cover_image.jpg
An Expensive
Place to Die (1967)

Len Deighton





index-97_1.png





index-96_2.png





index-156_1.png





index-94_2.png





index-155_2.png





index-94_1.png





index-157_1.png





index-95_2.png





index-156_2.png





index-95_1.png





index-154_1.png





index-92_2.png





index-153_2.png





index-92_1.png





index-155_1.png





index-93_2.png





index-154_2.png





index-93_1.png





index-96_1.png





index-153_1.png





index-91_2.png





index-152_2.png





index-150_2.png





index-89_1.png





index-150_1.png





index-88_2.png





index-151_2.png





index-90_1.png





index-151_1.png





index-89_2.png





index-148_2.png





index-87_1.png
dang





index-148_1.png





index-86_1.png
An Expensive Place to Die

edge it. Men were unreasonable. All men. She remembered
a certain sexual mannerism of his, and smiled. All men set

tasks and situations in which anything a woman thinks, says,
or does will be wrong. Men demand that women should be

inventive, shameless whores, and then reject them for not
being motherly enough. They want them to attract their men

friends and then they get jealous about it.
She powdered her lipstick to darken it and then pursed

her lips and gave her face one final intent glare. Her eyes
were good, the pupils were soft and the whites gleaming. She
went to meet her ex-husband.

Chapter
T hirteen

ELOISEAU had been smoking too much and
not getting enough sleep. He kept putting a finger around
his metal wristwatch band; Maria remembered how she had
dreaded those nervous mannerisms that always preceded a
row. He gave her coffee and remembered the amount of
sugar she liked. He remarked on her suit and her hair and
liked the plain-fronted shoes. She knew that sooner or later
he would mention the Englishman.

“Those same people have always fascinated you,” he said.,
“You are a gold digger for brains, Maria. You are drawn ir-
resistibly to men who think only of their work.”
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ble. I guessed that normally he spoke Flemish and the French
was not natural to him. The man spat again on the roadway
before climbing into the driver’s seat alongside us. “He’s a
good boy,” the man said. “He knows what to do.” By the
time he got the Renault started, the camionette was out of
sight.

I'd reached the worrying stage of the journey. “Did you
take notes?” I asked Kuang suddenly. He looked at me with-
out answering. “Be sensible,” I said. “I must know if you are
carrying anything that would need to be destroyed. I know
there’s the box of stuff Hudson gave you.” I drummed upon
it. “Is there anything else?”

“A small notebook taped to my leg, It’s a thin book. I could
be searched and they would not find it.”

I nodded. It was something more to worry about.

The car moved at high speed over the narrow concrete
lanes. Soon we turned onto the wider main road that led
north to Ostend. We had left the overfertilized salient be-
hind us. The fearful names—Tyne Cot, St. Julien, Poel-
capelle, Westerhoek and Pilckem—faded behind us as they
had faded from memory, for fifty years had passed and the
women who had wept for the countless dead were also dead.
Time and TV, frozen food and transistor radios had healed
the wounds and filled the places that once seemed unfillable.

“What's happening?” I said to the driver. He was the sort
of man who had to be questioned or else he would offer no
information.

“His people—he jerked his head toward Kuang—“want
him in Ostend. Twenty-three hundred hours tonight at the
harbor. I'll show you on the city plan.”

“Harbor? What’s happening? Is he going aboard a boat
tonight?”

“They don't tell me things like that,” said the man. “I'm

[ 200
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the breech of the shotgun and checked the cartridges even
though he had only loaded the gun five minutes before.

“Once you are into the house itself, give my assistant your
overalls. Make sure you are unarmed and have no compro-
mising papers on you, because once we come in you might
well be taken into custody with the others and it’s always
possible that one of my more zealous officers might search
you. So if there’s anything in your pockets that would embar-
rassyou . . .

“There’s a miniaturized radio transmitter inside my den-

ture.”
“Getrid of it.”

“It was a joke.”

Loiseau grunted and said, “The switchboard at the Pre-
fecture is being held open from now on”— he checked his
watch to be sure he was telling the truth—"so you'll get
through very quickly.”

“You told the Préfecture?” I asked. I knew that there was
bitter rivalry between the two departments. It seemed un-
likely that Loiseau would have confided in them.

“Let’s say I have friends in the Signals Division,” said
Loiseau. “It will be monitored by us here in the command
vehicle on our loop line.” *

“I understand,” I said.

“Final wall going now,” a voice called softly from the next
cellar, Loiseau smacked me lightly on the back and I climbed
through the small hole that his men had made in the wall.

