
DB: Let's meet in the park.
 
WM: Let's meet in the park.
 
DB: Fifteen minutes?
 
\'Y'M: Fifteen minutes? You think I have so little to do in the
 
Liaison - CIA (5) Department that I can drop everything] have to
 
do in a mere fifteen minutes?
 

(Pause) 
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DB: You're not toting that damned recorder this time are you,
 
Bill ?
 
WM: Of COUrse not, we gave that up years ago.
 
DB: That Old Man of yours has a fetish for records, do you knmv
 
that, BiIJ? You are constipated with documentation. You don't
 
need it, you just collect it. What the hell use is it all. tell me that?
 
WM: It helps pass the time.
 
DB: Yeah. right, absolutely right.
 
WM: You're not going to rile me, you know, my dear David. I am
 
here to help you. \Vhat sO'ape can I get you out of tills time?
 
DB: No scrape, David, don't jump to conclusions.
 

(Pause) 

There's just been a - hiccup. Probably of no significance. A minor 
hiccup in an operation, 
WM: Translation: a major balls-up. 
DB; No, no, certainly not. Put simply, it's this. Vole had an off-the­
street offer; we arranged a rendezvous; the applicant was knocked 
over before we got to him. 
WM: Shot? Knifed? Hustled away? What? 

DB: There ,vas shooting; the applicant disappeared. Whether he 
was shot we don't know. It was all over about ninety seconds 
before we arrived. Happened in an Oxford Street store. 
W M; Who made this off-the-street offer? 
DB: He identified himself as Jackson. Wally Jackson. Claimed he 
had been working in a gang digging up the road in Portland Place 
near the Chinese Embassy. Said he had something that was of value 
to us. 
w M: A roadmender offering you intelligence about the Chinks? 
You've got to be kidding. 
DB: He didn't say it was intelligence. We didn't get the impression 
it was intelligence. An object. That was the feeling we had. An 
object. 
WM; He was one of ours, was he? 
DB: Well, he didn't say. He - yeah, well he sounded like a national. 
We would have told you if he'd been of any interest. Natch. 
WM: Natch. (Pause) But as it happens you've lost him. 
DB: Somebody knocked him over, Bill, which suggests it's at least 
worth checking out who he was. 
WM: And how do you expect me to do that? 
DB: Well, the police are involved. 
WM: The police? 
DB: \Vell, the shooting, you see. There were witnesses and so on. 
They moved in pretty fast. 
WM: None of the shooting was yours, was it, David? You're not 
asking me-
DB: No, no, like J said, we got there too late. All I'm asking is that 
you see if you can get us any facts from the Mets, that's all. Just 
so we can bulk out the file. 
WM; J see. 
DB: I'd be very grateful for anything you can come up \vl.th, Bill. 
WM: A roadmender, David? A roadmender? 
DB: Well. I didn't rate that story, frankly. It was just a hook. But 
it had the ring, you know, of something. So ... 
WM: All right. I'll see what I can do. 
DB; That's terrific, Bill. I'm very grateful to you. 
WM: SO you should be, you bum. 
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