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Chapter
One.

Murder
in Waterloo.

WW1 hadn’t been kind
to him, those German soldiers sure had tried to kill him off. He had
come home from France in December 1918 with a couple of bullet
grazes. One was a nasty burn or gash yet unhealed that ran the length
of his forearm. The other wound is smaller but similar, running
across the width of his left cheek. The raw wounds still burned hot
even after many weeks because of the exposed and unhealed nerve
tissue.

His left upper thigh
has also been stitched up, a long gash from a sharp bayonet. Not
entirely the enemy’s fault this time though he could only put this
one down to his own carelessness. He had been clearing captured
trenches towards the end of the war, tripped over and accidentally
fallen upon the blade.

But by far the worst
injury he suffered was shell shock. This he suffered alone and in
silence with a stiff upper lip, a true soldier of the Crown. He had
served three years and his life was shot to hell. Still he was alive,
hale, one survivor of the dirty bloody shitty war that had killed
millions in the process of creating peace.

Peace, humph, peace.
Was there ever such a thing? Would there ever be such a thing? He
very much doubted it would ever happen. After all, had they not left
von Bülow alive to rule over Germanys defeated populace. Yes they
did believe it or not, a main instigator of the bloodiest war ever
waged was left alive, and in charge. This angered him and made his
blood boil just thinking about it. What on earth were they thinking?
What had he been fighting for?

He marched on down the
gangplank of the overcrowded troop ship onto the riverside dock, then
he marched on into London with the rest of the company. As if saying
‘how’s your mother’ everyone was thanked for their
service to the Crown before being dismissed and then demobbed.

Each soldier was given
a few shillings for their service and this piddling amount was all
the money they were given to survive on until their severance pay
could be added up and a cheque sent out via post. The entire world
was in a terrible mess, food reserves are at an all time low,
inflation has taken a hold over most economies worldwide leaving
millions upon millions hungry and homeless.

It was 1919 when the
money finally arrived on one god graced day, a full year after his
return. He had been living rough, working odd jobs, never settling
down in one place. Now he made a home in London. A derelict building
has taken his interest. It has several Flats all in dire need of
repair, but if he put his back into it then the rewards would be
great. Money was tight, the cost of daily living a horrendous burden.
With the middle of winter coming, he worked hard upon one flat to
house himself while he renovated the rest. A few weeks later he was
comfortably ensconced within the flat.

Being an orphan, no
family drop by for the sessional festivities. The days pass by slowly
but productively as he works upon Flat 2. He works hard through the
Christmas holidays into early January. Broken plaster is restored,
the windows are removed from frames for renovation during rebuilding.
Needing more money to rebuild his ever dwindling bank account,
requires that he get Flat 2 up to the rental property standards by
month’s end.

As he sits fireside he
stares through the window, snow falling gently from above floats down
into the garden creating a blanket of white. He reads an article in
The Gazette about the Spanish Flu. The flu pandemic was killing
people at a faster rate than the entire blasted world war, now that
was saying something. Even though it wasn’t cold inside of his
snug, it being heated by a well made fire burning within the hearth,
icy shivers travel up his spine.

Tiring of the mostly
bad news articles, he places the newspaper aside, he then picks up
the well worn and dog eared mystery novel ‘The Secret House’,
written by Edgar Wallace. He’d kept this tatted copy for almost two
years, a gift from a fellow soldier, dragging it around with him
during the war and his travels afterward. One day he really hoped to
complete reading the spy story. He sat nibbling upon some crackers
and cheese, a strong cup of tea at the ready to wash it all down. He
enjoyed the meagre meal, mentality thanking the gods for providing
sustenance in these trying times.

His day had been spent
working inside of Flat 2 repairing some shattered window panes, his
body exhausted, in extreme pain from his exertions. As the evening
wore on toward midnight he did not notice the hand holding his book
falling slowly down onto his lap. Nor did he notice himself falling
into a deep sleep.

