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The Inspector Alan Grant Books
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Inverness, Scottish Highlands — Elizabeth MacKintosh, known by the pseudonym Josephine Tey, was born in Inverness in 1896. She was the oldest of three daughters of Colin MacKintosh, a fruiterer, and Josephine (née Horne).
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Tey (middle) with her sisters Jean and Etta, c. 1914
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Tey attended Inverness Royal Academy, a grammar school with a history dating back to the thirteenth century.


The Man in the Queue (1929)

[image: img18.jpg]

OR, KILLER IN THE CROWD 

On completing her schooling, Tey taught physical training at various schools in England and Scotland and during her vacations worked at a convalescent home in Inverness as a Voluntary Aid Detachment nurse. A youthful romance ended tragically with the death of a soldier in the Somme. In 1923, she returned to Inverness permanently to care for her invalid mother, and stayed after her mothers death that year to keep house for her father. While caring for her parents, she commenced her career as a writer. Her first published work was in The Westminster Gazette in 1925, under the name Gordon Daviot. She continued publishing verse and short stories in several other periodicals.

Her first novel, Kif: An Unvarnished History, was well received by the critics and a few months later, her first mystery novel, The Man in the Queue, was published by Benn, Methuen. It appeared in May 1929 under the pseudonym of Gordon Daviot. It was published by Dutton in the USA and was christened as the Dutton prize mystery novel for the month — a PR device to attract the attention of potential readers.

The queue in the books title is one for the final performance of a musical comedy in Londons West End. The man in question is Bert Sorrell and when he falls out of the queue, it is discovered that he has been stabbed in the back with a stiletto dagger. The case is assigned to Inspector Grant and he follows several leads, but struggles to make progress. Eventually, he traces a suspect to the dead mans boarding house and tracks his landlady to a remote hideaway on the west coast of Scotland. After tracking down and arresting his man, Grant begins to have doubts. He pursues other leads, but makes no progress. Then an unexpected figure comes forward to tell just what happened to the man in the queue…

The publishers devised another idea for publicity, asking critics not to give away the identity of the murderer in their reviews. This, of course, garnered them some extra coverage and it encouraged critics to sing the praises of the novel. One reviewer called it, an unusually clever concoction, whilst another suggested that, The author has shown an uncanny instinct for things criminal in this novel. The book is thick with the murky London atmosphere that the reader of detective fiction will enjoy. Another critic was a little less fulsome in their praise, simply noting that, Mr. Daviot has put some sound work into the book, but perhaps the best review was the one that called it …by far the best mystery we have read in a long time…Unfortunately we cannot aver that its chief charm is its mystery for the book is so entertainingly written that one forgets to criticise and reads for the mere pleasure of it.

The hero of Teys crime-fighting world, Alan Grant has all the intuition and tenacity of a perfectly penned sleuth in the 1920s to 1950s, but with a remarkable difference — he was one of the first fictional detectives to be employed by Scotland Yard. An Englishman by birth, little is known about his family except that his father was Scottish and that his grandfather belonged to the Strathspey. He is thirty-five years of age in the first novel The Man in the Queue. Grant enjoys his work, even though he calls it a dogs life. He has an attribute known as flair, which affords him a unique insight into the criminal mind. He is a hard-working officer and is possessed of a rare gift of intuition, helping him to work out challenging problems. Also, he has an over-active conscience and he will not let go of a problem until he has solved it. The character proved popular with readers and went on to appear in five sequels.

The Man in the Queue was adapted for radio and appeared on the BBC Home Service in March 1955, starring Peter Coke — of Paul Temple fame — as Inspector Grant.
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Tey, close to the time of publication
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The first edition
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TO BRISENA

WHO ACTUALLY WROTE IT


Chapter 1 MURDER
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IT WAS BETWEEN seven and eight oclock on a March evening, and all over London the bars were being drawn back from pit and gallery doors. Bang, thud, and clank. Grim sounds to preface an evenings amusement. But no last trump could have so galvanized the weary attendants on Thespis and Terpsichore standing in patient column of four before the gates of promise. Here and there, of course, there was no column. At the Irving, five people spread themselves over the two steps and sacrificed in warmth what they gained in comfort; Greek tragedy was not popular. At the Playbox there was no one; the Playbox was exclusive, and ignored the existence of pits. At the Arena, which had a three weeks ballet season, there were ten persons for the gallery and a long queue for the pit. But at the Woffington both human strings tailed away apparently into infinity. Long ago a lordly official had come down the pit queue and, with a gesture of his outstretched arm that seemed to guillotine hope, had said, All after here standing room only. Having thus, with a mere contraction of his deltoid muscle, separated the sheep from the goats, he retired in Olympian state to the front of the theatre, where beyond the glass doors there was warmth and shelter. But no one moved away from the long line. Those who were doomed to stand for three hours more seemed indifferent to their martyrdom. They laughed and chattered, and passed each other sustaining bits of chocolate in torn silver paper. Standing room only, was it? Well, who would not stand, and be pleased to, in the last week of Didnt You Know? Nearly two years it had run now, Londons own musical comedy, and this was its swan song. The stalls and the circle had been booked up weeks ago, and many foolish virgins, not used to queues, had swelled the waiting throng at the barred doors because bribery and corruption had proved unsuccessful at the box office. Every soul in London, it seemed, was trying to crowd into the Woffington to cheer the show just once again. To see if Golly Gollan had put a new gag into his triumph of foolery — Gollan who had been rescued from a life on the road by a daring manager, and had been given his chance and had taken it. To sun themselves yet once more in the loveliness and sparkle of Ray Marcable, that comet that two years ago had blazed out of the void into the zenith and had dimmed the known and constant stars. Ray danced like a blown leaf, and her little aloof smile had killed the fashion for dentifrice advertisements in six months. Her indefinable charm, the critics called it, but her followers called it many extravagant things, and defined it to each other with hand-wavings and facial contortions when words proved inadequate to convey the whole of her faery quality. Now she was going to America, like all the good things, and after the last two years London without Ray Marcable would be an unthinkable desert. Who would not stand for ever just to see her once more?

It had been drizzling since five oclock, and every now and then a light chill air lifted the drizzle and half playfully swept the queue from end to end with it in one long brushstroke. That discouraged no one — even the weather could not take itself seriously tonight; it had merely sufficient tang to provide a suitable aperitif to the fare in front of them. The queue twiddled its toes, and Cockneywise made the most of whatever entertainment provided itself in the dark canyon of the lane. First there had come the newsboys, small things with thin, impassive faces and wary eyes. They had flickered down the queue like wildfire and disappeared, leaving behind a trail of chatter and fluttering papers. Then a man with legs shorter than his body laid a ragged strip of carpet on the damp pavement and proceeded to tie himself into knots until he looked as a spider does when it is taken unawares, his mournful toads eyes gleaming now and then from totally unexpected places, in the writhing mass, so that even the most indifferent spectator felt his spine trickle. He was succeeded by a man who played popular airs on the fiddle, happily oblivious of the fact that his E string was half a tone flat. Then, simultaneously, came a singer of sentimental ballads and a syncopated orchestra of three. After they had scowled at each other for a moment or two, the soloist tried to rush things on the possession-being-nine-points principle, by breaking into a wailing Because you came to me, but the leader of the orchestra, handing his guitar to a lieutenant, proceeded to interview the tenor, with his elbows out and his hands lifted. The tenor tried to ignore him by looking over his head, but found it difficult, because the musician was half a head taller than himself and appeared to be ubiquitous. He persevered for another two lines, and then the ballad wavered uncertainly into bitter expostulation in his natural voice, and two minutes later he faded up the dark alley, mumbling threats and complaints, and the orchestra broke into the latest dance tune. This being more to the taste of the moderns than inappropriate resurrection of decayed sentiment, they promptly forgot all about the poor victim of force majeure, and twiddled their toes in time to the lively measure. After the orchestra, and severally, came a conjurer, an evangelist, and a man who allowed himself to be tied up in a rope with imposing-looking knots, and as imposingly worked himself free.

All these did their little turn and moved on to another performance elsewhere, and each one before leaving made a tour of the line, thrusting limp but importunate headgear into the meagre interstices of the queue, and saying, Thank you! Thank you! as encouragement to the bountiful. By way of punctuation to the programme, there had been vendors of sweetmeats, vendors of matches, vendors of toys, vendors even of picture post cards. And the crowd had parted good-naturedly with their pence and found amusement sufficient to their needs.

Now a shudder ran down the line — a shudder that the experienced recognized as but one thing. Stools were given up or folded into handbags, food disappeared, purses appeared. The doors were open. The lovely exciting gamble had begun. Was it to be win, place, or lose by the time they came to the wicket? Up in the front of the queue where the order was less mathematically two-and-two than down in the open, the excitement of the door-opening had for a moment or two overcome the habitual place-keeping instincts of the Englishman — I say Englishman advisedly; the Scot has none of it — and there had been a mild pushing and readjustment before the queue had become immobile in a wedged and short-breathing mass before the guichet, which was immediately inside the pit door. The clink and rattle of coin on brass proclaimed the continual hurried transactions which made the lucky ones free of paradise. The very sound of it made those behind strain forward unconsciously until the crowd in front protested as audibly as their crushed lungs permitted, and a policeman went down the queue to remonstrate. Now then, now then, stand back a bit. Theres plenty of time. You wont get in by pushing. All in good time. Now and then the whole line tottered forward a few inches as the emancipated ones ran in twos and threes from the head of it, like beads rolling from a broken string. Now a fat woman held them up by fumbling in her bag for more money. Surely the fool could have found out before now the exact amount required instead of keeping them back like this. As if conscious of their hostility she turned to the man behind her and said angrily:

 Ere, Ill thank you to stop shoving. Cant a lady be allowed to take out her purse without every one losing their manners?

But the man she addressed took no notice. His head was sunk on his chest. Only the top of his soft hat met her beady indignant gaze. She snorted, and moving away from him to face the box office squarely laid down the money she had been searching for. And as she did so the man sank slowly to his knees, so that those behind almost fell over him, stayed like that for a moment, and then keeled still more slowly over on his face.

Chap fainted, said some one. No one moved for a moment or two. Minding ones own business in a crowd today is as much an instinct of self-preservation as a chameleons versatility. Perhaps some one would claim the chap. But no one did; and so a man with more social instinct or more self-importance than the rest moved forward to help the collapsed one. He was about to bend over the limp heap when he stopped as if stung and recoiled hastily. A woman shrieked three times, horribly; and the pushing, heaving queue froze suddenly to immobility.

In the white clear light of the naked electric in the roof, the mans body, left alone by the instinctive withdrawal of the others, lay revealed in every detail. And rising slantwise from the grey tweed of his coat was a little silver thing that winked wickedly in the baleful light.

It was the handle of a dagger.

Almost before the cry of Police! had gone up, the constable had come from his job of pacification at the other end of the queue. At the first of the womans shrieks he had turned. No one shrieked like that except when faced by sudden death. Now he stood looking for a moment at the picture, bent over the man, turned his head gently to the light, released it, and said to the man at the guichet:

Phone for the ambulance and the police.

He turned his rather shocked gaze on the queue.

Any one here know the gentleman?

But no one claimed acquaintance with the still thing on the floor.

Behind the man there had been a prosperous suburban couple. The woman was moaning continuously and without expression, Oh, lets go home, Jimmy! Oh, lets go home! On the opposite side of the guichet stood the fat woman, arrested by this sudden horror, grasping her ticket in her black cotton gloves but making no effort to secure a seat now that the way lay open to her. Down the waiting line behind, the news went like fire in stubble — a man had been murdered! — and the crowd in the sloping vestibule began to mill suddenly in hopeless confusion as some tried to get away from the thing that had spoiled all thought of entertainment, and some tried to push forward to see, and some indignant ones fought to keep the place they had stood so many hours for.

Oh, lets go home, Jimmy! Oh, lets go home!

Jimmy spoke for the first time. I dont think we can, old girl, until the police decide whether they want us or not.

The constable heard him and said, Youre quite right there. You cant go. You first six will stay where you are — and you, missus, he added to the fat woman. The rest come on. And he waved them on as he would wave the traffic past a broken-down car.

Jimmys wife broke into hysterical sobbing, and the fat woman expostulated. She had come to see the show and didnt know anything about the man. The four people behind the suburban couple were equally reluctant to be mixed up in a thing they knew nothing about, with results that no one could foresee. They too protested their ignorance.

Maybe, said the policeman, but youll have to explain all that at the station. Theres nothing to be scared of, he added for their comfort, and rather unconvincingly in the circumstances.

So the queue came on. The doorkeeper brought a green curtain from somewhere and covered up the body. The automatic clink and rattle of coin began again and went on, indifferent as rain. The doorkeeper, moved from his habitual Jovian abstraction by their plight or by the hope of reward, offered to keep their rightful seats for the seven derelicts. Presently came the ambulance and the police from Gowbridge Police Station. An inspector had a short interview with each of the detained seven, took names and addresses, and dismissed them with a warning to be ready to come up if called upon. Jimmy took his sobbing wife away to a taxi, and the other five straggled soberly in to the seats over which the doorkeeper was brooding, just as the curtain rose on the evening performance of Didnt You Know?


Chapter 2 INSPECTOR GRANT
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SUPERINTENDENT BARKER APPLIED a carefully manicured forefinger to the ivory bell-push on the under side of his table, and kept it there until a minion appeared.

Tell Inspector Grant that I want to see him, he said to the minion, who was doing his best to look obsequious in the great mans presence, but was frustrated in his good intention by an incipient embonpoint which compelled him to lean back a little in order to preserve his balance, and by the angle of his nose which was the apotheosis of impudence. Bitterly conscious of failure, the minion withdrew to deliver the message and to bury the memory of his confusion among the unsympathetic perfection of files and foolscap from which he had been summoned, and presently Inspector Grant came into the room and greeted his chief cheerily as one man to another. And his chiefs face brightened unconsciously in his presence.

If Grant had an asset beyond the usual ones of devotion to duty and a good supply of brains and courage, it was that the last thing he looked like was a police officer. He was of medium height and slight in build, and he was — now, if I say dapper, of course you will immediately think of something like a tailors dummy, something perfected out of all individuality, and Grant is most certainly not that; but if you can visualize a dapperness that is not of the tailors dummy type, then that is Grant. Barker had for years striven unsuccessfully to emulate his subordinates chic; he succeeded merely in looking too carefully dressed. He lacked the flair for things sartorial as he lacked flair in most things. He was a plodder. But that was the worst that could be said about him. And when he started plodding after some one, that some one usually wished he had never been born.

He regarded his subordinate now with an admiration untinged with any resentment, appreciated his son-of-the-morning atmosphere — he himself had been awake most of the night with sciatica — and came to business.

Gowbridge are very sick, he said. In fact, Gow Street went so far as to insinuate that it was a conspiracy.

Oh? Some one been pulling their legs?

No, but last nights affair is the fifth big thing in their district in the last three days, and theyre fed up. They want us to take this last affair over.

What is that? The theatre-queue business, is it?

Yes, and you are O.C. investigations. So get busy. You can have Williams. I want Barber to go down to Berkshire about that Newbury burglary. The locals down there will want a lot of soft soap because we have been called in, and Barber is better at that than Williams. I think that is all. Better get down to Gow Street right away. Good luck.

Half an hour later Grant was interviewing the Gowbridge police surgeon. Yes, the surgeon said, the man had been dead when he was brought into hospital. The weapon was a thin, exceedingly sharp stiletto. It had been driven into the mans back on the left side of the backbone with such force that the hilt had pressed his garments to a wad which had kept any blood from flowing. What had escaped had oozed out round the wound without coming to the outer surface at all. In his opinion the man had been stabbed a considerable time — perhaps ten minutes or more — before he had collapsed as the people in front moved away. In a squash like that he would be held up and moved along by the crowd. In fact, it would have been a sheer impossibility to fall if one had wanted to in such a closely packed mob. He thought it highly unlikely that the man was even aware that he had been struck. So much pressing and squeezing and involuntary hurting went on on these occasions that a sudden and not too painful blow would not be noticed.

And about the person who stabbed him? Anything peculiar about the stabbing?

No, except that the man was strong and left-handed.

Not a woman?

No, it would need more strength than a woman has to drive the blade in as it has been driven. You see, there was no room for a back-sweep of the arm. The blow had to be delivered from a position of rest. Oh no, it was a mans work. And a determined mans, too.

Can you tell me anything about the dead man himself? asked Grant, who liked to hear a scientific opinion on any subject.

Not much. Well nourished — prosperous, I should say.

Intelligent?

Yes, very, I should think.

What type?

What type of occupation, do you mean?

No, I can deduce that for myself. What type of — temperament, I suppose youd call it?

Oh, I see. The surgeon thought for a moment. He looked doubtfully at his interlocutor. Well, no one can say that for a certainty — you understand that? And when Grant had acknowledged the qualification: but I should call him one of the lost cause type. He raised his eyebrows interrogatively at the inspector and, assured of his understanding, added, He had practical enough qualities in his face, but his hands were a dreamers. Youll see for yourself.

Together they viewed the body. It was that of a young man of twenty-nine or thirty, fair-haired, hazel-eyed, slim, and of medium height. The hands, as the doctor had pointed out, were long and slim and not used to manual work. Probably stood a lot, said the surgeon with a glance at the mans feet. And walked with his left toe turned in.

Do you think his assailant had any knowledge of anatomy? asked Grant. It was almost incredible that so small a hole had let a mans life out.

It wasnt done with the precision of a surgeon, if thats what you mean. As for a knowledge of anatomy, practically every one who is old enough to have lived through the war has a working knowledge of anatomy. It may have been just a lucky shot — and I rather think it was.

Grant thanked him and came to business with the Gow Street officials. On a table were laid out the scanty contents of the mans pockets. Grant was conscious of a faint dismay when he saw their fewness. A white cotton handkerchief, a small pile of loose change (two half-crowns, two sixpences, a shilling, four pennies, and a half-penny), and — unexpected — a service revolver. The handkerchief was well worn but had no laundry mark or initial. The revolver was fully loaded.

Grant examined them in a disgusted silence. Laundry marks on his clothes? he asked.

No, there were no marks of any kind.

And no one had come to claim him? Not even any one to make inquiries?

No, no one but that old madwoman who laid claim to every one the police found.

Well, he would see the clothes for himself. Painstakingly he examined each article of clothing. Both hat and shoes were well worn, the shoes so much so that the makers name, which should have been on the lining, had been obliterated. The hat when new had been bought from a firm who owned shops all over London and the provinces. Both were good of their kind, and though well worn neither was shabby. The blue suit was fashionable if rather too pronounced in cut, and the same might be said of the grey overcoat. The mans linen was good if not expensively so, and the shirt was of a popular shade. All the clothes, in fact, had belonged to a man who either took an interest in clothes or was accustomed to the society of those who did. A salesman in a mens outfitters, perhaps. As the Gowbridge people had said, there were no laundry marks. That meant either that the man had wanted to hide his identity or that his linen was washed habitually at home. Since there was no sign of any obliteration of marks it followed that the latter was the reasonable explanation. On the other hand, the tailors name had been deliberately removed from the suit. That and the scantiness of the mans belongings pointed certainly to a desire on his part to conceal his identity.

Lastly — the dagger. It was a wicked little weapon in its viperish slenderness. The handle was of silver, about three inches long, and represented the figure of some saint, bearded and robed. Here and there it was touched with enamel in bright primitive colours such as adorn sacred images in Catholic countries. In general it was of a type fairly common in Italy and along the south coast of Spain. Grant handled it gingerly.

How many people have had their hands on it? he asked.

The police had commandeered it as soon as the man had arrived in hospital and it could be removed. No one had touched it since. But the expression of satisfaction was wiped from Grants face when the information was added that it had been tested for fingerprints and had been found blank. Not even a blurred one spoiled the shining surface of the smug saint.

Well, said Grant, Ill take these and get on. He left instructions with Williams to take the dead mans fingerprints and to have the revolver examined for peculiarities. To his own sight it seemed to be an exceedingly ordinary service revolver of a type which since the war has been as common in Britain as grandfather clocks. But, as has been said, Grant liked to hear authorities on their own subject. He himself took a taxi and spent the rest of the day interviewing the seven persons who had been nearest the unknown when he collapsed the previous night.

As the taxi bore him hither and thither he let his thought play round and over the situation. He had not the faintest hope that these people he interviewed would be of use to him. They had one and all denied any knowledge of the man when first questioned, and they were not likely to alter their minds as to that now. Also, if any of them had seen a companion with the dead man previously, or had noticed anything suspicious, they would have been only too ready to say so. It was Grants experience that ninety-nine people proffered useless information where one was silent. Again, the surgeon had said that the man had been stabbed some time before it had been noticed, and no assassin was going to stay in the immediate neighbourhood of his victim until the deed was discovered. Even if the possibility of a bluff had occurred to the murderer, the chances of a connexion between himself and his victim being established were too good to allow a sensible man — and a man bent on self-preservation is usually shrewd enough — to indulge in it. No, the man who did it had left the queue some time before. He must find some one who had noticed the murdered man before his death and had seen him in converse with some one. There was, of course, the possibility to be faced that there had been no converse, that the murderer had merely taken up a place behind his victim and slipped away when the thing was done. In that case he had to find some one who had seen a man leave the queue. That should not be difficult. The Press could be called to help.

Idly he considered the type of man it would be. No thorough Englishman used such a weapon. If he used steel at all he took a razor and cut a persons throat. But his habitual weapon was a bludgeon, and, failing that, a gun. This was a crime that had been planned with an ingenuity and executed with a subtlety that was foreign to an Englishmans habit of thought. The very femininity of it proclaimed the Levant, or at the very least one used to Levantine habits of life. A sailor perhaps. An English sailor used to the Mediterranean ports might have done it. But then, would a sailor have been likely to think of anything so subtle as the queue? He would have been more likely to wait for a dark night and a lonely street. The picturesqueness of the thing was Levantine. An Englishman was obsessed with the desire to hit. The manner of the hitting did not habitually concern him.

That made Grant think of motive, and he considered the more obvious ones: theft, revenge, jealousy, fear. The first was ruled out; the mans pockets could have been picked half a dozen times by an expert practitioner in such a crowd, without any more violence than a fly bestows in alighting. Revenge or jealousy? Most probably — Levantines were notoriously vulnerable in their feelings; an insult rankled for a lifetime, a straying smile on the part of their adored, and they ran amok. Had the man with the hazel eyes — he had, undoubtedly, been attractive — come between a Levantine and his girl?

For no reason whatever Grant did not think so. He did not for a moment lose sight of the possibility, but — he did not think so. There remained fear. Was the fully loaded revolver prepared for the man who slid that sliver of steel into the owners back? Had the dead man intended to shoot the Levantine on sight, and had the assassin known it and lived in terror? Or was it the other way about? Was it the dead man who had carried a weapon of defence which had not availed him? But then there was the unknown mans desire to slough his identity. A loaded revolver in these circumstances pointed to suicide. But if he contemplated suicide, why postpone it while he went to the play? What other motive induced a man to make himself anonymous? A brush with the police — arrest? Had he intended to shoot some one and, afraid of not getting away, made himself nameless? That was possible.

It was fairly safe, at least, to suppose that the dead man and the man whom Grant had mentally christened the Levantine had known each other sufficiently well to knock sparks from each other. Grant had very little belief in secret societies as the origins of picturesque murders. Secret societies delighted in robbery and blackmail and all the more squalid methods of getting something for nothing, and there was seldom anything picturesque about them, as he knew from bitter experience. Moreover, there were no impressive secret societies in London at present, and he hoped they would not start. Murder to order bored him stiff. What interested him was the possible play of mind on mind, of emotion on emotion. Like the Levantine and the Unknown. Well he must do his best to find out who the Unknown was — that would give him a line on the Levantine. Why had no one claimed him? It was early yet, of course. He might be recognized by some one at any minute. After all, he had only been missing to his people for the space of a night, and not many people rush to see a murdered man because their son or brother has stayed out for the night.

With patience and consideration and an alert mind, Grant interviewed the seven people he had set out to see — quite literally to see. He had not anticipated receiving information from them directly, but he wanted to see them for himself and to sum them up. He found them all going about their various business with the exception of Mrs. James Ratcliffe, who was prostrate in bed and being attended by the doctor, who deplored the nervous shock she had received. Her sister — a charming girl with hair the colour of honey — talked to Grant. She had come into the drawing-room quite obviously hostile to the thought of any police officer being admitted to her sister in her present state. The sight of the police officer in reality was so astonishing that she looked again at his card quite involuntarily, and Grant smiled inwardly a little more broadly than he permitted himself outwardly.

I know you hate the sight of me, he said apologetically — and the tone was not wholly acting— but I wish you would let me talk to your sister for just two minutes. You can stand outside the door with a stopwatch. Or come in, if you like, of course. There is nothing at all private in what I want to say to her. Its only that I am in charge of the investigations in this case, and it is my duty to see the seven people who were nearest the man last night. It will help me enormously if I can write them all off the slate tonight and start on fresh lines tomorrow. Dont you see? Its mere form but very helpful.

As he had hoped, this line of argument was a success. After a little hesitation the girl said, Let me go and see if I can persuade her. Her report of the inspectors charms must have been a rose-coloured one, for she came back in less time than he had dared to hope and took him up to her sisters room, where he had an interview with a tearful woman who protested that she had not even noticed the man until he had fallen, and whose wet eyes regarded him continually with a dreadful curiosity. Her mouth was hidden behind a barricade of handkerchief which she kept pressed to it. Grant wished that she would take it down for a moment. He had a theory that mouths gave away more than eyes — certainly where women were concerned.

Were you standing behind him when he fell?

Yes.

And who was alongside him?

She could not remember. No one was paying attention to anything but getting into the theatre, and in any case she never noticed people on the street.

Im sorry, she said shakily, when he was taking his departure. Id like to be of use if I could. I keep seeing that knife, and Id do anything to have the man that did it arrested. And as Grant went out he dismissed her from his mind.

Her husband, whom he had to travel into the City to see — he could have had them all to the Yard, but he wanted to see how they were occupying their time on this the first day after the murder — was more helpful. There had been a fair amount of churning in the queue, he said, as the doors were opened, so that their relations with their neighbours had altered a bit. As far as he could remember, the person who had stood beside the dead man and in front of himself was a man who had belonged to a party of four in front of that again, and had gone in with them. He, like his wife, said that he had not consciously seen the man until he had fallen.

The other five Grant found equally innocent and equally unhelpful. None had noticed the man. That amazed Grant just a little. How had no one seen him? He must have been there all the time. One doesnt shove in at the head of a queue without attracting a most uncomfortable amount of attention. And even the most unobservant of people will recall what their eyes have seen even if they were unconscious of taking notice at the time. Grant was still puzzling when he got back to the Yard.

There he sent a notice to the Press which asked any one who had seen a man leave the queue to communicate with Scotland Yard. Also a full description of the dead man, and as much of the progress of the investigations as was to be given to the public. Then he summoned Williams and demanded an account of his stewardship. Williams reported that the dead mans fingerprints had been photographed according to instructions and sent up for investigation, but he was unknown to the police. No corresponding fingerprints were to be found among those betraying dockets. The revolver expert could find nothing individual about the revolver. It was probably secondhand, had been used quite a lot, and was of course a very powerful weapon.

Huh! said Grant disgustedly. Some expert! and Williams smiled.

Well, he did say there was nothing distinctive about it, he reminded.

And then he explained that before sending the revolver to the experts he had tested it for fingerprints, and finding quite a lot had had them photographed. He was now waiting for the prints.

Good man, said Grant, and went in to see the superintendent, carrying the print of the dead mans fingertips with him. He gave Barker a précis of the days events without adducing any theories about foreigners beyond remarking that it was a very un-English crime.

Precious unproductive kind of clues weve got, said Barker. All except the dagger, and thats more like something out of a book than part of an honest-to-goodness crime.

My sentiments exactly, said Grant. I wonder how many people will be in the Woffington queue tonight, he added irrelevantly.

The knowledge of how Barker would have speculated on this fascinating question was lost for ever to mankind by the entrance of Williams.

The revolver prints, sir, he said succinctly, and laid them on the table. Grant picked them up with no great enthusiasm and compared them with the prints he had absent-mindedly been carrying about. After a short time he stiffened to sudden interest as a pointer stiffens. There were five distinct prints and many incomplete ones, but neither the good prints nor the broken ones had been made by the dead man. Attached to the prints was a report from the fingerprint department. There was no trace of these prints in their records.

Back in his room Grant sat and thought. What did it mean, and of what value was the knowledge? Did the revolver not belong to the dead man? Borrowed, perhaps? But even if it had been borrowed there would surely have been some indication that the dead man had had it in his possession. Or had the dead man not had it in his possession? Had it been slipped into his pocket by some one else? But one could not slip anything of the weight and bulk of a service revolver into a mans pocket unknown to him. No, not a living man, but — it could have been done after the knife-thrust. But why? Why? No solution, however farfetched, presented itself to him. He took the dagger out of its wrappings, and considered it through the microscope, but could mesmerize himself into no hopeful state over it. He was stale. He would go out and walk a bit. It was just after five. He would go down to the Woffington and see the man who had been doorkeeper at the pit last night.

It was a fine still evening with a primrose sky, and London was painted against it, in flat washes of a misty lavender. Grant sniffed the air appreciatively. Spring was coming. When he had run the Levantine to earth, he would wangle some leave — sick leave, if he couldnt get it any other way — and go fishing somewhere. Where should he go? You got the best fishing in the Highlands, but the company was apt to be darned dull. He would go fishing in the Test — at Stockbridge, perhaps. Trout were poor sport, but there was a snug little pub there, and the best of company. And he would get a horse to ride there, and turf to ride it on. And Hampshire in spring — !

So he speculated, walking briskly along the Embankment, on things far removed from the business on hand. For that was Grants way. Barkers motto was: Chew it over! Chew it over continually, sleeping and waking, and youll find the kernel that matters. That was true for Barker but not for Grant. Grant had once retorted that when he had chewed to that extent he couldnt think of anything but the ache in his jaws, and he had meant it. When something baffled him he found that if he kept on worrying it, he got no further, and lost his sense of proportion in the process. So when he came to a dead stop he indulged in what he called shutting his eyes for a little, and when he opened them again he habitually found a new light on things that revealed unexpected angles and made the old problem a totally new proposition.

There had been a matinée that afternoon at the Woffington, but he found the theatre in its usual state of shrouded desolation in front and untidy dreariness behind. The doorkeeper was on the premises, but no one was very sure where he was to be found. In the early evening his duties were many and various, it seemed. After several panting messengers had returned from the bowels of the building with reports No, sir, there wasnt a sign of him, Grant himself joined in the exploration and eventually ran the man to earth in a dim passage behind the stage. When Grant had explained who he was and what he wanted, the man became voluble in his pride and eagerness. He was used to being within hailing distance of the aristocracy of the stage, but it was not every day that he had the chance of conversing on friendly terms with that much more august being an inspector from the C.I.D. He beamed, he continually altered the angle of his cap, he fingered his medal ribbons, he dried his palms on the seat of his trousers, and he quite obviously would have said that he had seen a monkey in the queue if it would have pleased the inspector. Grant groaned inwardly, but the part of himself that always stood aloof whatever he did — the looker-on part of him which he had in such abundance — thought appreciatively what a character the old boy was. With that providing for a hypothetical future which is second nature in a professional detective, he was taking a friendly farewell of so much devoted uselessness, when a charming voice said, Why, its Inspector Grant! and he turned to see Ray Marcable in her outdoor things, and evidently on the way to her dressing-room.

Are you looking for a job? Im afraid you cant have even a walking-on part at this late hour. Her still small smile teased him and her grey eyes looked at him friendlily from under the slight droop of her lids. They had met a year previously over the theft of a fabulously expensive dressing-case which had been one of her richest admirers gifts to her, and though they had not met again since she had evidently not forgotten him. In spite of himself he was flattered — even while the looker-on bit of him was aware of it and laughed. He explained his business in the theatre, and the smile faded from her face instantly.

Ah, that poor man! she said. But here is another, she added immediately, laying a hand on his arm. Have you been asking questions all the afternoon? Your throat must be very dry. Come and have a cup of tea in my room with me. My maid is there and she will make us some. We are packing up, you know. It is very sad after such a long time.

She led the way to her dressing-room, a place that was walled half with mirrors and half with wardrobes, and that looked more like a florists shop than any apartment designed for human habitation. She indicated the flowers with a wave of her hand.

My flat wont hold any more, so these have to stay here. The hospitals were very polite, but they said quite firmly that they had had as much as they could do with. And I cant very well say, No flowers, as they do at funerals, without hurting people.

Its the only thing most people can do, Grant said.

Oh, yes, I know, she said. Im not ungrateful. Only overwhelmed.

When tea was ready she poured out for him, and the maid produced shortbread from a tin. As he was stirring his tea and she was pouring out her own his mind brought him up with a sudden jerk, as an inexperienced rider jabs at his horses mouth when startled. She was left-handed!

Great heavens! he said to himself disgustedly. It isnt that you deserve a holiday, its that you need it. What did you want to italicize a statement like that for? How many left-handed people do you think there are in London? Youre developing the queerest kind of nerves.

To break a silence and because it was the first thing that came into his head, he said, Youre left-handed.

Yes, she said indifferently, as the subject deserved, and went on to ask him about his investigations. He told her as much as would appear in the morrows press and described the knife, as being the most interesting feature of the case.

The handle is a little silver saint with blue-and-red enamel decoration.

Something leaped suddenly in Ray Marcables calm eyes.

What? she said involuntarily.

He was about to say, Youve seen one like it? but changed his mind. He knew on the instant that she would say no, and that he would have given away the fact that he was aware that there was anything to be aware of. He repeated the description and she said:

A saint! How quaint! And how inappropriate! — And yet, in a big undertaking like a crime, I suppose youd want some ones blessing on it.

Cool and sweet she put out her left hand for his cup, and as she replenished it he watched her steady wrist and impassive manner and wondered if this too could be unreasonableness on his part.

Certainly not, said his other self. You may be suffering from attacks of flair in queer places, but you havent got to the stage of imagining things yet.

They discussed America, which Grant knew well and to which she was about to make her first visit, and when he took his leave he was honestly grateful to her for the tea. He had forgotten all about tea. Now it wouldnt matter how late he had dinner. But as he went out he sought a light for his cigarette from the doorkeeper, and in the course of another ebullition of chatter and good will learned that Miss Marcable had been in her dressing-room from six oclock the previous evening until the call-boy went for her before her first cue. Lord Lacing was there, he said, with an eloquent lift of his eyebrow.

Grant smiled and nodded and went away, but as he was making his way back to the Yard, he was not smiling. What was it that had leapt in Ray Marcables eyes? Not fear. No. Recognition? Yes, that was it. Most certainly recognition.


Chapter 3 DANNY MILLER
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GRANT OPENED HIS eyes and regarded the ceiling of his bedroom speculatively. For the last few minutes he had been technically awake, but his brain, wrapped in the woolliness of sleep and conscious of the ungrateful chilliness of the morning, had denied him thought. But though the reasoning part of him had not wakened, he had become more and more conscious of mental discomfort. Something unpleasant waited him. Something exceedingly unpleasant. The growing conviction had dispelled his drowsiness, and his eyes opened on the ceiling laced across with the early sunlight and the shadows of a plane tree; and on recognition of the unpleasantness. It was the morning of the third day of his investigations, the day of the inquest, and he had nothing to put before the coroner. Had not even a scent to follow.

His thoughts went back over yesterday. In the morning, the dead man being still unidentified, he had given Williams the mans tie, that being the newest and most individual thing about him, and had sent him out to scour London. The tie, like the rest of the mans clothes, had been obtained from a branch of a multiple business, and it was a small hope that any shop assistant would remember the individual to whom he sold the tie. Even if he did, there was no guarantee that the man remembered was their man. Faith Brothers must have sold several dozens of ties of the same pattern in London alone. But there was always that last odd chance, and Grant had seen too much of the queer unexpectedness of chance to neglect any avenue of exploration. As Williams was leaving the room an idea had occurred to him. There was that first idea of his that the man had been a salesman in some clothing business. Perhaps he did not buy his things over the counter. He might have been in the employ of Faith Brothers. Find out, he had said to Williams, if any one answering the dead mans description has been employed by any one of the branches lately. If you see or hear anything interesting at all — whether you think it is important or not — let me know.

Left alone, he had examined the mornings press. He had not bothered with the various accounts of the queue murder, but the rest of the news he scrutinized with some care, beginning with the personal column. Nothing, however, sounded an answering chord in his brain. A photograph of himself with the caption, Inspector Grant, who is in charge of the Queue Murder investigations, caused him to frown. Fools! he said aloud. He had then collected and studied a list of missing persons sent in from all the police stations in Britain. Five young men were missing from various places, and the description of one, who was missing from a small Durham town, might have been that of the dead man. After a long delay, Grant had succeeded in talking on the telephone to the Durham police, only to learn that the missing man had originally been a miner and was, in the opinion of the Durham inspector, a tough. And neither miner nor tough could be applied to the dead man.

The rest of the morning had been occupied with routine work — settling about the inquest and such necessary formalities. About lunch-time Williams had rung him up from the biggest branch of Faith Brothers, in the Strand. He had had a busy but unproductive morning. Not only did no one recall such a purchaser, but no one remembered even selling such a tie. It was not one of a range that they had stocked lately. That had made him want further information about the tie itself, and he had come to the headquarters and asked to see the manager, to whom he explained the situation. The manager now suggested that if the inspector would surrender the tie for a little it should be sent to their factory at Northwood, where a list could be furnished of the destination of all consignments of such ties within, say, the last year. Williams now sought permission to hand over the tie to the manager.

Grant had approved his action, and while mentally commending Williams common sense — lots of sergeants would have gone on plodding round London because they were told to and it was their duty — thought not too hopefully of the hundred or so branches of Faith Brothers all over Scotland and England. The chances narrowed slightly, however, when Williams appeared with a fuller explanation. Ties like that, it appeared, were made up in boxes of six, each tie in the box being of a different shade though usually in the same colour scheme. It was unlikely that more than one, or at the most two, ties of the exact shade of their specimen had been sent to any one branch. There was therefore more hope of a salesman remembering the customer who had bought it than there would have been if the tie had been merely one of a box all the same shade. The detective part of Grant listened appreciatively while the looker-on part of him smiled over the sergeants fluency in the jargon of the trade. Half an hour with the manager of Faith Brothers had had the effect of studding the sergeants habitual simplicity of word and phrase with amazing jewels of technicality. He talked glibly of lines and repeats and similar profundities, so that Grant had, through his bulk, in a queer television a vivid picture of the manager himself. But he was grateful to Williams and said so. That was part of Grants charm; he never forgot to say when he was pleased.

In the afternoon, having given up hope of learning anything more by it, he had sent the dagger to the laboratory for analysis. Tell me anything you can about it, he had said; and last night when he left he was still waiting for the answer. Now he stretched out an arm into the chilly air and grabbed at the telephone. When he got the number he had asked for, he said:

Inspector Grant speaking. Any developments?