“Take this,” he said. It was a silver pen, thick and clumsily
made. “It’'s a gas gun,” explained Loiseau. “Use it at four
meters or less but not closer than one, or it might damage

the eyes. Pull the bolt back like this and let it go. The recess

® Paris Police have their own telephone system independent of the public
one.
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factor instead of a major factor. She smudged the eye
shadow, cursed softly, removed it and began again. Will the
Englishman appreciate the risk you are taking? Why not
tell M. Datt the truth of what the Englishman said? The Eng-
lishman is interested only in his work, as Loiseau was inter-
ested only in his work. Loiseau’s lovemaking was efficient,
just as his working day was. How can a woman compete with
a man’s work? Work is abstract and intangible, hypnotic and
lustful; a woman is no match for it. She remembered the
nights she had tried to fight Loiseau’s work, to win him away
from the police and its interminable paper work and its re-
lentless demands upon their time together. She remembered
the last bitter argument about it. Loiseau had kissed her
passionately in a way he had never done before and they
had made love and she had clung to him, crying silently in
the sudden release of tension, for at that moment she knew
that they would separate and divorce, and she had been
right.

Loiseau still owned a part of her, that’s why she had to
keep seeing him. At first they had been arranging details of
the legal separation, custody of the boy, then agreements
about the house. Then Loiseau had asked her to do small
tasks for the police department. She knew that he could not
face the idea of losing her completely. They had become dis-
passionate and sincere, for she no longer feared losing him;
they were like brother and sister now, and yet . . . She
sighed. Perhaps it all could have deen difterent; Loiseau still
had an insolent confidence that made her pleased, almost
proud, to be with him. He was a man, and that said every-
thing there was to say about him. Men were unreasonable.
Her work for the Stireté had become quite important. She was
pleased with the chance to show Loiseau how eflicient and
businesslike she could be, but Loiseau would never acknowl-
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Loiseau is one—would like to see it closed down. Now do
you see, my dear chap, now do you see?”

“Yes,” I said. “But what’s in it for you?”

“Don’t be offensive, old boy,” said Byrd. “You asked me
about the house. Jean Paul is in urgent need of the ready;
ergo, I arrange for you to make a mutually beneficial pact.”
He nodded. “Suppose we say fifty on account, and another
thirty if it gets into print?”

A huge tourist bus crawled along the boulevard, the neon
light flashing and dribbling down its glasswork. Inside, the
tourists sat stiff and anxious, crouching close to their loud-
speakers and staring at the wicked city.

“Okay,” I said. I was amazed that he was such an efficient
bargain maker.

“In any magazine, anywhere,” Byrd continued. “With
ten percent of any subsequent syndication.”

I smiled. Byrd said, “Ah, you didn’t expect me to be adept
at bargaining, eh?”

“No,” I said.

“You've a lot to learn about me. Waiter,” he called. “Four
kirs.” He turned to Jean Paul and Maria. “We have concluded
an agreement. A small celebration is now indicated.”

The white wine and cassis came. “You will pay,” Byrd said
to me, “and take it out of our down payment.”

“Will we have a contract?” asked Jean Paul.

“Certainly not,” said Byrd. “An Englishman’s word is his
bond. Surely you know that, Jean Paul. The whole essence
of a contract is that it's mutually beneficial. If it isn’t, no pa-
per in the world will save you. Besides,” he whispered to me
in English, “give him a piece of paper like that and he’ll be
showing everyone; he’s like that. And that’s the last thing
you want, eh?”

“That’s right,” I said. That’s right, I thought. My employ-
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“Nothing,” Maria said immediately. “Not because you said
nothing, but because I didn’t hear it. Understand? I'm not
interested in what you are or how you eam your living. If
you are doing something that’s illegal or dangerous, that’s
your worry. Just for the moment I feel a little responsible for
you, but I've nearly worked off that feeling. Tomorrow you
can start telling your own lies and I'm sure you will do it re-
markably well.”

“Is that a brush-off?”

She turned to me. “No,” she said. She leaned over and
kissed me.

“You smell delicious,” I said. “What is it you're wearing?”

“Agony,” she said. “It’s an expensive perfume, but there
are few humans not attracted to it.”

I tried to decide whether she was geeing me up, but I
couldn’t tell. She wasn’t the sort of girl who'd help you by
smiling either.

She got off the bed and straightened her dress over her hips.

“Do you like this dress?” she asked.

“It’s great,” I said.

“What sort of clothes do you like to see women in?”

“Aprons,” I said. “Fingers ashine with those marks you
get from handling hot dishes.”

“Yes, I can imagine,” she said. She stubbed out her cig-
arette.

“T'll help you if you want help but don’t ask too much, and
remember that I am involved with these people and I have
only one passport and it’s French.”

I wondered if that was a hint about what I'd revealed un-
der the drugs, but I said nothing.