The two men stood
outside of the building, some apprehension showed upon their faces. A
chimney was churning out smoke, but orders were orders, they had a
job to do. Ever so quietly the pair of men picked the lock of the
front door and entered the hall. As they moved into the lounge, one
man silently opened the snug door just a crack to peep inside. The
occupant was asleep, perfect. The pair of thieves went about their
business.

He happily dozed in the
chair until he was rudely awakened by these intruders rummaging about
inside of his flat, talking in low voices. He stood up quickly from
his old leather chair, orientating himself. Turning back towards the
voices coming from the lounge room, he quietly sneaks towards the
door and he listens intently to every word.

“The boss said it was
hidden in here behind the wall.”

“Yes but where? Are
we too rip down an entire wall.”

“No here beside the
fireplace lintel, this tile slides out.”

He had heard
everything, could some treasure horde have gone unnoticed by him
during the renovation. He wanted it. After all he owned the building
and everything else inside of it. He didn’t wait a moment longer.
He burst through the door with surprising speed interrupting his
unwelcome night time visitors.

The small lounge was
only twenty foot squared so by barreling into the room he charged
into one of the burglars taking him down with his momentum, a boot to
this midnight thief’s head knocking him unconsciousness. The other
thief by the lintel turned clutching an envelope in one hand. Seeing
his fellow thief laying prone upon the floor he raced off down the
hallway toward the front door. But just as the second thief was
turning the handle a fist hit the back of his head, knocking him out
cold.

He pulled the envelope
from the unconscious man’s hand, then shoves it deep into his pants
pocket. First things first. He dragged the unconscious thief from the
lounge room to join his partner in crime by the front door. Using
their own belts he ties those home invader’s hands tightly behind
their backs. He takes his overcoat and hat off the hooks behind the
front door before heading out.

Outside of his home a
cold wind blows through the ice covered streets of Waterloo.
Everything is quiet. He pulls the collar of his overcoat up to
protect his neck from the wind, draws the lapels of the overcoat
closer to his chilled body, shoves cold hands deeply into the
pockets. It begins to snow again as he walks to the police emergency
box at the end of the street. He picks up the receiver, cranks the
handle to put a charge into the line. A few seconds later a tired
sounding policeman answers, expressing his tiredness with a long
drawn out yawn, sounding more like a wild beast growling softly than
a human being.

“Name and address.”

“Jimmy Tern. I want
to report a burglary at number 10 Murphy Street Waterloo.”

“10 Murphy Street.
Right got it Jim. Someone will be sent out there tomorrow.”

“I have captured the
perpetrator’s and tied them up.”

“Right Jim, well done
Jim. Police officers in a motor unit will be dispatched to Murphy
Street shortly.”

Jimmy returned to his
abode to await the arrival of the police. A Ford T sedan sat across
the street, a single male occupant watches on as Jim walked up the
stairs. By this time the two burglars were awake and nursing sore
heads. He turns on the hall light to have a better look at the men.

“You better let us go
mate if you know what’s good for ya.”

“Tell it to the
coppers lowlife.”

Jim blurted out. He
hated thieves. Even worse, thieves that had broken into his own
house. Jim then stood above his two captured burglars and with a very
menacing look upon his face. Pointing his thick forefinger directly
at one of the offenders, his anger showing in the timbre of his
speech, he growls out a demand.

“You. You first. What
in god’s name is so important for you to break into my house and
try to steal from me?”

“You’ll find out
mate, and soon.”

Jim was in no mood for
threats, nor patient enough to wait. He lashed out a boot, kicking
the man hard in the stomach. A wheeze and a cough from this captive
follows the blow, giving Jim some satisfaction for his actions. The
man just rolled over on his side, an attempted smile through a
grimacing face a sign of accepting pain. Jim knew he wasn’t going
to get an answer out of that one. But the other man looked worried as
Jim pointed towards him.

“You! You tell me.”