No, there were no developments. Two people had viewed the body last night — two separate people — but neither had recognized it. Yes, their names and addresses had been taken and were lying on his desk now. There was also a report from the laboratory.

Good! said Grant, jammed the earpiece on the hook and sprang out of bed, his sense of foreboding dispelled by the clear light of reason. Over his cold bath he whistled, and all the time he was dressing he whistled, so that his landlady said to her husband, who was departing to catch an eight oclock bus, Im thinking it wont be very long now before that horrible anarchist is caught. Anarchist and assassin were synonymous terms to Mrs. Field. Grant himself would not have put it so optimistically perhaps, but the thought of that sealed package waiting on his desk was to him what a lucky packet is to a small boy. It might be something of no importance and it might be a diamond. He caught Mrs. Fields benevolent glance on him as she set down his breakfast, and it was like a small boy that he said to her, This my lucky day, do you think?

I dont know about luck, Mr. Grant. I dont know as I believes in it. But I do believe in Providence. And I dont think Providencell let a nice young man like that be stabbed to death and not bring the guilty to justice. Trust in the Lord, Mr. Grant.

And if the clues are very thin, the Lord and the C.I.D., Grant misquoted at her and attacked his bacon and eggs. She lingered a moment watching him, shook her head in a gently misgiving way at him, and left him scanning the newspapers while he chewed.

On the way up to town he occupied himself by considering the problem of the mans non-identification, which became momentarily more surprising. True, a few persons every year are thrown up by London to lie unclaimed for a day or two and then vanish into paupers graves. But they are all either old or penniless or both — the dregs of a citys being, cast off long before their deaths by their relations and friends, and so, when the end came, beyond the ken of any one who might have told their story. In all Grants experience no one of the type of the dead man — a man who must have had the normal circle of acquaintances if not more — had remained unidentified. Even if he had been a provincial or a foreigner — and Grant did not think he was; the mans whole appearance had proclaimed the Londoner — he must have had a dwelling in London or near it; hotel, lodgings, or club, from which he must now be known to be missing. And the appeals from the Press that the fact of a missing person should be communicated to Scotland Yard without delay would most certainly have brought some one hurrying to report it.

Then, granted that the man was a Londoner — as Grant most heartily believed — why did his people or his landlord not come forward? Obviously, either because they had reason to think the dead man a bad lot, or because they themselves had no wish to attract the attention of the police. A gang? A gang getting rid of an unwanted member? But gangs didnt wait until they got their victim into a queue before dispensing with his services. They chose safer methods. Unless — yes, it might have been at once a retribution and a warning. It had had all the elements of a gesture — the weapon, the striking down of the victim while in a place of supposed safety, the whole bravado of the thing. It eliminated the backslider and intimidated the survivors at one and the same time. The more he considered it the more it seemed the reasonable explanation of a mystery. He had scouted the thought of a secret society and he still scouted it. The vengeance of a secret society would not prevent the mans friends from reporting his loss and claiming him. But the defaulting member of a gang — that was a different thing. In that case all his friends would either know or guess the manner and reason of his death, and none would be fool enough to come forward.

As Grant turned into the Yard he was revising in his mind the various London gangs that flourished at the moment. Danny Millers was cock of the walk, undoubtedly, and had been so for some time. It was three years since Danny had seen the inside, and unless he made a grievous error, it would be still longer before he did. Danny had come from America after serving his second sentence for burglary, and had brought with him a clever brain, a belief in organization that was typically American — the British practitioner is by nature an individualist — and a wholesome respect for British police methods. The result was that, though his minions slipped occasionally and served short sentences for their carelessness, Danny went free and successful — much too successful for the liking of the C.I.D. Now, Danny had all the American crooks ruthlessness in dealing with an enemy. His habit was a gun, but he would think no more of sticking a knife into a man than he would of swatting the fly that annoyed him. Grant thought that he would invite Danny to come and see him. Meanwhile there was the packet on his table.

Eagerly he opened it and eagerly skipped the slightly prosy unimportances with which it opened — Bretherton of the scientific side was inclined to be a pompous dogmatist; if you sent him a Persian cat to report on, he would spend the first sheet of foolscap in deciding that its coat was grey and not fawn — and picked out the salient thing. Just above the junction of the handle with the blade, Bretherton said, was a stain of blood which was not the blood on the blade. The base on which the saint stood was hollow and had been broken at one side. The break was merely a cut which did not gape and was almost invisible owing to the bloodstain. But when the surface was pressed, one edge of the rough cut was raised very slightly above the other. In gripping the tool the murderer had made the fracture in the metal gape sufficiently to injure his own hand. He would now be suffering from a jagged cut somewhere on the thumb side of the first finger of the left hand, or finger side of the thumb.

Good so far, thought Grant, but one cant sift London for a left-handed man with a cut hand and arrest him for that. He sent for Williams.

Do you know where Danny Miller is living now? he asked.

No, sir, said Williams; but Barber will know. He came up from Newbury last night, and he knows all about Danny.

All right, go and find out. No, better send Barber to me.

When Barber came — a tall, slow man with a sleepy and misleading smile — he repeated his question.

Danny Miller? Barber said. Yes, he has rooms in a house in Amber Street, Pimlico.

Oh? Been very quiet lately, hasnt he?

So we thought, but I think that jewel robbery that the Gowbridge people are busy with now is Danny.

I thought banks were his line.

Yes, but he has a new jane. He probably wants money.

I see. Do you know his number?

Barber did.

An hour later, Danny, who was performing a leisurely and painstaking toilet in the room in Amber Street, was informed that Inspector Grant would be very much obliged if he would have a short talk with him at the Yard.

Dannys pale grey, wary eyes surveyed the plain-clothes man who had brought the message. If he thinks he has anything on me, he said, he has another guess coming.

The plain-clothes man did not think that the inspector wanted anything but some information from him.

Oh? And what is the inspector inspecting at the moment?

But that the plain-clothes man either did not know or would not tell.

All right, said Danny. Ill be along right now.

When a portly constable led him into Grants presence Danny, who was small and slim, indicated the departing one with a backward jerk of the head and a humorous lift of an eyebrow. It isnt often any one troubles to announce me, he said.

No, said Grant, smiling, your presence is usually announced after your departure, isnt it?

Youre a wit, Inspector. I shouldnt have thought youd need any one to jog your brains along. You dont think youve got anything on me, do you?

Not at all. I thought you might be of some use to me.

Youre certainly flattering. It was impossible to tell when Miller was serious or otherwise.

Did you ever know by sight a man like this? While he described in detail the murdered man, Grants eyes were examining Danny, and his brain was busy with what his eyes saw. Gloves. How could he get the glove off Dannys left hand without deliberately asking for its removal?

When he came to the end of his description, particularized even to the turned-in toe, Danny said politely, Thats the deader from the queue. No, Im very sorry to disappoint you, Inspector, but I never saw the man in my life.

Well, I suppose you have no objections to coming with me and having a look at him?

Not if itll set your mind at rest, Inspector. Ill do anything to oblige.

The inspector put his hand into his pocket and brought it out full of coins, as if to make sure of his loose change before setting out. A sixpenny piece slid through his fingers and rolled swiftly across the smooth surface of the table towards Miller, and Millers hand shot out in an abrupt preventive movement as it was about to drop off the tables edge to the floor. He fumbled for a moment with his gloved hand and then laid the coin down on the table.

Trifling things, these, he remarked in his flat amiable voice. But it was his right hand that he had used to stop it.

As they were driving down to the mortuary in a car he turned to the inspector with the almost noiseless expulsion of breath that in him did duty for a laugh. Say, he said, if any of my pals see me now, theyll all be boarding a dangler for Southampton inside five minutes and not waiting to pack.

Well, wed do the packing — back, said Grant.

Got us all taped like that, have you? Would you bet on it? Ill lay you five to one in dollars — no, pounds — five to one in pounds that you dont have one of us settled inside two years. You wont take it? Well, I think youre wise.

When Miller was brought face to face with the body of the murdered man, Grants eager eyes could trace no shadow of expression on that poker face. Dannys cool grey glance wandered over the dead mans features in a half-interested indifference. And Grant knew certainly that, even had Miller known the man, his hope of a betraying gesture or expression had been a vain one.

No, Danny was saying, I never saw the man in my— He stopped. There was a long pause. Say, but I did! he said. Oh, gosh, let me think! Where was it? Where was it? Wait a minute, and itll come. He beat a hectic tattoo on his forehead with his gloved palm. Was this acting, thought Grant? Good acting, if so. But then Miller would never make the mistake of acting badly. Oh, gosh, I cant get it! I talked to him, too. Dont think I ever knew his name, but Im sure I talked to him.

In the end Grant gave it up — he had the inquest in front of him — but it was more than Danny Miller did. The fact that his brain had gone back on him was an outrage in his eyes and quite insupportable. I never forget a man, he kept saying, any more than a bull does.

Well, you can think it over and telephone to me, said Grant. Meanwhile, will you do one thing more for me? . . . Will you take your gloves off?

Dannys eyes shut suddenly to bright slits. Whats the big idea? he said.

Well, there isnt any reason that you shouldnt take them off, is there?

How do I know that? snapped Danny.

Look here, said Grant good-naturedly, a minute ago you wanted a gamble. Well, heres one. If you take your gloves off, Ill tell you whether youve won or not.

And if I lose?

Well, I have no warrant, you know. And Grant smiled easily into the gimlet eyes boring into his own.

Dannys eyelids lifted. His old nonchalance came back. He drew his right glove off and held out his hand. Grant glanced at it and nodded. Then he slipped off his left glove and extended his hand, and as he did so the right hand went back into his coat pocket.

The left hand that lay open to Grants gaze was clean and unscarred.

You win, Miller, said Grant. Youre a sportsman. And the slight bulge in Dannys right-hand coat pocket disappeared.

Youll let me know the minute you have a brainwave, wont you? Grant said as they parted, and Miller promised.

Dont you worry, he said. I dont let my brain go back on me and get away with it.

And Grant made his way to lunch and the inquest.

The jury, having swallowed at one nauseating gulp the business of viewing the body, had settled into their places with that air of conscious importance and simulated modesty which belongs to those initiated into a mystery. Their verdict was already certain, therefore they had no need to worry themselves over the rights or wrongs of the case. They could give themselves up wholly to the delightful occupation of hearing all about the most popular murder of the day from lips of eyewitnesses. Grant surveyed them sardonically, and thanked the gods that neither his case nor his life depended on their intelligences. Then he forgot them and gave himself up to the rich comedy of the witnesses. It was strange to compare the grim things that fell from their lips with the pretty comedy they themselves presented. He knew them so well by now, and they all ran so amusingly true to form. There was the constable who had been on duty at the Woffington pit queue, brushed and shining, his dampish forehead shining most of all; precise in his report and tremendously gratified by his own preciseness. There was James Ratcliffe, the complete householder, hating his unexpected publicity, rebelling against his connexion with such an unsavoury affair, but determined to do his duty as a citizen. He was the type that is the laws most useful ally, and the inspector recognized the fact and mentally saluted him in spite of the fact that he had been unhelpful. Waiting in queues bored him, he said, and as long as the light was good enough he had read, until the doors opened and the pressure became too great to do anything but stand.

There was his wife, whom the inspector had last seen sobbing in her bedroom. She still clutched a handerchief, and obviously expected to be encouraged and soothed after every second question. And she was subjected to a longer examination than any one else. She was the one who had stood directly behind the dead man.

Are we to understand, madam, said the coroner, that you stood for nearly two hours in close proximity to this man and yet have no recollection of him or of his companions, if any?

But I wasnt next to him all that time! I tell you I didnt see him until he fell over at my feet.

Then who was next in front of you most of the time?

I dont remember. I think it was a boy — a young man.

And what became of the young man?

I dont know.

Did you see him leave the queue?

No.

Can you describe him?

Yes; he was dark and foreign-looking, rather.

Was he alone?

I dont know. I dont think so, somehow. I think he was talking to some one.

How is it that you do not remember more distinctly what occurred when it is only three nights ago?

The shock had put everything out of her head, she said. Besides, she added, her gelatinous backbone ossified suddenly by the coroners ill-hidden scorn, in a queue one doesnt notice the people next one. Both I and my husband were reading most of the time. And she dissolved into hysterical weeping.

Then there was the fat woman, shiny with satin and soap-and-water, recovered now from the shock and reluctance she had displayed at the crowded moment of the murder, and more than willing to tell her tale. Her plump red face and boot-button brown eyes radiated a grim satisfaction with her rôle. She seemed disappointed when the coroner thanked her and dismissed her in the middle of a sentence.

There was a meek little man, as precise in manner as the constable had been, but evidently convinced that the coroner was a man of little intelligence. When that long-suffering official said, Yes, I was aware that queues usually go two by two, the jury allowed themselves to snigger and the meek little man looked pained. As neither he nor the other three witnesses from the queue could recall the murdered man, or throw any light on any departure from the queue, they were dismissed with scant attention.

The doorkeeper, incoherent with pleasure at being so helpful, informed the coroner that he had seen the dead man before — several times. He had come quite often to the Woffington. But he knew nothing about him. He had always been well dressed. No, the doorkeeper could not recall any companion, though he was sure that the man had not habitually been alone.

The atmosphere of futility that characterized the inquest discouraged Grant. A man whom no one professed to know, stuck in the back by some one whom no one had seen. It was a sweet prospect. No clue to the murderer except the dagger, and that told nothing except that the man was scarred on a finger or thumb. No clue to the murdered man except the hope that a Faith Brothers employee might have known the person to whom he sold a fawn patterned tie with faint pink splashes. When the inevitable verdict of murder against some person or persons unknown had been given, Grant went to a telephone revolving in his mind the Ratcliffe womans tale of a young foreigner. Was that impression a mere figment of her imagination, brought into being by the suggestion of the dagger? Or was it a genuine corroboration of his Levantine theory? Mrs. Ratcliffes young foreigner had not been there when the murder was discovered. He was the one who had disappeared from the queue, and the one who had disappeared from the queue had most certainly murdered the dead man.

Well, he would find out from the Yard if there was anything new, and if not he would fortify himself with tea. He needed it. And the slow sipping of tea conduced to thought. Not the painful tabulations of Barker, that prince of superintendents, but the speculative revolving of things which he, Grant, found more productive. He numbered among his acquaintances a poet and essayist, who sipped tea in a steady monotonous rhythm, the while he brought to birth his masterpieces. His digestive system was in a shocking condition, but he had a very fine reputation among the more precious of the modern littérateurs.


Chapter 4 RAOUL LEGARDE
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BUT OVER THE telephone Grant heard something which put all thoughts of tea out of his head. There was waiting for him a letter addressed in capitals. Grant knew very well what that meant. Scotland Yard has a wide experience of letters addressed in capitals. He smiled to himself as he hailed a taxi. If people only realized that writing in capitals didnt disguise a hand at all! But he sincerely hoped they never would.

Before he opened the letter that awaited him he dusted it with powder and found it covered with fingerprints. He slit the top delicately, holding the letter, which was fat and softish, in a pair of forceps, and drew out a wad of Bank of England five-pound notes and a half-sheet of notepaper. On the notepaper was printed: To bury the man who was found in the queue.

There were five notes. Twenty-five pounds.

Grant sat down and stared. In all his time in the C.I.D. a more unexpected thing had not happened. Somewhere in London tonight was some one who cared sufficiently for the dead man to spend twenty-five pounds to keep him from a paupers grave, but who would not claim him. Was this corroboration of his intimidation theory? Or was it conscience money? Had the murderer a superstitious desire to do the right thing by his victims body? Grant thought not. The man who stuck another in the back didnt care a hoot what became of the body. The man had a pal — man or woman — in London tonight, a pal who cared to the tune of twenty-five pounds.

Grant called in Williams, and together they considered the plain, cheap, white envelope and the strong, plain capitals.

Well, said Grant, what do you know?

A man, said Williams. Not well off. Not used to writing much. Clean. Smokes. Depressed.

Excellent! said Grant. Youre no good as a Watson, Williams. You get away with all the kudos.

Williams, who knew all about Watson — at the age of eleven he had spent hunted moments in a hayloft in Worcestershire trying to read The Speckled Band without being discovered by Authority, who had banned it — smiled and said, I expect you have got far more out of it, sir.

But Grant had not. Except that hes a poor hand at the business. Fancy sending anything as easily traced as English five-pound notes! He blew the light, soft powder over the half-sheet of notepaper, but found no fingerprints. He summoned a constable and sent the precious envelope and the bundle of notes to have all fingerprints photographed. The sheet of notepaper bearing the printed message, he sent to the handwriting expert.

Well, the banks are shut now, worse luck. Are you in a hurry to get back to the missus, Williams?

No, Williams was in no hurry. His missus and the baby were in Southend with his mother-in-law for a week.

In that case, Grant said, well dine together and you can give me the benefit of your ideas on the subject of murders in queues.

Some years before, Grant had inherited a considerable legacy — a legacy sufficient to permit him to retire into idle nonentity if such had been his desire. But Grant loved his work even when he swore and called it a dogs life, and the legacy had been used only to smooth and embroider life until what would have been the bleak places were eliminated, and to make some bleak places in other lives less impossible. There was a little grocers shop in a southern suburb, bright as a jewel with its motley goods, which owed its existence to the legacy and to Grants chance meeting with a ticket-of-leave man on his first morning out. It was Grant who had been the means of putting him away, and it was Grant who provided the means of his rehabilitation. It was owing entirely to the legacy, therefore, that Grant was an habitué of so exclusive an eating-place as Laurents, and — a much more astonishing and impressive face — a pet of the head waiters. Only five persons in Europe are pets of Laurents head waiter, and Grant was thoroughly conscious of the honour, and thoroughly sensible of the reason.

Marcel met them halfway down the green-and-gold room, with his face screwed to an expression of the most excruciating sorrow. He was desolated, but there was not a table worthy of Monsieur left. There were no tables at all except that much-to-be-condemned one in that corner. Monsieur had not let him know that he was to be expected. He was desolated, desolated simply.

Grant took the table without a murmur. He was hungry, and he did not care where he ate so that the food was good, and except for the fact that the table was directly outside the service door there was no fault to be found with it. A couple of green draught-screens camouflaged the door, and the door, being a swing one, kept the rattle of crockery to a faint castanet music that blossomed every now and then in a sudden fortissimo as the door swung wide and closed again. Over their dinner Grant decided that in the morning Williams should visit the banks in the area indicated by the letters postmark, and with that as a basis, track down the history of the bank-notes. It shouldnt be difficult; banks were always accommodating. From that they turned to the discussion of the crime itself. It was Williams opinion that it was a gang affair; that the dead man had fallen foul of his gang, had known his danger, had borrowed the gun from the only friendly member of the crowd, and had never had a chance to use it. The money that had arrived tonight had come from the secretly friendly one. It was a good enough theory, but it left out things.

Why had he no identification marks on him, then?

Perhaps, said Williams with electrifying logic, its a gang habit. No identification if theyre caught.

That was a possible theory, and Grant was silent for a little, thinking it over. It was with the entrée that he became conscious, with that sixth sense which four years on the western front and many more in the C.I.D. had developed to an abnormal acuteness, that he was being watched. Restraining the impulse to turn round — he was sitting with his back to the room, almost facing the service door — he glanced casually into the mirror. But no one seemed to be taking the slightest interest in him. Grant continued to eat, and in a moment or two tried again. The room had emptied considerably since their arrival, and it was easy to examine the various people in the vicinity. But the mirror showed only a collection of self-absorbed people, eating, drinking, and smoking. And still Grant had that sense of being subjected to a long scrutiny. It made his flesh creep, that steady, unseen examination. He lifted his eyes above Williams head to the screen that hid the door. And there, in the chink between the screens, were the eyes that watched him. As if conscious of his discovery, the eyes wavered and disappeared, and Grant went serenely on with his meal. A too curious waiter, he thought. Probably knows who I am, and just wanted to gape at any one connected with a murder. Grant had suffered much from the gapers. But presently, looking up in the middle of a sentence, he found the eyes back at their examination of him. This was too much. He stared stolidly in return. But the owner of the eyes was evidently unaware that he was visible at all to Grant, and continued his watching uninterrupted. Now and then as a waiter came or went behind the screen the eyes disappeared, but always they returned to their furtive gazing. Grant was seized with a desire to see this man whose interest in himself was of so absorbing a character. He said to Williams, who was seated not more than a yard in front of the screen, There is some one at the back of the screen behind you who is taking a most abnormal interest in us. When I click my fingers fling back your right and knock the screen sideways. Make it look as much like an accident as you can.

Grant waited until the waiter traffic had lulled for a little and the eyes were steady at gaze, and then gently snapped his middle finger and thumb. Williams brawny arm shot out, the screen quivered for a moment and collapsed sideways. But there was no one there. Only the agitated swinging of the door showed where some one had made his hasty exit.

Well, thats that, thought Grant, as Williams was apologizing for the accident with the screen. You cant identify a pair of eyes. He finished his dinner without further annoyance and strolled back to the Yard with Williams, hoping that the photographs of the prints on the envelope would be ready for his examination.

No photographs had come, but there was a report on the tie which had been sent to Faith Brothers factory at Northwood. The only consignment of that pattern of tie sent out in the last year was a box of six in various shades which had been sent as a repeat order at the request of their Nottingham branch. They returned the tie and hoped that if they could be of any further use the inspector would command them.

If nothing important turns up between now and tomorrow, said Grant, I shall go down to Nottingham while you are doing the banks.

And then a man came in with photographs of the envelope prints, and Grant took from his desk the photographs of the other prints in the case — the prints of the dead mans fingertips and the prints found on the revolver. Nothing but smudges, the report said, had been found on any of the bank-notes, so Grant and the sergeant applied themselves to the examination of the envelope prints. A variety of impressions were apparent since several people had handled the envelope since the writer had posted the letter. But clear and perfect and without possibility of doubt was the print of a forefinger to the right of the flap, and the forefinger was the same forefinger that had left its mark on the revolver found in the dead mans pocket.

Well, that fits your theory about the friend who supplied the gun, doesnt it? said Grant.

But the sergeant made a queer choked noise and continued to look at the print.

Whats the matter? Its as clear as a kids alphabet.

The sergeant straightened himself and looked queerly at his superior. Ill swear I hadnt a glass too much, sir. But its either that or the whole fingerprint system is balmy. Look at that! He pointed with a not too steady forefinger at a print in the extreme lower right-hand corner, and as he did so he shoved the dead mans fingerprints, which had lain slightly apart, under Grants nose. For a little there was silence while the inspector compared the prints and the sergeant, over his shoulder, half-fearfully corroborated his previous view. But there was no getting away from the fact that faced them in irrefutable whorls and ridges. The fingerprint was that of the dead man.

It was only a moment or two before Grant realized the simple significance of that apparently staggering fact.

Communal notepaper, of course, he said offhandedly, while his looker-on half mocked at him for having allowed himself to be victimized even for a moment by the childish amazement that had overcome him. Your theory blossoms, Williams. The man who lent the gun and provided the money lived with the dead man. That being so, of course he can spin any kind of yarn he likes to his landlady or his wife or whoever would be interested about the disappearance of his chum. He took up the telephone on his desk. Well see what the handwriting people have to say about the piece of notepaper.

But the handwriting experts had nothing to add to what Grant already knew or guessed. The paper was of a common type that could be bought at any stationers or bookstall. The printing was that of a man. Given a specimen of a suspects handwriting, they would probably be able to say whether or not the printing had been done by him, but so far they could be of no more help than already indicated.

Williams departed to his temporarily bereaved home to comfort his uxorious mind by reminding himself how short a week was, and how pretty Mrs. Williams would be when she came back from Southend; and Grant remained where he was, trying to mesmerize the dagger into giving up its tale. It lay on the dark green leather surface of his desk, a graceful, wicked toylike thing, its business end in its slender viciousness making a queer contrast to the bluff saint on the handle with his silly, expressionless face. Grant considered the saintly features sardonically. What was it Ray Marcable had said? Youd want a blessing on an undertaking as big as that. Well, Grant thought, he would choose a more potent saint as O.C. affairs than the ineffectual holy one on the handle. His thoughts went to Ray Marcable. This mornings press had been full of her projected departure for America, the popular papers expressing themselves in lamentation and the more high-brow in bitterness and indignation that British managers should allow the best musical comedy star of a generation to leave the country. Should he go to her, Grant wondered, before she left and ask her bluntly why she had looked surprised at the description of the dagger? There had been nothing to connect her even remotely with the crime. He knew her history — the little semi-detached villa in a dreary suburb that she had called home, the council school she had attended, her real name, which was Rosie Markham. He had even met Mr. and Mrs. Markham over the affair of the suitcase. It was exceedingly unlikely that she could throw any light on the Queue Murder. And it was still more unlikely that she would if she could. She had had her chance to be frank with him over that tea in her dressing-room, and she had quite deliberately kept him outside any knowledge she might have had. That knowledge, of course, might be entirely innocent. Her surprise might have been due to recognition of the daggers description, and yet have nothing to do with the murder. The dagger was far from unique, and many people must have seen and handled similar weapons. No, either way he was not likely to get much satisfaction from another interview with Miss Marcable. She would have to depart for the United States uninterrogated.

With a sigh for its unproductiveness he locked the dagger away in its drawer again and set off for home. He came out on to the Embankment to find that it was a fine night with a light, frosty mist in the air, and he decided that he would walk home. The midnight streets of London — always so much more beautiful than the choppy crowded ones of the daytime — fascinated him. At noon London made you a present of an entertainment, rich and varied and amusing. But at midnight she made you a present of herself; at midnight you could hear her breathe.

When at length he turned into the road where he lived he had come to the stage of walking automatically, and a starry mist possessed his brain. For a little while Grant had shut his eyes. But he was not asleep, actually or metaphorically, and the eyes of his brain opened with a start at the dim figure that was waiting on the opposite corner just outside the lamplight. Who was hanging about at this hour?

He debated rapidly whether or not to cross and walk down the other side of the street, and so come within criticizing distance of the figure. But it was rather late to change his direction. He held on, ignoring the loiterer. Only when he was turning in at his own gate he looked back. The figure was still there, almost indistinguishable in the gloom.

It was after twelve when he let himself in with his latchkey, but Mrs. Field was waiting up for him. I thought youd like to know that there has been a gentleman here asking for you. He wouldnt wait and he wouldnt leave a message.

How long ago was that?

More than an hour, Mrs. Field said. She didnt see him rightly. He had stood well out beyond the step. But he was young.

No name?

No, he had refused to give a name.

All right, said Grant. You go to bed. If he comes back, Ill let him in.

She hesitated in the doorway. You wont do anything rash, will you? she said solicitously. I dont like the thought of you bin here all alone with some one who might be an anarchist for all we know.

Dont you worry, Mrs. Field. You wont be blown up tonight.

It isnt blowing up Im afraid of, she said. Its the thought of you lyin here perhaps bleeding to death and no one knowing. Think how Id feel when I came in in the morning and found you like that.

Grant laughed. Well, you can comfort yourself. There isnt the slightest chance of anything so thrilling happening. No one has ever spilt my blood except a Jerry at Contalmaison, and that was more by luck than good management.

She conceded the point. See and have a bite before you go to bed, she said, indicating the food on the sideboard. I got you some English tomatoes, and the beef is Tomkins best pickled. She said good night and went, but she could not have reached her kitchen before a knock sounded on the door. Grant heard her go to the door, and even while his brain was speculating about his visitor, the looker-on in him was wondering whether it was spunk or curiosity that had sent Mrs. Field so willingly to answer the knock. A moment later she threw open the sitting-room door and said, A young gentleman to see you, sir, and into Grants eager presence came a youth of nineteen or twenty, fairly tall, dark, broad-shouldered, but slight, and poised on his feet like a boxer. As he came forward he shot a furtive glance from his brilliant dark eyes into the corner behind the door, and he came to a halt some yards from the inspector in the middle of the room, turning a soft felt hat in his slim gloved hands.

You are Inspector Grant? he asked.

Grant motioned him to a chair, and the youth, with a completely un-English grace, subsided sideways on to it, still clutching his hat, and began to talk.

I saw you tonight at Laurents. I am in the pantry there. I clean the silver and things like that. They told me who you were, and after I think for a while, I decided to tell you all about it.

A very good idea, said Grant. Carry on. Are you Italian?

No; I am French. My name is Raoul Legarde.

All right; carry on.

I was in the queue the night the man was killed. It was my night off. For a long time I was standing next the man. He trod on my foot in accident, and after that we talked a little — about the play. I was on the outside and he was next the wall. Then a man came to talk to him and came in in front of me. The man who was new wanted something from the other man. He stayed until the door opened and the people moved. He was angry about something. They were not quarrelling — not as we quarrel — but I think they were angry. When the murder happened I ran away. I did not want to be mixed up with the police. But tonight I saw you, and you looked gentil, and so I made up my mind to tell you all about it.

Why didnt you come to Scotland Yard and tell me?

I do not trust the Sûreté. They make very much out of nothing. And I have no friends in London.

When the man came to talk to the man who was murdered, and pushed you back a place, who was between you and the theatre wall?

A woman in black.

Mrs. Ratcliffe. So far the boy was telling the truth.

Can you describe the man who came and went away again?

He was not very tall. Not as tall as me. He had a hat like mine, only more brown, and a coat like mine — he indicated his tight-fitting, waisted navy-blue coat— only brown too. He was very dark, without moustache, and these stuck out. He touched his own beautifully modelled cheek and chin bones.

Would you know him again if you saw him?

Oh, yes.

Well enough to swear to?

What is that?

To take your oath on.

Oh, yes.

What did the two men quarrel about?

I dont know. I didnt hear. I was not deliberately listening, you understand, and though I speak English, I do not understand if people talk very quickly. I think the man who came wanted something that the man who was killed would not give him.

When the man went away from the queue, how is it that no one saw him go?

Because just then the policeman was walking down saying Stand back to the people.

That was too glib. The inspector took out his notebook and pencil and, laying the pencil on the open page, held it out to his visitor. Can you show me how you stood in the queue? Put marks for the people, and label them.

The boy stretched out his left hand for the book, took the pencil in his right, and made a very intelligent diagram, unaware that he had at that moment defeated the distrusted Sûretés attempt to make something out of nothing.

Grant watched his serious, absorbed face and thought rapidly. He was telling the truth, then. He had been there until the man collapsed, had backed with the others away from the horror, and had continued backing until he could walk away from the danger of being at the mercy of foreign police. And he had actually seen the murderer and would recognize him again. Things were beginning to move.

He took back the book and pencil that the boy extended to him, and as he raised his eyes from the consideration of the diagram he caught the dark eyes resting rather wistfully on the food on the sideboard. It occurred to him that Legarde had probably come straight from his work to see him.

Well, Im very grateful to you, he said. Have some supper with me now, before you go.

The boy refused shyly, but allowed himself to be persuaded, and together they had a substantial meal of Mr. Tomkins best pickled. Legarde talked freely of his people in Dijon — the sister who sent him French papers, the father who disapproved of beer since one ate grapes but not hops; of his life at Laurents and his impression of London and the English. And when Grant eventually let him out into the black stillness of the early morning, he turned on the doorstep and said apologetically and naïvely, I am sorry now that I did not tell before, but you understand how it was? To have run away at first made it difficult. And I did not know that the police were so gentil.

Grant dismissed him with a friendly pat on the shoulder, locked up, and picked up the telephone receiver. When the connexion was made, he said:

Inspector Grant speaking. This to be sent to all stations: Wanted, in connexion with the London Queue Murder, a left-handed man, about thirty years of age, slightly below middle height, very dark in complexion and hair, prominent cheek and chin bones, clean-shaven. When last seen was wearing a soft brown hat and tight-fitting brown coat. Has a recent scar on the left forefinger or thumb. 

And then he went to bed.


Chapter 5 DANNY AGAIN
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RUNNING OUT OF Marylebone into the sunlight of the morning, Grant looked out of his carriage window and felt more optimistic than he had since he had first interviewed the officials at Gow Street Police Station. The murderer had ceased to be a mythical being. They had a full description of him now, and it could only be a matter of time before they ran him down. And perhaps by tonight he would have settled the identity of the murdered man. He stretched his legs in the empty compartment and let the sun slide slowly back and fore over them as the train wheeled in its progress. A pleasant country, England, at ten of a bright morning. Even the awful little suburban villas had lost that air of aggressiveness born of their inferiority complex, and were shining self-forgetful and demure in the clear light. Their narrow, inhospitable doors were no longer ugly in the atrociousness of cheap paint and appliqué mouldings; they were entrances of jade and carnelian and lapis lazuli and onyx into particular separate heavens. Their gardens, with their pert, ill-dressed rows of tulips and meagre seed-sown grass, were lovely as ever the hanging gardens of Babylon had been. Here and there a line of gay, motley childs clothes danced and ballooned with the breeze in a necklace of coloured laughter. And farther on, when the last vestiges of the town fell away, the wide acres of the grass country smiled broadly in the sunlight like an old hunting print. All England was lovely this morning, and Grant knew it. Even Nottingham canals had a Venetian touch of blue today, and their grimy, imprisoning walls were rosy as Petra.

Grant came out of the station into the drone and clamour of trams. If he had been asked what represented the Midlands in his mind, he would unhesitatingly have said trams. Trams in London always seemed to him alien incongruities, poor provincials who had been inveigled to the Metropolis, and drudged out a misanthropic and despised existence, because they had never made enough money to get out of it. Grant never heard the far-away peculiar sing of an approaching tramcar without finding himself back in the dead, airless atmosphere of the Midland town where he had been born. The Midlanders did not hide away their trams in back streets; they trailed them proudly through their chiefest thoroughfares, partly from braggadocio, partly from a misplaced idea of utility. A long yellow string of them stood in Nottingham market-place, blocking the view of the wide, almost continental square, and making the passage from the pavement on one side to the stalls of the market on the other a most exhilarating game of hide-and-seek. But the natives, with that adaptability to circumstances which is natures greatest marvel, seemed to enjoy the hop-skip-and-jump business, and to find it not too dangerous to be indulged in. No one was killed during the time that Grant walked down the street at any rate.

At Faith Brothers he produced the tie which had belonged to the dead man, and explained that he wanted to know whether any one remembered selling it. The man at the counter had no recollection of the transaction, but summoned a colleague, who was flipping a white and too flexible forefinger up and down the wall of cardboard boxes in an endeavor to find an article that would meet with his customers approval. Something told Grant that in matters sartorial this youth would have the memory of an oldest inhabitant, and he was right. After one glance at the tie, he said that he had taken it out of the window — or one exactly like it — for a gentleman about a month ago. The gentleman had seen it in the window and, because it matched the suit he was wearing, had come in and bought it. No, he did not think that he was a Nottingham man. Why? Well, he didnt talk Nottingham for one thing, and he didnt dress Nottingham for another.

Could he describe the man?

He could, and did, with minuteness and accuracy. I can tell you the date, if you like, said this surprising youth. I remember because — he hesitated, and finished with a refreshing lapse from his worldly-wise air to a pink naïveté— because of something that happened that day. It was the 2nd of February.

Grant noted the date and asked what his impression of the stranger had been. Was he a commercial traveller?

The youth thought not. He didnt talk business and he didnt seem interested in the growth of Nottingham or anything.

Grant asked if there was anything on in the town on that date that would bring a stranger to Nottingham, and the youth said yes, most emphatically. There had been a huge musical festival — a festival for all the Midlands; and there had been a good few people from London too. He knew, because he himself had taken part in it. He sang in a church choir and knew all about festivals. The stranger had looked much more like some one interested in the festival than like a commercial traveller. He had thought at the time that that was probably what the man was in Nottingham for.

Grant thought it was quite likely. He remembered the mans sensitive hands. And he had been an habitué of the Woffington — which, if not high-brow, is at least invariably musical. It didnt march with the gang theory, but he could not afford to ignore it because of that. The gang theory had no support in fact. It was a theory and nothing else — pure speculation. He thanked the youth and asked for the name of some one in Nottingham who would know all about the festival and the people who came to it. The youth said that he had better go and see Yeudall, the solicitor. Yeudall wasnt the secretary, but he was a sort of chairman, and it was his hobby. He sat there from morning to night, all the three days of the festival, and he would be certain to know any one who was interested enough to come from London for it.

Grant wrote down Yeudalls address, conscious that the youths inquisitive mind was docketing him as it had docketed the dead man, and that years hence, if some one asked him to describe the man who took Yeudalls address, he would do it faithfully. He was wasted in a hatters-and-hosiers.

Are you looking for the man who bought the tie? the youth asked. He said looking in inverted commas, giving it its police sense.

Not exactly, said Grant, but I want to trace him if I can. And he departed to interview Mr. Yeudall.

In a little side street, near the castle — the kind of street that has never seen a tramcar and where ones footsteps echo until one involuntarily looks behind — were situated the small and gloomy offices of Yeudall, Lister & Yeudall. Three hundred years old they were, and the waiting-room was panelled in oak that extinguished the last valiant ray of light as it fought its way past the old greenish glass of the window-pane. The light died on the window-sill as the last survivor of a charge dies on the enemy parapet, murdered but glorious. But Mr. Yeudall, of Yeudall, Lister & Yeudall, would have considered it heresy if it had been suggested that things might be otherwise. Otherwise! That meant a building like a meat-safe, fretted with windows until the walls were practically non-existent. A collection of plate-glass bound together by pilasters of an incredible ignobility! That was modern architecture! But, as if to make up for the dim dustiness of his surroundings, Mr. Yeudall himself beamed and shone and welcomed all humanity with that sublime lack of suspicion which makes friends, and confidence men, but never lawyers. Being the only Yeudall of the third generation, he had been given in his youth a cupboardlike corner in the warren of small rooms that were the Yeudall offices, and, since he loved oak panelling and beams and greenish glass second only to symphonies and sonatas, he had stayed there. And now he was Yeudall, Lister & Yeudall — though a competent clerk kept anything too awful from happening.

To say that Mr. Yeudall welcomed the inspector is an inadequate statement. Grant felt that he must have met the man before and have forgotten it. He betrayed none of the curiosity that was usually rampant on a mans face when the inspector followed his card into a room. Grant was to him merely another charming fellow-being, and almost before he had made his business clear Grant found himself being led away to lunch. It was so much nicer to talk over a meal, and it was long after one oclock and if the inspector hadnt eaten since breakfast, he must be famishing. Grant followed his unexpected host meekly enough; he had not yet got his information, and this seemed to be the only way of getting it. Moreover, a detective officer never throws away the chance of making an acquaintance. If Scotland Yard has a motto it is You Never Know.

Over lunch he learned that Mr. Yeudall had never to his knowledge seen the man he was looking for. He knew by sight or personally all the performers at the festival as well as a great number of those merely interested in it. But none tallied exactly with the description Grant furnished.

If you think he was musical, try Lyons orchestra or the picture-houses. Their orchestra performers are mostly Londoners.