She looked at her wristwatch. “It’s very late,” she said. She
looked at me quizzically. “There’s only one bed and I need
my sleep.” I had been thinking of having a cigarette but I
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was full length on my back. She switched the tape recorder
on. There was the sudden intimate sound of a girl sobbing. “I
want it recording,” she said, but the sound of the girl be-
came hysterical and she began to scream as though someone
was torturing her. “Switch that damn thing off,” Datt called.
It was strange to see him disturbed, he was usually so calm.
She turned the volume control the wrong way and the sound
of the screams went right through my head and made the
floor vibrate.

“The other way!” screamed Datt. The sound abated, but
the tape was still revolving and the sound could just be
heard; the girl was sobbing again. The desperate sound was
made even more helpless by its diminished volume, like
someone abandoned or locked out.

“What is it?” asked the maidservant. She shuddered but
seemed reluctant to switch off. Finally she did so and the
reels clicked to a standstill.

“What'’s it sound like?” said Datt. “It’s a girl sobbing and
screaming.”

“My God,” said the maidservant.

“Calm down,” said Datt. “It’s for amateur theatricals. It’s
just for amateur theatricals,” he said to me.

“I didn’t ask you,” I said.

“Well, I'm telling you.” The servant woman turned the
reel over and rethreaded it. I felt fully conscious now and I
sat up so that I could see across the room. The girl Maria was
standing by the door; she had her shoes in her hand and a
man’s raincoat over her shoulders. She was staring blankly
at the wall and looking miserable. There was a boy sitting
near the gasfire. He was smoking a small cheroot, biting at
the end which had become frayed like a rope end so that
each time he pulled it out of his mouth he twisted his face up
to find the segments of leaf and discharge them on the tongue
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A boxer; look at his feet. A crafty boxer who would give
you all the fouls—the butts, kidney jabs and back-of-the-
head stuff—but he fancied himself as a jab-and-move-
around artist. I'd be surprised to see him aim a kick in the
groin with any skill. I brought my hands suddenly into spar-
ring position. Yes, his chin tucked in and he danced his
weight around on the balls of his feet. “Fancy your chances,
Albert?” I jeered. His eyes narrowed. I wanted him angry.
“Come on, soft boy,” I said. “Bite on a piece of bare knuckle.”

I saw the cunning little Jules out of the corner of my eye.
He was smiling. He was coming too, smooth and cool, inch
by inch, hands flat and trembling for the killer cut.

I made a slight movement to keep them coming. If they
once relaxed, stood up straight and began to think, they
could eat me up.

Heavyweight Albert’s hands were moving, foot forward
for balance, right hand low and ready for a body punch
while Jules chopped at my neck. That was the theory. Sur-
prise for Albert—my metal heelpiece going into his instep.
You were expecting a punch in the buffet or a kick in the
groin, Albert, so you were surprised when a terrifying pain
hit your instep. Difficult for the balancing, too. Albert leaned
forward to console his poor hurt foot. Second surprise for Al-
bert: underswung flat hand on the nose; nasty. Jules is com-
ing, cursing Albert for forcing his hand. Jules is forced to
meet me head down. I felt the edge of the table against my
hip. Jules thinks I'm going to lean into him. Surprise for Jules:
I lean back just as he’s getting ready to give me a hand edge
on the corner of the neck. Second surprise for Jules: I do lean
in after all and give him a fine glass paperweight on the ear-
hole at a range of about eighteen inches. The paperweight
seems none the worse for it. Now’s the chance to make a big
mistake. Don't pick up the paperweight. Don’t pick up the
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“You speak English,” said the man. “That’s wonderful.”

“Is your leg hurting you?” She tried to make it as profes-
sional and clinical as she knew how.

“It’s nothing. I did it running down the road to find a
telephone. It’s hilarious really. Those four dead and me un-
scratched except for a strained knee running down the road.”

“Your car?”

“That’s done for. Cheap car, Ford Anglia. Crankcase
sticking through the rear axle the last I saw of it. Done for.
It wasn’t the lorry driver’s fault. Poor sod. It wasn't my
fault either, except that I was going too fast. I always drive
too fast, everyone tells me that. But I couldn’t have avoided
this lot. He was right in the center of the road. You do that
in a heavy truck on these high camber roads. I dont blame
him. I hope he doesn’t blame me too much either.”

Maria didn't answer; she hoped he’'d go to sleep so she
could think about this new situation.

“Can you close the window?” he asked. She rolled it up a
little, but kept it a trifle open. The tension of her claustro-
phobia returned and she knocked the window handle with
her elbow, hoping to open it a little more without the boy’s
noticing. |

“You were a bit sharp with the policeman,” said the boy.
Maria grunted an affirmative.

“Why?” asked the boy. “Don’t you like the policemen?”

“I married one.”

“Go on,” said the boy. He thought about it. “I never got
married. I lived with a girl for a couple of years . . .” He
stopped.