With that said, Jim
lashed out brutally with another heavy boot. This time Jim stamped
down hard upon the second burglar’s thigh causing the mans groan’s
of pain to echo about the hallway. After an extended pause, with a
raspy voice, the man spoke.

“We know nothing. We
were just told to take the envelope.”

The two men began to
protest against the rough treatment. Jim just told them both to shut
the hell up. The envelope, after his long walk down the street and
back he had forgotten about it. Jim put a hand into his pocket and
fumbled about with his thick fingers until he grasped a hold of the
envelope.

Drawing the small
envelope out into the dim light shining from the hallway bulb, he
inspected it closely. It was only a small plain Manila envelope with
no address. But whatever the paperwork on the inside was it must’ve
been important enough to risk the daring robbery. Just as Jim broke
the seal along the back a harsh gravelly voice from the street behind
him made him pale.

“I’ll take that,
you can keep the two intruders.”

Jim turned toward the
doorway to find a stranger standing there in shadow. The man wears a
long black overcoat and his trilby hat cast darkness over his eyes
and nose. The newcomer was difficult to see clearly in the darkness.
But, Jim couldn’t miss the gleam off a silver pistol being held in
the mystery man’s black gloved hand. The pistol was being held
firmly with such unwavering surety the intention obvious,
intimidation, unsaid consequences of refusal are also conveyed, which
undoubtedly include injury or death.

Jim hadn’t had a gun
pointed at him since the war. The memory of which brought forth
visions, flashbacks of clearing the trenches, melding to join in with
the present surroundings overwhelming his mind. Jim rejoins the war
as the illusion becomes more real to him than reality. Mud and blood
adorn his army uniform. He loads his rifle in preparation to fire.

The mystery man watches
Jim pretending to load a rifle, take a shooting stance and sight
straight ahead. The man was off with the fairies.

Jim does not even
realise he has zoned out until the mysterious man speaks again. This
time with even more aggression.

“Hey! Snap out of it
man! Just pass me the envelope. Now!”

Jim still stunned, his
mind still swimming within an illusionary landscape created by his
severe shell shock and by his event filled early morning awakening
didn’t move a single muscle, just stared forward in a trance while
the man in the doorway waited.

In the next street over
the ding a ding dong of a police car hand bell could be heard.

A gun shot rang out in
the cool night air.

It was enough to bring
Jim back to his senses, moments before a second shot. Jim shakes his
head to clear the remaining illusions of the war.

Jim looks down to see
both of the burglars lying dead upon the floor. He looks upward, only
to find the shadowy man gone.

A car engine started
across the street, then the car drove quickly away from the scene.

The ding dong ding of
the approaching bell stops immediately as the police car pulls to a
stop outside of Jim’s home. Two young police officers get out of
the car, walk quickly through the snowy mush to cross the footpath
and up the steps.

“Ear ear, what’s
going on here then hey.”

The Sargent said, with
a slight hint of amusement in his voice. However upon noticing the
two bodies lying in Jim’s hallway, he hurriedly continued on in a
more serious tone, while shaking his head and looking at Jim for
answers.

“Dearie dearie, me.
What have you done?”

“Not me. Another man,
another man murdered them. Came to my door with a silver gun and
murdered them.”

“And what did this
assailant look like.”

“It was dark,
snowing, he looks like a shadow.”

“I think you had
better come down town with us mate while the detectives take a look
at this mess.”

It didn’t look so
good for Jim. He had called the police. He had told them he had
caught the two burglars. He had tied them up just an hour before they
had died. The police bundle Jim into their car and drive off towards
Scotland Yard.

Detectives Smith and
Smith after having been rudely awoken from slumber, and then having
to drive through the snowy streets of London, arrive at number 10
Murphy Street in the wee hours of the morning, ever so slightly
irritated.

They began to process
the crime scene. Both victims have died from a single gun shot wound
to the head. More than likely from a pistol or another small calibre
weapon. This horrific murder scene almost resembles a gangster
assassination with the victims hands being tied behind their backs.
The two Smith’s watched on as the mortuary wagon takes the bodies
away. They wander over to their car and drive off toward London
central.