Grant did not bother to explain that the supposition that the man was musical had arisen only through his supposed connexion with the festival. It was easier and pleasanter to let Mr. Yeudall talk. In the afternoon, however, after he had taken farewell of his cheerful host, he did sift the various orchestras in the town, with the lack of success that he had foreseen. He then telephoned to the Yard to find out how Williams had fared in his hunt after the history of the bank-notes, and spoke to Williams himself, who had just come back after a long mornings work. The notes were with the bank just now. Nothing had transpired so far, but they were on a scent, and the bank were working it.

Well, thought Grant, as he hung up the receiver, one end of the tangle seemed to be working out slowly but surely. Nothing left so clear an incontrovertible a history behind it as a Bank of England note. And if he had failed at Nottingham to trace the dead man himself, their discovery of the friends identity would inevitably lead them to the knowledge of who the dead man was. And from the dead man to the Levantine would be only a step. Still, he was slightly depressed. He had had such a hunch this morning that before night an unexpected piece of information would have set him on the right track that he surveyed his wasted day with something like disgust, and not even the after-effects of the good lunch Mr. Yeudall had given him, nor the rosy afterglow of that gentlemans good will to men, was sufficient to comfort him. At the station he found that he had half an hour to wait for his train, and he betook himself to the lounge of the nearest hotel in the vague hope of picking up unconsidered trifles of information in that most gossipy of all public places. He surveyed the two waiters with a jaundiced eye. One was supercilious and like an overfed pug, and the other was absent-minded and like a dachshund. Grant felt instinctively that help was not in them. But the person who brought him his coffee was a charming middle-aged waitress. Grants weary soul brightened at the sight of her. In a few minutes he was indulging in a friendly, if disjointed, exchange of generalities, and when she went away temporarily to attend to the wants of some one else she always came back and hovered within speaking distance until the conversation was resumed. Realizing that a verbal description of a man who was not a hunchback or blind or otherwise abnormal would convey nothing to this woman, who saw in one day at least half a dozen men who might have fitted a description of the dead man, Grant contented himself with giving leads which might provoke useful information of a relative sort.

Youre quiet here just now, he said.

Yes, she admitted; this was their quiet time. They had slack times and busy ones. It just happened like that.

Did it depend on the number of people staying in the hotel?

No, not always. But usually it did. The hotel was the same: they had slack times and busy ones.

Was the hotel ever full up?

Yes; it had been full to bursting when the Cooperative came. The whole two hundred rooms. It was the only time she remembered such a crowd in Nottingham.

When was that? asked Grant.

At the beginning of February, she said. They come twice a year, though.

At the beginning of February!

Where did the Cooperative people come from?

From all over the Midlands.

Not from London?

No, she thought not; but some of them might have.

Grant went to catch his train, revolving the new possibility and not finding it acceptable, though he was not quite sure why. The dead man had not looked that type. If he had been a shop assistant, it had been in a business requiring considerable chic on the part of its employees.

The journey back to town was not a slow and pleasant revolving of sunlit thoughts. The sun had gone, and a grey mist blotted out the lines of the country. It looked flat, dreary, and unwholesome in the wan evening. Here and there a sheet of water gleamed balefully from among the poplars with the flat, unreflecting surface of pewter. Grant devoted himself to the papers and, when he had exhausted them, watched the grey, formless evening flying past, and let his mind play with the problem of the dead mans occupation. There were three other men in the compartment, and their voluble and occasionally vociferous pronouncements on the subject of casings, whatever they might be, distracted and annoyed him unreasonably. A tangle of signal lights, hung isolated and unrelated in their ruby and emerald across the fading daylight, restored his good humour a little. They were a wonder and a revelation, these lights. It was incredible that anything so faery had its invisible support in stout standards and cross bars, and its being in a dynamo. But he was glad when the long roar and rattle over the points proclaimed the end of the journey, and the more robust lights of London hung above him.

As he turned into the Yard he had a queer feeling that the thing he had set out to find was waiting for him here. His hunch had not played him false. That scrap of information that would be the key to the whole of the dead mans story was about to be put into his hand. His steps quickened unconsciously. He could hardly wait. Never had lifts seemed so slow or passages so long.



And after all there was nothing — nothing but the written report which Williams, who had gone to tea, had left for him when he should come in — a more detailed recapitulation of what he had already heard over the telephone.

But at the exact moment that Inspector Grant had turned into the Yard a queer thing had happened to Danny Miller. He had been seated sideways in an easy-chair in an upper room of the house in Pimlico, his neat feet in their exquisite shoes dangling idly from the upholstered arm, and a cigarette in a six-inch holder projecting at an aggressive angle from his thin mouth. Standing in the middle of the floor was his jane. She was engaged in trying on a series of evening frocks, which she wrested from their cardboard shells as one thumbs peas from a pod. Slowly she turned her beautiful body so that the light caught the beaded surface of the fragile stuff and accentuated the long lines of her figure.

Thats a nice one, isnt it? she said, her eyes seeking Dannys in the mirror. But even as she looked she saw the eyes, focused on the middle of her back, widen to a wild stare. She swung round. Whats the matter? she asked. But Danny apparently did not hear her; the focus of his eyes did not alter. Suddenly he snatched the cigarette-holder from his mouth, pitched the cigarette into the fireplace, and sprang to his feet with wild gropings about him.

My hat! he said. Wheres my hat? Where the hells my hat!

Its on the chair behind you, she said, amazed. Whats biting you?

Danny snatched the hat and fled out of the room as if all the fiends in the lower regions were on his heels. She heard him pitch himself down the stairs, and then the front door closed with a bang. She was still standing with startled eyes on the door when she heard him coming back. Up the stairs he came, three at a time, as lightly as a cat, and burst into her presence.

Gimme tuppence, he said. I havent got tuppence.

Mechanically she reached out for the very expensive and rather beautiful handbag that had been one of his presents to her, and produced two pennies. I didnt know you were that broke, she said in an effort to goad him into explanation. What do you want them for?

You go to blazes! he snapped, and disappeared again.

He arrived at the nearest call-box slightly breathless but exceedingly pleased with himself, and without condescending to anything so mundane as a consultation with the telephone directory, demanded to be connected with Scotland Yard. During the subsequent delay he executed a neat shuffle on the floor of the call-box as a means of expressing at once his impatience and his triumph. At last — there was Grants voice at the end of the wire.

I say, Inspector, this is Miller speaking. Ive just remembered where I saw that guy you were talking about. Member? . . . Well, I travelled in a race train to Leicester with him, end of January, I think it was. . . . Sure? I remember as if it was yesterday. We talked racing, and he seemed to know quite a lot about it. But I never saw him before or since . . . Eh? . . . No, I didnt see any bookmaking things. . . . Dont mention it. Im pleased to be able to help. I told you my brain didnt go back on me for long!

Danny quitted the box and set out, a little more soberly this time, to smooth down an outraged and abandoned female in a beaded evening frock, and Grant hung up his receiver and expelled a long breath. A race train! The thing had all the fittingness of truth. What a fool he had been! What a double-dyed infernal fool! Not to have thought of that. Not to have remembered that though Nottingham to two-thirds of Britain may mean lace, to the other third it means racing. And of course racing explained the man — his clothes, his visit to Nottingham, his predilection for musical comedy, even — perhaps — the gang.

He sent out for a Racing Up-to-Date. Yes, there had been a jumping meeting at Colwick Park on the second of February. And one in Leicester at the end of January. That checked Dannys statement. Danny had provided the key.

Information like that, Grant thought bitterly, would come on a Saturday evening when bookmakers were as if they had not been, as far as their offices were concerned. And as for tomorrow — no bookmaker was at home on a Sunday. The very thought of a whole day without travelling scattered them over the length and breadth of England in their cars as quicksilver scatters when spilt. Both bank and bookmaking investigations would be hindered by the intervention of the week-end.

Grant left word of his whereabouts and repaired to Laurents. On Monday there would be more hack work — a round of the offices with the tie and revolver — the revolver that no one so far had claimed to have seen. But perhaps before then the bank-notes would have provided a clue that would speed things up and obviate the laborious method of elimination. Meantime he would have an early dinner and think things over.


Chapter 6 THE LEVANTINE
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THE GREEN-AND-GOLD ROOM was half empty as he made his way to a corner, and Marcel lingered to talk. Things marched with the inspector, it seemed? Ah, but Inspector Grant was a marvel. To have built a whole man out of a little dagger! (The Press, with the exception of the early-morning editions, had blazoned the wanted mans description all over Britain.) It was a thing à faire peur. If he, Marcel, was to bring him a fish fork with the entrée, it might be made to prove that he had a corn on the left little toe.

Grant disclaimed any such Holmesian qualities. The usual explanation advanced for such little mistakes is that the guilty one is in love.

Ah, non alors! laughed Marcel. I defy even Inspector Grant to find me guilty of that.

Oh? Are you misanthrope? asked Grant.

No; Marcel loved his kind, but his wife was an exacting woman, Grant should know.

I think I made the acquaintance of a pantry boy of yours the other day, Grant said. Legarde, was it?

Ah, Raoul. A good boy, very. And beautiful too, hein? Such a profile and such eyes! They had wanted him for the cinema, but Raoul would have none of it. He was going to be maître dhôtel, Raoul. And if Marcel was any judge, he would be.

A new arrival took the table opposite, and Marcel, the geniality gone from his face like snowflakes on a wet pavement, went to listen to his needs with that mixture of tolerant superciliousness and godlike abstraction which he used to all but his five favourites. Grant made a leisurely meal, but even after lingering over coffee it was still early when he found himself in the street. The Strand was brilliant as day and crowded, the ebb of the late home-goers meeting the current of the early pleasure-seekers and causing a fret that filled both footpath and roadway. Slowly he walked up the gaudy pavement towards Charing Cross, in and out of the changing light from the shop windows: rose light, gold light, diamond light; shoe shop, clothes shop, jewellers. Presently, in the wider pavement before the old bottleneck, the crowd thinned out and men and women became individual beings instead of the corpuscles of a mob. A man who had been walking several yards in front of Grant turned round as if to see the number of an oncoming bus. His glance fell on Grant, and in the bright diamond light from the window his placid face became suddenly a mask of horror. Without a seconds hesitation or a look to right or left he plunged headlong into the traffic in front of the charging bus. Grant was held up by the bus as it thundered past, but before the end of it had swung by he was off the pavement and into the maelstrom after the man. In that crowded moment, when his eyes were more for a figure in flight than for the dangers that threatened himself, he thought distinctly, Wont it be awful to die under a bus in the Strand after dodging the boche for four years! A yell in his ear, and he hovered in flight sufficiently to let a taxi scrape past him by inches with a blasphemous driver howling vituperation at him. He dodged a yellow sports car, saw a whirring black thing at his left elbow which he recognized as the front wheel of a bus, leaped back, was charged on his right by another taxi, and sprang behind the bus as it passed, and a yard in front of the following one to safety on the far pavement. A quick glance to right and left. There was his man walking composedly towards Bedford Street. He had evidently not expected such a quick decision on the inspectors part. Grant metaphorically vowed a candle to the saint that had taken him safely across the street, and fell to the casual stroll that kept him at the right distance from his quarry. Now, if he looks round before Bedford Street, he thought, Ill know I wasnt mistaken — that it really was the sight of me and not a sudden thought that scared him. But he did not need another glance at the man to verify his impression of high cheekbones, thin dark face, and jutting chin. And he knew as surely as if he saw it that on the mans left forefinger or thumb was a recent scar.

A second later the man looked back — not with that momentary, absent-minded glance that one gives, not knowing why, but with that two-second turn of the head which means a deliberate scrutiny. And a second after he had vanished up Bedford Street. And then Grant sprinted. Vividly he could see in his mind that thin figure flying up the dark and deserted street with none to say him nay. As he turned the corner and pulled up he could see no sign of his quarry. Now, not even a Burleigh could have been out of sight in the time if he had taken a straight course, so Grant, expecting a bluff, walked briskly up the right-hand side of the street, his eye wary at each recess. As nothing materialized he grew anxious; a consciousness of being fooled grew within him. He stopped and looked back, and as he did so, down at the Strand end a figure moved from a doorway on the other side of the street and fled back to the crowded thoroughfare it had left. In thirty seconds Grant had gained the Strand again, but the man was gone. Busses came and went, taxis floated by, shops were open all up and down the street. The choice of a means of escape was not wanting. Grant cursed, and even as he cursed he thought, Well, he fooled me very neatly, but I expect hes cursing harder than I am for being such a fool as to show that he knew me. That was a very bad break. And for the first time he felt pleased with the Press who had made so free with his features in their desire to educate the public. He patrolled the street for a while, casting exploratory but unoptimistic glances into the shops as he passed. Then he withdrew into the shadow of a doorway, where he remained for some time, hoping against hope that the man had gone to ground instead of making a break for it, and would reappear when he thought the coast was clear. The only result of that was that an inquisitive policeman who had watched him for some time from across the street wanted to know what he was waiting for. Grant came out into the light and explained the circumstances to the apologetic officer, and, deciding that his man had bolted, went to telephone to the Yard. His first impulse when the man had tricked him and run for it had been to throw a squad into the Strand, but the sight of the swift traffic and the knowledge that by the time any one arrived from the Embankment, even in a fast car, the wanted man might be well on the way to Golders Green or Camberwell or Elstree, had deterred him. It was hardly an occasion for turning out the force.

As he went slowly up to Trafalgar Square after the business of telephoning, his spirits lightened. For the last hour he had been disgusted with himself to an extent that beggared his vocabulary. He had had the man within six yards of him, and had let him slip through his fingers. Now the lighter side of the situation was becoming apparent. He had made a backward slip certainly, but even at the end of the slip he was further on — much further on — than when he had started. He knew for a certainty that the Levantine was in London. That was a tremendous advance. Until his description had been furnished to the police the previous night there had been nothing to prevent the murderer from leaving London at any moment. They would have had to consider reports from all over Britain — and Grant had bitter experience of such reports of wanted men — and perhaps the Continent, if it had not been for that chance meeting in the Strand, and the mans lack of self-control in a delirious moment. Now they knew he was in London, and could concentrate their forces. He might leave it by road, but he could not by any other method, and Grant had seen to it that he would have difficulty in hiring a car from any recognized garage. That merely made things difficult for him — it did not prevent him from going if he wanted to, but it made his exit considerably slower. It was strange in the circumstances that he had stayed at all when the way was clear. But Grant knew the Londoners mulish habit of clinging to the town he knows, and the foreigners ratlike preference of the sewers to the open. Both would be more likely to hide than to run. And of course the wanted man, though his description had not been broadcast, had no guarantee that the police were not in possession of it. It would have required more courage or more foolhardihood than most men possess to face a ticket collector or a boat official in these circumstances. So the man had stuck to the town. From now on he would be at the mercy of a continual patrol of the flying squad, and his chances of slipping through their fingers again were very small. Moreover, Grant had seen him. That was another enormous advance. They could never meet again, even in the distance, without Grant recognizing him.

The Levantine in London, the dead mans friend in London presumably, the Levantine recognizable, the friend about to be traced by his bank-notes — things, as Marcel had remarked, were marching. At the bottom of St. Martins Lane Grant remembered that this was the last night of Didnt You Know? He would drop in there for a little and then go back to the Yard. His thoughts worked much better without goading, and the quiet of the room at the Yard was a silent goad that maddened him. His thoughts would never work to order. There was more likelihood of a revelation being vouchsafed him in the middle of the teeming streets, in the seething mob that somewhere held the Levantine, than in the imposing isolation of his room.

The play had been in progress for about twenty minutes when Grant, after a chat with the manager, found six square inches of standing-room at the back of the dress circle. It was a magnificent sight, looked at from the darkness of so remote a vantage. The theatre, never a very accommodating one, was packed from floor to ceiling, its rosy dimness filled with the electric quality that is only found when every man of an audience is an enthusiast. And they were all enthusiasts, that last-night crowd, devotees saying farewell to the object of their adoration. Adulation, camaraderie, and regret filled the house and made the gathering completely un-British in its abandon to the emotion of the moment. Now and then, when Gollan left out an old gag, some one would call a correction. Give us all of it, Golly! they cried. Give us all of it! And Golly gave them all he had. Ray Marcable trailed her loveliness over a nearly empty stage with that half-reluctant lightness of a leaf in the wind. She was always, when she danced, a mere fraction of a beat behind the music, so that it seemed as if, instead of being an accompaniment, the music was the motive power, as if it was the music that lifted and span and whirled her, floated her sideways, and relinquished her gently as it died. Again and again at their vociferous demands the music lifted her into motion, held her laughing and sparkling and quivering, like a crystal ball held poised on a jet of water, and dropped her in a quick descending run to a fast-breathing stillness broken by the crash of the applause. They would not let her go, and when at last some one held her forcibly in the wings, and an effort was made to get on with the story, there was unconcealed impatience. No one wanted a plot tonight. No one had ever wanted one. Quite a large number of the most enthusiastic habitués were unaware that there was such a thing, and few, if any, would have been able to give a lucid account of it. And tonight to insist on wasting time with such irrelevance was folly.

The entrance of the most perfect chorus in Britain soothed them slightly. The fourteen Woffington girls were famous in two continents, and their studies in synchronized motion gave one the same feeling of complete satisfaction — the satisfaction that never becomes satiety — that one has on beholding the Guards in motion. Not a head turned too much, not a toe was out of alignment. No kick was higher than its neighbour, no flop was quicker than another. When the last of the fourteen flicked her black-and-orange columbine skirt in a little defiant motion as she disappeared behind the flats the audience had almost forgotten Ray. Almost, but not quite. Ray and Gollan possessed the house — it was their night, theirs and their publics. And presently the impatience with anything that was not Ray or Gollan became too marked to be ignored. The evening was one long crescendo of excitement that was rapidly reaching hysteria point. Grant watched half pityingly the wry smile with which the leading man acknowledged the conventional plaudits accorded to his sentimental solo. That solo was sung by languishing tenors all over Britain, whistled by every errand boy, played, with lowered lights, by every dance orchestra. He had obviously expected it to be encored at least three times, but beyond humming the last chorus with him they had shown no marked appreciation of it. Something had gone wrong. They couldnt even see him. With as good a grace as he could muster he took his place as background to Ray Marcable, danced with her, sang with her, acted with her — and Grant suddenly caught himself wondering if his eclipse were merely the accident of Ray Marcables vivid personality, or if she had used that personality deliberately to keep the limelight where she happened to be. Grant had no illusions about the theatre or about the professional generosity of leading ladies. Theatrical stars were easily moved to tears and a lavish expenditure over a hard-luck story, but their good nature withered at the fount when confronted with a successful rival. Ray Marcable had a reputation for all-round generosity and sweet reasonableness. But then, her press agent was wily beyond the average of that wily race. Grant himself had read pars about her which he had not recognized as an agents work until his eye had gone on to the next item of interest. He had that supreme quality, her press agent, of making the advertised ones presence in the story entirely and convincingly incidental to the main theme.

And then there was the suspicious fact that she had had three leading men in the two years, whereas the rest of the cast had stayed the same. Could her friendly air, her modesty, her — there was no other word for it — her ladylikeness be camouflage? Was Londons fragile darling hard as nails underneath? He visualized her as he had met her off, unassuming, intelligent, eminently reasonable. No parade of temperament or idiosyncrasy. A charming girl with her head screwed on the right way. It was hardly credible. He had known among crooks many women of the fluffy type who had no softer feelings whatever in their make-up. But Ray Marcables was a sweetness that had no fluff about it, a sweetness that he could have sworn was genuine. He watched her closely now, trying to disprove for his own satisfaction — he had liked her enormously — that suggestion which his mind had thrown up involuntarily. But to his dismay he found his suspicions, now that they were acknowledged and made the subject of investigation, being slowly confirmed. She was keeping the man out of it. When he looked for the indications they were all there, but they were done with a subtlety such as Grant had never witnessed before. There was nothing so crude as trying to share or divert his applause, or even cutting his applause short by an intrusion of her own. All these would have been recognizable for what they were, and therefore, from her point of view, not permissible. It occurred to him that she was not only too subtle to use such a method but too potent to need to. She had only to use her glowing personality with unscrupulousness, and rivals faded out as stars before the sun. Only with Gollan she was powerless — he was a sun as potent as herself, if not more so — and so she suffered him. But with her leading man — good-looking, amiable, and a very fine singer — she had no difficulty. They had said, he remembered now, that it was impossible to find a leading man good enough for her. That was why. He did not doubt it now. There was something uncanny about the clearness with which he suddenly read her mind, untouched by the glamour that surrounded him. Only he and she in all that intoxicated crowd were aloof, were poised above emotion and looking on. He watched her play with that unhappy wretch as coldly and deliberately as he would have played a trout in the Test. Smiling and sweet, she took what would have been a triumph from his hands, and tacked it on to her own dazzling outfit. And no one noticed that the triumph had gone astray. If they thought at all, they thought that the leading man was not up to the mark tonight — but, of course, it was difficult to get one good enough for her. And after having absorbed his worth she would at the end of a turn with a Machiavellian acuteness drag him forward by the hand to share the applause, so that every one in the building thought, Well, he didnt deserve much of it! and his inferiority was accentuated and remembered. Oh, yes, it was subtle. This play within a play became for Grant the absorbing entertainment of the evening. He was seeing the real Ray Marcable, and the sight was incredibly strange. So rapt was he that the final curtain found him still at the back of the circle, deafened by the cheers and feeling strangely cold. Again and again, and yet again, the curtain rose on the glittering stage, and the stream of presents and flowers began to flow over the footlights. Then the speeches came; first Gollan, clutching a large square bottle of whisky and trying to be funny, but not succeeding because his voice would not stay steady. Grant guessed that in his mind was a picture of the heartbreaking years of squalid rooms in squalid towns, twice-nightly performances, and the awful ever-present fear of the bird. Gollan had sung long for his supper; it was no wonder that the feast choked him. Then the producer. Then Ray Marcable.

Ladies and gentlemen, she said in her clear, slow voice, two years ago, when none of you knew me, you were kind to me. You overwhelmed me then. Tonight you have overwhelmed me again. I can only say thank you.

Very neat, thought Grant, as they cheered her to the echo. Quite in the part. And he turned away. He knew what was coming — speeches by every one down to the callboy, and he had heard enough. He went down through the crimson and buff vestibule and out into the night with a queer constriction in his chest. If he had not in his thirty-five years cast overboard all such impedimenta as illusion, one would have said that he was disillusioned. He had quite liked Ray Marcable.


Chapter 7 THINGS MOVE
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ITS NOT A Christian life at all, said Mrs. Field as she put the inevitable bacon and eggs in front of him. Mrs. Field had tried to cure Grant of the bacon-and-eggs habit by providing wonderful breakfasts with recipes culled from her daily paper, and kidneys and other favours wrested from Mr. Tomkins at the threat of withdrawing her custom, but Grant had defeated her — as he defeated most people in time. He still had bacon and eggs, Saturday, Sunday, Monday. It was now eight oclock on Sunday morning, which was the fact that had called forth Mrs. Fields remark. Unchristian in Mrs. Fields vocabulary meant not any lack of conformity but an absence of comfort and respectability. The fact that he was having breakfast before eight on a Sunday morning shocked her infinitely more than the fact that his day was to be spent in the most mundane of work. She grieved over him.

Its a wonder to me that the King doesnt give you inspectors decorations oftener than he does. What other man in London is having breakfast at this hour when he neednt!

In that case I think inspectors landladies should be included in the decoration. Mrs. Field, O.B.E. — for being an inspectors landlady.

Oh, the honours enough for me without the decoration, she said.

Id like to think of a good rejoinder to that, but I never could say graceful things at breakfast. It takes a woman to be witty at eight in the morning.

Youd be surprised really at the standing it gives me, you being an inspector at Scotland Yard.

Does it really?

It does; but dont you be afraid. I keep my mouth shut. Nothing ever comes out through me. Theres lots would like to know what the inspector thought, or who came to see the inspector, but I just sit and let them hint. You dont have to see a hint unless you like.

It is very noble of you, Mrs. Field, to achieve a reputation for obtuseness for my sake.

Mrs. Field blinked and recovered herself. Its my duty, if it wasnt my pleasure, she said, and made a graceful exit.

As he was going away after breakfast she surveyed the untouched toast sorrowfully. Well, see that you have a good meal in the middle of the day. You cant think to any advantage on an empty stomach.

But you cant run to any advantage on a full one!

Youll never have to run very far after any one in London. Theres always some one to head them off.

Grant was smiling to himself as he went down the sunny road to the bus-stop at this simplification of the work of the C.I.D. But there was no heading off the people who claimed to have seen the wanted man. Nearly half London appeared to have set eyes on him — his back as often as not. And the number of cut hands that required investigation would have been incredible to any one who has not witnessed a man-hunt from the inside. Patiently Grant sifted the reports through the long, bright morning, sitting at his desk and sending his lieutenants out here and there as a general arranges his forces on a battle-field. The provincial clues he ignored, with the exception of two, which were too good to be passed over — there was always the odd chance that the man in the Strand had not been the Levantine. Two men were sent to investigate these — one to Cornwall and one to York. All day long the telephone at his elbow buzzed, and all day long messages of failure came over it. Some of the men they had been sent out to observe had not, in the detectives opinion, the remotest resemblance to the wanted man. This valuable information was obtained often enough at the cost of a long afternoons vigil behind the Nottingham lace curtains of a suburban villa waiting for the man three houses down to pass within examining distance. One suspect proved to be a nobleman well known to the public as a polo player. The officer who tracked him down saw that he had aroused the earls curiosity — the noble lord had been run to earth in a garage where he was collecting his car preparatory to having a little flip of three or four hundred miles as a slight Sunday diversion — and confessed what his business was.

I thought you were tailing me, said the peer of the realm, and as my conscience is particularly good at the moment I wondered what you were up to. I have been accused of many things in my short time, but never of looking like a murderer before. Good luck to you, by all means.

Thank you, sir, same to you. I hope your conscience will be as clear when you come back. And the earl, who had more convictions for exceeding the speed limit than any one else in England, had grinned appreciatively.

Truly it was the men who went out that found work light that Sunday, and it was Grant, sitting pulling strings with mechanical competence, that found it tedious. Barker came in in the afternoon, but had no suggestion to make which might expedite matters. They could afford to ignore nothing; the least helpful of the clues had to be investigated in the relentless process of elimination. It was spadework, and most unchristian, in the Field sense. Grant looked enviously from his window, through the bright mist that hung over the river, at the Surrey side, lit now by the westering sun. How good it would be to be in Hampshire today! He could see the woods on Danebury in their first green. And a little later in the evening, when the sun went, the Test would be just right for fly.

It was late when Grant got home, but he had not left an avenue of exploration untrodden. With the coming of evening the spate of reported appearances had gradually diminished and died away. But as he ate his supper — to Mrs. Field a meal was a necessary concomitant to a homecoming — he was wearily conscious of the telephone by the fireplace. He went to bed and dreamed that Ray Marcable called him by telephone and said, Youll never find him, never, never! She kept repeating the phrase, unheeding of his pleas for information and help, and he wished that the exchange girl would say Time up and release him. But before that relief had come the telephone had turned into a fishing-rod without exciting any surprise on his part, and he was using it, not as a fishing-rod but as a whip to encourage the four-in-hand which he was driving down a street in Nottingham. At the end of the street was a marsh, and in front of the marsh, and exactly in the middle of the street, stood the waitress from the hotel. He tried to call out to her as the horses advanced, but his voice died in his throat. Instead, the waitress grew bigger and bigger, until she filled the whole street. As the horses were about to charge into her she had grown so that she towered over Grant and overwhelmed him, the horses, the street, and everything. He had that sense of inevitability which attends the moment of a catastrophe. Its come, he thought, and woke to thankful consciousness of a safe pillow and a reasonable world where there was motive before action. Damn that cheese soufflé! he thought, and, turning on his back, surveyed the dark ceiling and let his now wide-awake brain go its own way.

Why had the man hidden his identity? Was it perhaps mere accident? Nothing but the tailors name had been obliterated from his clothes, and the makers name had been left on the tie — surely a most obvious place if one had been deliberately eliminating identification marks. But if it were a mere accident that eliminated the tailors name, how account for the scantiness of the mans belongings? Small change, a handkerchief, and a revolver. Not even a watch. It spoke loudly of intended suicide. Perhaps the man was broke. He didnt look it, but that was no criterion. Grant had known many paupers who looked like millionaires, and beggars with large bank balances. Had the man, at the end of his resources, decided to end it rather than sink slowly into the gutter? Had the visit to the theatre with his last few shillings been merely a snapping of fingers in the face of the gods who had defeated him? Was it merely the final irony that the dagger had anticipated his own revolver by an hour or two? But if he were broke, why had he not gone to the friend for money — the friend who was so free with his bank-notes? Or had he? and the friend had refused it? Was it conscience, after all, that had prompted that anonymous twenty-five pounds? If he decided to accept the presence of the revolver and the absence of clues as evidence of intended suicide, then the murder resolved itself into the outcome of a quarrel — probably between two members of a race gang. Perhaps the Levantine had shared in the dead mans downfall and had held the dead man responsible. That was the most reasonable explanation. And it fitted all the circumstances. The man was interested in racing — probably a bookmaker — he was found without watch or money and evidently prepared for suicide; the Levantine was heard to demand something which the dead man either could not or would not give, and the Levantine had stabbed him. The friend who had refused him help in life — probably tired of pulling him out of tight places — had been seized with such a fit of remorse on learning of the mans end that he had provided lavishly, if anonymously, for his burial. Pure theory, but it fitted — almost! There was one corner where no amount of insinuation would make it fit. It did not explain why no one had come forward to claim the dead man. If the affair were merely a quarrel between two men, intimidation was washed out as a theory for the silence of his friends. It was not credible that the foreigner had them all in such a state of subjection that not one of them risked even that usual method of the craven and the circumspect, the anonymous communication. It was a curious and almost unique situation. Never in all Grants experience had a murderer been on the point of being captured before the identity of his victim had been established.

A light rain felt across the window-pane with stealthy fingers. The end of the good weather, thought Grant. A silence followed, dark and absolute. It was as if an advance guard, a scout, had spied out the land and gone away to report. There was the long, far-away sigh of the wind that had been asleep for days. Then the first blast of the fighting battalions of the rain struck the window in a wild rattle. The wind tore and raved behind them, hounding them to suicidal deeds of valour. And presently the drip, drip from the roof began a constant gentle monotone beneath the wild symphony, intimate and soothing as the tick of a clock. Grants eyes closed to it, and before the squall had retreated, muttering into the distance, he was asleep.

But in the morning, a grey morning veiled in dispirited drizzle, the theory still looked watertight — with judicious plugging at the weak spot, and it was not until, hard on the track of the dead mans friend, he was interviewing the manager of the Adelphi branch of the Westminster Bank that he found his nicely made house of cards pattering round his ears.

The agent was a quiet, grey man whose unluminous skin had somehow taken on the appearance of a bank-note. In his manner, however, he was more like a general practitioner than a financial adviser. Grant found himself momentarily expecting to feel Mr. Dawsons dry fingertips on his wrist. But Mr. Dawson this morning was a mixture of Mercury and Juggernaut. This was his report.

The five notes in which the inspector was interested had all of them been paid over the counter on the 3rd of the month as part of a payment of two hundred and twenty-three pounds ten shillings. The money had been drawn by a client of theirs who had a running account in the bank. His name was Albert Sorrell, and he ran a small bookmakers business in Minley Street. The sum drawn represented the whole of the money deposited with them except a pound, which had been left presumably with the intention of keeping the account open.

Good! thought Grant; the friend is a bookmaker too.

Had Mr. Dawson known Mr. Sorrell by sight? he asked.

No, not very well, but his cashier would be able to tell the inspector all about him; and he summoned the cashier. This is Inspector Grant from Scotland Yard. He wants a description of Mr. Albert Sorrell, and I have told him that you will provide him with one.

The cashier provided a very telling one. With a minuteness that defeated any hope of a mistake, he described — the dead man.

When he had finished, Grant sat thinking at top speed. What did it mean? Had the dead man owed the money to the friend, and had the friend taken all he possessed and afterwards been seized with a too tardy charity? Was that how the notes had come into the friends possession? On the 3rd, too. That was ten days before the murder.

Did Sorrell draw the money himself? he asked.

No, the cashier said; the cheque had been presented by a stranger. Yes, he remembered him. He was very dark, thin, medium height or a little under, with high cheekbones. Foreign-looking, a little.

The Levantine!

Grant was seized with a mixture of exhilaration and breathlessness — rather as Alice must have felt during her express journey with the Red Queen. Things marched, but at what a bat!

He asked to see the cheque, and it was produced, You dont think that this is a forgery? Such a thought had not occurred to them. Both the amount and the signature had been made out in Mr. Sorrells handwriting, and that was unusual in an attempt at forgery. They brought out other cheques of the dead mans, and exhibited them. They refused to entertain the thought that the cheque was not genuine. If it is a forgery, Mr. Dawson said, it is incredibly good. Even if it were proved a forgery, I should have difficulty in believing it. I think you may take it that it is a genuine cheque.

And the foreigner had drawn it. The foreigner had had all Sorrells deposit with the exception of twenty shillings. And ten days later he had stuck Sorrell in the back. Well, if it proved nothing else, it proved the existence of a relationship between the two men which would be useful when it came to evidence in a court of law.

Have you the numbers of the rest of the notes handed over in the money to Sorrell? They had, and Grant took a list of them. Then he inquired what Sorrells address was, and was told that they had no home address, but that his office was at 32 Minley Street, off the Charing Cross Road.

As Grant walked up to Minley Street from the Strand he began to digest the news. The Levantine had drawn the money with a cheque made payable to Sorrell and endorsed by Sorrell. Theft seemed to be ruled out by the fact that Sorrell had made no fuss in the ten days intervening between the paying out of the money and his death. Therefore the cheque had been given to the foreigner by Sorrell himself. Why had it not been made payable to the foreigner? Because it had been a transaction in which the Levantine had no intention of letting his name appear. Had he been bleeding Sorrell? Had his asking for something, which Raoul Legarde had reported as being the tenor of their conversation on the night of the murder, been but a further demand for money? Had the Levantine been not an unlucky companion in Sorrells ruin but the means of it? At least that transaction over the counter of the Westminster Bank explained Sorrells pennilessness and intended suicide.

Then who had sent the twenty-five pounds? Grant refused to believe that the man who had had all Sorrell had, and who had stuck him in the back at not getting more, would have disbursed such a sum for so slight a reason. There was some one else. And the some one else knew the Levantine well enough to be in receipt of at least twenty-five pounds of the amount that the Levantine had received from Sorrell. Moreover, the some one else and the dead man had lived together, as witnessed by the dead mans fingerprint on the envelope which had contained the twenty-five pounds. The sentimentality of the action and the lavishness of the amount spoke of a woman, but the handwriting people had been very sure that the printing was a mans work. And of course that some one else had also owned the gun with which Sorrell had contemplated putting an end to himself. It was a pretty tangle, but at least it was a tangle — closely related and growing closer, so that at any moment he might pick up a lucky thread which, when pulled, would unravel the whole thing. It seemed to him that he had only to find out about the dead mans habits and life generally and he would have the Levantine.

Minley Street has, in common with the lesser turnings off Charing Cross Road, that half secretive, half disgruntled air that makes it forbidding. A stranger turning into it has an uncomfortable feeling of being unwelcome, as if he had blundered unwittingly into private property; he feels as a newcomer feels in a small café under the half surprised, half resentful scrutiny of the habitués. But Grant, if he was not an habitué of Minley Street, was at least no stranger to it. He knew it as most of the Yard know the purlieus of Charing Cross Road and Leicester Square. If the outwardly respectable but sly faces of the houses said anything to him, it was Oh, here again, are you? At 32 a painted wooden notice announced that on the first floor were the offices of Albert Sorrell, Turf Accountant, and Grant turned in at the doorway and climbed the dim stairs smelling of the charwomans Monday-morning ministrations. The stairs came to a pause at a wide landing, and Grant knocked at the door which had Sorrells name on it. As he expected, there was no answer. He tried the door, and found it locked. He was about to turn away, when there was a stealthy sound from inside. Grant knocked again loudly. In the subsequent pause he could hear the loud hum of the distant traffic and the footsteps of the people below on the street, but no sound came from inside the room. Grant bent to the keyhole. There was no key in it, but the view he obtained was not extensive — the corner of a desk and the top of a coal-scuttle. The room he was looking into was the back one of the two which had evidently constituted Sorrells offices. Grant stayed where he was for a little, motionless and expectant, but nothing living crossed the small still-life picture that the keyhole framed. He rose to go away, but, before he had taken the first step, again there was that stealthy sound. As Grant cocked his head the better to listen, he became aware that over the banister of the floor above hung an inverted human head, grotesque and horrible, its hair spread round it by the force of gravity into a Struwwelpeter effect.

Finding itself observed, the head said mildly, Are you looking for some one?

The evidence points that way, doesnt it? said Grant nastily. Im looking for the man who has these offices.

Oh? said the head, as if this were an entirely new idea. It disappeared, and a moment later appeared right way up in its proper place as part of a young man in a dirty painters smock, who came down the last flight to the landing, smelling of turpentine and smoothing down his mop of hair with paint-covered fingers.

I dont think that mans been here for quite a while now, he said. I have the two floors above — my rooms and my studio — and I used to pass him on the stairs and hear his — his — I dont know what you call them. He was a bookie, you know.

Clients? suggested Grant.

Yes. Hear what I presume were his clients coming sometimes. But Im sure its more than a fortnight since I saw or heard him.

Did he go to the course, do you know? Grant asked.

Wheres that? asked the artist.

I mean, did he go to the races every day?

The artist did not know.

Well, I want to get into his offices. Where can I get a key?

The artist presumed that Sorrell had the key. The agent for the property had an office off Bedford Square. He could never remember the name of the street or the number, but he could find his way there. He had lost the key of his own room or he would have offered it for a trial on Sorrells door.

And what do you do when you go out? asked Grant, curiosity for a moment overcoming his desire to get behind the locked door.

I just leave it unlocked, said this happy wight. If any one finds anything in my rooms worth stealing, theyre cleverer than I am.

And then suddenly, apparently within a yard of them and just inside the locked door, that stealthy sound that was hardly sound — merely a heard movement.

The artists eyebrows disappeared into the Struwwelpeter hair. He jerked his head at the door and looked interrogatively at the inspector. Without a word Grant took him by the arm and drew him down the stairs to the first turn. Look here, he said, Im a plain-clothes man — know what that is? for the artists innocence as to courses had shaken any faith he might have had in his worldly knowledge. The artist said, Yes, a bobby, and Grant let him away with it. I want to get into that room. Is there a yard at the back where I can see the window of the room?

There was, and the artist led him to the ground floor and through a dark passage to the back of the house, where they came out into a little bricked yard that might have been part of a village inn. A low outhouse with a lead roof was built against the wall, and directly above it was the window of Sorrells office. It was open a little at the top and had an inhabited air.