“What happened?” said Maria. She didn’t care. Her wor-
ries were all upon the road ahead. How many roadblocks

were out tonight? How thoroughly would they examine pa-
pers and cargo?
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road. She thought at first that it was a customs control hut,
but then she saw that it wasn’t a building at all. It was a
huge wine tanker tipped onto its side and askew across the
road. The wine gushing from the split seams. The front part
of the vehicle hung over the ditch. Lights flashed behind
shattered glass as men tried to extricate the driver. She
slowed up. A policeman beckoned her to the side of the road,
nodding frantically.

“You made good time,” the policeman said. “There’s four
dead and one injured. He’s complaining, but I think he’s only
scratched.”

Another policeman hurried over. “Back up against the car
and we’ll lift him in.”

At first Maria was going to drive off but she managed to
calm down a little. She took a drag on the cigarette. “There’ll
be another ambulance,” she said. She wanted to get that in
before the real ambulance appeared.

“Why’s that?” said the policeman. “How many casualties
did they say on the phone?”
© “Six,” lied Maria.

“No,” said the policeman. “Just one injured, four dead.
The car driver injured, the four in the tanker died instantly.
Two truck drivers and two hitchhikers.” Alongside the road
the policemen were placing shoes, a broken radio, maps,
clothes and a canvas bag all in an impeccably straight line.

Maria got out of the car. “Let me see the hitchhikers,” she

said.
“Dead,” said the policeman. “I know a dead "un, believe

me.”
“Let me see them,” said Maria. She looked up the dark

road, fearful that the lights of an ambulance would appear.
The policeman walked over to a heap in the center of the
road. There from under a tarpaulin that police patrols carry
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but none of them fell. She enjoyed driving, but there was no
fun in thrashing this heavy old blood-wagon over the ill-kept
back roads of northern France. She must avoid the main
roads; she knew—almost instinctively—which ones would
be patrolled. She knew the way the road patrols would obey
Loiseau’s order to intercept Datt, Datt’s dossiers, tapes and
films, Maria, Kuang or the Englishman or any permutation
of those that they might come across. Her fingers groped
along the dashboard for the third time. She switched on the
wipers, cursed, switched them off, touched the choke and
then the lighter. Somewhere there must be a switch that
would extinguish that damned orange light that was reflect-
ing the piled-up cases, boxes and tins in her windshield. It
was dangerous to drive with that reflection in the wind-
shield, but she didn’t want to stop. She could spare the time
easily, but she didn't want to stop. She didn’t want to stop
until she had completed the whole business. Then she could
stop; then she could rest; then perhaps she could be reunited
with Loiseau again. She shook her head. She wasn't at all
sure she wanted to be reunited with Loiseau again. It was all
very well thinking of him now in the abstract like this, think-
ing of him surrounded by dirty dishes and with holes in his
socks, thinking of him sad and lonely. But if she faced the
grim truth he wasn’t sad and lonely; he was self-contained,
relentless and distressingly complacent about being alone. It
was unnatural, but then so was being a policeman unnatural.

She remembered the first time she’d met Loiseau. A vil-
lage in Périgord. She was wearing a terrible pink cotton
dress that a friend had sold her. She went back there again
years later. You hope that the ghost of him will accompany
you there and that some witchcraft will reach out to him and
he will come back to you and you will be madly in love, each
with the other as you were once before. But when you get
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that either of us was Viet Minh. They’d waited for a tew
hours for someone to claim that rifle, and when we stopped
nearby they grabbed us. They didn’t even want to know
whether we’d come for the rifle. They kicked him and then
they urinated over him and then they laughed and they lit
more cigarettes and got in their Citréen car and drove away.

“I wasn’t hurt much. I'd lived all my life with the wrong-
colored skin. I knew a few things about how to be kicked
without getting hurt, but Datt hadn’t. I got him back in
the car—he’'d lost a lot of blood and he was a heavy man;
even then he was heavy. “Which way do you want me to
drive? I said. There was a hospital back in the town and I
would have taken him to it.

“Datt said, “‘Take me to Comrade De Bois.’

“I'd said ‘comrade’ all the time I'd spoken with Datt, but
that was perhaps the first time he had used the word. A kick
in the belly can show a man where his comrades are. Datt
was badly hurt.”

“He seems to have recovered now,” I said, “apart from the
limp.”

“He’s recovered now, apart from the limp,” said Kuang.
“And apart from the fact that he can have no relationships
with women.,”

Kuang examined me carefully and waited for me to answer.

“It explains a lot,” I said.

“Does it?” said Kuang mockingly.

“No,” I said. “What right does he have to identify thug-
gery with capitalism?” Kuang didn’t answer. The ash was
long on his cigarette and he walked across the room to tap it
into the washbasin. I said, “Why should he feel free to probe
and pry into the lives of people and put the results at your
disposal?”

“You fool,” Kuang said. He leaned against the wash-
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