Scotland Yard was a
busy place after the war. Poverty drove the crime rate up to the
highest levels in decades. Mostly this was due to petty theft, food
or other consumables, taken for basic survival. But there also was
the ever present crime families who indulge in racketeering on a
regular basis.

The two Smith’s had
been awoken in the early hours and it had taken until dawn before the
bodies were removed. And now it was breakfast time and they were
still on the hop. Their Superintendent wanted this entire mess, this
horrendous crime of a double murder in his borough solved yesterday.

Jim hadn’t slept
during his few hours detention before the door to his cell opened to
reveal two detectives. Without even a ‘how’s your aunty’
the pair of detectives took Jim up three flights of stairs and along
a dark hallway into an interview room. Jim was seated behind a table
in the dimly lit room. A little light from the overcast day outside
shone through the glazed window behind him creating flickering
shadows as people move about the room.

“Jimmy Tern I’m
Senior Detective Smith and this gentleman is Detective Constable
Smith. We have a few questions for you. May we call you Jim during
this interview? What happened?”

Still flustered from
the events at his home, still suffering from the shell shock brought
on by the gunman, and a subsequent arrest for murder, Jim very
firmly, and with a little heat in his voice gave the detectives the
only answer he could. The truth.

“It’s as I told the
policemen who came to my house. Some dark shadowy man shot them from
the stairs. I don’t know who he was or why he killed two burglars.”

“Okay Jim calm
yourself down. We only want the truth. How about you start at the
beginning. What happened last night?”

Jim’s head was
swimming. He hadn’t even had a cup of tea yet this morning. This
whole thing was becoming overwhelming.

“I was tired. I
remember that much. I had a bit of dinner before falling asleep on my
chair beside the fireplace in the snug. I woke up to the sound of
voices coming from my lounge room. I got up to investigate and found
intruders in my home. I knocked one out and then the other as he was
escaping. I tied them both up with the belts they were wearing. I
went down the road to the police box to ask for help. I returned
home. Then the shady man came and shot them just before the police
turned up.”

It was then that the
Smith’s decided to turn up the heat. Senior Detective Smith
switched on a rather bright desk lamp and moved it so the light shone
directly toward Jim’s face. Jim squints as the bright light blinds
him. Smith lowers his head to stare into Jim’s eyes.

“Okay Jim. I can see
by your exemplary service record that you were injured during the
battle. We know that you know how to kill Jim. Did you kill Jim? Did
you murder those boys?”

“NO NO NO! You aren’t
going to pin this on me. I told you the truth, the honest to God’s
truth. A tall man wearing a dark coat and black trilby stood in the
shadow of the doorway with a gun. Then the war was all around me. He
had a silver pistol. I’m sure that he shot them. A moment later he
was gone.”

“But Jim, only one
problem with your version of the story. The police officers who
attended the scene saw nobody else in the near vicinity.”

“Look okay, I had a
flashback to the war after seeing the pistol being pointed toward me.
Afterwards things got a little bit blurred. Shots are fired bringing
me back to reality. The burglars were dead at my feet. I remember
hearing a motorcar starting up, and driving off just before the
police arrived.”

Jimmy Tern was sweating
profusely, shaking from perhaps fear or from the cold. It didn’t
matter to the Detectives. His wild vague answers, his body language,
or even his twitchy movements made him appear guilty, and they had
him before breakfast without even breaking a sweat. All that they
needed now was that all important confession and this case would be
closed.

“Rather convenient
wouldn’t you say. A mysterious dark figure who commits two murders,
and drives away. You can see how this looks right, can’t you Jim.
It looks more like you killed those men and disposed of the gun
before the police arrived.”

“Why would I do that?
I had them cold. I had called the police to have them arrested.”