Give me a leg up, said Grant, and was hoisted on to the roof of the outhouse. As he drew his foot from the painty clasp of his assistant, he said, I might tell you that you are conniving at a felony. This is housebreaking and entirely illegal.

It is the happiest moment of my life, the artist said. I have always wanted to break the law, but a way has never been vouchsafed me. And now to do it in the company of a policeman is joy that I did not anticipate my life would ever provide.

But Grant was not listening to him. His eyes were on the window. Slowly he drew himself up until his head was just below the level of the window-sill. Cautiously he peered over. Nothing moved in the room. A movement behind him startled him. He looked round to see the artist joining him on the roof. Have you a weapon, he whispered, or shall I get you a poker or something? Grant shook his head, and with a sudden determined movement flung up the lower half of the window and stepped into the room. Not a sound followed but his own quick breathing. The wan, grey light lay on the thick dust of a deserted office. But the door facing him, which led into the front room, was ajar. With an abrupt three steps he had reached and thrown it open. And as he did so, out of the second room with a wail of terror sprang a large black cat. It cleared the rear room at a bound and was through the open window before the inspector recognized it for what it was. There was an agonized yell from the artist, a clatter and a crash. Grant went to the window, to hear queer choked moans coming from the yard below. He slid hastily to the edge of the outhouse and beheld his companion in crime sitting on the grimy bricks, holding his evidently painful head, while his body was convulsed in the throes of a still more painful laughter. Reassured, Grant went back to the room for a glance at the drawers of Sorrells desk. They were all empty — methodically and carefully cleared. The front room had been used as another office, not a living-room. Sorrell must have lived elsewhere. Grant closed the window and, sliding down the lead roof, dropped into the yard. The artist was still sobbing, but had got the length of wiping his eyes.

Are you hurt? Grant asked.

Only my ribs, said Struwwelpeter. The abnormal excitation of the intercostal muscles has nearly broken them. He struggled to his feet.

Well, thats twenty minutes wasted, said Grant, but I had to satisfy myself. He followed the hobbling artist through the dark passage again.

No time is wasted that earns such a wealth of gratitude as I feel for you, said Struwwelpeter. I was in the depths when you arrived. I can never paint on Monday mornings. There should be no such thing. Monday mornings should be burnt out of the calendar with prussic acid. And you have made a Monday morning actually memorable! It is a great achievement. Sometime when you are not too busy breaking the law, come back, and Ill paint your portrait. You have a charming head.

A thought occurred to Grant. I suppose you couldnt draw Sorrell from memory?

Struwwelpeter considered. I think I could, he said. Come up a minute. He led Grant into the welter of canvases, paints, lengths of stuff, and properties of all kinds which he called his studio. Except for the dust it looked as though a flood had passed and left the contents of the room in the haphazard relationships and curious angles that only receding water can achieve. After some flinging about of things that might be expected to be concealing something, the artist produced a bottle of Indian ink, and after another search a fine brush. He made six or seven strokes with the brush on a blank sheet of a sketching block, considered it critically, and having torn it from the block handed it over to Grant.

It isnt quite correct, but its good enough for an impression, he said.

Grant was astonished at the cleverness of it. The ink was not yet dry on the paper, but the artist had brought the dead man to life. The sketch had that slight exaggeration of characteristics that is halfway to caricature, but it lived as no photographic representation could have done. The artist had even conveyed the look of half-anxious eagerness in the eyes which Sorrells had presumably worn in life. Grant thanked him heartfeltly and gave him his card.

If there is ever anything I can do for you, come and see me, he said, and went away without waiting to see the altering expression on Struwwelpeters face as he took in the significance of the card.

Near Cambridge Circus are the palatial offices of Laurence Murray — Lucky-Folk-Bet-With-Laury Murray — one of the biggest bookmakers in London. As Grant was going past on the other side of the street, he saw the genial Murray arrive in his car and enter the offices. He had known Laury Murray fairly well for some years, and he crossed the street now and followed him into the shining headquarters of his greatness. He sent in his name and was led through a vast wilderness of gleaming wood, brass, and glass partitions and abounding telephones to the sanctum of the great man, hung round with pictures of great thoroughbreds.

Well, said Murray, beaming on him, something for the National, is it? I hope to goodness it isnt Coffee Grounds. Half Britain seems to want to back Coffee Grounds today.

But the inspector denied any intention of losing money even on such an attractive proposition as Coffee Grounds seemed to be.

Well, I dont suppose youve come to warn me about ready-money betting?

The inspector grinned. No; he wanted to know if Murray had ever known a man called Albert Sorrell.

Never heard of him, said Murray. Who is he?

He was a bookmaker, Grant thought.

Course?

Grant did not know. He had an office in Minley Street.

Silver ring, probably, said Murray. Tell you what. If I were you, I should go down to Lingfield today, and you can see all the silver-ring men in one fell swoop. Itll save you a lot of touting round.

Grant considered. It was by far the quickest and most logical method, and it had the additional advantage of offering him a knowledge of Sorrells business associates which the mere obtaining of his home address would not have done.

Tell you what, Murray said again as he hesitated, Ill go down with you. Youve missed the last train now. Well go down in my car. I have a horse running, but I couldnt be bothered to go down alone. I promised my trainer Id go, but it was such a beast of a morning. Have you had lunch?

Grant had not, and Murray went away to see about a lunch basket while Grant talked to the Yard on his telephone.

An hour later Grant was having lunch in the country; a grey and sodden country truly, but a country smelling of clean, fresh, growing things; and the drizzle that had made town a greasy horror was left behind. Grey, wet-looking torn clouds showed blue sky in great rifts, and by the time they had reached the paddock the pale unhappy pools in the rock-garden were smiling uncertainly at an uncertain sun. It was ten minutes before the first race, and both rings from Grants point of view were impossible. He pushed down his impatience and accompanied Murray to the white rails of the parade ring, where the horses for the first race were walking sedately round, the looker-on in him loving their beauty and their fitness — Grant was a fairly competent judge of a horse — while his eyes wandered over the crowd in a businesslike commentary. There was Mollenstein — Stone, he called himself now — looking as if he owned the earth. Grant wondered what bogus scheme he was foisting on a public of suckers now. He shouldnt have thought that anything as uncomfortable as a jumping meeting in March would have appealed to him. Perhaps one of his suckers was interested in the game. And Vanda Morden, back from her third honeymoon and advertising the fact in a coat of a check so aggressive that it was the most obvious thing in the paddock. Wherever one looked, it seemed, there was Vanda Mordens coat. And the polo-playing earl who had been shadowed in the hope that he was the Levantine. And many others, both pleasant and unpleasant, all of whom Grant recognized and noted with a little mental remark.

When the first race was over, and the little eddy of lucky ones had surrounded the bookmakers and been sent gloating away, Grant began his work. He pursued his inquiries steadily until the ring began to fill again with eager inquirers after odds for the second race, when he returned to the paddock. But no one seemed to have heard of Sorrell, and it was a rather disconsolate Grant who joined Murray in the paddock before the fourth race — a handicap hurdle — in which Murrays horse was running. Murray was sympathetic, and as Grant stood with him in the middle of the parade ring he mixed adjurations to admire his horse with suggestions for the tracking of Sorrell. Grant wholeheartedly admired the magnificent bay that was Murrays property and listened with only half an ear to his suggestions. His thoughts were worried. Why did no one in the silver ring know Sorrell?

The jockeys began to filter into the ring, the crowd round the rail thinned slightly as people moved away to points of vantage on the stands, lads kept ducking eager heads under their charges necks in anxiety to intercept the summons that would mean mounting time.

Here comes Lacey, said Murray, as a jockey came stepping catlike over the wet grass to them. Know him?

No, said Grant.

Flat-race crack really, but has a go over hurdles occasionally. Crack at that too.

Grant had known that — there is very little between a Scotland Yard inspector and omniscience — but he had never actually met the famous Lacey. The jockey greeted Murray with a tight little smile, and Murray introduced the inspector without explaining him. Lacey shivered slightly in the damp air.

Im glad its not fences, he said, with mock fervour. Id just hate to be emptied into the water today.

Bit of a change from heated rooms and all the coddling, said Murray.

Been in Switzerland? asked Grant conversationally, remembering that Switzerland was the winter Mecca of flat-race jockeys.

Switzerland! repeated Lacey in his drawling Irish voice. Not me. Ive had measles. Measles — if youd believe it! Nothing but milk for nine days and a whole month in bed. His pleasant, cameo-like face twisted into an expression of wry disgust.

And milk is so fattening, laughed Murray. Talking of fat, did you ever know a man called Sorrell?

The jockeys pale bright eyes trickled over the inspector like twin drops of icy water and came back to Murray. The whip, which had been swinging pendulum-wise from his first finger, swung slowly to a halt.

I think I can remember a Sorrell, he said, after some cogitation, but he wasnt fat. Wasnt Charlie Baddeleys clerk called Sorrell?

But Murray could not recall Charlie Baddeleys clerk.

Would you recognize a sketch? asked the inspector, and took Struwwelpeters impressionistic portrait from his pocketbook.

Lacey took it and looked at it admiringly. Its good, isnt it! Yes; thats old Baddeleys clerk, all right.

And where can I find Baddeley? asked Grant.

Well, thats rather a difficult question, said Lacey, the tight smile back at his mouth. You see, Baddeley died over two years ago.

Oh? And you havent seen Sorrell since?

No, I dont know what became of Sorrell. Probably doing office work somewhere.

The bay was led up to them. Lacey took off his coat, removed a pair of goloshes, which he laid neatly side by side on the grass, and was thrown into the saddle. As he adjusted the leathers he said to Murray, Alvinson isnt here today — Alvinson was Murrays trainer. He said you would give me instructions.

The instructions are the usual ones, said Murray. Do as you like on him. He should about win.

Very good, said Lacey matter-of-factly, and was led away to the gate, horse and man as beautiful a picture as this weary civilization can provide.

As Grant and Murray walked to the stands, Murray said, Cheer up, Grant. Baddeley may be dead, but I know who knew him. Ill take you down to talk to him as soon as this is over. So it was with a real enjoyment that Grant watched the race; saw the colour that flickered and streamed against the grey curtain of the woods on the back stretch, while a silence settled eerily on the crowd — a silence so complete that he might have been there alone with the dripping trees, and the grey wooded countryside, and the wet grass; saw the long struggle in the straight and the fighting finish, with Murrays bay second by a length. When Murray had seen his horse again and congratulated Lacey, he led Grant into Tattersalls and introduced him to an elderly man, with the rubicund face of the man who drives mail coaches through the snow on Christmas cards. Thacker, he said, you knew Baddeley. What became of his clerk, do you know?

Sorrell? said the Christmas-card man. He set up for himself. Has an office in Minley Street.

Does he come to the course?

No, dont think so. Just has an office. Seemed to be doing quite well last time I saw him.

How long ago was that?

Oh, long time.

Do you know his home address? asked Grant.

No. Who wants him? Hes a good boy, Sorrell.

The last irrelevance seemed to suggest suspicion, and Grant hastened to assure him that no harm was intended Sorrell. At that Thacker put his first and second fingers into either corner of his mouth and emitted a shrill whistle in the direction of the railings at the edge of the course. From the crowd of attentive faces which this demonstration had turned towards him he selected the one he wanted. Joe, he said in stentorian tones, let me speak to Jimmy a minute, will you? Joe detached his clerk, as one detaches a watch and chain, and presently Jimmy appeared — a clean, cherubic youth with an amazing taste in linen.

You used to be pally with Bert Sorrell, didnt you? asked Thacker.

Yes, but I havent seen him for donkeys years.

Do you know where he lives?

Well, when I knew him he had rooms in Brightling Crescent, off the Fulham Road. Ive been there with him. Forget the number, but his landladys name was Everett. He lived there for years. Orphan he was, Bert.

Grant described the Levantine, and asked if Sorrell was ever friendly with a man like that.

No, Jimmy had never known him in such company, but then, as he pointed out, he hadnt seen him for donkeys years. He had dropped out of the regular crowd when he started on his own, though he sometimes went racing for his own amusement — or perhaps to pick up information.

Through Jimmy, Grant interviewed two more people who had known Sorrell; but neither could throw any light on Sorrells companions. They were self-absorbed people, these bookmakers, looking at him with a vague curiosity and obviously forgetting all about him the minute their next bet was booked. Grant announced to Murray that he had finished, and Murray, whose interest had waned with the finish of the handicap hurdle, elected to go back to town at once. But as the car slid slowly out of the press Grant turned with a benedictory glance at the friendly little course which had provided him with the information he sought. Pleasant place. He would come back some day when he had no business on his mind to bother him, and make an afternoon of it.

On the way up to town Murray talked amiably of the things he was interested in: bookmakers and their clannishness. Theyre like Highlanders, he said. They may squabble among themselves, but if an outsider butts into the scrap, its a case of tartan against all. Horses and their foibles; trainers and their morals; Lacey and his wit. Presently he said, Hows the queue affair getting along?

Very well, Grant said. They would make an arrest in a day or two if things continued to go as well as they were doing.

Murray was silent for a little. I say, you dont want Sorrell in connexion with that, do you? he asked diffidently.

Murray had been extraordinarily decent. No, said Grant; it was Sorrell who was found dead in the queue.

Great heavens! said Murray, and digested the news in silence for some time. Well, Im sorry, he said at last. I never knew the fellow, but every one seems to have liked him.

And that was what Grant had been thinking too. Bert Sorrell, it seemed, had been no villain. Grant longed more than ever to meet the Levantine.


Chapter 8 MRS. EVERETT
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BRIGHTLING CRESCENT WAS a terrace of red-brick three-story houses of the Nottingham lace and pot-plant type of decoration. Their stone steps were coaxed into cleanliness and hideousness by liberal applications of coloured pipeclay. Some blushed at finding themselves so conspicuous, some were evidently jaundiced by the unwelcome attention, and some stared in pallid horror as at an outrage. But all of them wore that Nemo me impune lacessit air. You might pull the bright brass bell-handles — indeed, their high polish winked an urgent invitation to do so — but you passed the threshold only at the cost of a wide-stepping avoidance of these constantly refurbished traps of pipeclayed step. Grant walked up the street that Sorrell had trodden so often, and wondered if the Levantine knew it too. Mrs. Everett, a bony, shortsighted woman of fifty or so, herself opened the door of 98 to him, and Grant inquired for Sorrell.

Mr. Sorrell was no longer there, she said. He had left just a week ago to go to America.

So that was the tale some one had told.

Who said he had gone to America?

Mr. Sorrell, of course.

Yes, Sorrell might have told the tale to mask his suicide.

Had he lived alone there?

Who are you, and what do you want to know for? she asked, and Grant said that he was a plain-clothes officer and would like to come in and talk to her for a moment. She looked a little staggered, but took the news calmly, and ushered him into a ground-floor sitting-room. This used to be Mr. Sorrells, she said. A young lady teacher has it now, but she wont mind us using it for once. Mr. Sorrell hasnt done anything wrong, has he? I wouldnt believe it of him. A quiet young man like him.

Grant reassured her, and asked again if Sorrell had lived alone.

No, she said; he shared his rooms with another gentleman, but when Mr. Sorrell had gone to America the other gentleman had had to look out for other rooms because he couldnt afford these alone, and a young lady had wanted to come into them. She was sorry to lose both of them. Nice young men, they were, and great friends.

What was his friends name?

Gerald Lamont, she said. Mr. Sorrell had been a bookmaker on his own account, and Mr. Lamont was in his office. Oh, no, not a partner, but they were great friends.

What other friends had Sorrell?

He had had very few, she said. He and Jerry Lamont went everywhere together. After some strenuous thinking she recollected two men who had once come to the house, and described them well enough to make it certain that neither was the Levantine.

Have you any photographs of Sorrell or his friend?

She thought she had some snapshots somewhere, if the inspector wouldnt mind waiting while she hunted. Grant had had hardly enough time to examine the room before she came back with two amateur photographs of postcard size. These were taken last summer when they were on the river, she said.

The snapshots had been taken obviously on the same occasion. They both showed the same willowy background of Thames bank and the same piece of punt. One was a photograph of Sorrell in flannels, a pipe in one hand and a cushion in the other. The other was also a photograph of a young man in flannels, and the man was the foreigner.

Grant sat a long time looking at that dark face. The photograph was a good one. The eyes were not a mere shadow as in most snapshots; they were eyes. And Grant could see again the sudden horror that had lit them as they lighted on him in the Strand. Even in the pleasant repose of the moment on the river the eyes had an inimical look. There was no friendliness in the hard-boned face.

Where did you say Lamont had gone? he asked matter-of-factly.

Mrs. Everett did not know.

Grant examined her minutely. Was she telling the truth? As if conscious of his suspicion, she supplemented her statement with another. He had got rooms somewhere on the south side of the river.

Suspicion filled him. Did she know more than she was telling? Who had sent the money to bury Sorrell? His friend and the Levantine were one, and the Levantine, who had had two hundred and twenty-three pounds from him, had certainly not sent the money. He looked at the womans hard face. She would probably write like a man; the handwriting experts were not infallible. But then, the person who had sent the money had owned the revolver. No, he corrected himself; the person who had posted the money had had the revolver.

Had either of the men owned a revolver? he asked.

No; she had never seen such a thing with either of them. They werent that type.

There she was again, harping on their quietness. Was it mere partisanship, or was it a feeble attempt to head him off the track? He wanted to ask if Lamont were left-handed, but something held him back. If she were not being straight with him, that question in relation to Lamont would alarm her immediately. It would give away the whole extent of his investigations. She would give warning and flush the bird from cover long before they were ready to shoot. And it was not vital at the moment. The man of the photograph was the man who had lived with Sorrell, was the man who had fled at sight of him in the Strand, was the man who had had all Sorrells money, and was almost certainly the man of the queue. Legarde could identify him. It was more important at the moment to keep Mrs. Everett in the dark as to how much they knew.

When did Sorrell leave for America?

His boat sailed on the 14th, she said, but he left here on the 13th.

Unlucky day! said Grant, hoping to bring the conversation to a less formal and less antagonistic level.

I dont believe in superstition, she said. One day is very like another.

But Grant was thinking hard. The 13th was the night of the murder.

Did Lamont leave with him? he asked.

Yes, they had left together in the morning. Mr. Lamont was going to take his things to his new rooms and then to meet Mr. Sorrell. Mr. Sorrell was going down to Southampton with a boat train at night. She had wanted to go to see him off, but he had been very insistent that she shouldnt.

Why? asked Grant.

He said it was too late, and in any case he didnt like being seen off.

Had he any relations?

No, none that she had ever heard of.

And Lamont, had he any?

Yes, he had a father and mother and one brother, but they had emigrated to New Zealand directly after the War and he had not seen them since.

How long had the two men stayed with her?

Mr. Sorrell had been with her for nearly eight years and Mr. Lamont for four.

Who shared the rooms with Sorrell for the four years previous to Lamonts arrival?

There had been various people, but most of the time it was a nephew of her own, who was now in Ireland. Yes, Mr. Sorrell had always been on good terms with all of them.

Was he always bright and cheerful? asked Grant.

Well, no, she said; bright and cheery didnt describe Mr. Sorrell at all. That was Mr. Lamont, if he liked. Mr. Lamont was the bright and cheery one. Mr. Sorrell was quiet, but pleasant. Sometimes hed be a bit mopy, and Mr. Lamont would be extra bright to cheer him up.

Grant, remembering how grateful one is when some one deliberately attempts to take the black dog from ones back, wondered why it hadnt been the other way about, and Sorrell had murdered Lamont.

Did they ever quarrel?

No, never that she had known of, and she would have known quick enough.

Well, said Grant at last, I suppose you have no objections to lending me these snapshots for a day or two?

Youll let me have them back safe, will you? she said. Theyre the only ones I have, and I was very fond of both of them.

Grant promised, and put them carefully away in his pocketbook, praying that they were covered with valuable fingerprints.

Youre not going to get them into trouble, are you? she asked again as he was going. They never did a wrong thing in their lives.

Well, if thats so, theyre quite safe, Grant said.

He hurried back to Scotland Yard and, while the fingerprints on the photographs were being recorded, heard Williams report of an unproductive day among the bookmaking offices of London. As soon as the snapshots were again in his possession, he repaired to Laurents. It was very late and the place was deserted. A solitary waiter was absent-mindedly assembling the crumbs from a table, and the air smelt of rich gravy, wine, and cigarette smoke. The distrait minion laid away the crumb-scoop and bent to hear his pleasure with that air of having hoped for nothing, and of having the melancholy pleasure of being right, which a waiter presents to the foolhardy one who attempts to dine when others have finished. As he recognized Grant he reassembled his features in a new combination intended to read, What a pleasure to serve a favourite customer! but which in reality was unfortunately clear as Good heavens, that was a bloomer! Its that pet of Marcels.

Grant asked after Marcel, and heard that he had that morning departed for France in a hurry. His father had died and he was an only son, and there was, it was understood, a matter of a good business and a vineyard to be settled. Grant was not particularly desolated at the thought of not seeing Marcel again. The manners on which Marcel had always prided himself had left Grant invariably slightly nauseated. He ordered a dish, and asked if Raoul Legarde was on the premises and, if so, would he be allowed to come and speak to him for a moment. Several minutes later, Raouls tall figure, clad in white linen overall and cap, emerged from the screens by the door and followed the waiter diffidently to Grants table. He had the air of a shy child going up for a prize which it knows it has earned.

Good evening, Legarde, Grant said amiably. Youve been a great help to me. I want you to look at these and see if you can recognize any of them. He spread twelve photographs roughly fan-wise on the table and left Raoul to examine them. The boy took his time — in fact, the pause was so long that Grant had time to wonder if the boys statement that he would recognize the man he had seen had been merely a boast. But when Raoul spoke there was no hesitation about him.

That, he said, laying a slender forefinger on the photograph of Sorrell, is the man who was beside me in the queue. And that — this time the forefinger descended on Lamonts photograph— is the man who came to talk to him.

Will you swear to that? Grant asked.

Raoul knew all about swearing to a thing this time. Oh, yes, he said; I take my oath any time.

That was all Grant wanted. Thank you, Legarde, he said gratefully. When you are maître dhôtel, Ill come and stay and bring half the aristocracy in Britain.

Raoul smiled broadly at him. It may never come, he said, the maître dhôtel. They offer very much on the movies, and it is easy just to be photographed and look— He sought for a word. You know! he said, and suddenly let his beautiful but intelligent face slip into an expression of idiotic languishing which was so unexpected that some of Grants duck and green peas went the wrong way. I think I try that first, he said, and after, when I grow — he moved his hands to indicate a corporation— I can buy a hotel.

Grant smiled benevolently as he watched the graceful figure making its way back to the spoons and the silver-cleaning rags. Typically French he was, he thought, in his shrewd recognition of the commercial worth of his beauty, in his humour, in his opportunism. It was sad to think that embonpoint would ever mar his slenderness and his good looks. Grant hoped that in the midst of his adipose tissue he would keep his humour. When he himself got back to the Yard it was to obtain a warrant for the arrest of Gerald Lamont for the murder of Albert Sorrell, outside the Woffington Theatre, on the evening of the 13th of March.

When she closed the door behind the inspector, the woman in Brightling Crescent remained for a long time motionless, her eyes on the brown-patterned linoleum that covered the floor of the lobby. Her tongue came out and ran along her thin lips in a contemplative way. She did not appear agitated, but her whole being seemed concentrated in an effort of thought; she vibrated with thought as a dynamo vibrates. For perhaps two minutes she stood there quite motionless, still as a piece of furniture, in the clock-ticking silence. Then she turned and went back to the sitting-room. She plumped up the cushions which had been depressed by the inspectors weight — she herself had taken the wholly instinctive precaution of seating herself on a hard chair — as if that were the most immediately important thing in life. She took a white tablecloth from a drawer in the sideboard and began to set a meal, coming and going between the sitting-room and the kitchen in an unhurrying deliberation, laying knives and forks exactly parallel in a painstaking fashion that was evidently habit. Before she had finished a key rattled in the lock, and a drab woman of twenty-eight or so let herself in, her grey-drab coat, fawn-drab scarf, timidly fashionable green-drab hat, and unexpectant air proclaiming her profession. She removed her goloshes in the hall and came into the sitting-room, with an artificially cheerful remark about the wet day. Mrs. Everett agreed and said, I was thinking, as its cold supper, you mightnt mind if I left it set and went out. Id like to run over and see a friend, if it makes no difference to you. Her boarder assured her that it made no difference whatever, and Mrs. Everett thanked her and retired to the kitchen. There she took from the larder a roast of beef, from which she cut thick slices, and proceeded to make sandwiches. She wrapped them neatly in white paper and put them into a basket. Into the basket with them she put some cooked sausage, some meat lozenges, and a packet of chocolate. She stoked the fire, filled the kettle, and set it on the side of the hearth so that it would be hot when she came back, and proceeded upstairs. In her bedroom she made a deliberate toilet for the street, tucking stray strands of hair carefully under her uncompromising hat. She took a key from one drawer and opened another, withdrew a roll of notes and counted them, and put them into her purse. She opened a blotter worked in canvas and silks and wrote a short note, which she sealed in an envelope and put into her pocket. She came downstairs again, pulling on her gloves, and, taking the small basket from the kitchen table, let herself out at the back door, locking it behind her. She went down the street, looking neither right nor left, her flat back, lifted chin, and resolute walk proclaiming the citizen with a good conscience. In the Fulham Road she waited at a bus stop and took such casual interest in her fellow-attendants as does a woman who knows what is what and keeps herself to herself. So entirely orthodox was she that when she left the bus only the bus conductor, whose power of observation was entirely instinctive, could have said that she had been a passenger. And in the bus that took her to Brixton she was equally inconspicuous; her fellow-travellers noticed her no more than if she had been a sparrow or a lamp-post. Sometime before Brixton became Streatham Hill she got off the bus and disappeared into the foggy evening, and no one remembered that she had been there; no one had been disturbed by the terrific pent urgency that her passive exterior hid.

Up a long street where the street-lamps hung like misty moons she went, and down another its exact replica — flat fronts, foggy lamplight, deserted roadway; along another and yet another. Halfway along this last she turned abruptly and walked back to the nearest lamp-post. A girl hurried past her, late for some appointment, and a small boy came jingling two pennies in his joined palms. But no one else. She made a pretence of looking at her watch in the light and went on again in the original direction. To her left was a terrace of the high, imposing-looking houses which the social descent of Brixton has left high and dry, the plaster peeling in large flakes from the walls, and the variegated window-curtaining proclaiming the arrival of the flat-dweller. Nothing could be seen at this hour of the detail of the mass; only a chink of light here and there and the recurrent fanlights of the doors told of human habitation. Into one of these she disappeared, the door closing softly behind her. Up two flights of stairs, dimly lighted and shabby, she went, and came to the third flight, where there was no light. She glanced up into the dark above and listened. But only the stealthy creaking of the old wood sounded in all the house. Slowly, feeling her way step by step, she climbed, negotiated the turn without a stumble, and came to rest at the top of the house on an unlighted landing, breathless. With the assurance of one who knows her way, she put out her hand to locate the invisible door, and having found it, knocked gently. There was no answer, and no streak of light below the door betrayed a presence beyond. But she knocked again and said softly, with her lips to the crack where the door met the upright, Jerry! its me. Almost immediately something was kicked away from inside the door, and it opened to show a lamp-lit room, with a mans figure silhouetted crucifix-wise against the light.

Come in, said the man, and drew her quickly in and shut the door and locked it. She set her basket on the table by the curtained window and turned to face him as he came from the door.

You shouldnt have come! he said. Why did you?

I came because there was no time to write to you, and I had to see you. Theyve found out who he was. A man from Scotland Yard came this evening and wanted to know all about you both. I did everything I could for him. Told him everything he wanted to know, except where you were. I even gave him snaps of you and him. But he knows you are in London, and its only a matter of time if you stay here. Youve got to go.

What did you give him the photographs for?

Well, I thought about it when I went away to pretend to look for them, and I knew I couldnt go back and say I couldnt find them and make him believe me. I mean, I was afraid I wouldnt do it well enough. And then I thought, since they had got so far — finding out all about you two — a photograph wouldnt make much difference one way or another.

Wouldnt it? said the man. Tomorrow every policeman in London will know exactly what I look like. A descriptions one thing — and thats bad enough, God knows — but a photograph is the very devil. Thats torn it!

Yes, it might have if you were going to stay in London. But if you stayed in London youd be caught in any case. It would only be a matter of time. Youve got to get out of London tonight.

Theres nothing Id like better, he said bitterly, but how, and where to? If I leave this house, its fifty to one I walk straight into the police, and with a mug like mine it wouldnt be very easy to convince them that I wasnt myself. This last weeks been ten thousand hells. God, what a fool I was! — and for so little reason. To put a rope round my neck for next to nothing!

Well, youve done it, she said coolly. Nothing can alter that. What youve got to consider now is how to get away. And as quickly as you can.

Yes, you said that before — but how, and where to?

Have some food and Ill tell you. Have you had a proper meal today?

Yes, I had breakfast, he said. But he did not appear to be hungry, and his angry, feverish eyes watched her unwaveringly.

What you want, she said, is to get out of this district, where every ones talking about the thing, to a place where no ones ever heard of it.

If you mean abroad, it isnt the slightest good trying. I tried to get taken on a boat as a hand four days ago, and they asked if I was Union or something, and wouldnt look at me. And as for the Channel boats, I might as well give myself up.

Im not talking about abroad at all. Youre not as famous as you think. Im talking about the Highlands. Do you think the people in my home on the west coast have ever heard of you or what happened last Tuesday night? Take my word for it, they havent. They never read anything but a local paper, and local papers report London affairs in one line. The place is thirty-six miles from a railway station, and the policeman lives in the next village, four miles away, and has never seen anything more criminal than a salmon poacher. Thats where you are going. I have written a letter, saying that you are coming because you are in bad health. Your name is George Lowe, and you are a journalist. There is a train for Edinburgh from Kings Cross at ten-fifteen and you are catching that tonight. There isnt much time, so hurry.

And what the police are catching is me at the platform barrier.

There isnt a barrier at Kings Cross. I havent gone up and down to Scotland for nearly thirty years without knowing that. The Scotch platform is open to any one who wants to walk on. And even if there are detectives there, the train is about half a mile long. Youve got to risk something if youre going to get away. You cant just stay here and let them get you! I should have thought that a gamble would have been quite in your line.

Think Im afraid, do you? he said. Well, I am. Scared stiff. To go out into the street tonight would be like walking into no-mans-land with Fritz machine-gunning.

Youve either got to pull yourself together or go and give yourself up. You cant sit still and let them come and take you.

Bert was right when he christened you Lady Macbeth, he said.

Dont! she said sharply.

All right, he muttered. Im sort of crazy. There was a thick silence. All right, lets try this as a last stunt.

Theres very little time, she reminded him. Put something into a suitcase quickly — a suitcase that you can carry yourself — you dont want porters.

He moved at her bidding into the bedroom that led off the sitting-room, and began to fling things into a suitcase, while she put neat parcels of food into the pockets of the coat that hung behind the door.

Whats the good? he said suddenly. Its no use. How do you think I can take a main-line train out of London without being stopped and questioned?

You couldnt if you were alone, she said, but with me its a different matter. Look at me. Do I look the sort who would be helping you to get away?

The man stood in the doorway contemplating her for a moment, and a sardonic smile twisted his mouth as he took her in in all her upright orthodoxy. I believe youre right, he said. He gave a short, mirthless laugh and thereafter put no difficulties in the way of her plans. In ten minutes they were ready for departure.

Have you any money? she asked.

Yes, he said; plenty.

She seemed about to ask a question.

No, not that, he said. My own.

She carried a rug and an extra coat: You mustnt suggest hurry in any way; you must look as though you were going a long journey and didnt care who knew it. And he carried the suitcase and a golf-bag. There was to be no hole-and-corner business. This was bluff, and the bigger the bluff, the more chance there was of carrying it off. As they stepped into the foggy road, she said, Well go to Brixton High Street and get a bus or a taxi.

As it happened, it was a taxi that offered itself first. It swelled out of the dark before they had reached a main thoroughfare, and as the man heaved what they were carrying aboard the woman gave the address of their destination.

Cost you something, lady, said the driver.

Well, well, she said, isnt every day my son has a holiday.

The driver grunted good-naturedly. Thats the stuff! Feast and famine. Nothing like it. And she climbed in, and the taxi ceased its agitated throbbing and slid into action.

After a silence the man said, Well, you couldnt do more for me if I were.

Im glad youre not! she said. There was another long silence.

What is your name? she asked suddenly.

He thought for a moment. George Lowe, he said.

Yes, she said; but dont think next time. There is a train north to Inverness that leaves Waverly at ten oclock tomorrow morning. Youll have to spend tomorrow night in Inverness. I have written down on a paper what you do after that.

You seem to be perfectly sure that nothings going to happen at Kings Cross.

No, Im not, she said. The police are not fools — that Scotland Yard man didnt believe half I said — but theyre just human. All the same, Im not going to give you that bit paper until the trains going.

I wish I had that revolver now! he said.

Im glad you havent. Youve made a big enough fool of yourself already.

I wouldnt use it. It would just give me courage.

For goodness sake, be sensible, Jerry. Dont do anything silly and spoil things.

They fell to silence again, the woman sitting upright and alert, the man shrunk in the corner, almost invisible. Into the west of London they went like that, through the dark squares north of Oxford Street, out into the Euston Road and with a sharp left-handed turn into Kings Cross. The moment had come.

You pay the taxi and Ill get the ticket, she said.

As Lamont paid the taxi-man the shadow of his turned-down hat hid his face, so that his retreating back was all that the incurious gaze of the driver noted. A porter came and took his things from him, and he surrendered them willingly. Now that the time had come, his nerves had gone. It was neck or nothing, and he could afford to play the part well. When the woman joined him from the booking-office, the change in him was evident in the approbation on her cold face. Together they went on to the platform and followed the porter down it, looking for a corner seat. They made a sufficiently convincing picture — the man with the rug and the golf-bag and the wraps, and the woman in attendance with the mans extra coat.

The porter dived into a corridor and came out again saying, Got you a corner, sir. Probably have the side to yourself all the way. Its quiet tonight.

Lamont tipped him and inspected his quarters. The occupant of the other side had staked his claims, but was not present other than in spirit. He went back to the doorway with the woman and talked to her. Footsteps came down the corridor at his back, and he said to her, Have they any fishing, do you think?

Only sea-fishing in the loch, she said, and continued the subject until the steps had moved on. But before they faded out of earshot they stopped. Lamont cast as casual a glance as he could achieve down the corridor, and found that the owner of the steps had halted at the open door of his compartment and was examining the luggage on the rack. And then he remembered, too late, that the porter had put his suitcase up with the initials outside. The G. L. was plain for all the world to read. He saw the man stir preparatory to coming back. Talk! he said quickly to the woman.

Theres a burn, of course, she said, where you can catch what they call beelans. They are about three inches long.

Well, Ill send you a beelan, he said, and managed a low laugh that earned the womans admiration just as the man stopped behind him.

Excuse me, sir, is your name Lorrimer?

No, said Lamont, turning round and facing the man squarely. My name is Lowe.

Oh, sorry! the man said. Is that your luggage in the compartment, then?

Yes.

Oh, thank you. I am looking for a man Lorrimer, and I was hoping that it might be his. Its a cold night to be hanging round for people who arent here.

Yes, said the woman; my sons grumbling already at the thought of his first night journey. But hell grumble a lot more before hes in Edinburgh, wont he?

The man smiled. Cant say Ive ever travelled all night, myself, he said. Sorry to have bothered you, he added, and moved on.

You should have let me take that other rug, George, she said as he moved out of earshot.

Oh, rug be blowed! said George, as to the manner born. It will probably be like an oven before weve been going an hour.

A long, shrill whistle sounded. The last door was banged.

This is for expenses, she said, and put a packet into his hand, and this is what I promised you. The mans on the platform. Its all right.

Weve left out one thing, he said. He took off his hat and bent and kissed her.

The long train pulled slowly out into the darkness.


Chapter 9 GRANT GETS MORE INFORMATION THAN HE EXPECTED
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GRANT WAS STUDYING the morning papers with his habitual half-careless thoroughness. That is not a paradox; Grant apparently skimmed the paper, but if you asked him about any particular happening afterwards, you would find that he had acquired a very efficient working knowledge of it. He was feeling pleased with himself. It was only a matter of hours before he got his man. It was a week today that the murder had been committed, and to locate the murderer from among a mass of conflicting clues in such a short time was good work. He had been favoured by luck, of course; he acknowledged that freely. If it werent for luck on some ones part, half the criminals in the world would go unpunished. A burglar, for instance, was hardly ever convicted except through an outrageous piece of luck on the part of the police. But the queue affair had not been a picnic by any means. There had been spadework galore; and Grant felt as nearly complaisant as it was in him to feel as he thought of the crowd of men working the south of London at this minute, as eager as hounds in cover. He had had his suspicions of Mrs. Everett, but on the whole he had decided that she was telling the truth. The man put on to watch her had reported that no one had come or gone from the house from eight oclock last night, when he went on duty, until this morning. Moreover, she had produced photographs of the men when there had been no necessity to, and it was quite possible that she did not know her late boarders address. Grant knew very well the queer indifference that London breeds in people who have lived long in it. The other side of the river to a Fulham Londoner was as foreign a place as Canada, and Mrs. Everett would probably be no more interested in an address at Richmond than she would have been in a 12345 Something Avenue, Somewhere, Ontario. It would convey as little to her. The man Lamont was the one who had been least time with her, and her interest in him was probably less than that which she had for the dead man. He had probably promised in the friendly if insincere warmth of parting to write to her, and she had been content with that. On the whole, he thought that Mrs. Everett was genuine. Her fingerprints were not those on the revolver and the envelope. Grant had noticed where her left thumb and forefinger had held the photographs tightly by the corner, and the marks when developed proved to be quite new in the case. So Grant was happy this morning. Apart from the kudos arising from the apprehension of a badly wanted man, it would afford Grant immense satisfaction to lay his hands on a man who had stuck another in the back. His gorge rose at the contemplation of a mind capable of conceiving the crime.