“I can’t answer
that one for you Jim. Perhaps you’re flashback to the war days.
Perhaps you killed without knowing that you did. All I know is that
two of Scotland Yards’ finest arrive at your door to find two dead
men. Both of whom it seems, to have been killed in the gangster
fashion of assassination. We will find that gun Jim, and when we do,
will we find your fingerprints upon it? Did you murder those men
Jimmy Tern? Are you a gangster assassin?”

“No no no, never. I
don’t have a gun. I’m innocent. The man in the doorway shot
them.”

The interview continued
for about two hours until finally Smith and Smith were satisfied that
they didn’t have enough evidence to charge Tern. No gun. No motive.
Jim was released late afternoon from the cell. He was taken to the
property counter to receive his possessions back. It wasn’t until
this moment that he remembered the envelope that the mysterious
shooter wanted so badly. As Jim took to the streets to return home he
opened the envelope.

So engrossed by the
content written neatly by a steady hand, he didn’t notice the car
following him slowly in the background. The letter was a list of
names written on German war office stationary. It didn’t make any
sense to Jim, why would anyone want a list of names, the war was
over.

Then the penny dropped.
This must be a list of German spies. A feeling of hatred mixed with
fear came over him. What had he just found? It made him shiver, feel
insecure, he looked about himself, around the street, at the people
around him with suspicion, perhaps someone is following him. Then
seeing the Waterloo bus coming, he ran off down the street to catch
it. He only wanted to be safe in the comforts of home.

The man in the car
speed up to follow the bus but was stopped at the crossroads by a
traffic policeman. He waited patiently for a hand signal to allow him
to move forward. The bus was slow and it stopped frequently, making
it an easy target to follow by an SIS professional.

Randal watches as Jim
alights from the bus and begins his walk towards home. Randal knew
where he lived of course, the police had told the Secret Service
everything about the man who had in his possession a list of German
spies. Did that make Jim a spy or was he the innocent party he
presented himself to be? But two of his SIS colleagues were murdered
inside of the man’s home so an investigation had to be conducted.

Jim opens the front
door and stared at the blood stained floor for some moments before
moving further along the hallway. First thing he needed was food, no
breakfast, a Devon sandwich for his lunch and a long day out built up
an appetite. He put the kettle on the range and sat looking at the
envelope trying to decide whether or not he should hand it over to
someone in authority. But who? A question he kept asking himself.
There must be some government agency that dealt with spies, maybe
just Scotland Yard. Perhaps he should return there tomorrow morning,
hand the envelope over to the Smith’s. Yes, that would be the best
option.

Jim picked up the
kettle and poured the water into a basin. He added some baking soda
to it and carried it out to the hall. Blood had soaked into the newly
laid carpet, it would need replacement, but the walls needed washing
down. He did what he could then he returned to the kitchen to empty
the basin and grab a sharp knife. Back in the hallway he knelt down,
half cutting half tearing away the bloody carpet. It left a space of
floor boards about a foot and a half long right in front of the door.
He took the bloodied carpet out to the rubbish bin in front of the
house before going back inside to clean himself up. The pot of tea
had brewed, a sandwich made, it was time for tea.

Randal watches the
house from his car parked at the end of the street. If what Jim had
said in interview was true, he could be in a dangerous situation. If
the mysterious shooter was a German agent then Randal felt sure that
he would try again to take the envelope.

The spy game was a game
of patience, sitting for hours on end in mostly uncomfortable
situations while engaged in surveillance. It began to worry Randal
that he had purposely left the envelope with the police to return to
Jim, setting him up as bait to catch the real killer. He decided to
move closer to number 10, and walks up the street to an abandoned
home across the street, hiding amongst the rubble.

Jim finished eating
just as the sun went down. He tidied up the kitchen and retreated to
his snug for the cold night to come. He got a decent fire raging in
the hearth warming the room quickly. The stars were out tonight,
maybe the scrappy weather had passed for the present. Picking up the
newspaper he had begun last evening Jim began to read. Try as he
might he could not relax.

Perhaps he should go up
to bed tonight and try to forget that the last twenty four hours has
ever occurred. He gently folded up the
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