In the week since the queue murder its sensational value to the Press had been slightly minimized by other important happenings, and though Grants chief interest seemed to be devoted to apparently unimportant and irrelevant scraps of information like the theft of bicycles, he was amusedly and rather thankfully aware that the most important things in Britain today, judging by the size of the heading that announced them and the amount of space allotted them, were preparations for the Boat Race, the action of a society beauty doctor against a lady who had been lifted, and the departure of Ray Marcable to the United States. As Grant turned over the page of the illustrated paper and came face to face with her, he was conscious again of that queer, uneasy, unpolicelike movement in his chest. His heart did not jump — that would be doing him an injustice; C.I.D. hearts are guaranteed not to jump, tremble, or otherwise misbehave even when the owner is looking down the uncompromising opening of a gun-barrel — but it certainly was guilty of unauthorized movement. It may have been resentment at his own weakness in being taken aback by a photograph, but Grants eyes were very hard as he looked at the smiling face — that famous, indeterminate smile. And though his mouth may have curved, he was not smiling as he read the many captions: Miss Ray Marcable, a studio photograph; Miss Marcable as Dodo in Didnt You Know?; Miss Marcable in the Row; and lastly, occupying half the centre page, Miss Marcable departs from Waterloo en route for Southampton; and there was Ray, one dainty foot on the step of the Pullman, and her arms full of flowers. Arranged buttress-wise on either side of her were people well enough known to come under the heading left to right. In either bottom corner of the photograph were the eager heads of the few of the countless multitudes seeing her off who had been lucky enough to get within hailing distance. These last, mostly turned to look into the camera, were out of focus and featureless, like a collection of obscene and half-human growths. At the end of the column describing the enthusiastic scenes which had attended her departure, was the sentence: Also sailing by the Queen Guinevere were Lady Foulis Robinson, the Hon. Margaret Bedivere, Mr. Chatters-Frank, M.P., and Lord Lacing.

The inspectors lips curved just a little more. Lacing was evidently going to be managed by that clear, cold will for the rest of his life. Well, he would live and die probably without being aware of it; there was some comfort in that. Nothing but a moment of unnaturally clear sight had presented the knowledge of it to himself, and if he went into any London crowd, Rotherhithe or Mayfair, and announced that Ray Marcable, under her charm and her generosity, was hard as flint, he would be likely to be either lynched or excommunicated. He flung the paper away, and was about to take up another when a thought occurred to him, prompted by the announcement of the sailing of the Guinevere. He had decided to accept Mrs. Everetts statement as being correct, but he had not investigated her statement that Sorrell was going to America. He had taken it for granted that the America story had been a blind by Sorrell to mask his intended suicide, and the Levantine — Lamont — whether he believed the tale or not, had not sought to alter the supposition of Sorrells departure. Had he been wise in not investigating it further? It was, at least, unbusinesslike. He sent for a subordinate. Find out what liners sailed from Southampton last Wednesday, he said; and remained in thought until the man came back with the news that the Canadian Pacific liner Metalinear had sailed for Montreal, and the Rotterdam-Manhattan liner Queen of Arabia, for New York. It seemed that Sorrell had at least taken the trouble to verify the sailings. Grant thought that he would go down to the Rotterdam-Manhattan offices and have a chat, on the off chance of something useful coming to light.

As he stepped from the still drizzling day into the cathedral-like offices of the Rotterdam-Manhattan a small boy in blue leaped genielike from the tessellated pavement of the entrance-hall and demanded his business. Grant said that he wanted to see some one who could tell him about the sailings for New York last week, and the urchin, with every appearance of making him free of mysteries and of knowing it, led him to an apartment and a clerk, to whom Grant again explained his business and was handed on. At the third handing-on Grant found a clerk who knew all that was to be known of the Queen of Arabia — her internal economy, staff, passengers, capacity, peculiarities, tonnage, timetable, and sailing.

Can you tell me if any one booked a passage on the Queen of Arabia this trip and did not go?

Yes, the clerk said, two people had failed to occupy their berths. One was a Mr. Sorrell and the other was a Mrs. James Ratcliffe.

Grant was speechless for a moment; then he asked the date of the bookings. They had been booked on the same day — seven days before the murder. Mrs. Ratcliffe had cancelled hers at the last minute, but they had had no further word from Mr. Sorrell.

Could he see the plan of the cabins?

Certainly, the clerk said, and brought them out. Here was Mr. Sorrells, and here, three along in the same row, was Mrs. Ratcliffes.

Were they booked separately?

Yes, because he remembered the two transactions quite well. He thought the lady Mrs. Ratcliffe, and he was sure from his conversation with him that the man was Sorrell himself. Yes, he thought he would recognize Mr. Sorrell again.

Grant produced the Levantines photograph and showed it to him. Is that the man? he asked.

The clerk shook his head. Never saw him before to my knowledge, he said.

That, then? asked Grant, handing over Sorrells photograph, and the clerk immediately recognized it.

Did he inquire about his neighbours in the row? Grant asked. But the clerk could recall no details like that. It had been a very busy day that Monday. Grant thanked him, and went out into the drizzle, quite unaware that it was raining. Things were no longer reasonable and understandable; cause and effect, motive and action decently allied. They were acquiring a nightmare inconsequence that dismayed his daytime brain. Sorrell had intended to go to America, after all. He had booked a second-class passage and personally chosen a cabin. The amazing and incontrovertible fact did not fit in anywhere. It was a very large wrench thrown into the machinery that had begun to run so smoothly. If Sorrell had been as penniless as he seemed, he would not have contemplated a second-class journey to New York, and in view of the booking of the passage, contemplated suicide seemed a poor explanation for the presence of the revolver and absence of belongings. It shouted much more loudly of his first theory — that the lack of personal clues had been arranged in case of a brush with the police. But Sorrell had, to all accounts, been a law-abiding person. And then, to crown things, there was Mrs. Ratcliffes reappearance in the affair. She had been the only one of the people surrounding Sorrell to show marked distress at the time of the murder or afterwards. It was she and her husband who had avowedly been next behind Sorrell in the queue. Her husband! A picture of James Ratcliffe, that prop of British citizenship, swam into his mind. He would go and have another, and totally unheralded, interview with Mr. Ratcliffe.

The boy took in his card, and he waited in the outer office for perhaps three minutes before Mr. Ratcliffe came out and drew him in with a welcoming affability.

Well, Inspector, he said, how are you getting on? Do you know, you and dentists must be the most unhappy people in the world. No one sees you without remembering unpleasant things.

I didnt come to bother you, Grant said. I just happened to be round, and I thought youd perhaps let me use your telephone to save me going to a post office.

Oh, certainly, said Ratcliffe. Carry on. Ill go.

No, dont go, said Grant, therell be nothing private. I only want to know whether they want me.

But no one wanted him. The scent in South London was weak, but the hounds were persevering and busy. And he hung up with a relief which was rather surprising when one considered the eager frame of mind in which he had set out from the Yard. Now he did not want an arrest until he had time to think things over for a bit. The nightmare of a Scotland Yard officers whole life is Wrongful Arrest. He turned to Ratcliffe, and allowed him to know that an arrest was imminent; they had located their man. Ratcliffe was complimentary, and in the middle of the compliments Grant said, By the way, you didnt tell me that your wife had intended sailing for New York the night after the murder.

Ratcliffes face, clear in the light of the window, was both blank and shocked. I didnt know, he began, and then with a rush— I didnt think it was of any importance or I should have told you. She was too much upset to go, and in any case there was the inquest. She has a sister in New York, and was going over for a month just. It didnt make any difference, did it? Not knowing, I mean? It had no bearing on the crime.

Oh, no, Grant said. I found it out quite accidentally. It is of no consequence. Is your wife better?

Yes, I think so. She has not been at home since the inquest. She is at Eastbourne with the other sister — the one you met, I think.

Still more puzzled, Grant made his way back to the Yard. He pressed the button on his desk and said to the man who answered it, I want some one for special work. Is Simpson in?

Yes, sir.

Send him in.

A fair and freckled man of medium height arrived; he had the pleased, alert air of a terrier who is waiting for some one to throw a stone. To him Grant said:

At 54 Lemonora Road, Golders Green, live a Mr. and Mrs. Ratcliffe. I want to know what terms they are on — with each other, I mean. Also anything else you can learn about the household. The gossipier the better. I know all about his business, so you neednt waste time on that. Its his home affairs that I want to know about. You can use any method you like as long as you keep within the law. Report to me tonight whether you have got anything or not. Is Mullins in the Yard just now? Yes, Simpson had seen him as he came up. Well, send him to me.

Mullins was not freckled, and he looked rather like a verger. Good morning, sir, he said, and waited.

Good morning, Mullins. From now until further notice you are a pedlar. You make an excellent Italian, but I think perhaps you had better be British. It is less conspicuous. Ill give you a chit to Clitheroe on Lowndes Street, and he will give you the kind of stock I want. Dont sell more than you can help. And I dont want you to come back here. Meet me in the alley by Clitheroes in an hour from now. Can you manage it in an hour?

I think so, sir. Am I young or old?

It doesnt matter. Young to middle-aged. Grey-beards are too theatrical. Dont overdo anything. Respectable enough to travel on a bus if need be.

Very good, sir, said Mullins, as though his instructions had been to post a letter.

When Grant stumbled across him in the alley in Lowndes Street an hour later, he said, Youre a wonder, Mullins — simply a wonder. I should never believe you had ever written a report in your life if I didnt know first hand. He looked appreciatively at the pedlar before him. It was incredible that that slightly drooping figure was one of the most promising men at the Yard. It is very seldom that the C.I.D. resort to disguise, but when they do they do it well. Mullins had the supreme touch — that faculty of looking as though he could not possibly be other than he was at the moment. His clothes, even, though obviously third hand, had not that uneasy fit that newly donned garments have. They lay to his shoulders as a much-worn garment does, however ill-fitting.

Like a trinket, sir? said Mullins, the pedlar, opening the lid of his wicker tray. On the baize lining lay a collection of articles mostly of cheap Italian manufacture — paper-knives, painted wood ornaments of all sorts, useful and useless, papier-mâché bowls, stucco figures.

Good! said Grant. He took from his pocket a thin thing wrapped in tissue paper. As he unrolled the paper he said, I want you to go to 98 Brightling Crescent, off the Fulham Road, and find out if the woman who lives there has ever seen this before. He laid a silver dagger with an enamelled handle down among the painted wood and the stucco. Needless to say, it isnt for sale. Whats the price of this? he added, picking up an article.

Give that to a gentleman like you for one-and-ninepence, said Mullins, without hesitation.

As the passer-by went beyond hearing, Grant continued cheerfully as if there had been no parenthesis. When youve disposed of the woman in Brightling Crescent — and keep your eyes open generally — go to 54 Lemonora Road and see if any one there recognizes it. Report as soon as you have finished.

When the pedlar of Italian goods reached the back door of 54 Lemonora Road about teatime, a pretty but sapless maid said, Goodness, heres another!

Another wot? said the pedlar.

Another man selling things.

Oh? Bin a lot? Bet they hadnt anything like mine, he said, and opened the tray.

Oh! she said, obviously enraptured. Are they dear?

Not them. Sides, a girl with wages like yours can easy afford something nice.

What do you know about my wages, mister?

Well, I dont know anything. Im just dedoocing. Pretty girl, nice house, good wages.

Oh, the wages are good enough, she said in a tone that indicated other shortcomings.

Wouldnt the lady of the house like to have a look at them? he said.

Theres no lady, she said. Im the lady of the house just now. The missus is at Eastbourne. You been in the Army?

I was in the Army during the War. Thats the only time bin in the Army counts. France? I was four years in France, miss.

Well, you can come in and have some tea, and let me see the things properly. Were just in the middle of it.

She led him into the kitchen, where the table was spread with butter, bread, several kinds of jam, and cake. At the table, with an enormous cup of tea halfway to his mouth, was a freckled fair man with a blue muffler and a discharged soldiers silver badge on his lapel. Beside him on the table was a pile of cheap writing-pads.

This is another ex-serviceman, the maid said. Hes selling writing-paper. I shouldnt think theres much sale for it now. Its ages since I seen some one round selling pads.

How do, mate? said the freckled one, meeting the quizzical regard of the pedlar with complete equanimity. Hows trade?

Fair. Just fair. You seem to be very comfortable.

Well, I needed it. Havent sold a pad today. This countrys going to the dogs. Its something to come across some one now and again who has a heart.

Have some jam, said the maid, pushing his cup of tea across to the pedlar, and he helped himself liberally.

Well, Im glad the missus isnt at home in one way, but Im sorry in another. I thought as how she might buy something, too.

Well, Im not sorry, she said. Its a blessed relief. What with her airs and her tantrums, life isnt worth living.

Got a temper, has she?

Well, I call it temper, but she calls it nerves. And ever since this murder affair — she was in the queue that night the man was murdered, you know. Yes, stood right up against him. And oh, what a to-do! And then she had to go to the inquest and give evidence. If shed done the murder herself she couldnt have kicked up a bigger fuss about going. The night before she was screaming and howling and saying she couldnt stand it. And when the poor master tried to quiet her down she wouldnt let him go near her. Hurling names at him you wouldnt use to a dog. I tell you it wasnt half a relief when she went off to Eastbourne with Miss Lethbridge — thats her sister.

Yes, the best thing they can do when theyre like that is to go away for a bit, said the freckled man. Does she go often?

Not so often as Id like, believe me. She was going to Yorkshire the day after the murder, and then was so upset that she couldnt go. Now shes gone to Eastbourne instead, and long may she stay there, say I. Lets see your stuff, she said to the pedlar.

He jerked his head at the tray. Have a look for yourself. Anything you fancy you can have cheap. Its a long time since I had a tea like this. Wot say, Bill?

Ar, agreed his fellow-itinerant through a large mouthful of cake. It isnt often people has a heart.

She gloated over the bright-coloured collection awhile. Well, the missus is missing something, she said. Shes mad on curios and such-like things that hold the dust. Artistic, she is. Whats this for? she said, holding up the dagger. Murdering people with?

Ant you ever seen one like that before? the pedlar said in astonishment. Thats a paper-knife. Same as the wooden ones.

She tried the point absently on a fingertip, and with a queer little shudder of disgust that was quite involuntary she put it down again. In the end she chose a little painted bowl, quite useless but very gay to look upon. The pedlar let her have it for sixpence, and in her gratitude she produced cigarettes of Mr. Ratcliffes, and while they smoked enlivened them with talk of what was obviously uppermost in her mind — the murder.

We had an inspector of police here, if youd believe it. Quite nice-looking he was. Youd never say he was a policeman. Not coarse like a bobby. But it wasnt nice, all the same, having him round. Of course he was suspicious, with her carrying on like that and not wanting to see him. I heard Miss Lethbridge say to her, Dont be a fool, Meg. The only way to stop him is to see him and convince him. Youve got to do it. 

Well, Eastbournes a nice place, said the freckled man. Shell have company there to forget her troubles.

Ah, shes not one for company much. Always having crazes for some one or other, and then she runs them to death and has some one new. Boys, as often as not. Shes queer, she is.

When her talk began to be repetitive instead of informative the freckled man stood up and said, Well, miss, I ant had such a tea, not in years, and Im real grateful to you.

Youre welcome, she said. If you take my advice, youll give up the writing-pad business. Theres nothing in it nowadays. Its old-fashioned. Try stuff like him there — novelty stuff like they sell in the shops at Christmas-time.

The freckled mans glance fell sardonically on the dagger among the Christmas goods. You going up the road or down? he said to the pedlar.

Up, said the pedlar.

Well, cheerio, Ill be going. Many thanks again for the tea, miss. And the door closed behind him. Five minutes later the pedlar took his leave.

If I was you, miss, I wouldnt be so free with my teas, he said. Theres lots of decent chaps on the road, but theres lots of the other kind, too. You cant be too careful when youre alone in the house.

Are you jealous of the freckly man? she asked coquettishly and quite unimpressed. You neednt be. I didnt buy a pad, you know.

Well, well, said the pedlar, frustrated in his good intentions, and went laggingly down the path to the gate.

By sheer chance he found the freckled man occupying the front outside seat of the bus he boarded.

Well? said that worthy cheerily. Had a good day, mate?

Rotten, said the pedlar. Just rotten. How you been doing?

Fair. Isnt it amazing, he said, seeing that the bus-top behind them was deserted, what fools these girls are! Why, we could have polished her off and made away with everything in the house, and it never seemed to occur to her.

I said as much to her when I was going, but she thought I was jealous of you.

Of me? It should be the other way about. She didnt buy a pad!

So she pointed out.

That was a good stock you had. The boss choose it?

Yes.

Thought so. Hes a daisy. Whats he nosing out there?

Dont know.

The girl didnt fall for the knife, I noticed.

No. The pedlar was not communicative.

The freckled one resigned himself. Chatty bird! he remarked, and drawing two cigarettes from the recesses of his person he handed one to his companion. The pedlar cast an idle glance at the makers name and recognized it as one of Mr. Ratcliffes. His stern features relaxed into a smile.

Scrounger! he said, and held his cigarette to the offered match.

But there was nothing of the freebooter in the reports which Mullins and Simpson presented to Grant an hour later. Simpson said that Mr. and Mrs. Ratcliffe lived on amicable terms, with intervals of very severe squall. Simpson was unable to say whether the squall was started by Mr. Ratcliffes shortcomings or by Mr. Ratcliffes resentment of his wifes, since the maid was never present at the beginning of a quarrel. What she heard she heard through a shut door usually. The biggest row had occurred when they came home on the night of the murder. Since then they had not been on friendly terms. Mrs. Ratcliffe had intended to go to Yorkshire the day after the murder, but was too upset to go; and after the inquest she and her sister had gone down to Eastbourne, where she was now at the Grand Parade Hotel. She was a person who took sudden and violent likings for people, and during the time she liked them would be quite unreasonable about them. She had a little money of her own, and was rather independent of her husband.

Mullins said that at 98 he had had difficulty in making Mrs. Everett interested enough to allow him to open his tray. She had insisted that she wanted nothing. When he did uncover his wares, the first thing her eyes had lighted on was the dagger. She had immediately cast a glance full of suspicion at him and had said, Go away! and shut the door in his face.

What do you think? Did she know it?

Mullins could not say, but it was the sight of it that had made her shut the door like that. She had been going to put up with him until she saw the knife. The maid at Lemonora Road had never seen it before. That he was sure of.

When he had dismissed Mullins and locked away the knife in its drawer again, Grant sat thinking for a long time. This was an unlucky day. There had been no arrest — though he was inclined to think of that as a mixed blessing — there had been the stunning discovery that Sorrell had really meant to go to America, and there had been no trace of the bank-notes handed over to Lamont with the rest of the two hundred and twenty-three pounds, of which the twenty-five sent by the unknown friend had been part. It was seven days since the murder, and the notes had been handed out ten days before that, and not one of them, apart from the twenty-five in their possession, had been traced. Moreover, his two scouts had brought in nothing of importance. In no way could he account for a connexion between Mrs. Ratcliffe and Sorrell. He was inclined to think it sheer coincidence that had put their names together in a ships list and had placed them together in the queue. Her husbands appearance of shock when Grant had mentioned the departure for New York might have been merely the result of the recollection that he had omitted to tell the inspector of his wifes intended departure. As for Mrs. Everett, her sudden withdrawal spoke more of intelligence than of guilt. Mullins had said that she looked at him suspiciously. She had made no attempt to carry off the situation with a high hand by ignoring the dagger or by wantonly calling attention to it. She had been merely suspicious. He decided to give the Everett woman a few more marks for intelligence and to acquit her of complicity. As for the Ratcliffes, he would temporarily cut them out. They didnt fit, and there was no evidence. Things often fit to the police satisfaction when there is no evidence whatever, but here things neither fitted nor were backed by evidence, and consequently would have to stand aside. Presently he would find out why Mrs. Ratcliffe had told her maid that she was going to Yorkshire when she intended to go abroad.

The telephone buzzed. Grant took it up with an eagerness of which he was not conscious. It was Williams.

Weve located him, sir. Would you like to come, or shall we carry on?

Where is it? Williams told him. Have you got the exits all secured? No chance of failure if we hang on for a little?

Oh, no sir. Weve got him all right.

In that case meet me at the Brixton Road end of Acre Lane in half an hour.

When he joined his subordinate he asked for details, and Williams supplied them as they went along. He had found his man through the house-agents. Lamont had engaged a furnished top flat — two small rooms — three days before the murder, and had moved in on the actual day of the murder, in the morning.

Yes, thought Grant, that fitted Mrs. Everetts story. What name did he give? he asked.

His own, Williams said.

What! His own name? repeated Grant incredulously, and was silent, vaguely troubled. Well, youve done well, Williams, to run him down so soon. Shy bird, is he?

He is, said Williams, with emphasis. Even yet I cant get any one to say that theyve seen him. Shys the word. Here we are, sir. The house is the fourth in the terrace from here.

Good, said Grant. You and I will go up. Got a shooter in your pocket, in case? All right, come on.

They had no latchkey, and there was apparently no bell for the third floor. They had to ring several times before the inhabitants of the ground floor came grumbling to their rescue and admitted them. As they ascended the increasingly shabby stairs in the last of the daylight Grants spirits rose, as they always did at the point of action. There would be no more pottering round. He was about to come face to face with the Levantine, the man he had seen in the Strand, the man who had stuck Sorrell in the back. He knocked abruptly at the door in the shadows. The room beyond sounded hollow and empty; there was no answer. Again Grant knocked, with no result.

You might as well open it, Lamont. Were police officers, and if you dont open it well have to burst it.

Still a complete silence. Youre sure hes here? Grant asked Williams.

Well, he was here yesterday, sir, and no ones seen him since. The house has been under observation since three this afternoon.

Well burst the lock, then, Grant said, and dont forget to stand back when the door goes in. With their combined weight they attacked the door, which gave up the unequal struggle with a groaning crash, and Grant, with his right hand in his pocket, walked into the room.

One glance round him told him the truth, and he suddenly knew that ever since he had arrived on the landing outside he had had a conviction that the rooms were empty. The birds flown, Williams. Weve missed him.

Williams was standing in the middle of the floor, with the expression of a child from whom a sweet has been taken. He swallowed painfully, and Grant, even in the middle of his own disappointment, found time to be sorry for him. It wasnt Williams fault. He had been a little too sure, but he had done well to locate the man so quickly.

Well, he went in a hurry, sir, said Williams, as if that fact were a palliative to his own hurt pride and disappointment. And certainly there was every evidence of haste. Food was left on the table, drawers were half open and obviously ransacked, clothing had been left behind, and many personal possessions. It was not a methodical get-away, it was a flight.

Well go through what he has left behind, Grant said. Ill test for fingerprints before we have to light the lights. There seems to be nothing but the lamp for illumination. He went round the two rooms with his light powder, but there were few surfaces in the flat on which a print was likely to show clear and unmistakable, and these were so patterned over with prints as to be unproductive. But fairly high up on the varnished wood of the door, where a persons left hand would rest as his right took a coat from the hooks nailed there, were two good prints. A little consoled, Grant lit the lamp and went through the things Lamont had left behind. An exclamation from Williams in the bedroom took him there. Williams was holding a wad of Bank of England notes.

Got them at the back of this drawer, sir. He did go in a hurry! Balm was flowing on Williams excoriated soul. Wont he be biting himself!

But Grant was searching in his own pocketbook, and presently produced a list of numbers, which he compared with those on the notes. Yes, there was no doubt about it, these were the notes that Lamont had drawn with the cheque he had had from Sorrell. And Lamont had been so hurried in his flight that he had actually forgotten a thing so vital. The whole amount was there, except for the twenty-five pounds sent for Sorrells burial. That was rather extraordinary. Why had the Levantine, as Grant continued to think of him, spent none of it in the ten days between the time he had received it and the murder? There had been no need of fear then, surely. The value of the notes was large, but that was no explanation. The man had drawn the money himself, and could have had the whole amount in Treasury notes if he had so wanted. Why had he spent none of it?

There was little else in the flat to interest them. The man had a catholic taste in literature, Grant thought, looking along the single row of books that adorned the mantelpiece: Wells, O. Henry, Buchan, Owen Wister, Mary Roberts Rinehart, Sassoons poems, many volumes of the annual edition of Racing Up-to-Date, Barries Little Minister. He took down one and opened it. On the fly-leaf, in the writing he had seen on the cheque at the bank, was the owners name: Albert Sorrell. He took down the others one by one. Nearly all of them had belonged to Sorrell. They had evidently been bequeathed to Lamont by Sorrell on his departure for the United States. Up to the last minute, then, these two men had been friendly. What had happened? Or was it only an outward friendship? Had Lamont always been a snake in the grass?

And now there was the new problem of Lamonts present hiding-place. Where would he be likely to go? He was in a hurry — a desperate hurry. It was no planned affair. That meant that he had probably had to take what refuge came his way. There was no need for them to consider any such possibility as an escape abroad in an elaborate disguise. He had not done that, certainly. He had almost certainly not gone out of London. He would, as he had done before, stick ratlike to the place he knew.

Grant left instructions that the search was to go on as before, and went back to the Yard trying to put himself in the wanted mans place in the hope of working out a line of flight. It was very late at night, and he was very weary, when at last he found light on the matter. The photographs of the prints he had found on the door were sent to him, and the prints were Mrs. Everetts! There was no doubt of it. That first finger that had left a mark at the back of Sorrells photograph in the little room at Brightling Crescent belonged to the hand that had leaned against the door in the effort of reaching for something in Lamonts room. Mrs. Everett. Good Heaven! talk of snakes in the grass! And he, Grant, should really retire. He had got to the stage of trusting people. It was incredible and humiliating, but he had believed Mrs. Everett was being straight with him. His putting a man to watch her had been the merest form. Well, it was a bad break, but he had his line on Lamont now. He would get him through Mrs. Everett. He did not doubt for a moment that it was information furnished by Mrs. Everett that had stirred Lamont into flight. She had probably gone straight to him after he had left her yesterday evening. She was gone before the watcher arrived, but he should have seen her come back; that would have to be looked into; Andrews was careless. And in all probability she had either suggested or provided the new hiding-place. He did not believe that a woman of her intelligence would be fool enough to believe that she could keep Lamont hidden at Brightling Terrace, therefore he had now to find out all about Mrs. Everett and all the ramifications of the Everett family. How should he do it? What was the best avenue of approach to a woman of Mrs. Everetts moated and castellated type? No back-door business, anyhow. She was not a door-gossiper, evidently, and now she was on her guard. That effort to stampede her into a show of emotion had been both futile and ill-advised. He might have known that she wasnt the woman to give anything away in a back-door conversation. Well, what then? In what kind of society, on what kind of occasion, if any, did Mrs. Everett open out? He visualized her in various surroundings, and found her invariably grotesque. And then he suddenly had it. Church! The woman shrieked church-worker. She would be greatly respected by all the congregation, but very slightly unpopular because she kept herself to herself, a quality little beloved by the earnest members of work-parties and such Christian activities who, having provided a titbit such as a rumoured bankruptcy among the flock, expect to be offered a decently sized and tolerably luscious titbit in return. Church had placed her, and since she was most certainly not overpopular, her fellow-worshippers would be all the more ready to talk about her.

As Grants eyes closed in sleep, he was deciding whom to send to investigate Mrs. Everett.


Chapter 10 THE BURST TO THE NORTH
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SIMPSON, SAID GRANT, what were you yesterday when you were gathering information about the Ratcliffes?

I was an ex-serviceman with writing-pads, sir.

Oh, well, you can be an ex-serviceman again today. Very self-respecting, clean, with a collar, not a muffler, and out of a job. I want to know about a Mrs. Everett who lives at 98 Brightling Crescent, off the Fulham Road. I dont want any door-to-door business. Shes shy of that, and you must be very careful. She looks as if she attends church. Try that. I think you should find it useful. Bar a club, its the gossipiest community I know of. I want to know, above all, where her friends and relations live. Never mind her correspondence. I can keep an eye on that myself, and, in any case, I have an idea that that isnt likely to be useful. Mrs. Everett was not born yesterday. Get that into your head and remember it. Dont work faster than you can with safety. If she spots you, it will mean that some one else will have to take over, and a promising line of investigation will be spoiled. The minute you get something, let me know, but dont come back here until youve talked to me on the telephone first.

That was how Mr. Caldicott, the clergyman of the Brightlingside Congregational Church, pushing damply at the mower which jibbed at the tough grass of his front lawn and finding the March sun too prodigal of its blessing, became aware that his labours were being viewed by a stranger with a queer mixture of sympathy and envy. Seeing that he had been discovered, the stranger made a sketchy motion towards his cap, in deference evidently to the cloth, and said, Thats hot work on a day like this, sir. Will you let me take a hand?

Now the clergyman was young and very fond of showing that he was not above a good days work. Do you think Im not able to do a job like that myself? he asked, with a strong, brotherly smile.

Oh, no, sir. It isnt that at all. Its only that Id be very glad to earn a copper or two for doing it for you.

Oh? said Mr. Caldicott, his professional instincts aroused. Are you looking for work?

Thats about it, said the man.

Married?

No, sir. Simpson was about to add a pious thanksgiving, but stopped himself in time.

What kind of work are you looking for?

Anything.

Yes, but have you a trade?

I can make shoes, sir, said Simpson, thinking he might as well stick to the truth as far as it served him.

Well, perhaps it would be more sensible if you did the grass and I attended to other duties. Come in and have lunch with me at one oclock.

But that was not at all what Simpson wanted. The kitchen was his objective, not the parsonical conversation of the dining-room. With a masterly confusion he turned hesitatingly from the mower on which he had already laid zealous hands, and stammered, If its all the same to you, sir, Id rather have a bite in the kitchen. You see — Im not used to the other kind.

Come, come, began Mr. Caldicott in brotherly rallying, and Simpson, fearful that his chance of precious gossip was going to be taken from him, could have hit the reverend gentleman.

Please, sir, if you dont mind— he said, with such a wealth of conviction in his tone that the clergyman gave way.

Well, well, he said half testily — had he not exhibited broad-mindedness and the true spirit of brotherhood and had them discounted?— if you really would prefer it. He went away, but before very long he came back, and under pretext of hearing Simpsons history — he catalogued his visitor in a completely unbrotherly fashion as a very respectable fellow — he remained on the pathway until lunchtime, gossiping cheerfully about the things that interested him. He talked about the War — he had been a C.F. at Rouen — about seedlings, and London soot, and shoe-leather — this last as being of possible interest to his listener — and the difficulty he experienced in getting young men to come to church. When Simpson found that his last sermon had proved conclusively that God disapproved of betting, and that those who betted committed a sin against themselves, against their neighbour, and against God, he was not particularly surprised at the paucity of Mr. Caldicotts youthful following.

Now you are young, Mr. Caldicott said. Can you tell me why young men do not like church? But Simpson had no intention of leaving the clergymans house before evening if he could help it, so he refrained from instructing him, and merely shook his head sadly to indicate mournful disapproval. A consciousness of the weekly half-crown that went to enrich the bookmakers instead of the managers of the local Empire made him attack his work with a new zeal, but he was glad when a gong sounded in the house and the clergyman dismissed him with his blessing to the back regions. More than any meal to Simpson was the pursuit of the game he was engaged in.

The clergyman — who, he learned, was a most eligible bachelor — had two maids: a cook-housekeeper and a help, who looked just like every stage and cinema Tweeny. They were delighted to welcome such a presentable male to their board, and in the hour that he took to his meal, Simpson learned more of lower-class suburbia than he had known in a whole lifetime spent among it. But beyond hearing that Mrs. Everett was a stuck-up widow who gave herself airs because her father had been a clergyman, he learned nothing that he wanted to know. When he asked if her father had been clergyman here, they said oh, no, that it had been somewhere in the north. Some one-horse place, he might be sure. Mrs. Everett went to all the church meetings and things, the cook opined, not because she was keen on church, but just to keep every one in mind that her father had been a clergyman. Revolving this really striking elucidation of human motive, Simpson went back to the garden to resume the mowing which was very nearly finished, and presently the clergyman joined him again. They were having a social meeting in the church hall that evening — would Simpson care to come? Simpson thanked him, and said with sincerity that he would be delighted. In that case there were chairs and such impedimenta to be carried from the church into the church hall — would Simpson like to help with them? If he went down after tea, he would find the ladies committee preparing for the event. A ladies committee was the thing above all that Simpson wanted to meet at the moment, and he again expressed his complete willingness, and the clergyman departed.

After an afternoon of border-trimming and gossiping alternately with the cook and the help, who invented excuses to come and talk to him without apparently caring whether he believed the excuses or not, and a kitchen tea which, though more productive than the previous days one in Lemonora Road, lacked the spice provided by his colleagues presence, Simpson betook himself to the church. The church he had already located — a red-brick building of a hideousness so complete that it was difficult to believe that it was accidental. The yellowish brown and ultramarine blue of the stained-glass windows was now decently shrouded by the kindly dusk, but evening had its own horror in the brightly lit church hall, where two or three women were rushing about in the aimless, excited fashion of hens, talking much and achieving little, since none of their number did a thing without one of the others suggesting an amendment, which resulted in the committee immediately going into session. Their debates were protracted beyond the limits of an ordinary mans patience by their constant and insincere deferrings to each other, and after Simpson had watched them from the door for a little, very much as he had watched Mr. Caldicotts efforts with a lawn-mower, he came slowly forward, cap in hand, and called attention to himself. Are you looking for some one? one of them said, and he explained that Mr. Caldicott had sent him down to assist. He was an immediate success. In fact, he was so sought after that he began to feel inordinately pleased with himself — a state of mind which has no business in a member of the Criminal Investigation Department, and which died a sudden death when later in the evening he met his rivals. Reporting them afterwards in camera to Mullins, he used a picturesqueness of phrase which I regret I cannot reproduce, but which left no doubt in Mullins mind as to the type of men who had attended that social. Altogether Simpson was rather bitter about that evening, though why he should have been, I cannot fathom. His red-fair hair and freckles were his passport to happiness — no one could resist them; the pink wash that adorned the walls — it was raspberry, with a touch of cochineal — did not presumably hurt him as it might have hurt more sensitive souls; he was by far the most popular male present; and the information he had come to seek was lying about in chunks waiting to be picked up. But the fact remains that, when the ploy was all over and Mullins said to him, The boss is pleased with you about Brightling Crescent, Simpsons pleasant face twisted in a sneer that did not go with red hair and freckles, and he snarled, yes snarled, Well, I sweated for it!

The social broke up at the eminently respectable hour of nine-forty-five, and Simpson once more helped the committee to play the game of robbing Peter to pay Paul, and then saw home the most gossiping of the females who had been nice to him. So it was on the following morning that Grant interviewed him and heard all that was to be known of Mrs. Everett.

Mrs. Everett was Scotch. Her lack of accent was explained by the fact that she had been for twenty-five years in London, and that initially she came from the West Coast. Her father had been the minister of a Wee Free church in a village on the west coast of Ross, and now her brother was a minister there. Her name was Logan. She had been a widow for fifteen years and had no children. She was not very popular because she kept herself to herself, but she was greatly respected. Not even the fact that she let her rooms to two bookmakers had been sufficient to degrade her in the eyes of the Brightlingside Congregational Church. Sorrell had gone to her on coming out of the Army, and he had not been a bookmaker then, so perhaps she was absolved from any charge of deliberately choosing depravity as a boarder. The two men had not been known personally to any of the church community. They had been regarded from afar, Grant understood, as moral lepers without equal, but the subject of them seemed to have that never-palling attraction that thorough-paced wickedness has for virtue, and no detail of their lives was hidden from people whom the two men had quite certainly not known by sight. The two men, as Mrs. Everett had said — Mrs. Everett, Grant thought, would not lie about something that could be verified! — went everywhere together. Neither had had a girl. They were both very smart according to Brightlingside standards, and Mrs. Everett waited hand and foot on them. Mrs. Everett had no relations in London that any one knew of, but once a year usually she went to Scotland, and if her boarders happened not to be away, engaged and paid some one to look after them.

When Simpson had taken his burnished presence out of the room, Grant sent for the men who had been on duty at Kings Cross and Euston on Monday night, and asked them to describe the suspects they had examined. At the Kings Cross mans tale of a young man with his mother, he halted. Describe the mother, he said, and the man did, quite accurately.

Were there no other possibles on that train?

Oh, yes, the man said, several. He inferred bitterly that the original home of thin, dark men with high cheekbones must be the north of Scotland. They swarmed on all northbound trains.

What made you think he wasnt the man you wanted?

His manner, sir. And the womans. And his case was on the rack, with the initials outside for any one to see — G. L. And he had a golf-bag, and altogether looked too casual.

Well done, Mrs. Everett! thought Grant. It wasnt the man who left the notes in the drawer that thought of the golf-bag. He wondered if leaving the case like that had been deliberate. He could hardly credit that any one would risk unnecessarily the whole success of the thing on such an enormous bluff. It was probably accident.

Where was he going?

There were no labels on his luggage, but the ticket collector had said he was going to Edinburgh.

It did not take Grant long to find out Lamonts probable destination. There were not many Logans in the Church of Scotland, and only one had a church in Rossshire. He was minister of the United Free church in Carninnish — having evidently ratted from the stern faith of his fathers — and Carninnish was a village at the head of a loch on the west coast of the county.

Grant went in to Barker and said, Im going fishing in Scotland for a day or two.

There are more comfortable places than Scotland for hiding your diminished head, said Barker, who knew all about the arrest that had side-slipped.

May be, but the fishing isnt so good. Thats my approximate address. Two days will do me, I expect.

Taking any one along?

No.

I think youd better. Think for a moment what a Highland rural policeman is like.

He can always kill the fish by falling on it — but I dont think it will come to that. I may want some one to take the fish to London, though.

All right. When are you going?

Im going with the seven-thirty from Kings Cross tonight, and Ill be in Inverness before ten tomorrow morning. After that Ill advise you.

Right! said Barker. Good fishing! Dont get stuck on your own hooks.

Grant spent a considerable time arranging for the prosecution of the search in his absence. He had no guarantee that the man who had gone to Carninnish was Lamont. He was going after the suspect himself because he was the only man among the searchers who had actually set eyes on the Levantine. But the search in London would go on as usual. The whole departure for Carninnish might be a huge bluff. Grant had a great respect for Mrs. Everett.

As he was getting his fishing tackle together and looking out his old clothes, Mrs. Field came in with sandwiches and commiseration, neither of which Grant felt to be appropriate. He refused the former on the ground that he would have a very good dinner on the train and a very good breakfast, again on the train, in the morning.

Yes, she said; thats all very well, but look at the long night therell be. You never know the minute youll waken up hungry and be glad of the sandwiches even if its only to pass the time. Theyre chicken, and you dont know when youll have chicken again. Its a terribly poor country, Scotland. Goodness only knows what youll get to eat!

Grant said that Scotland nowadays was very like the rest of Britain, only more beautiful.

I dont know anything about beauty, said Mrs. Field, putting the sandwiches resolutely away in the rug-strap, but I do know that a cousin of mine was in service there once — she went for the season with her people from London — and there wasnt a house to be seen in the whole countryside but their own, and not a tree. And the natives had never heard of tea-cakes, and called scones skons. 

How barbaric! said Grant, folding his most ancient tweed lovingly away in his case.

As the train steamed out of Kings Cross he settled down to the study of a one-inch survey map of the Carninnish district. It gave him a pleasant feeling to be studying a map again. There was quite a distinctive thrill in hunting your man in open country. It was more primitive and more human, less mechanized than the soulless machinery that stretched and relaxed noiseless steel tentacles on Thames bank. It was man against man. There would be a telephone only where there was a post office. And there would be no calling out of reserves to head off any one making a break for it. It was your wit against his — perhaps your gun against his. But Grant hoped that it would not come to that. There would be little satisfaction in bringing a dead man to justice. And the police, in any case, do not look with favour on summary methods in their detectives. He would have to go about it quietly. After all, he was only two days behind the fair. The man could not have arrived at his destination before last night. The longer he had to settle down in, the less suspicious he would become. At first every boulder would hide a detective for him, but as he grew used to the country — and Grant knew the type of country — its complete severance from any outside interests would have its inevitable effect of giving him a false sense of security.

Grant studied the map. The village of Carninnish lay along the south bank of a river — the Finley — where the river joined the sea in Loch Finley. About four miles to the south, a second loch ran into the land, and on the north shore of it was a village slightly larger apparently than Carninnish, called Garnie. That is, Carninnish lay on the north side of a peninsula and Garnie on the south, the distance between them over the peninsula being about four miles by a hilly and third-class road. Grant decided that he would stay at Garnie — there was an hotel there which he knew from hearsay contained a bath — and from there he would keep an eye on Carninnish under pretence of fishing the Finley. Until late at night he pored over the map, until the country grew as familiar to him as if he had known it. He knew from bitter experience that the very best map-reader has to suffer some severe shocks when he comes face to face with reality, but he had the comfortable knowledge that he now knew the district probably much better than the man he was hunting.

And morning brought him nothing but exhilaration. As he opened his eyes on the daylight, through the open chink at the top of his window he could see the brown moors sliding slowly past, and the chug-chug of the hitherto racing train told of its conquest of the Grampians. A clear, cold air that sparkled, greeted him as he dressed, and over breakfast he watched the brown barrenness with its background of vivid sky and dazzling snow change to pine forest — flat black slabs stuck mathematically on the hillsides like patches of woolwork — and then to birches; birches that stepped down the mountain-sides as escort for some stream, or birches that trailed their light draperies of an unbelievable new green in little woods carpeted with fine turf. And so with a rush, as the train took heart on the down grade, to fields again — wide fields in broad straths and little stony fields tacked to hillsides — and lochs, and rivers, and a green countryside. He wondered, standing in the corridor as the train rattled and swerved and swung in its last triumphant down-rush to Inverness, what the fugitive had thought of it all — the Londoner torn from his streets, and the security of buildings and bolt-holes. Sundays on the river would not have prepared him for the black torrents that waited him in the west, nor the freedom of a Surrey common for the utter unnerving desolation of those moors. Had he regretted his flight? He wondered what the mans temperament was. He had been the bright and cheerful one — at least, according to Mrs. Everett. Was he anything more than bright and cheerful? He had cared sufficiently for something to stab a man in the back for it, but that did not argue sensitiveness. To a sensitive man, the horror of being alone and helpless and hunted in a country like this would probably be worse than a cell of familiar bricks and mortar. In the old days in the Highlands, to take to the hills had been synonymous with flying from justice — what the Irish call being on the run. But civilization had changed that completely. Not one criminal in a thousand now fled to the Highlands or to Wales for refuge. A man demanded the means of food and shelter in his retreat nowadays, and a deserted bothy or a cave on the hillside was out of date. If it had not been for Mrs. Everetts promise of sanctuary, not even her will would have got Lamont out of London — Grant felt sure of that. What had Lamont felt when he saw what he had come to?

At Inverness he left the comfort of the through train and crossed the wind-swept platform into a little local affair that for the rest of the morning trundled from the green countryside back into a brown desolation such as had greeted Grant on waking. West and still farther west they trailed, stopping inexplicably at stations set down equally inexplicably in the middle of vast moors devoid of human habitation, until in the afternoon he was bundled out on to a sandy platform, and the train went away into the desolation without him. Here, he was told, he took the mail-car. It was thirty-six miles to Carninnish, and with any luck hed be there by eight the night. It would all depend on how many things they met on the road. It wasnt but a fortnight back that Andy had had the right wheel in the front taken clean off of him by another motorcar, and him with the left wheel half into the ditch and all. Grant was led through a booking-office, and in the gravelled space behind the station beheld the contraption in which he was to spend the next five hours, and which would, with luck on the road, duly deposit him in Garnie. It was quite literally a charabanc. Behind the driving seat were three benches, their penitential qualities inadequately mitigated by cushions, stuffed, apparently, with sawdust and covered in American cloth. There were, amazing as it seemed to him, five other candidates for seats on this conveyance. Grant made inquiries about hiring a car to do the journey, and the expressions on the faces of his audience conveyed to him not only the futility of his quest, but the fact that he had been guilty of a grave error of taste. One did not scorn the mail-car. It was the one significant thing in each day to the dwellers in the thirty-six miles between him and the sea. Grant resigned himself to discomfort, and hoped that comedy would save the journey from boredom. So far comedy had been absent from him. He bagged a seat by the driver and hoped for the best.

As they went along the narrow roads, torn here and there where burns had swept across them in their downward path in spate from the hills, he realized the force of the mans remark about meeting things. There was no room in most places for even a perambulator to pass.

How do you manage when you meet something? he asked the driver.

Well, sometimes we back — and sometimes they back, he said. After about five miles Grant saw this new rule of the road demonstrated when they came face to face with a traction-engine. It was a diminutive specimen of its kind, but formidable enough in the circumstances. On one side was the hill, and on the other a small rocky ravine. With the greatest good humour the driver reversed, and backed his unwieldy vehicle until he could run it into the bank in a siding for road metal. The traction-engine chuffed complacently past, and the journey was resumed. In all the thirty-six miles they met only two more obstacles, both motors. In one case they grazed past by a mutual withdrawing of skirts, the near wheel of the mail-car being in a ditch and the near wheel of the other in a bank of heather and boulders. In the other case the car proved to be a Ford, and with the mongrel adaptability of its kind took without parley to the moor, and with complete insouciance swept bumping past the stationary mail-car what time the drivers exchanged unintelligible greetings. This display of amphibiousness seemed to astonish no one, and though the car was now full to overflowing, no remark was made. It was evidently a daily occurrence.

With the laden state of the car in his mind, Grant wondered what would happen to the people along the road who would have no means of travelling. The same fear had occurred to a little old woman who had been waiting by a roadside cottage for the car. As it slowed down and the driver descended to her assistance she looked scaredly at the crowded benches and said, How are you going to make room, Andy?

Be quiet, said Andy cheerfully; we never left any one yet. Be quiet, Grant learned, was not a reproof in this country, and had nothing to do with its English meaning. It was an expression of half-jocose refutal, and, on occasions, of straightforward admiration tinged with disbelief. On Andys lips it meant that the old lady was what a Lowlander would call haivering. And certainly he was as good as his word. Room was found, and no one seemed to suffer very badly, unless it was the hens in the coop at the back, which had been rolled slightly sideways. But they were still vociferously alive when their proud owner, waiting at the head of a track that led apparently nowhere, claimed them and bore them away in a wheelbarrow.

Several miles before Garnie, Grant smelt the sea — that seaweedy smell of the sea on an indented coast. It was strange to smell it so unpreparedly in such unsealike surroundings. It was still more strange to come on it suddenly as a small green pool among the hills. Only the brown surge of the weed along the rocks proclaimed the fact that it was ocean and not moor loch. But as they swept into Garnie with all the éclat of the most important thing in twenty-four hours, the long line of Garnie sands lay bare in the evening light, a violet sea creaming gently on their silver placidity. The car decanted him at the flagged doorway of his hostelry, but, hungry as he was, he lingered in the door to watch the light die beyond the flat purple outline of the islands to the west. The stillness was full of the clear, far-away sounds of evening. The air smelt of peat smoke and the sea. The first lights of the village shone daffodil-clear here and there. The sea grew lavender, and the sands became a pale shimmer in the dusk.

And he had come here to arrest a man who had committed murder in a London queue!


Chapter 11 CARNINNISH
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GRANT HAD GOT little information from Andy, the mail-car driver, not because the driver was ignorant — after all, he had presumably driven Lamont these thirty-six miles over the hills only two days before — but because Andys desire to find out all about himself was, surprisingly enough, just as strong as his to find out about Lamont, and he brushed aside Grants most hopeful leads with a monosyllable or a movement of his head, and produced instead leads of his own. It was a game that soon palled, and Grant had given him up long before he had resigned himself to knowing no more of Grant. And now the landlord of the Garnie Hotel, interviewed in the porch after breakfast, proved equally unhelpful, this time through genuine ignorance. Where the mail-driver would have been intensely interested in whatever happened at Carninnish, which was his home and his resting-place each night, the landlord was interested only in Garnie, and in Garnie only as it affected his hotel.

Come for some fishing, sir? he said, and Grant said yes, that he had thoughts of fishing the Finley if that were possible.

Yes, the man said; thats just four mile at the back of the hill beyond. Perhaps youll know the country? Grant thought it best to disclaim any knowledge of the district. Well, theres a wee village the other side, on Loch Finley, but youre better here. Its a wee poky place of an hotel they have there, and they have nothing but mutton to eat. Grant said they might do worse. Yes, youd think that the first day, and maybe the second, but by the end of a week the sight of a sheep on the hilld be too much for you. We can send you over in the Ford every day if youre not fond of walking. Youll have a permit, I suppose? Grant said that he had thought there would be some water belonging to the hotel. No; all that water belongs to the gentleman who has Carninnish House. He is a Glasgow stockbroker. Yes, hes here — at least he came a week ago, if hes not gone again.

Well, if I can have the Ford now, Ill go over and see him. Fishing was the only excuse which would allow him to wander the country without remark. What did you say his name was? he asked, as he stepped into a battered Ford alongside a hirsute jehu with a glaring eye.

Hes a Mr. Drysdale, the landlord said. Hes not overgenerous with the water, but perhaps youll manage it. With which cold comfort Grant set off on a still colder drive over the hills to the Finley valley.

Where is the house? he asked the hirsute one, whose name he learned was Roddy, as they went along.

At Carninnish.

Do you mean right in the village? Grant had no intention of making so public an appearance at this early date.

No; its the other side of the river from the village.

We dont go through the village?

No; the bridge is before you come to the village at all.

As they came to the edge of the divide the whole new valley opened maplike before Grants fascinated gaze several hundreds of feet below. There were no fields, no green at all except on the border of the river that ran, a silver thread, through scattered birch to the distant sea-loch. It was a brown country, and the intensity of the seas blue gave it a foreign air — faery lands forlorn, with a vengeance, Grant thought. As they ran seawards down the side of the hill he noticed two churches, and took his opportunity.

You have enough churches for the size of the village.

Well, said Roddy, you couldnt be expecting the Wee Frees to go to the U.F. Thats the U.F. down there — Mr. Logans. He pointed down to the right over the edge of the road, where a bald church and a solid foursquare manse sheltered in some trees by the river. The Wee Free is away at the other end of the village, by the sea.

Grant looked interestedly out of the corner of his eyes at the comfortable-looking house that sheltered his quarry. Nice place, he said. Do they take boarders?

No, Roddy thought not. They let the house for a month in the summer. The minister was a bachelor, and his widowed sister, a Mrs. Dinmont, kept house for him. And his niece, Mrs. Dinmonts daughter, was home for holidays just now. She was a nurse in London.

No word of another inmate, and he could not pursue the subject without making the always curious Highlander suspicious. Many people at the hotel here?

Three, said Roddy. As befitted the retainer of a rival concern there was nothing he did not know about the inn at Carninnish. But though all three were men, none of them was Lamont. Roddy had the history and predilections of all of them at his fingertips.

Carninnish House lay on the opposite side of the river from the village, close to the sea, with the high road to the north at its back. Youd better wait, Grant said, as Roddy pulled up before the door; and with what dignity Roddys method of coming to a halt had left him, he descended on to the doorstep. In the hall was a lean, rather sour-looking man in good tweeds. The stockbrokers got a party, thought Grant. He had quite unconsciously pictured the stockbroking gentleman as round and pink and too tight about the trouser legs. It was therefore rather a shock when the lean man came forward and said, Can I do anything for you?

I wanted to see Mr. Drysdale.

Come in, said the man, and led him into a room littered with fishing tackle. Now Grant had intended quite shamelessly to try sob-stuff on the broker of his imagination, appealing to his generosity not to spoil his holiday; but the sight of the real man made him change his mind. He took out his professional card, and was gratified at the mans surprise. It was a compliment to the perfection of the disguise which his old fishing clothes afforded.

Well, Inspector, what can I do for you?

I want you to be good enough to let me fish in the Finley for a little. Two days at most, I think. I think a man I want is in the neighbourhood, and the only way I can go about without attracting notice is to fish. I thought the hotel at Garnie would have some fishing of their own, but it appears they havent. I wont catch any fish, but I have fished a good deal, and I wont frighten everything in the river.
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To his surprise a smile had come over the dour face of Mr. Drysdale. Inspector, he said, I dont think you can have any idea how unique this occasion is, how utterly unique you are. Even in the 45 they didnt come here looking for any one, and no one, certainly, has done it since. Its simply incredible. A criminal in Carninnish, and a C.I.D. inspector looking for him! Why, drunk and incapable is the most horrible crime that this neighbourhood has known since the flood.

Perhaps my man thought of that, said the inspector dryly. Anyhow, I promise I shant bother you long if you give me the permission to fish.

Certainly you can fish. Anywhere you like. Im going up the river now. Would you care to come with me, and Ill introduce you to the best pools? You might as well have a decent days fishing if youre going to fish at all. Send that madman back to Garnie — Roddy was giggling with a maid in high-pitched Gaelic outside the open window, quite indifferent to the probable proximity of the gentleman— and tell him he neednt come back. Ill send you over in the evening whenever you want to go.

Delighted at the unexpected graciousness on the part of the ill-favoured and reputedly ungenerous one, Grant dismissed Roddy, who received his congé with the grave respect of an A.D.C., but departed in a flurry of high unintelligible cackle flung between himself and the maid. It sounded like the protesting row of an alarmed hen as she rockets over a fence to safety. When the noises had died away, Drysdale began in silence to collect his tackle for the river. He asked no more questions, and Grant was again grateful to him. To break the silence which Drysdale had evidently no intention of breaking, he asked about the state of the river, and soon they were talking fishing with the freedom of two enthusiasts. They proceeded up the right bank of the river — that is, the opposite bank from the village and the manse — and Drysdale pointed out the pools and their peculiarities. The whole tawny, narrow, boulder-strewn river was not more than six miles long. It ran from a hill loch in an impetuous scramble, broken by still pools, to the sea at Carninnish.

I expect youd like to be near the village, Drysdale said, and suggested that the inspector should be left the lower half of the river while he went up to the hill end, where he would probably spend the day; and to that Grant gratefully agreed. As they passed opposite the manse, Grant said, That the manse? Scotch clergymen seem to be very comfortable.

They are, said Drysdale, with emphasis, but did not pursue the subject. Grant remarked on the apparent size of the house, and asked if they took boarders. It would be a good place to stay. Drysdale said that as far as he knew they did not take any one, and he repeated Roddys tale of the summer letting. He took leave of Grant with the abruptness of a shy man, and departed into the landscape, leaving Grant with the comfortable knowledge that he had an ally after his own heart if the need for one should arise.

Grant decided that he would start fishing perhaps two hundred yards above the manse and work slowly down, taking his bearings and keeping an eye on the traffic to and from the house. On his side of the river there was a cart-track that was almost a road, but on the other side there was, as far as he could see, only the path like a sheep-track made by the feet of fishermen and gillies, so that any one coming upriver would come on his side. The manse was surrounded by a stone wall, and faced away from him towards the high road on the other side of the river. Inside the wall was a row of scraggy firs which effectually hid the detail of the house. Only gleams of whitewash and its eight chimneys advertised its presence. At the back the garden wall ran down to the river bank, and in the middle of the wall flanking the river was a small iron gate of the strictly utilitarian pattern popular in the Highlands. Though he could not see the high road immediately in front of the house he had an uninterrupted view of the road on either side. No one could come or go from the house without his being aware of it. And he could stay where he was all day unquestioned and unremarkable. It was an ideal situation. Grant sent the first cast hissing over the brown shining water, and felt that life was good. It was too sunny for fishing, and his prospects of catching anything were meagre in the extreme; but a bigger catch lay to his hand. No one had mentioned that a stranger had arrived at the manse, but just as he had known on the Brixton stairlanding that the rooms were empty, Grant now had a feeling that his man was here.

It was eleven before he began to fish, and for an hour or more no human activity other than his own broke the perfect peace of the morning. The two chimneys of the manse continued to smoke lazily into the bright air. The river babbled its eternal nursery-rhyme song at his feet, and the water slid under his eyes with a mesmeric swiftness. Away to his right beyond the distant bridge the whitewashed houses by the shore showed over the slight rise of the moor, placid and sunlit as a stage setting. Grant began to feel that the whole thing was a picture, like the illustration from which he had first learned French in his youth, and that he was merely stuck down there by the river so that the picture might be complete. He was not Grant of the C.I.D.; he was pêcheur, to be pointed at with a wooden wand that tickled, for the education of some one unknown. A postman coming from the village, leaning heavily and alternately on the pedals of a push-bike, broke the spell. It was still a picture, but he no longer belonged to it. It was a stage setting — one of the tiny exhibition ones — and he was the giant who was going to upset the whole box of tricks. And, even as he thought it, the iron gate in the low wall of the manse swung open, and a girl came out, followed by a man. They shut the gate with difficulty and some laughter, and turned in single file down the footpath towards the bridge. Grant was still nearly a hundred yards above the house, and neither of them had noticed him. The man was dressed in flannel trousers, an old trench-coat, and a cap, and, except for his slightness, was as unlike the figure that had flung itself into the maelstrom of the Strand traffic as might well be. Grant was conscious of slight surprise. Revolving the matter during his long journey north, he had taken for granted that the man would look out of place. A London bookmakers clerk would not be thrown into the western Highlands at a moments notice and look like an habitué. Well, it might not be the man, after all. He hoped that they were making for the bridge and his side of the river, and not for the village. Surely, if they had set out for the village, they would have gone out by the front way and walked along the high road? He watched in suspense until he saw the girl turn to the bridge. But there was still a chance that they were going straight on by the high road past Carninnish House. Grant expelled a thankful breath as once more the girl turned riverwards and her companion joined her. They were coming up the river to him. They would pass only a few yards at his back. Industriously he flung a gleaming cast to the far side of the pool. He must not look their way again. In a minute or two they would have spotted him. He felt grateful to the ancient hat that collapsed more than drooped over his face, and to the shapeless garments that clothed him. His boots, too, were convincing even to the most suspicious eye. It had been no case of dressing the part this time; he was the genuine article, and he was glad of it. There would be no amateurish cast to attract the practised eye of Miss Dinmont — it must be Miss Dinmont. No suggestion of towniness about his clothes to call forth comment and her partners instant interest. Suddenly above the swirl of the water he could hear their voices, raised because of the rivers accompaniment. They were still laughing and animated, and apparently very good friends. Grant did not look round as they passed, nor did he look round immediately they had passed. If he glanced round now, a curious look from the man would have found his face revealed. But as they retreated upriver he watched them. Was it Lamont? He tried to picture the mans walk again. Short of developing a limp, it is almost impossible to disguise a walk successfully. But he could not be sure. And then the man looked back suddenly. Grant was too far away to see his face, but the movement told him all he wanted to know. It was so vivid that, before his reason had time to note it, his mind was back at the bottom of Bedford Street. There was no doubt of it — the man was Lamont. Grants heart sang. Had Lamont known him? He thought not. How could he? It was mere bad conscience that had made him turn. If he asked Miss Dinmont about him, he would hear that no one who was not staying at Carninnish House was allowed to fish the water, and he would be reassured.

And now what? Go to the house when he returned and arrest him straight away? He had the warrant in his pocket. But suddenly he wanted to be assured — assured beyond the possibility of doubt — that Lamont was the man who had murdered Sorrell. They knew that he was the man who had quarrelled with Sorrell before his death. But that was not proof. The link that connected him with the knife was still missing. Before he would risk executing the warrant he wanted to find out if Lamonts left hand bore the scar made by the knife. If it did not, then his case fell to pieces. However certain he himself might be, there must be no gaps in the evidence that would be put before a jury, and as long as there was a possible gap in the evidence, Grant had no intention of arresting any one. He must get himself invited to the manse. It should not be difficult. If all else failed, he could fall into the river and appeal to them to dry him.

He was eating the sandwiches provided by the Garnie Hotel, on a boulder half in and half out of the water, when the couple came back. They went swinging past him down to the bridge and into the village, and presently he saw them reappear and come back to the manse by the high road. It was lunchtime. They were safely occupied for an hour at least, and directly under his eye.

He was carefully wrapping up the remaining sandwiches against a lean time to come when the local policeman appeared from upriver pushing a punctured push-bicycle. He slowed down when he saw Grant — if his previous leisurely progress could admit of any retarding without bringing him to a stop — and as Grant looked up, the last semblance of progression ceased.

Having any luck, sir? asked the policeman. He had a face like a very pink waxwork, round and devoid of expression, and one glance at him made Grant thankful for the discovery of Drysdale. His pale blue eyes were fringed like a dolls, with fine black lashes, and an unconvincing moustache of silky black made a line on his upper lip. His fat, soft body could neither hurry nor take cover; that slow brain would be of no use whatever in an emergency.

Grant admitted that he had caught nothing, but added that he had hardly expected to on such a bright morning.

Yes, thats so, said the man; but it wont be long like that. Theres never a day but theres some rain here. Youll catch a fish before night.

Grant recognized this as the Highlanders usual desire to say the thing he thinks will be acceptable to his hearer. You havent had the best of luck yourself, he said, indicating the tire.

Indeed, I have not. These rods are the very ruin on tires. Not but what I get an allowance for them, you know, but theres others isnt so lucky. Mr. Logan, the minister — he jerked his head over at the manse— was just saying to me the other day that ministers should have a tire-allowance as well as the pollis. He had three tires of his car punctured in one week. It would put even a minister in a temper.

Are there many motors in Carninnish?

Well, Mr. Drysdale has two, as I expect you know, and Mr. Logan has one, but thats all. The other minister has a side-car.

But when some one wanted to hire, what did they do?

Oh, as to that, the hotel had a Ford for visitors. They hired out that when they werent needing it themselves. A Ford in the constables opinion evidently did not come under the heading cars.

Presently the constable said, Theres Mr. Logan away to see the new twins east at Arkless, and Grant saw a rather heavy figure appear on the high road on the Garnie side of the manse and proceed upriver at a businesslike pace.

I thought that road led only over the hill to Garnie, Grant said.

Oh yes, the high road. But where the high road begins to go up the hill theres a track goes off along the river to the crofts you can see from the rod. Thats where hes going evernow, Mr. Logan. And thats why hes walking. Hes not very fond of walking.

The constable stayed for a long time quite contentedly watching Grant fish, evidently glad to find interest for his eyes in a spot usually vacant, and Grant revolved the problem of what he would do if the Logan car appeared suddenly on the high road beyond the manse, bound for Garnie and the south. He would have no guarantee that Lamont was the passenger. It was too far away to identify any one. He would have to make certain of that before he did anything. And then it would be a choice between getting busy on a telephone or giving chase. The hotel Ford, he supposed. Or perhaps Drysdale would lend his car? But the afternoon wore on, the light took that white, hard, unsympathetic look that it does about four oclock, the constable trundled his bicycle away to the village where he could procure the patching materials which he had evidently forgotten, and still no one came from the manse. At five oclock Grant ate his remaining sandwiches, and began to consider what other possibilities there were of cadging an entrance to the manse. The thought of a dip in the river — even if it was only a momentary one — became less and less pleasant as the evening wore on. His thoughts were interrupted and his difficulties miraculously solved by heavy footsteps behind him. He looked round to see Mr. Logan at his back.

The minister gave him a hearty good evening, and his heavy red face with its hooked nose beamed benevolently. It doesnt look as if you have had much luck, he said.

No, Grant said; he had been at it for a whole day, and had had nothing. They would laugh at him when he got back to Garnie.

Oh, youre not staying at Carninnish House?

No, Grant said; he was staying at the hotel at Garnie, but Mr. Drysdale had very kindly given him permission to fish the Finley for a day or two.

Are the Garnie people sending for you?

No, Grant said; he had intended to walk back when he was tired of fishing. It was only four miles or so, and any fish he caught would, of course, be left with Mr. Drysdale.

Its very cold work, and disheartening when youve got nothing, said the minister. Wont you come in and have a hot cup of tea at the manse? My name is Logan. Tea is between half-past five and six, and it should be ready now.

Grant thanked him, and tried not to show an indecent degree of joy at the invitation. Fate was playing into his hands. Once inside the manse and it would be for him to call the tune. It was difficult not to bundle his things together, grab the minister by the arm, and run him the half-mile down the river and back to the house. As it was, he packed up with extra deliberation, dawdled at the ministers pace, which had slackened considerably since the early afternoon, down the track, across the bridge, and along the high road to the front of the manse. As the minister led him down the broad path, cut in stretches of grass to the door, Grants heart quickened perceptibly, and for once he did not smile at himself for a weakness. Ten days ago Barker had handed over this case to him, and he had been presented with a handkerchief, a revolver, and a bloodstained knife. Now, at the other end of the kingdom, he was about to come face to face with the man he wanted.

They divested themselves of their coats and hats in the hall, and Grant could hear through the closed door the chatter and clink of people at tea. Then Mr. Logan stepped over to the door and preceded him into the room.


Chapter 12 CAPTURE
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IT WAS A dining-room, and there were three people having tea at the table: an elderly woman with a faint resemblance to Mrs. Everett, a girl with reddish hair and a pale skin, and the Levantine. Grant had time to note them all from behind the ministers bulk before his hosts making way for him brought him into their view, and he had the exquisite pleasure of seeing his quarry recognize him. For a second Lamonts eyes widened at him, then the blood rushed to his face and as suddenly receded, leaving it deathly pale. The looker-on in Grant thought how Danny Miller would have sneered at such an exhibition — Danny, who would kill a man and not bother to remember it. The Levantine was certainly an amateur at the game — a murderer by accident more than design, perhaps.

I have brought you a visitor, the minister was saying. This is Mr. Grant. I found him fishing, but catching nothing, so I brought him in to get some hot tea. My sister, Mrs. Dinmont. My niece, Miss Dinmont. And a friend of ours, Mr. Lowe. Now, where will you sit?

Grant was given a seat beside Miss Dinmont and facing Lamont. Lamont had bowed to him when introduced, but so far gave no sign of ill-meditated action. Either he was paralysed or he was going to take things quietly. And then as he sat down Grant saw the thing that made his heart leap. Lamonts cup was on the wrong side of his plate. The man was left-handed.

I am so glad you didnt wait, Agnes, Mr. Logan said in a tone which clearly said, I think you might have waited. It was such a fine evening that I crossed by the swing bridge and came home by the other side of the river.

Well, were glad you did, said his niece, because youve brought Mr. Grant, and that makes an uneven number, and so we can put it to the vote. Weve been having a fight as to whether a mixture of race in a person is a good thing or not. I dont mean black and white, but just different stocks of white. Mother says that a single-stock person is the best, of course, but that is because she is solid Highland, back to the flood and before. Logans are Maclennans, you know, and there never was a Maclennan who hadnt a boat of his own. But my father was a Borderer and my grandmother English, and Mr. Lowes grandmother was an Italian, so we are very firmly on the other side. Now, Uncle Robert is sure to side with Mother, being a pure-bred Highlander and having in a pure-bred degree all the stubbornness and stinking pride of his race. So we are looking to you for support. Do say that your ancestry is tartan.

Grant said, quite honestly, that he thought a mixed strain of more value than a pure-bred one. That was, talking of pure-bred as it can exist today. It gave a man a many-sidedness instead of giving him a few qualities in excess, and that was a good thing. It tended to cleverness and versatility, and consequently broad-mindedness and wide sympathies. On the whole, he endorsed Miss Dinmonts and Mr. — er — Lowes point of view.

In view of the lightness of the conversation Grant was astonished at the vehemence and seriousness with which Mr. Logan contradicted him. His race was a fetish with him, and he compared it at length with most of the other nations in western Europe, to their extreme detriment. It was only towards the end of tea that Grant found, to his intense amusement, that Mr. Logan had never been out of Scotland in his life. The despised Lowlanders he had met only during his training for the ministry some thirty years ago, and the other nations he had never known at all. Frustrated in his effort — nobly seconded by Miss Dinmont — to make light conversation, Grant played the part of a Greek chorus to Mr. Logan, and let his thoughts deal with Lamont.

The Levantine was beginning to look a little better. He met Grants eyes squarely, and except for the antagonism in his own, there was nothing remarkable about him. He made no attempt to hide the small scar on his thumb, though he must have known, as he knew about his telltale cup, that it was damning evidence. He had evidently decided that the game was up. It remained to be seen, though, whether he would come quietly when the time came. At least Grant was glad to see that flicker of antagonism in his eyes. It is an unlovely job to arrest a craven. A police officer would much sooner be hacked on the shins than clasped about the knees. There would quite obviously be no knee-clasping on this occasion.

One thing caused Grants heart to harden against the man: the strides he seemed to have made in Miss Dinmonts regard in the three days of his stay. Even yet his quick smile came out to answer hers, and his eyes sought hers oftener than those of any one else at table. Miss Dinmont looked a girl who would be quite able to take care of herself — she had all a red-haired persons shrewdness and capability — but that did not excuse Lamonts lack of decent feeling. Had he merely been preparing an ally? A man on the run for murder does not usually have the spare interest for love-making — more especially if he is an amateur in crime. It was a blatant and heartless piece of opportunism. Well, he should have no chance of appealing to his ally; Grant would see to that. Meanwhile he kept his place in the conversation, and did justice to the fried trout which was the pièce de résistance of five-thirty tea at the manse. The Levantine ate, too, and Grant caught himself wondering what degree of effort was required to swallow each of these mouthfuls. Did he care, or had he got past that? Was his impudent Dont you think so, Mr. Grant? a bluff or the real thing? His hands were quite steady — that thin, dark left hand that had put an end to his friends life — and he did not shirk his part in the conversation. There was obviously to the others no difference between the man who sat there now and the man who had sat there at lunch. The Levantine was doing it well.

At the end of tea, when they began to smoke, Grant offered Miss Dinmont a cigarette, and she raised her eyebrows in mock horror.

My dear man, she said, this is a Highland manse. If you like to come out and sit on a stone by the river, Ill have one, but not under this roof.

The under this roof was obviously a quotation, but her uncle pretended not to hear.

Theres nothing Id like better, Grant said, but its getting late, and as I am walking to Garnie, I think Id better start. Im so grateful to you all for the good ending to my day. Perhaps Mr. Lowe would walk a bit of the way with me? Its early yet, and very fine.

Certainly, said the Levantine, and preceded him into the hall. Grants adieux to his hostess were cut short by the fear that Lamont would have disappeared, but he found him in the hall calmly hoisting himself into the trench-coat he had worn that morning. And then Miss Dinmont came out to join her uncle, who was seeing them off the premises, and Grant had a sudden fear that she was going to offer to accompany them. Perhaps the resolute way in which Lamont kept his back turned to her daunted her a little. It would have been so natural for him to say, Wont you come along too? But he said nothing. Kept his back turned, though he knew she was there. That could only mean that he didnt want her, and the suggestion she had been on the point of making died on her lips. Grant breathed again. He had no desire for a scene with a hysterical female, if it could be avoided. At the gate both men turned to acknowledge the presence of the two at the door. As Grant was replacing his battered hat he saw Lamonts salutation. It was a mere doffing his cap and donning it again, but Grant had not known that any gesture could be so eloquent of farewell.

They walked in silence up the first slight ascent of road until they were well out of sight of the house, at the parting of the ways where the high road went up the hill and the track to the crofts branched off along the river. There Grant halted and said, I think you know what I want you for, Lamont?

What exactly do you mean? asked Lamont, facing him calmly.

I am Inspector Grant from Scotland Yard, and I have a warrant for your arrest for the murder of Albert Sorrell in the Woffington queue on the night of the 13th. I must warn you that anything you say may be used in evidence against you. I want to see that you have nothing on you. Will you take your hands out of your pockets a moment and let me run you over?

Youve made a mistake, Inspector, the man said. I said Id go a bit of the way with you, but I didnt say how far. This is where I get off. His left hand shot out of his pocket, and Grant, expecting a revolver, knocked his hand up as it lifted, but, even as his eyes closed instinctively, he saw and recognized the blue pepper-pot from the manse tea-table. Helpless, half blind, coughing and sneezing, he heard the mans flying feet on the moor-track, and desperately tried to control himself so that he could hear the direction of the retreating sounds. But it was at least two minutes before he could see well enough to be able to follow. A remembrance of that evening in the Strand came to him, and he decided to take his time. No man, even as lightly built as the Levantine was, could run for more than a limited time. There was a radius of possibility bounded by the circumstance of exhaustion point. And judging by the direction he had chosen, when he reached that exhaustion point, the Levantine would be in a country that offered him little means of escape. And, of course, he would be shrewd enough to recognize that. Therefore, the more likely procedure would be that he should repeat the tactics of the Strand evening: lie hidden, probably till darkness made it safe to move, and then return to a better means of escape.

Well, Grant thought, the man who has the higher ground commands the situation. A few yards farther on, a small trickle of water came down the hillside. The valley it made was not deep enough to afford him cover standing up, but, if he bent, it hid his progress up the hillside from any one farther along the moor-tract. With as keen a scrutiny round him as his still smarting eyes would permit, he took to the small gully and, bent double, scrambled up it, stopping every few yards to make sure that nothing was in sight and that he himself was still in adequate cover. Farther up, the gully was bordered by stunted birch, and still farther up it ran through a small plateau thinly wooded with larger birch. Birch in its first mist of green is not ideal cover, but the plateau afforded a first-rate outlook, so Grant decided to risk it. Circumspectly he raised himself from the sandy bank of the stream to the fine turf of the plateau, and crawled across it to the fringe of thick heather that bordered a drop of several feet in the face of the hillside. From this vantage he had the whole immediate sweep of the valley before him, with the exception of a slab to his right, which was hidden by one of the rectangular patches of firwood so typical of the country. The sight of the firwood reassured him. The firwood would be to Lamont what the door on the other side of Bedford Street had been. He had not the faintest doubt that Lamont was lying there now, waiting for him to declare himself on the road somewhere. What puzzled him was what Lamont thought was going to take the place of the busses and the taxis. What hope had he other than the darkness? And he must realize that, if he waited till dark, Grant would have given the alarm. Already the light was beginning to go. Should he abandon his hiding-place and give the alarm, or was that the very thing that Lamont wanted? Would he be playing into Lamonts hands now if he abandoned the watch and went back to raise beaters? He wished he could make up his mind — could see Lamonts play. The more he thought of it, the surer he felt that Lamont was counting on his going back to give the alarm. It was the obvious thing to do. He had given Lamont his chance of going quietly, and he had not taken it, even though his resistance had meant the publication of his true standing; most assuredly, then, he would expect the inspector to be squeamish no longer about his or other peoples feelings, and to go back for help in his capture. That being so, Grant would stay where he was and keep an eye on the country.

For a long time he lay there in the dampish, withered heather, looking through the parted fronds at a tranquil strath. Once the brakes of a car squealed away to his left, where the high road came down the hill, and later he saw the car cross the bridge before the village, run like a small black spider along the road at the back of Carninnish House, and disappear up the coast road to the north. A sheep bleated far away on the hill, and a late lark sang high in the air, where the sun still was. But nothing moved in the valley but the river, and the slow northern twilight began to settle on it. And then something moved. Down by the river it was. Nothing more definite than the sudden flash of water in the river itself, there and gone again. But it was not the river; something had moved. Breathlessly he waited, his heart, pressed against the turf, beating time with the blood in his ears. He had to wait awhile, but what he saw he saw distinctly this time. From behind a huge twelve-foot boulder by the river his quarry slid into sight and disappeared again under the bank. Grant waited again patiently. Was he going to ground there, or was he making for somewhere? Even in his anxiety he was conscious of that amused indulgence with which a human being watches an unconscious wild animal busy about its own affairs — that tickled feeling that all human beings have when they are spying. And presently a gentle movement farther downstream advertised the fact that Lamont was not stationary. He was heading somewhere. And for a townsman he was making a wonderful job of cover. But then, of course, there had been the War — Grant had forgotten that Lamont was old enough to have seen active service. He probably knew all that was to be known about the art of taking cover. Grant had seen nothing that second time — he had merely been conscious of movement. He would probably have seen nothing the first time if there had been a better method of getting from that rock to the shelter of the bank than coming into the open. There was no further sign of movement, and Grant remembered that the left bank of the river would afford good shelter nearly all the way. It was time that he abandoned his seat on the dais and went down into the arena. What could Lamonts plan be? If he held to his present course, he would be back at the manse in a quarter of an hour. Was that where he was making for? Was he going to take advantage of the tenderness he had aroused so farseeingly in the Dinmont girl? A pretty enough plan. If he, Grant, had done as Lamont had suspected, and gone back for help, the last place any one would look for him would be in the manse itself.

Grant swore, and let himself down the gully again as quickly as the going and his desire to remain in cover would allow. He regained the moor-track and hesitated, wondering which was the better plan. Between him and the river stretched a piece of moor, boulder-strewn certainly, but without cover for anything bigger than a rabbit. Only the firwood farther on had enabled Lamont to reach the river unobserved by him. Well, what about going back now and giving the alarm? And catch the man being hidden by the ministers niece? asked the looker-on in him. Well, why not? he demanded angrily of himself: If she hides him, she deserves all thats coming to her. But theres no need for publicity even yet, urged his other half. Make sure it is to the manse he has gone, and then follow and arrest him there.

That seemed sensible enough, and Grant, hoping that no one as far down the river as Lamont was could see him, crossed the little moor to the river at the double. What he wanted was to cross the river. To follow the man down the river-bed was to court certain discovery. He did not want the man to run; he wanted him to go peacefully to ground in the manse, so that he could be pounced upon comfortably. If by any chance he could cross the river, he could keep an eye on the mans progress from the high ground on the other side, could even move parallel with him, if he could come up with him, without the mans being aware that he was being stalked. He looked at the torrent. Time was precious, and a wetting was nothing now. It is one thing to dip oneself in icy water in the cold blood of a high resolution and quite another to plunge into a flood in the heat of a chase. Grant chose a spot where the river was divided into three parts by two large boulders. If he could succeed in negotiating the first one, he could take the second and the bank in a flying leap, and it would not matter very much if he missed the bank as long as his hands caught at it. He would be across. He stepped back a pace or two and measured the distance to the first boulder with his eye. The first was the flatter of the two, and offered a landing-place; the second was pointed, and must be taken on the run. With an inarticulate prayer he launched himself into space, felt his nailed boots slip as they met the stone, recovered himself, felt the stone heeling over to the black pool beneath, leaped again, but knew even as he leaped that the slipping stone had lacked purchase for his spring, met the second stone sideways, and felt his hands on the far bank just in time to prevent himself going in farther than to his waist. Thankful and breathless, he pulled himself out, hastily wrung as much of the water from his heavy tweed trousers as would prevent him from being hampered by its weight, and made for the high ground beyond. Never had the moor appeared so treacherous. Dry tussocks of grass melted under his feet into bog, dead brambles clung with a living tenacity to his wet tweed, hidden branches of birch rose and hit him as he stepped on the nearer end, holes waited for his feet among the heather. It was more like a music-hall turn, he thought ferociously, than a serious attempt to overtake a criminal. Panting, he came to a turn of the river, and flung himself down to reconnoitre. There was his man, about fifty yards above the manse, moving very slowly and cautiously. It occurred to Grant that he, the pursuer, was having the rough time of it, while the pursued kept a pleasant and well-planned course in the open. Well, it wouldnt be for long. The minute the man turned into that little back gate that they were laughing so serenely over this morning, he, Grant, would be out of the heather and doubling down the cart-track by the river as hard as he could go. He had a small automatic in his pocket and a pair of handcuffs, and this time he would use them — both if necessary. His man wasnt armed or he wouldnt have stolen the pepper-pot from the tea-table, but he wasnt taking risks any longer. No ones feelings would be considered any more in this case — his own least of all. Let every female from here to Lands End have hysterics at once — he wouldnt care.

Grant was still fuming and glowering and promising himself all sorts of fancy retributions when the man passed the gate. I have always wished that I could have seen Grants face at that moment — seen the disgruntled anger and resentment of a man who had tried to do things decently, only to have had his decency taken advantage of, change to the sheer unbelieving astonishment of a small boy beholding his first firework. He blinked hard, but the picture remained the same; what he saw was real. The man had passed the gate. He was now at the end of the manse wall, and making for the bridge. What was the fool doing? Yes, Grant thought of him as a fool. He had worked out a perfectly good way of escape for him — to appeal to Miss Dinmont and lie doggo at the manse — and the fool wasnt taking advantage of it. He was near the bridge now. What was he doing? What was in his head? There was purpose in every movement. It was not an aimless or even a particularly furtive progress. He seemed to be too wrapped up in the thought of the business ahead to pay much attention to his present circumstances, beyond an occasional glance behind him up the river-bed. Not that there would be much good looking for cover so near the village. Even at this deserted hour, when every one was eating his evening meal and no one was abroad until, an hour later, they came to smoke pipes in the dusk at the bridge-end, there was always the chance of a passer-by, and any appearance of deliberate hiding would defeat its own ends. The man climbed on to the road beside the bridge, but went neither north to the right nor left towards the village. He crossed the road and disappeared on to the river-bank again. What could he get there? Was he going to work round to the hotel, which stood on the point where the river joined the sea, and try to steal the Ford? But he had obviously expected Grant to give the alarm. He would never venture up from the shore to the garage after waiting so deliberately to let Grant give warning. The shore?

Shore! Good heavens, hed got it! The man had gone for a boat. They would be lying on the deserted shore, out of sight of the village. The tide was in — just on the ebb, in fact — and not a soul, child or adult, would be abroad to witness his departure. Grant hurled himself down the hillside, cursing in a reluctant admiration of the mans ingenuity. Grant knew the west coaster, and he had a shrewd idea how often these boats were used. If you stay in a west-coast village, you find that the scarcest commodity of all is fresh fish. It might be literally days before any one discovered that MacKenzies boat was missing, and even then they would decide that some one had borrowed it, and would save up the rough side of their tongues — a course which involved no expenditure of energy — for the borrower when he should put it back. Had Lamont sat and thought all that out at the tea at the manse, Grant thought, as his feet touched the cart-track, or was it a Heaven-sent inspiration in the moment of need? If he had planned it, he thought, racing down the road to the bridge that seemed so strangely distant, then he had also planned that murder in the queue. When one came to think of it, even if ones grandmother was an Italian, one doesnt carry daggers about on the off-chance of their being useful. The man was a more accomplished villain than he had given him credit for, in spite of his lack of self-control on two occasions.

Long before Grant had reached the cart-track in his first avalanche down the hillside he had decided on his course of action. This morning, when he had emerged from Carninnish House with Drysdale, he had noticed a boathouse just beyond the house itself, and protruding from it, alongside the little jetty that led from its shelter to the sea, was what Grant in retrospect was sure was the stern of a motorboat. If he was right, and Drysdale was at home, and the light held, then Lamont was as good as caught. But there were three ifs in the affair.

By the time he reached the bridge he was very nearly winded. He had come from the other side of the valley, and now down this one in his heavy fishing boots, with his wet tweeds weighing him down. Keen as he was, it required a real effort of will to make him double that last hundred yards up the north road to the gates of Carninnish House. Once there, the worst was over; the house lay only a few yards inside the gate, in the narrow strip between the road and the sea. When Drysdales butler beheld a damp and breathless man at the door, he immediately jumped to conclusions.

It is the master? he said. Whats wrong? Is he drowned?

Isnt he here? said Grant. Damn! Is that a motorboat? Can I have a loan of it? He waved a none too accurate hand towards the boathouse, and the butler looked suspiciously at him. None of the servants had been present at Grants arrival in the morning.

No, you cannot, my lad, said the butler, and the sooner you get out of this, the better it will be for you. Mr. Drysdale will make you look pretty small when he comes, I can tell you.

Is he coming soon? When is he coming?

Hell be here any minute.

But any minutes too late!

Get out! said the butler. And have one less next time.

Look here, said Grant, gripping him by the arm, dont be a fool. Im as sober as you are. Come down here where you can see the sea.

Something in his tone arrested the mans attention, but it was with obvious fear of personal violence that he approached the sea in company with the madman. Out in the middle of the loch was a rowing-boat, being rapidly propelled seawards down the narrow estuary on the ebbing tide.

Do you see that? Grant asked. I want to overtake that boat, and I cant do it in a rowing-boat.

No, you cant, said the man. The tide goes out there like a mill stream.

Thats why I must have the motorboat. Who runs the motor? Mr. Drysdale?

No; I do usually when he goes out.

Come on, then. Youll have to do it now. Mr. Drysdale knows all about me. Ive been fishing the river all day. That man has a stolen boat, to begin with, and we want him very badly for other reasons, so get busy.

Are you going to take all the responsibility of it if I go?

Oh, yes; youll have the law on your side all right. I promise you that.

Well, Ill just have to leave a message — and he darted into the house.

Grant put out a hand to stop him, but was too late. For a second he was afraid that he was not, after all, convinced, and was merely making his escape; but in a moment he was back and they were running across the long, narrow lawn to the boathouse, where Master Robert floated. Drysdale had evidently christened the boat after the horse whose winning of the National had provided the money for her purchase. As the butler was fiddling with the engine, which uttered tentative spurts, Drysdale came round the end of the house with his gun, evidently just back from an afternoon on the hill, and Grant hailed him joyfully, and hurriedly explained what had happened. Drysdale said not a word, but came back to the boathouse with him and said, Its all right, Pidgeon; Ill see to that, and take Mr. Grant out. Will you see that there is a good dinner waiting for two — no, three — when we get back?

Pidgeon came out of the boat with an alacrity he took no trouble to hide. He gave Master Robert a push, Drysdale set the engine going, and with a roar they shot away from the jetty out into the loch. As they swerved round into their course down the loch, Grants eyes fixed themselves on the dark speck against the pale yellow of the western sky. What would Lamont do this time? Come quietly? Presently the dark speck altered its course. It seemed to be making in to the land on the south side, and as it went away from the lighted skyline it became invisible against the background of the southern hills.

Can you see him? Grant asked anxiously. I cant.

Yes; hes making in to the south shore. Dont worry; well be there before he makes it.

As they tore along, the south shore came up to meet them in a fashion seemingly miraculous. And in a moment or two Grant could make out the boat again. The man was rowing desperately for the shore. It was difficult for Grant, unacquainted with distances on water, to measure how far he was from the shore and how far they were from him, but a sudden slackening in Master Roberts speed told him all he wanted to know. Drysdale was slowing up already. In a minute they would have overhauled him. When the boats were about fifty yards apart, Lamont suddenly stopped rowing. Given it up, thought Grant. Then he saw that the man was bending down in the boat. Does he think were going to shoot? thought Grant, puzzled. And then, when Drysdale had shut down the engine and they were approaching him with a smooth leisureliness, Lamont, coatless and hatless, sprang to his feet and then to the gunnel, as if to dive. His stockinged foot slipped on the wet gunnel, his feet went from under him. With a sickening crack that they heard quite distinctly, the back of his head hit the boat and he disappeared under water.

Grant had his coat and boots off by the time they were up to him.

Can you swim? asked Drysdale calmly. If not, well wait till he comes up.

Oh yes, Grant said, I can swim well enough when there is a boat there to rescue me. I think Ill have to go for him if I want him. That was a terrific crack he got. And he went over the side. Six or seven seconds later a dark head broke the surface, and Grant hauled the unconscious man to the boat, and with Drysdales help pulled him in.

Got him! he said, as he rolled the limp heap on the floor.

Drysdale secured the rowing-boat to the stern of Master Robert and set the engine going again. He watched with interest while Grant perfunctorily wrung his wet clothes and painstakingly examined his capture. The man was completely knocked out, and was bleeding from a cut on the back of the head.

Sorry for your planking, Grant apologized as the blood collected in a little pool.

Dont worry, Drysdale said. It will scrub. This the man you wanted?

Yes.

He considered the dark, unconscious face for a while.

What do you want him for, if it isnt an indiscreet question?

Murder.

Really? said Drysdale, very much as though Grant had said sheep-stealing. He considered the man again. Is he a foreigner?

No; a Londoner.

Well, at the moment he looks very much as if he would cheat the gallows after all, doesnt he?

Grant looked sharply at the man he was tending. Was he as bad as that? Surely not!

As Carninnish House swam up to them from across the water Grant said, He was staying with the Logans at the manse. I cant very well take him back there. The hotel is the best place, I think. Then the Government can bear all the bother of the business.

But as they floated swiftly in to the landing-stage, and Pidgeon, who had been on the lookout for their return, came down to meet them, Drysdale said, The man we went for is a bit knocked out. Which room was the fire lit in for Mr. Grant?

The one next yours, sir.

Well, well carry this man there. Then tell Matheson to go over to Garnie for Dr. Anderson, and tell the Garnie Hotel people that Mr. Grant is staying the night with me, and bring over his things.

Grant protested at this unnecessary generosity. Why, the man stuck his friend in the back! he said.

It isnt for him Im doing it. Drysdale smiled, though I wouldnt condemn my worst enemy to the hotel here. But you dont want to lose your man now that youve got him. Judging entirely by appearances, you had a very fine time getting him. And by the time they had lit a smoking fire in one of the glacial bedrooms over there — he indicated the hotel on the point across the river— and got him to bed, your man would be as good as dead. Whereas here there is the room you would have had to wash in, all warm and ready. It is far easier and better to dump the man there. And, Pidgeon! as the man was turning away, keep your mouth entirely closed. This gentleman met with an accident while boating. We observed it, and went out to his assistance.

Very good, sir, said Pidgeon.

So Grant and Drysdale, between them, carried the limp heap upstairs, and rendered first aid in the big firelit bedroom; and then, between them, Pidgeon and Grant got him to bed, while Drysdale wrote a note to Mrs. Dinmont explaining that her guest had met with a slight accident and would stay here for the night. He was suffering from slight concussion, but would they not be alarmed.

Grant had just changed into some things of his hosts, and was waiting at the bedside until dinner should be announced, when there was a knock at the door, and in answer to his Come in, Miss Dinmont walked into the room. She was bareheaded and carried a small bundle under her arm, but appeared to be completely self-possessed.

Ive brought down some things of his, she said, and went over to the bed and dispassionately examined Lamont. For the sake of saying something, Grant said that they had sent for the doctor, but it was in his — Grants — opinion a simple concussion. He had a cut on the back of the head.

How did it happen? she asked. But Grant had been facing this difficulty all the time he was changing out of his own wet things.

We met Mr. Drysdale, and he offered to take us out. Mr. Lowes foot slipped on the edge of the jetty, and the back of his head came in contact with it as he fell.

She nodded. She seemed to be puzzling over something and not to be able to make herself articulate. Well, Im going to stay and look after him tonight. Its awfully good of Mr. Drysdale to take him in. She untied her bundle matter-of-factly. Do you know, I had a presentiment this morning when we were going up the river that something was going to happen. Im so glad its this and nothing worse. It might have been somebodys death, and that would have been incurable. There was a little pause, and, still busy, she said over her shoulder, Are you staying the night with Mr. Drysdale too?

Grant said Yes, and on the word the door opened and Drysdale himself came in.

Ready, Inspector? You must be hungry, he said, and then he saw Miss Dinmont. From that moment Grant always considered Drysdale a first-class intelligence man wasted. He didnt bat an eyelid. Well, Miss Dinmont, were you anxious about your truant? There isnt any need, I think. Its just a slight concussion. Dr. Anderson will be along presently.

With another woman it might have passed muster, but Grants heart sank as he met the Dinmont girls intelligent eye. Thank you for having him here, she said to Drysdale. There isnt much to do till he comes round. But Ill stay the night, if you dont mind, and look after him. And then she turned to Grant and said deliberately, Inspector of what?

Schools, said Grant on the spur of the moment, and then wished he hadnt. Drysdale, too, knew that it was a mistake, but loyally backed him up.

He doesnt look it, does he? But then inspecting is the last resort of the unintellectual. Is there anything I can get you before we go and eat, Miss Dinmont?

No, thank you. May I ring for the maid if I want anything?

I hope you will. And for us if you want us. Were only in the room below. He went out and moved along the corridor, but, as Grant was following, she left the room with him and drew the door to behind her.

Inspector, she said, do you think Im a fool? Dont you realize that for seven years I have worked in London hospitals? You cant treat me as a country innocent with any hope of success. Will you be good enough to tell me what the mystery is?

Drysdale had disappeared downstairs. He was alone with her, and he felt that to tell her another untruth would be the supreme insult. All right, Miss Dinmont, Ill tell you the truth. I didnt want you to know the truth before because I thought it might save you from — from feeling sorry about things. But now it cant be helped. I came from London to arrest the man you had staying with you. He knew what I had come for when I came in at teatime, because he knows me by sight. But when he came with me as far as the top of the road he bolted. In the end he took to a boat, and it was in diving from the boat when we followed that he cut his head open.

And what do you want him for?

It was inevitable. He killed a man in London.

Murder! The word was a statement, not a question. She seemed to understand that, if it had been otherwise, the inspector would have said manslaughter. Then his name is not Lowe?

No; his name is Lamont — Gerald Lamont.

He was waiting for the inevitable feminine outburst of I dont believe it! He wouldnt do such a thing! but it did not come.

Are you arresting him on suspicion, or did he do the thing?

Im afraid there isnt any doubt about it, Grant said gently.

But my aunt — is she — how did she come to send him here?

I expect Mrs. Everett was sorry for him. Shed known him some time.

I only met my aunt once in the time Ive been in London — we didnt like each other — but she didnt strike me as a person to be sorry for a wrongdoer. Id be much more likely to believe she did the thing herself. Then he isnt even a journalist?

No, Grant said; hes a bookmakers clerk.

Well, thank you for telling me the truth at last, she said. I must get things ready for Dr. Anderson now.

Are you still going to look after him? Grant asked involuntarily. Was the outburst of disbelief coming now?

Certainly, said this remarkable girl. The fact that he is a murderer doesnt alter the fact that he has concussion, does it? — nor the fact that he abused our hospitality alter the fact that Im a professional nurse? And even if it werent for that, perhaps you know that in the old days in the Highlands a guest received hospitality and sanctuary even if he had his hosts brothers blood on his sword. It isnt often I boost the Highlands, she added, but this is rather a special occasion. She gave a little catch of her breath that might have been a laugh or a sob, and was probably half one, half the other, and went back into the room to look after the man who had so unscrupulously used herself and her home.


Chapter 13 MARKING TIME
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GRANT DID NOT sleep well that night. There was every reason why he should have slept in all the sublime peace of the righteous man of good digestion. He had finished the work he had come to do, and his case was complete. He had had a hard day in the open, in air that was at once a stimulant and a narcotic. The dinner provided by Drysdale had been all that either a hungry man or an epicure could have wished for. The sea outside his window breathed in long, gentle sighs that were the apotheosis of content. The turf fire glowed soothingly as no flickering bonfire of wood or coals ever does. But Grant slept badly. Moreover, there was discomfort in his mind somewhere, and like all self-analytical people, he was conscious of it and wanted to locate it, so that he could drag it out to the light and say, Goodness, is that all! and find relief and comfort as he had so often done before. He knew quite well how that uneasiness which ruined the comfort of his twelve mattresses of happiness proved on investigation to be merely the pea of the fairy-tale. But, rout round as he would, he could find no reason for his lack of content. He produced several reasons, examined them, and threw them away. Was it the girl? Was he being sorry for her because of her pluck and decency? But he had no real reason to think that she cared for the man other than as a friend. Her undeniable interest in him at tea might have been due merely to his being the only interesting man from her point of view in a barren countryside. Was he overtired, then? It was a long time since he had had a whole days fishing followed by a burst across country at a killing pace. Or was it fear that his man would even yet slip through his fingers? But Dr. Anderson had said that there was no fracture and the man would be able to travel in a day or two. And his chances of escape now werent worth considering, even as hypothesis.

There was nothing in all the world, apparently, to worry him, and yet he had that vague uneasiness in his mind. During one of his periodical tossings and turnings he heard the nurse go along the corridor, and decided that he would get up and see if he could be of any use. He put on his dressing-gown and made for the wedge of light that came from the door she had left ajar. As he went, she came behind him with a candle.

Hes quite safe, Inspector, she said, and the mockery in her tone stung him as being unfair.

I wasnt asleep, and I heard you moving and thought I might be of some use, he said, with as much dignity as one can achieve in the déshabillé of the small hours.

She relented a little. No, thank you, she said; theres nothing to do. Hes still unconscious. She pushed open the door and led him in.

There was a lamp at the bedside, but otherwise the room was dark and filled with the sound of the sea — the gentle hushzsh which is so different from the roar of breakers on an open coast. The man, as she said, was still unconscious, and Grant examined him critically in the light of the lamp. He looked better, and his breathing was better. Hell be conscious before morning, she said, and it sounded more like a promise than a statement.

I cant tell you how sorry I am, Grant said suddenly, that you should have had all this — that you should have been brought into this.

Dont worry, Inspector; Im not at all fragile. But Id like to keep my mother and uncle from knowing about it. Can you manage that?

Oh, I think so. We can get Dr. Anderson to prescribe south treatment for him.

She moved abruptly, and he was conscious of the unhappiness of his phrase, but could see no way of remedying it, and was silent.

Is he a bad lot? she asked suddenly. I mean, apart from—

No, said Grant, not as far as we know. And then, afraid that the green growth he had burned out last night might begin to shoot again, and more pain be in store for her, he added, But he stuck his friend in the back.

The man in the queue? she said, and Grant nodded. Even yet he was waiting momentarily for the I dont believe it. But it did not come. He had at last met a woman whose common sense was greater than her emotions. She had known the man only three days, he had lied to her every hour of these days, and the police wanted him for murder. That was sufficient evidence in her clear eyes to prevent her taking any brief in his favour.

I have just put the kettle on the gas-ring in the bathroom for tea, she said. Will you have some? and Grant accepted and they drank the scalding liquid by the open window, the sea heaving below them in the strangely balmy west-coast night. And Grant went to bed again quite sure that it was not Miss Dinmonts emotions that worried him, but still uneasy about something. And now, writing triumphant telegrams to Barker in the golden morning, with the comfortable smell of bacon and eggs contending amiably with the fragrance of seaweed, he was still not as happy as he should have been. Miss Dinmont had come in, still in the white overall that made her look half surgeon, half religieuse, to say that her patient was conscious, but would Grant not come to him until Dr. Anderson had been? — she was afraid of the excitement; and Grant had thought that eminently reasonable.

Has he just come round? he asked.

No, she said; he had been conscious for some hours, and she went serenely away, leaving Grant wondering what had passed between patient and nurse in those few hours. Drysdale joined him at breakfast, with his queer mixture of taciturnity and amiability, and arranged that he should have a real days fishing as an offset to the distracted flogging of the water which had occupied him yesterday. Grant said that, once Anderson had been and he had heard a report of his man, he would go. He supposed any telegrams could be sent down to him.

Oh, yes; theres nothing Pidgeon likes like being important. Hes in his element at the moment.

Dr. Anderson, a little man in ancient and none too clean tweeds, said that the patient was very well indeed — even his memory was unimpaired — but he would advise Grant, whom he took to be the mans nearest friend, not to see him until this evening. It would be best to give him a day to be quiet in. And since Miss Dinmont seemed determined to look after him, they need have no fear about him. She was an excellent nurse.

When can he travel? asked Grant. Were in a hurry to get south.

If it is very important, the day after tomorrow, perhaps. And seeing Grant look disappointed, Or even tomorrow, if the journey were made comfortable. It all depends on the comfort of the travel. But I wouldnt recommend it till the day after tomorrow at the earliest.

Whats the hurry? Drysdale said. Why spoil the ship for a haporth of tar?

Afraid of loose moorings, Grant said.

Dont worry. The excellent Pidgeon will dote on being head warder.

Then Grant turned to the surprised doctor and explained the truth of the situation. Theres no chance of his getting away if we let him stay here till he is stronger?

Hes safe enough today, Anderson said. The man isnt fit to lift a little finger at the moment. Hed have to be carried if he escaped, and I dont suppose theres any one here who would be willing to carry him.

So Grant, conscious of being entirely unreasonable and at sea with himself, agreed, wrote a second report to Barker to supplement the one he had written on the previous night, and departed to the river with Drysdale.

After a day of wide content, broken only by the arrival of Pidgeons subordinate, a youth with a turned-up nose and ears that stuck out like handles, with telegrams from Barker, they came back to the house between tea and dinner; and Grant, after a wash, knocked at the door that sheltered Lamont. Miss Dinmont admitted him, and he met the black eyes of the man on the bed with a distinct feeling of relief; he was still there.

Lamont was the first to speak. Well, youve got me, he said, drawling a little.

Looks like it, said Grant. But you had a good run for your money.

Yes, agreed the man, his eyes going to Miss Dinmont and coming back at once.

Tell me, what made you dive off the boat? What was the idea?

Because swimming and diving is the thing Im best at. If I hadnt slipped, I could have got to the rocks under water and lain there, with only my nose and my mouth out, until you got tired looking for me, or the dark came. But you won — by a head. The pun seemed to please him.

There was a little silence, and Miss Dinmont said in her clear, deliberate voice, I think, Inspector, hes well enough to be left now. At least, he wont need professional services any longer. Perhaps some one in the house would look after him tonight?

Grant deduced that this was her way of saying that the man was strong enough now to have a more adequate guard, and thankfully agreed. Do you want to go now?

Just as soon as some one can take my place without any one being upset.

Grant rang, and explained the situation to the maid that came. Ill stay if you would like to go now, he said when the maid had gone, and she agreed.

Grant went to the window and stood looking out at the loch, so that, if she wanted to say anything to Lamont, the way was clear, and she began to collect her things. There was no sound of conversation, and, looking round, he saw that she was apparently quite absorbed in the task of leaving nothing behind her, and the man was watching her unblinkingly, his whole being waiting for the moment of her leave-taking. Grant turned back to the sea, and presently he heard her say, Shall I see you again before you go? There was no answer to that, and Grant turned round to find that she was addressing himself.

Oh, yes, I hope so, he said. Ill call at the manse if I dont see you otherwise — if I may.

All right, she said, then I neednt say goodbye just now. And she went out of the room with her bundle.

Grant glanced at his captive and looked away at once. It is indecent to pry too far into even a murderers soul. When he looked back again, the mans eyes were closed and his face was a mask of such unspeakable misery that Grant was unexpectedly moved. He had cared for her, then — it had not been merely opportunism.

Can I do anything for you, Lamont? he asked presently.

The black eyes opened and considered him unseeingly. I suppose it is too much to expect any one to believe that I didnt do it, he said at length.

It is, rather, said Grant dryly.

But I didnt, you know.

No? Well, we hardly expected you to say you did.

Thats what she said.

Who? asked Grant, surprised.

Miss Dinmont. When I told her I hadnt done it.

Oh? Well, its a simple process of elimination, you see. And everything fits in too well for the possibility of a mistake. Even down to this. And picking up Lamonts hand from where it lay on the counterpane, he indicated the scar on the inside of his thumb. Where did you get that?

I got it carrying my trunk up the stairs to my new rooms in Brixton — that morning.

Well, well, said Grant indulgently, we wont argue the affair now, and youre not well enough to make a statement. If I took one now, theyd hold it up to me that I had got it from you when you werent compos mentis.

My statementll be the same whenever you take it, the man said; only, no one will believe it. If they would have believed it, I wouldnt have run.

Grant had heard that tale before. It was a favourite gambit with criminals who had no case. When a man plays injured innocence, the layman immediately considers the possibility of a mistake; but the police officer, who has a long acquaintance with the undoubtedly guilty, is less impressionable — in fact, is not impressed at all. A police officer who was impressed with a hard-luck story, however well told, would be little use in a force designed for the suppression of that most plausible of creatures, the criminal. So Grant merely smiled and went back to the window. The loch was like glass this evening, the hills on either side reflected to their last detail in the still water. Master Robert rode below the boathouse— a painted ship — only that no paint could reproduce the translucence of the sea as it was now.

Presently Lamont said, How did you find where I had come to?

Finger-prints, said Grant succinctly.

Have you got fingerprints of mine?

No, not yours. Im going to take them in a minute.

Whose, then?

Mrs. Everetts.

What has Mrs. Everett got to do with it? the man said, with the first hint of defiance.

I expect you know more about that than I do. Dont talk. I want you to be able to travel tomorrow or the next day.

But look here, you havent done anything to Mrs. Everett, have you?

Grant grinned. No; I think its what Mrs. Everetts done to us.

What do you mean? You havent arrested her, have you?

There was obviously no hope of the man being quiet until he knew how they had traced him, so Grant told him. We found a fingerprint of Mrs. Everetts in your rooms, and as Mrs. Everett had told us she didnt know where your new rooms were, it was a fair conclusion that she had a finger in the pie. We found that her relations stayed here, and then we found the man you fooled at Kings Cross, and his description of Mrs. Everett made things sure. We only just missed you at the Brixton place.

Mrs. Everett wont get into trouble over it, will she?

Probably not — now that weve got you.

I was a fool to run, in the first place. If Id come and told the truth in the beginning, it couldnt be any worse than it is now, and Id have been saved all the hell between. He was lying with his eyes on the sea. Funny to think that, if some one hadnt killed Bert, Id never have seen this place or — or anything.

The anything the inspector took to be the manse. Mm! And who do you think killed him?

I dont know. There wasnt any one I know of whod do that to Bert. I think perhaps some one did it by mistake.

Not looking what they were doing with the needle, as it were?

No; in mistake for some one else.

And youre the left-handed man with a scar on his thumb who quarrelled with Sorrell just before his death, and who has all the money Sorrell had in the world, but youre quite innocent.

The man turned his head wearily away. I know, he said. You dont need to tell me how bad it is.

A knock came to the door, and the boy with the protruding ears appeared in the doorway and said that he had been sent to relieve Mr. Grant, if that was what Mr. Grant wanted. Grant said, Ill want you in five minutes or so. Come back when I ring. And the boy melted, grin last, into the dark of the passage like the Cheshire cat. Grant took something out of his pocket and fiddled with it at the washstand. Then he came over to the bedside and said, Fingerprints, please. Its quite a painless process, so you neednt mind. He took prints of both hands on the prepared sheets of paper, and the man submitted with an indifference tinged with the interest one shows in experiencing something, however mild, for the first time. Grant knew even as he pressed the fingertips on the paper that the man had no Scotland Yard record. The prints would be of value only in relation to the other prints in the case.

As he laid them aside to dry, Lamont said, Are you the star turn at Scotland Yard?

Not yet, said Grant. You flatter yourself.

Oh, I only thought — seeing your photograph in the paper.

That was why you ran last Saturday night in the Strand.

Was it only last Saturday? I wish the traffic had done for me then!

Well, it very nearly did for me.

Yes; I got an awful jolt when I saw you behind me so soon.

If its any comfort to you, I got a much worse one when I saw you arriving back in the Strand. What did you do then?

Took a taxi. There was one passing.

Tell me, the inspector said, his curiosity getting the better of him, were you planning the boat escape all the time at the manse tea?

No; I had no plans at all. I thought of the boat afterwards only because Im used to boats, and I thought youd think of them last. I was going to try to escape somehow, but I didnt think of it until I saw the pepper-pot as I was going out. It was the only way I could think of, you see. Bert had my gun.

Your gun? Was that your gun in his pocket?

Yes; thats what I went to the queue for.

But Grant did not want statements of that sort tonight. Dont talk! he said, and rang for the boy. Ill take any statement you want to give me tomorrow. If theres anything I can do for you tonight, tell the boy and hell let me know.

There isnt anything, thank you. Youve been awfully decent — far more decent than I thought the police ever were to — criminals.

That was so obviously an English version of Raouls gentil that Grant smiled involuntarily, and the shadow of a smile was reflected on Lamonts swarthy face. I say, he said, Ive thought a lot about Bert, and its my belief that, if it wasnt a mistake, it was a woman.

Thanks for the tip, said Grant dryly, and left him to the tender mercies of the grinning youth. But as he made his way downstairs he was wondering why he had thought of Mrs. Ratcliffe.


Chapter 14 THE STATEMENT
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IT WAS NOT at Carninnish, however, that Lamont gave his statement to the inspector, but on the journey south. Dr. Anderson, on hearing what was mooted, pleaded for one more days rest for his patient. You dont want the man to have inflammation of the brain, do you?

Grant, who was dying to have a statement down in black and white, explained that the man himself was anxious to give one, and that giving it would surely harm him less than having it simmering in his brain.

It would be all right at the beginning, Anderson said, but by the time he had finished he would need another day in bed. Take my advice and leave it for the meantime. So Grant had given way and let his captive have still longer time to burnish the tale he was no doubt concocting. No amount of burnish, he thought thankfully, would rub out the evidence. That was there unalterable, and nothing the man might say could upset the facts. It was as much curiosity on his part, he told himself, as fear for his case that made him so eager to hear what Lamont had to say. So he bullied himself into some show of patience. He went seafishing in Master Robert with Drysdale, and every chug of the motor reminded him of the fish he had landed two nights ago. He went to tea at the manse, and with Miss Dinmonts imperturbable face opposite him and an odd pepper-pot alongside the salt on the table, his thoughts were almost wholly of Lamont. He went to church afterwards, partly to please his host, but mainly to avoid what was evidently going to be a tête-à-tête with Miss Dinmont if he stayed behind, and sat through a sermon in which Mr. Logan proved to his own and his congregations satisfaction that the King of kings had no use for the fox-trot; and thought continually of the statement Lamont would give him. When the incredibly dreary noise of Highland praise had faded into silence for the last time, and Mr. Logan had pronounced an unctuous benediction, his one thought was that now he could go back and be near Lamont. It was rapidly becoming an obsession with him, and he recognized the fact and resented it. When Mrs. Dinmont — Miss Dinmont had not come to church — reminded him as she was saying good-night that on the morrow the car would stop at the manse gate to allow them to say goodbye to Mr. Lowe, it came as a shock to him that there was more play-acting to be done before he departed from Carninnish. But things proved easier than he had anticipated. Lamont played up as he had played up during the fateful tea, and neither his host nor his hostess suspected that there was anything more serious amiss than the matter of his health. Miss Dinmont was not present. Dandy said she had already said goodbye to you, and it is unlucky to say goodbye twice, her mother said. She said you had been unlucky enough already. Are you a very unlucky person, then?

Very, said Lamont, with an admirable smile, and as the car moved away, Grant took out the handcuffs.

Sorry, he said brusquely. Its only till we reach the railway. But Lamont merely repeated the word Unlucky! as if, surprisingly, he liked the sound of it. At the station they were joined by a plain-clothes man, and at Inverness had a compartment to themselves. And it was after dinner that night, when the last light was going on the hills, that Lamont, pale and rather ill-looking, offered again to tell them all he knew.

It isnt much, he said. But I want you to know.

You realize that what you say may be used against you? Grant said. Your lawyer would probably want you to say nothing. You see, its putting your line of defence into our hands. And even while he was saying it, he was wondering: Why am I so punctilious? Ive told him already that anything he says may be used against him. But Lamont wanted to talk, and so the constable produced his notebook.

Where shall I begin? Lamont asked. Its difficult to know where to start.

Suppose you tell us how you spent the day Sorrell was murdered — thats a week last Tuesday — the 13th.

Well, in the morning we packed — Bert was leaving for America that night — and I took my things to my new room in Brixton and he took his to Waterloo.

Here the inspectors heart missed a beat. Fool! Hed forgotten all about the mans luggage. He had been so hot on the false scent of the Ratcliffes and then on the trail of Lamont that he hadnt had time to see the thing under his nose. Not that it was of supreme importance, in any case.

That took us till lunchtime. We had lunch in the Coventry Street Lyons—

Whereabouts?

In a corner table on the first floor.

Yes; go on.

All the time we were having lunch we argued as to whether I was going to see him off or not. I wanted to go down to Southampton with him and see him sail, but he wouldnt let me come even to the boat-train at Waterloo. He said there wasnt anything in the world he hated like being seen off, especially when he was going a long way. I remember he said, If a chaps not going far, then theres no need, and if hes going to the other side of the world, then theres no good. Whats a few minutes more or less? Then in the afternoon we went to the Woffington to see Didnt You Know?

What! said Grant. You went to the show at the Woffington in the afternoon?

Yes; that was arranged a long time beforehand. Bert had booked seats. Stalls. It was a sort of final do — celebration. At the interval he told me that he was going to join the pit queue for the evening performance as soon as we got out — he had gone a lot to Didnt You Know? it was a sort of craze; in fact, we both went a lot — and said that wed say goodbye then. It seemed a poor way to me to say goodbye to a pal youd known as well as I knew Bert, but he was always a bit unaccountable, and anyhow, if he didnt want me, I wasnt going to insist on being with him. So we said goodbye outside the front of the Woffington, and I went back to Brixton to unpack my things. I was feeling awfully fed up, because Bert and I had been such pals that I hadnt any others worth mentioning, and it was lonely at Brixton after Mrs. Everetts.

Didnt you think of going with Sorrell?

I wanted to, all right, but I hadnt the money. I hoped for a while that hed offer to lend me it. He knew that Id pay him back all right. But he never did. I was a bit sore about that too. Every way I was pretty fed up. And Bert himself didnt appear to be happy about it. He hung on to my hand like anything when we were saying goodbye. And he gave me a little packet and said I was to promise not to open it till the day after tomorrow — that was the day after he sailed. I thought it was a sort of farewell present, and didnt think anything more about it. It was a little white packet done up in paper like jewellers use, and as a matter of fact I thought it was a watch. My watch was always going crazy. He used to say, If you dont get a new watch, Jerry, you wont be in time for kingdom come even. 

Lamont choked suddenly and stopped. He carefully wiped away the steam on the window and then resumed:

Well, when I was unpacking my things in Brixton, I missed my revolver. I never used the thing, of course. It was just a war souvenir. I had a commission, though you mightnt think it. And I tell you straight Id rather a thousand times be for it wire-cutting, or anything else like that, than be hunted round London by the police. It isnt so bad in the open. More like a game, somehow. But in London its like being in a trap. Didnt you feel that it wasnt so deadly awful out in the country somehow?

Yes, admitted the inspector; I did. But I didnt expect you to. I thought youd be happier in town.

Happy! God! said Lamont, and was silent, evidently living it over again.

Well, prompted the inspector, you missed your revolver?

Yes; I missed it. And though I didnt use it — it used to be kept locked in a drawer at Mrs. Everetts — I knew exactly where I had put it when I was packing. Whereabouts in the trunk, I mean. And as it was only that morning I had packed, I was just taking things out in the reverse order from the way Id put them in, and so I missed it at once. And then I grew frightened somehow — though even yet I cant tell you why. I began to remember how quiet Bert had been lately. He was always quiet, but lately he had been more so. Then I thought he might just have wanted a gun going to a strange country. But then I thought he might have asked for it. He knew Id have given it to him if he asked for it. Anyway, I was sort of frightened, though I couldnt tell you just why, and I went straight back to the queue and found him. He had a good place, about a third of the way down, so I think he had had a boy to keep his place for him. He must have meant all the time to go back on his last night. He was sentimental, Bert. I asked him if he had taken my revolver, and he admitted it. I dont know why I grew so scared then all of a sudden. Looking back, it doesnt seem to be anything to be scared about — your pal having taken your revolver. But I was, and I lost my head and said, Well, I want it back right now. And he said, Why? And I said, Because its my property and I want it. He said, Youre a mean skunk, Jerry. Cant I borrow anything of yours even when Im going half round the world and youre going to stay in little safe old London? But I stuck to having it back. Then he said, Well, youll have a sweet time unpacking my things for it, but Ill give you the key and the ticket. It was only then that it occurred to me that I had taken it for granted that he had the revolver on him. I began to feel small and to feel Id made a fool of myself. I always did things first and thought afterwards, and Bert always thought for ages about a thing, and then would do exactly as he had intended to. We were opposites in lots of ways. So I told him to keep his ticket and the revolver too, and went away.

Now there had been no cloakroom ticket found in Sorrells possession.

Did you see the ticket?

No; he only offered to give it to me.

Next morning I was late because I wasnt used to doing for myself, and I had to make my own breakfast and tidy up, but I didnt hurry because I had no job. I was hoping to get a clerks place when the flat started. It was nearly twelve when I went out, and I wasnt thinking of anything but Bert. I was so fed up with the way wed parted and the fool Id made of myself that I went to a post office and sent a wire to Bert addressed to the Queen of Arabia, saying, Sorry. — Jerry. 

What post office did you send the telegram from?

The one on Brixton High Street.

All right; go on.

I bought a paper and went back to my rooms, and then I saw about the queue murder. It didnt give any description of the man except that he was young and fair, and I didnt connect him with Bert. When I thought of Bert, I always thought of him aboard ship by this time, dyou see? If the man had been shot, Id have been alarmed at once. But stuck with a knife was different.

At this stage Grant looked with incredulous astonishment at Lamont. Was the man by any remotest possibility telling the truth? If not, he was the most cold-blooded wretch Grant had ever had the unhappy lot to meet. But the man appeared unconscious of Grants scrutiny; he seemed wholly absorbed in his story. If this was acting, it was the best Grant had ever seen; and he deemed himself a connoisseur.

On Thursday morning when I was clearing up I remembered Berts parcel, and opened it. And inside was all Berts cash. I was flabbergasted, and somehow I was scared again. If anything had happened to Bert, Id have heard about it — I mean, I thought I would have — but I didnt like it. There was no note with it. He had said when he handed it over, This is for you, and made me promise not to open it till the time he said. I didnt know what to do about it because I still thought of Bert as being on the way to New York. I went out and got a paper. They had all big headlines about the queue murder, and this time there was a full description of the man and his clothes and the contents of his pockets. That was in black type, and I knew at once it was Bert. I got on a bus, feeling sick all over, but meaning to go to Scotland Yard right away and tell them all I knew about it. On the bus I read the rest of the thing. It said that the murder had been done by some one left-handed, and wanted to know who had left the queue. Then I remembered that we had had an argument that any one might have overheard, and that I had all Berts money without a single thing to show how I got it. I got off the bus in an awful sweat, and walked about thinking what was to be done. The more I thought about it, the more it seemed that I couldnt go to Scotland Yard with a tale like that. I was torn between that and letting Bert lie there while the —— skunk that killed him went free. I was about crazy that day. I thought that, if I didnt go, perhaps theyd get on to the track of the right man. And then Id wonder if I was using that as an excuse for not going — funking, you know. My thoughts went round and round like that, and I couldnt come to any decision. On Friday they said the inquest was to be that day, and that no one had claimed to know Bert. There was one time during that day that I very nearly went to the police station, and then, just when the thought of Bert had got my courage up, I remembered what a thin yarn I had about myself. So instead I sent some of Berts money to bury him. Id have liked to say who he was, but I knew that would bring them all about me in a minute. And then next morning I saw they had my description. They were looking for me. Id have gone then of my own accord. Only, in the description it said that the man had a scar on the inside of his finger or thumb. That tore it. I got that scar — he extended his hand— as I told you — carrying my trunk up the stairs to my room. The buckle caught me as I was letting it down. But that tore it all right. Who would believe me now? I waited till it was late afternoon, and then I went to Mrs. Everett. She was the only real friend I had, and she knew me. I told her every last thing about it. She believed me because she knew me, you see, but even she saw that no one who didnt know me would believe me. She called me a fool, or as good as, for not going straight away to tell what I knew. She would have. She ruled us both. Bert used to call her Lady Macbeth, because she was Scotch and used to screw us up to doing things when we were wavering about them. She said all I could do now was to lie low. If they didnt find me, there was always the chance of their getting on to the right man, and afterwards she would give me the money to go abroad. I couldnt use Berts, somehow. When I left her I went all the way into town because I couldnt bear the thought of going back to my rooms with nothing to do but listen for feet on the stairs. I thought I would be safest in a movie show, and I meant to go up to the Haymarket. And then I looked back in the Strand and saw you behind me. You know that bit. I went back to my rooms at once, and didnt stir out of them till Mrs. Everett came on Monday and told me youd been to her. She came to Kings Cross with me and gave me the introduction to the people at Carninnish. You know the rest. After Id been a day in Carninnish I began to think I had a chance, until I saw you come into the room for tea.

He lapsed into silence. Grant noticed that his hands were trembling.

What made you think that the money you say Sorrell left with you was all he had?

Because it was the amount he had in his own private account at the bank. It was I who drew it for him more than a week before he was due to sail. He drew it all but a pound.

Were you in the habit of drawing money for him?

No; hardly ever. But that week he was terribly busy settling affairs at the office and clearing up generally.

Why did he draw it so soon if he did not need it to pay his fare, as he evidently didnt?

I dont know, unless he was afraid he wouldnt have enough in the business account to pay off all the accounts. But he had. He didnt leave a hapenny owing.

Was business good?

Yes; not bad. As good as it ever is in the winter. We do very little National Hunt betting — did, I mean. During the flat it was good enough.

At the end of the winter would be a lean season with Sorrell, then?

Yes.

And you handed the money to Sorrell — when?

Directly I got back from the bank.

You say you quarrelled with Sorrell about the revolver. Can you prove the revolver was yours?

No; how can I? No one knew about it because it was locked up — no one but Bert, I mean. It was loaded, just the way it was when the Armistice came. It wasnt a thing to leave about.

And what do you suggest that Sorrell wanted it for?

I dont know. I havent the remotest idea. I did think of suicide. It looked like that. But then there was no reason for it.

When you said to me at Carninnish that in your opinion a woman had killed Sorrell, what did you mean?

Well, you see, I knew all Berts men friends, and he didnt have any girl ones — I mean girls that are more than acquaintances. But I always thought there might have been a woman before I knew him. He was very quiet about the things he cared about, and he wouldnt have told me in any case. I have seen him sometimes get letters in a womans handwriting, but he never remarked about them, and Bert wasnt the kind you teased about that sort of thing.

Has a letter of that sort arrived for him lately — within the past six months, say?

Lamont thought for a while and said yes, he thought so.

What kind of writing?

Biggish, with very round letters.

You have read the description of the dagger that killed Sorrell. Have you ever handled one like it?

I not only never handled one but I never saw one.

Have you any suggestions as to who or what this hypothetical woman might have been?

No.

Do you mean to say that you were this mans intimate friend for years — actually lived with him for four years — and yet know nothing of his past?

I know quite a lot about his past, but not that. You didnt know Bert or you wouldnt expect him to tell me. He wasnt secretive in ordinary things — only in special things.

Why was he going to America?

I dont know. I told you I thought he hadnt been happy lately. He never was exactly bubbling over, but lately — well, its been more of an atmosphere than anything you could give a name to.

Was he going alone?

Yes.

Not with a woman?

Certainly not, said Lamont sharply, as if Grant had insulted him or his friend.

How do you know?

Lamont hunted round in his mind, evidently at a loss. He was quite obviously facing the possibility for the first time that his friend had intended to go abroad with some one and had not told him. Grant could see him considering the proposition and rejecting it. I dont know how I know, but I do know. He would have told me that.

Then you deny having any knowledge as to how Sorrell met his end?

I do. Dont you think, if I had any knowledge, Id tell you all I knew?

I expect you would! said Grant. The very vagueness of your suspicions is a bad feature in your line of defence. He asked the constable to read out what he had written, and Lamont agreed that it coincided with what he had said, and signed each page with a none too steady hand. As he signed the last he said, Im feeling rotten. Can I lie down now? Grant gave him a draught which he had cadged from the doctor, and in fifteen minutes the prisoner was sleeping the sleep of utter exhaustion, while his captor stayed awake and thought the statement over.

It was an extraordinarily plausible one. It fitted and dovetailed beautifully. Except for its fundamental improbability, it was difficult to fault it. The man had had an explanation for everything. Times and places, even motives fitted. His account of his supposed emotions, from the discovery of the loss of the revolver onwards, was a triumph of verisimilitude. Was it possible, even remotely possible, that the mans statement was true? Was this that thousandth case where circumstantial evidence, complete in every particular, was merely a series of accidents, completely unrelated and lying colossally in consequence? But then, the thinness of the mans story — that fundamental improbability! After all, he had had nearly a fortnight to carve out his explanation, plane it, polish it, and make it fit in every particular. It would be a poor wit that would not achieve a tolerably acceptable tale with life itself at stake. That there was no one to check the truth or otherwise of the vital points was at once his misfortune and his advantage. It occurred to Grant that the only way to check Lamonts explanation was to unearth Sorrells story, for story, Grant felt, there must be. If he could discover that Sorrell really intended suicide, it would go far to substantiate Lamonts story of the purloined revolver and the gift of money. And there Grant pulled himself up. Substantiate Lamonts story? Was there a possibility of such a thing coming to pass? If that were so, his whole case went up in smoke, Lamont was not guilty, and he had arrested the wrong man. But was there within the bounds of possibility a coincidence which would put in one theatre queue two men, both left-handed, both scarred on a finger of that hand, and both acquaintances of the dead man, and therefore his potential murderers? He refused to believe it. It was not the credibility of the mans tale that had thrown dust in his eyes, but the extraordinary credibility of the manner of telling it. And what was that but plausibility!

His mind continued to go round and round the thing. In the mans favour — there he was again! — was the fact that the fingerprints on the revolver and those on the letter containing the money were the same. If the prints he had sent from Carninnish proved to be the same as these, then the mans story was true to that extent. The tale of Sorrells letters from a feminine source could be checked by application to Mrs. Everett. Mrs. Everett evidently believed Lamont innocent, and had gone to considerable lengths in support of her conviction; but then she was prejudiced, and therefore not a competent judge.

Supposing, then, that the mans tale was a concocted one, what combination of circumstances would explain his murdering Sorrell? Was it possible that he had resented his friends departure without offering to help him, so much that he could commit murder for it? But he had Sorrells money in his possession. If he had obtained that money before Sorrell died, he would have no reason for killing him. And if he had not, then the money would have been found in Sorrells possession. Or suppose he had obtained the money by stealing his friends pocketbook during that afternoon, he would still have no urge to murder, and there would have been every reason to keep away from the queue. The more Grant thought of it, the more impossible it became to invent a really good theory as to why Lamont should have murdered Sorrell. Most of all in his favour was that he should have come to so public a place as a theatre queue to expostulate with his friend about something. It was not a usual preliminary to intended murder. But perhaps the murder had not been intended. Lamont did not give the impression of a man who would intend murder for very long at a time. Had the quarrel been not over the revolver at all but about something more bitter? Was there a woman in the case after all, for instance?

For no reason Grant had a momentary recollection of Lamonts face when the Dinmont girl had gone out of the room as if he was not there, and the tones of his voice when he was telling of Sorrells suspected romance, and he dismissed that theory.

But about business? Lamont had evidently felt his comparative poverty very keenly, and had resented his friends lack of sympathy. Was his fed up a euphemism for a smouldering resentment that had blazed into hatred? But — after having had two hundred and twenty-three pounds — no, of course, he didnt know about that until afterwards. That might have been true, that tale of the packet, and he had taken it for granted that it contained the expected watch. After all, one does not expect to be handed two hundred and twenty-three pounds by a departing friend whose whole fortune it is. That was possible to the point of probability. He had said goodbye, and afterwards — but what did he argue about? If he had come back to stab Sorrell, he would not have called attention to himself. And what had Sorrell intended to do? If Lamonts story were true, then the only explanation of Sorrells conduct was intended suicide. The more Grant thought, the more certain he became that only light on Sorrells history would elucidate the problem and prove Lamonts guilt or — incredible! — innocence. His first business when he was back in town would be to do what he had neglected in his hurry to get Lamont — find Sorrells luggage and go through it. And if that yielded nothing, he would see Mrs. Everett again. He would like to meet Mrs. Everett once more!

He took a last look at the calmly sleeping Lamont, and said a last word to the stolidly wakeful constable, and composed himself to sleep, worried, but filled with resolution. This business was not going to be left where it was.


Chapter 15 THE BROOCH
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AFTER A HOT bath, during which he had twiddled his toes in the wavering steam and tried to mesmerize himself into that habitually comfortable frame of mind of a detective officer who has got his man, Grant repaired to the Yard and went to interview his chief. When he came into the great mans presence Barker was complimentary.

Congratulations, Grant! he said. That was very smart work altogether. And he asked for details of the capture which Grant had not, of course, included in his official report, and Grant provided him with a vivid sketch of the three days at Carninnish. The superintendent was highly amused.

Well done! he said. Rather you than me. Careering across bogs was never a sport of mine. It seems you were the right man in the right place this time, Grant.

Yes, said Grant unenthusiastically.

You dont let your emotions run away with you, do you? said Barker, grinning at his unsmiling face.

Well, its been luck, mostly, and I made one bad break.

What was that?

I found out that Sorrell had really intended to go to America — at least, that he had booked a berth — and I forgot that his belongings would be lying at a terminus waiting to be examined.

That doesnt sound a very vital mistake to me. You knew who the man was and who his friends were. What more could you find out that would help you to Lamont?

Nothing about Lamont. It was because I was so hard on Lamonts trail that I forgot about the luggage. But I want to know more about Sorrell. To tell you the truth, he added in a sudden burst, Im not very happy about this case.

Barkers jaw dropped just a little. Whats wrong? he said. Its the clearest case the Yard has had for some time.

Yes; on the surface. But, if you dig a bit, there seems to be more than meets the eye.

What do you mean? That there was more than one in it?

No; I mean that theres just the barest possibility that weve got the wrong one.

For a little there was silence. Grant, said Barker at last, I never knew you lose your nerve before. You need a holiday. I dont think scooting across moors can be good for you. Perhaps the jogging movement is addling to the brain. You certainly have lost your critical faculty.

Grant could find nothing to say except Well, heres the statement he gave us last night, and he handed it over. While Barker was reading it, he crossed to the window, gazed at the patch of green and the river in the sun, and wondered if he were making a complete fool of himself to be worrying when he had a good case. Well, fool or no fool, he would go along to Waterloo as soon as his chief had finished with him, and see what he could pick up there.

When Barker dropped the statement with a little flop on to the table, Grant turned eagerly to see what effect it had had on him. Well, said that worthy, it leaves me with a strong desire to meet Mr. Lamont.

Why? asked Grant.

Because Id like to see in person the man who tried sob-stuff on Inspector Grant and got away with it. The unimpressionable Grant!

Thats how it strikes you, is it? Grant said gloomily. You dont believe a word of it?

Not a word, said Barker cheerfully. Its about the thinnest story Ive known put up for some time. But then I should think the man was hard put to it to find any way out of the evidence at all. He did his damnedest — I will say that for him.

Well, look at it from the other way, and can you think of a reasonable explanation for Lamonts killing Sorrell?

Tut, tut, Grant, youve been at the Yard for I dont know how many years, and youre looking at this late stage for reasonable murders. You need a holiday, man. Lamont probably killed Sorrell because the way he ate had got on his nerves. Besides, it isnt any of our business to fit psychology to people or to provide motives or anything of that sort. So dont worry your head. Fit them with good watertight evidence and provide them with a cell, and thats all we have to bother about.

There was a short silence, and Grant gathered up his papers preparatory to taking his leave and getting along to Waterloo.

Look here, said Barker out of the silence, all joshing apart — do you believe the man didnt do it?

I dont see how he could not have, Grant said. Theres the evidence. I cant say why Im uneasy about the thing, but that doesnt alter the fact that I am.

Is this an example of the famous flair? said Barker, with a return to his former manner.

But Grant would not be other than serious this morning. No; I think its just that I have seen Lamont and talked to him when he was telling his story, and you havent.

Thats what I said to begin with, Barker reminded him. Lamont has tried a sob-story on you and put it over. . . . Put it out of your head, Grant, until you get even a tittle of evidence to substantiate it. Flair is all very well, and I dont deny that you have been uncanny once or twice, but it has always been more or less in accordance with the evidence before, and in this case it most emphatically isnt.

Thats the very thing that makes me worry most. Why should I not be pleased with the case as it stands? What is it that makes me not pleased? There is something, but Im blowed if I can see what it is. I keep feeling that something is wrong somewhere. I want something that will either tighten up the evidence against Lamont or loosen it.

Well, well, said Barker good-humouredly, go ahead. Youve done so well so far that you can afford to play yourself for a few days more. The evidence is good enough for the police court — or any other kind of court, for that of it.

So Grant betook himself through the sunny, busy morning to Waterloo, trailing a little cloud of discontent behind him as he went. As he stepped from the warm pavement into the cool vault of the best but saddest of all London stations — the very name of it reeks of endings and partings — gloom sat on his face like a portent. Having obtained the necessary authority to open any luggage that Sorrell might have left, he repaired to the left-luggage room, where a highly interested official said, Yes, sir, I know them. Left about a fortnight ago, they were, and led him to the luggage in question. It consisted of two well-worn trunks, and it occurred to Grant that neither was labelled with the Rotterdam-Manhattan companys labels as they should have been if Sorrell had intended going aboard at Southampton. Nor were they addressed at all. On ordinary labels on each was written in Sorrells writing, A. Sorrell, but nothing else. With his own keys and a slight quickening of heart he opened them. Below the top garment in the first were Sorrells passport and tickets for the voyage. Why had he left them there? Why not have taken them with him in a pocketbook? But alongside them were the labels supplied by the company for the labelling of passengers luggage. Perhaps for some reason Sorrell had meant to open the trunk again before going down on the boat-train, and had postponed labelling it till then. And had left his tickets and passport there as being safer than a pocketbook in a queue.

Grant continued his examination. There was no further indication that Sorrell had not intended to go abroad as he said. The clothes were packed with a care and neatness that surely argued a further use for them. There was method, too, in the manner of their disposition. The articles which would presumably be needed first were there to hand, and the less necessary ones farther down. It was difficult, looking at the packing, to believe that Sorrell had not intended to take out the articles himself at some future time. And there was no information, no letters, no photographs. That last struck Grant as the only remarkable thing about the luggage — that a man who was going abroad should have no souvenirs of any sort with him. And then he came on them, packed at the bottom between two shoes — a little bundle of snapshots. Hastily he untied the piece of string that held them together, and looked them through. At least half of them were photographs of Gerald Lamont, either alone or with Sorrell, and the rest were old army groups. The only women in the collection were Mrs. Everett and some VADs who seemed to be incidental to the army groups. Grant almost groaned aloud in his disappointment — he had untied that string with such mighty if vague hopes — but when he had tied up the bundle again he put it in his pocket. VADs might be incidental in a group, but individually they were women and, as such, not to be despised.

And that was all! That was all he was going to get from the luggage he had been banking so heavily on. Troubled and disappointed, he began to put the things back as he had found them. As he lifted a coat to fold it, something fell from a pocket and rolled along the floor of the left-luggage room. It was a small blue velvet case such as jewellers use for their wares. No terrier is quicker on a rat than Grant was on that small slowly revolving box, and no girls heart beat at the opening of a velvet case as Grants heart beat at the opening of that one. A press with his thumb and the lid flew up. On the deep blue lining lay a brooch such as women wear in their hats. It was made from small pearls in the form of a monogram, and was very simple and rather beautiful. M. R., said Grant aloud. Margaret Ratcliffe.

His brain had said it before his thoughts had time to gather round it. He stared at the trinket for a little, took it up from its velvet bed, turned it in his hand, and put it back again. Was this his clue, after all? And did these common-enough initials point to the woman who kept stumbling into this case so persistently? It was she that had stood behind Sorrell when he was killed; it was she that had booked a berth on the same day on the same ship to the same destination as Sorrell; and now the only thing of value found among his belongings was a brooch with her initials. He examined it again. It did not look the kind of thing that is sold by the dozen, and the name on the box was not that of a firm usually patronized by impecunious young bookmakers. It was that of a Bond Street firm of good reputation, with wares corresponding in price. He thought that, on the whole, his best step would be to go and see Messrs. Gallio & Stein. He locked up the trunks, put the brooch in his pocket with the snapshots, and departed from Waterloo. As he mounted the stairs of a bus he remembered that Lamont had said that the notes he had been given by Sorrell had been wrapped in white paper such as jewellers use. One more good mark for Lamont. But if Sorrell were going abroad in the company of, or because of, Margaret Ratcliffe, why should he hand over such a sum to Lamont? Mrs. Ratcliffe had money of her own, Simpson had reported, but no man started out to live on the woman he was eloping with, even if he was sorry to leave his friend in comparative poverty.

The business of Messrs. Gallio & Stein is conducted in a small and rather dark shop in Old Bond Street, and Grant found but one assistant visible. As soon as Grant opened the blue box the man recognized the brooch. It was he that had dealt with the customer about it. No; they did not have them in stock. It had been made to order for a Mr. Sorrell, a young fair man. It had cost thirty guineas, and had been finished — he consulted a book — on the 6th, a Tuesday, and Mr. Sorrell had called and paid for it and taken it away with him on that date. No; the assistant had never see the man before. He had described what he wanted, and had made no fuss about the price.

Grant went away thinking deeply, but no nearer a solution. That a man in Sorrells position had been willing to pay thirty guineas for an ornament argued infatuation of an extreme type. He had not presented it to the object of his devotion up to the time of his departure. That meant that it could be presented only after he had left Britain. It was packed deep in his trunk. He had no friends in America that any one knew of. But — Margaret Ratcliffe was going out by the same boat. That woman! How she came into things! And her entry, instead of making things clearer, merely made the muddle worse than before. For muddle Grant was now convinced there was.

It was nearly lunchtime, but he went back to the Yard because he was expecting a message from the post office. It was there waiting for him. On the morning of the 14th (Wednesday) a telegram had been handed in at Brixton High Street post office addressed to Albert Sorrell on board the Queen of Arabia, and reading Sorry. — Jerry. It had presumably been delivered, since there had been no word to the contrary, but it was not unlikely that, in the shoal of telegrams attending the departure of a big liner, if it had not been claimed, it might have been mislaid.

So thats that! said Grant aloud; and Williams, who was in attendance, said, Yes, sir, accommodatingly.

And now what? He wanted to see Mrs. Ratcliffe, but he did not know whether she had returned home. If he rang to inquire, she would be forewarned of his renewed interest in her. He would have to send Simpson again. Mrs. Ratcliffe would have to wait for the moment. He would go and see Mrs. Everett instead. He gave Simpson his instructions, and after lunch went down to Fulham.

Mrs. Everett opened the door to him, with no sign of fear or embarrassment. From the expression of her eyes, her hostility was too great to permit of her harbouring any other emotion. What line should he take with her? The stern official one would be useless both from the point of impressing her and from the point of extracting information; the dead man had done well to call her Lady Macbeth. And a magnanimous overlooking of the part she had played in Lamonts escape would also have no effect. Flattery would earn nothing but her scorn. It occurred to him that the only method of dealing with her to any advantage was to tell her the truth.

Mrs. Everett, he said, when she had led him in, we have a case that will hang Gerald Lamont, but Im not satisfied myself with the evidence. So far, I havent caught Lamont out in a misstatement, and there is just the faintest possibility that his story is true. But no jury will believe it. It is a very thin tale, and, told baldly in a court of law, would be beyond belief. But I feel that a little more information will tip the scales one way or another — either prove Lamonts guilt beyond a doubt or acquit him. So Ive come to you. If hes innocent, then the chances are that the extra information will go to prove that, and not his guilt. And so Ive come to you for the information.

She examined him in silence, trying to read his motive through the camouflage of his words.

Ive told you the truth, he said, and you can take it or leave it. It isnt any softness for Gerald Lamont that has brought me here, I assure you. Its a matter of my own professional pride. If theres any possibility of a mistake, then Ive got to worry at the case until Im sure Ive got the right man.

What do you want to know? she said, and it sounded like a capitulation. At least it was a compromise.

In the first place, what letters habitually came for Sorrell, and where did they come from?

He got very few letters altogether. He had not many friends on these terms.

Did you ever know letters addressed in a womans hand come for him?

Yes; occasionally.

Where were they posted?

In London, I think.

What was the writing like?

Very round and regular and rather large.

Do you know who the woman was?

No.

How long had the letters been coming for him?

Oh, for years! I dont remember how long.

And in all these years you never found out who his correspondent was?

No.

Did no woman ever come to see him here?

No.

How often did the letters come?

Oh, not often! About once in six weeks, perhaps, or a little oftener.

Lamont has said that Sorrell was secretive. Is that so?

No, not secretive. But he was jealous. I mean jealous of the things he liked. When he cared very much about a thing he would — hug it to himself, if you know what I mean.

Did the arrival of the letters make any difference to him — make him pleased or otherwise?

No; he didnt show any feeling that way. He was very quiet, you know.

Tell me, said Grant, and produced the velvet case, have you ever seen that before? He snapped it open to her gaze.

M. R., she said slowly, just as Grant had done. No; I never saw it before. What has that got to do with Bertie?

That was found in the pocket of a coat in Sorrells trunk.

She put her worn hand out for it, looked at it with curiosity, and gave it back to him.

Can you suggest any reason why Sorrell should commit suicide?

No, I cant. But I can tell you that about a week before he left to go — left here — a small parcel came by post for him. It was waiting for him when he came home one evening. He came home that night before Jerry — Mr. Lamont.

Do you mean as small a parcel as this?

Not quite, but as big as that would be with wrapping round it.

But the man in Gallio & Steins had said that Sorrell had taken the brooch away with him. Can you remember what day that was?

I wouldnt swear to it, but I think it was the Thursday before he left.

On Tuesday, Sorrell had taken the little parcel from the jeweller, and on Thursday evening the little parcel had been delivered at Sorrells rooms. The inference was obvious. The woman had refused his offering.

What was the writing on the parcel like?

It was addressed only on the label, and the address was printed.

Did Sorrell show any emotion on opening it?

I wasnt there when he opened it.

Then afterwards?

No; I dont think so. He was very quiet. But then he was always quiet.

I see. When did Lamont come and tell you what had happened?

On Saturday.

You knew before then that the man in the queue was Sorrell?

No; the description of the man wasnt published in full until Thursday, and I naturally thought that Bert had sailed on Wednesday. I knew that Jerry would have been with him up to the last minute, so I didnt worry. It was only when I saw the description of the man the police wanted that I put the two descriptions together and began to wonder. That was on Saturday.

And what did you think then?

I thought, as I think now, that there was a very bad mistake somewhere.

Will you tell me what Lamont told you? He has made a statement to us already.

She hesitated a moment and then said, Well, I cant see that things can be worse than they are, and told him the story Lamont had told her. To the smallest detail it coincided with what he had told Grant and the constable in the train coming south.

And you didnt find anything fishy in such a story?

I dont know that I would have believed the story from a stranger — she was extraordinarily like her niece at that moment, the inspector thought— but, you see, I know Jerry Lamont.

But you knew Sorrell very much longer, and didnt know the things that mattered in his life.

Yes, but that was Bertie. Length of time has nothing to do with it. I heard about everything that happened to Jerry, girls included.

Well, thank you for telling me all you did, Grant said as he stood up. If nothing you have said helps Lamont very much, at least it doesnt incriminate him any further. Did you ever have any reason to think that Sorrell wasnt going to America at all?

Do you mean that he was going somewhere else?

No; I mean that, if he contemplated suicide, his going to America might have been an elaborate blind.

I certainly dont think that. Im sure he intended to go to America.

Grant thanked her again, and went back to the Yard. From Simpson he learned that Mrs. Ratcliffe and her sister were still at Eastbourne, and there was no word of their return.

Does Mr. Ratcliffe go up and down to Eastbourne, then?

No; Mr. Ratcliffe had been down only once since they were there, and then he didnt stay the night.

Did you find out what the quarrel was about?

No; the maid apparently had not known. From the secret amusement that radiated from Simpsons freckled face Grant deduced that the interview with the Ratcliffe maid had been more amusing than informative, and he dismissed him dolefully. He would have to go down to Eastbourne and see Mrs. Ratcliffe — accidentally; but tomorrow he would have to attend the Lamont case at the police court. It would be a purely formal occasion, but he would have to be there. There was no time to go down to Eastbourne tonight, and get back, with any hope of obtaining the casual kind of meeting with Mrs. Ratcliffe that he contemplated. But, if the case was over quickly tomorrow, he would go straight down there. He wished duty did not call him to the court. That was routine, and the visit to Mrs. Ratcliffe was not — it was a hunt, a sporting chance, a gamble. He wanted so badly to see what Margaret Ratcliffes face would look like when he showed her the monogrammed brooch.


Chapter 16 MISS DINMONT ASSISTS
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GOWBRIDGE POLICE COURT is at no time a cheerful building. It has the mouldering atmosphere of a mausoleum combined with the disinfected and artificial cheerfulness of a hospital, the barrenness of a schoolroom, the stuffiness of a tube, and the ugliness of a meetinghouse. Grant knew it well, and he never entered it without an unconscious groan, not for the sorrows that hung about it like invisible webs, but for his own sorrow in having to pass a morning in such surroundings. It was on occasions such as a morning in Gowbridge Police Court that he was wont to refer to his profession as a dogs life. And today he was in a bad mood. He found himself looking with a jaundiced eye on the rank and file of the force as represented by those on duty in the court, on the hearty and self-sufficient magistrate, on the loafers on the public benches. Conscious of his nauseated mental condition, he hunted round as usual for the reason with a view of banishing it and, after a little cogitation, ran it to earth. He was unhappy about giving his evidence! At the bottom of his heart he wanted to say, Wait a bit! Theres something here that I dont understand. Just wait till I find out a little more. But, being a police inspector with perfectly good evidence and the countenance of his superiors, he could not do that. He could not qualify what he had to say with any remarks of that sort. He glanced across the court to where the lawyer who had Lamonts case was sitting. Lamont would want some bigger guns than that when he came up for his trial at the Old Bailey or he wouldnt have a dogs chance. But big guns cost money, and lawyers are professional men, not philanthropists.

Two cases were summarily dealt with, and then Lamont was brought into court. He looked ill, but was perfectly collected. He even acknowledged the inspectors presence with a slight smile. His arrival created a stir in the public part of the court. There had been no press warning that the case would be dealt with there today, and all those present were either curious idlers or friends of principals in other cases. Grant had looked for Mrs. Everett, but she was not there. Lamonts sole friend in court seemed to be the paid one who had charge of his interests. Nevertheless, Grant looked again now for a sign of personal interest on any face. He had found before now that useful information can be obtained from the expressions of presumed strangers in the body of a court. But a careful scrutiny revealed nothing; nothing but curiosity was apparent on any countenance in the audience. But as he left the box, after giving his evidence, he saw a newcomer at the back of the court, and the newcomer was Miss Dinmont. Now Miss Dinmonts holiday did not finish for a week yet, and she had said at that fateful manse tea that since she had holidays only once a year she spent them all at home; and as he sat down Inspector Grant was marvelling at the girl who would not soften towards a man she believed to be guilty of a terrible thing, but who would cut short her holiday and travel five hundred miles to hear the evidence for herself. Lamont had his back to her, and it was unlikely, unless he deliberately looked round the room as he went out, that he would be aware of her presence. She caught the inspectors eye upon her, and bowed to him, unperturbed. In her neat, dark tailor-made and small hat she looked the complete, self-possessed, charming woman of the world. She might have been a writer looking for copy, for all the emotion she showed. Even when Lamont was remanded and led out of court, her good-looking face was not stirred. They were very alike, aunt and niece, Grant thought; that was probably why they did not like each other. He went up to her as she was leaving and greeted her.

Are you doing anything, Miss Dinmont? Come and have lunch with me, will you?

I thought inspectors lived on tablets of condensed beef extract, or something like that, during the day. Do they really have time to sit down to a meal?

Not only that, but they have a very good one. Come and see! And she smiled and came.

He took her to Laurents, and over the meal she was quite frank about her change of plans. I couldnt stay in Carninnish after what happened, she said. And I had an itch to hear the court proceedings, so I just came. I have never been in a court of law in my life before. It isnt an impressive spectacle.

Not a police court, perhaps, he admitted; but wait till you see a big trial.

I hope I never shall — but it seems that Im going to. You have a beautiful case, havent you?

That is the word my chief uses about it.

And dont you agree? she asked quickly.

Oh, yes, certainly. To admit to Mrs. Everett that he was not satisfied was one thing, but he was not going to blazon it abroad. And this independent girl was certainly abroad.

Presently she mentioned Lamont directly. He looks bad, she said judicially, using bad in her professional sense. Will they look after him in prison?

Oh, yes, said Grant; they take very good care of them.

Is there any chance of their badgering him? Because I warn you he wont stand any badgering as he is now. Either hell be seriously ill or hell say that he did it.

Then you dont believe he did?

I think its unlikely, but Im quite aware that the fact that I think so doesnt make it so. I just want him to get a fair deal.

Grant remarked on her matter-of-fact acceptance of his word at Carninnish as to the mans guilt.

Well, she said, you knew much more about it than I did. I never saw him till three days previously. I liked him — but that didnt make him guilty or innocent. Besides, Id rather be a brute than a fool.

Grant considered this unfeminine pronouncement in silence, and she repeated her question.

Oh, no, Grant said; this isnt America. And in any case, he has made his statement, as you heard, and he is not likely to change his mind or make another.

Has he any friends?

Only your aunt, Mrs. Everett.

And who will pay for his defence?

Grant explained.

Then he cant have any of the good ones. That doesnt seem to me particularly fair — for the law to keep famous lawyers to do their prosecuting and not famous lawyers to defend poor criminals.

Grant grinned. Oh, hell have a fair deal, dont you worry. It is the police who are harried round in a murder case.

Did you never, in all your experience, know a case where the law made a mistake?

Yes, several, Grant admitted cheerfully. But they were all cases of mistaken identity. And thats not in question here.

No; but there must be cases where the evidence is nothing but a lot of things that have nothing to do with each other put together until they look like something. Like a patchwork bedcover.

She was getting too hot to be comfortable in her search after enlightenment, and Grant reassured her and unostentatiously changed the subject — and presently fell silent; a sudden idea had occurred to him. If he went down to Eastbourne alone, Mrs. Ratcliffe, however casual his appearance, might be suspicious of his bona fides. But if he appeared with a woman companion he would be accepted at once as off duty, and any suspicion his presence might arouse would be lulled until he could get Mrs. Ratcliffe completely off her guard. And the whole success of the expedition depended on that — that she should be unprepared for any demonstration on his part.

Look here, he said, are you doing anything this afternoon?

No; why?

Have you done your good deed for the day?

No, I think Ive been entirely selfish today.

Well, get it off your chest by coming down to Eastbourne with me this afternoon as my cousin, and being my cousin till dinner. Will you?

She considered him gravely. I dont think so. Are you on the track of some other unhappy person?

Not exactly. Im on the track of something, I think.

I dont think so, she said slowly. If it were just fun, Id do it like a shot. But when it means something I dont know for some one Ive never met — you see?

I say, I cant tell you about it, but if I give you my word that youll never regret it, will you believe me and come?

But why should I believe you? she said sweetly.

The inspector was rather staggered. He had commended her lack of faith in Lamont, but her logical application of it to himself disconcerted him.

I dont know why, he admitted. I suppose police officers are just as capable of fibbing as any one.

And considerably more unscrupulous than most, she added dryly.

Well, its just a matter for your own decision, then. You wont regret coming. Ill swear to that, if you like — and police officers are not given to perjury, however unscrupulous they may be.

She laughed. That got you, didnt it? she said delightedly. And after a pause, Yes, Ill come and be your cousin with pleasure. None of my cousins are half as good-looking. But the mockery in her tone was too apparent for Grant to find much pleasure in the compliment.

They went down through the green countryside to the sea, however, in perfect amity, and when Grant looked up suddenly and saw the downs he was surprised. There they stood in possession of the landscape, like some one who has tiptoed into a room unheard, and startles the occupant by appearing in the middle of the floor. He had never known a journey to the south coast pass so quickly. They were alone in the compartment, and he proceeded to give her her bearings.

I am staying down at Eastbourne — no, I cant be, Im not dressed for the part — weve both come down for the afternoon, then. I am going to get into conversation with two women who know me already in my professional capacity. When the talk turns on hat brooches I want you to produce this from your bag, and say that you have just bought it for your sister. Your name, by the way, is Eleanor Raymond, and your sisters is Mary. That is all. Just leave the brooch lying round until I arrange my tie. That will be the signal that I have had all I want.

All right. What is your first name, by the way?

Alan.

All right, Alan. I nearly forgot to ask you that. It would have been a joke if I had not known my cousins name! . . . Its a queer world, isnt it? Look at those primroses in the sun and think of all the people in terrible trouble this minute.

No, dont. That way madness lies. Think of the pleasantly deserted beach were going to see in a few minutes.

Do you ever go to the Old Vic? she asked, and they were still telling each other how wonderful Miss Baylis was when they ran into the station; and Grant said, Come on, Eleanor, and, grabbing her by the arm, picked her from the carriage like a small boy, impatient to try a spade on the sands.

The beach, as Grant had prophesied, was in that pleasantly deserted condition that makes the south-coast resorts so attractive out of the season. It was sunny and very warm, and a few groups lay about on the shingle, basking in the sun in an aristocratic isolation unknown to summer visitors.

Well go along the front and come back along the beach, Grant said. They are bound to be out on a day like this.

Heaven send they arent on the downs, she said. I dont mind walking, but it would take till tomorrow to quarter these.

I think the downs are ruled out. The lady I am interested in isnt much of a walker, I should say.

What is her name?

No, I wont tell you that until I introduce you. You are supposed not to have heard of her, and it will be better if you really havent.

They walked in silence along the trim front towards Holywell. Everything was trim, with that well-ordered trimness that is so typically Eastbourne. Even the sea was trim — and slightly exclusive. And Beachy Head had the air of having been set down there as a good finish off to the front, and of being perfectly conscious of the fact. They had not been walking for more than ten minutes when Grant said, Well go down to the beach now. Im almost certain we passed the couple I want some time ago. They are down on the shingle.

They left the pavement and began a slow foot-slipping stroll back to the piers again. Presently they approached two women who were reclining in deck-chairs facing the sea. One, the slighter one, was curled up with her back to Miss Dinmont and the inspector, and was apparently reading. The other was snowed round with magazines, writing-pad, sunshade, and all the other recognized paraphernalia of an afternoon on the beach, but she was doing nothing and appeared to be half asleep. As they came abreast of the chairs the inspector let his glance fall casually on them and then stopped.

Why, Mrs. Ratcliffe! he said. Are you down here recuperating? What glorious weather!

Mrs. Ratcliffe, after one startled glance, welcomed him. You remember my sister, Miss Lethbridge?

Grant shook hands and said, I dont think you know my cousin—

But the gods were good to Grant that day. Before he could commit himself, Miss Lethbridge said in her pleasant drawl:

Good heavens, if it isnt Dandie Dinmont! How are you, my dear woman?

Do you know each other, then? asked Grant, feeling like a man who has opened his eyes to find that one more step would have taken him over a precipice.

Rather! said Miss Lethbridge. I had my appendicitis in a room at St. Michaels, and Dandie Dinmont held my head and my hand alternately. And she held them very well, I will say that for her. Shake hands with Miss Dinmont, Meg. My sister, Mrs. Ratcliffe. Whod have thought you had cousins in the force!

I suppose you are recuperating too, Inspector? Mrs. Ratcliffe said.

You could call it that, I suppose, the inspector said. My cousin is on holiday from Mikes, and I have finished my case, so we are making a day of it.

Well, it isnt teatime yet, said Miss Lethbridge. Sit down and talk to us for a little. I havent seen Dandie for ages.

Youll be glad to have that awful case off your hands, Inspector, her sister said as they subsided on the shingle. She spoke as though the murder had been just as much of an event in Grants life as it had been in hers, but the inspector let it pass, and presently the talk veered away from the murder and went via health, restaurants, hotels, and food to dress, or the lack of it.

I love your hat brooch, said Miss Dinmont idly to her friend. I can think of nothing but hat brooches this afternoon, because weve just been buying one for a mutual cousin who is getting married. You know — like getting a new coat and seeing peoples coats as you never saw them before. I have it here somewhere. She reached for her bag without altering her reclining position, and rummaged in it until she produced the blue velvet box. What do you thing of it? She opened it and extended it to them.

Oh, lovely! said Miss Lethbridge, but Mrs. Ratcliffe said nothing for a little.

M. R., she said at last. Why, the initials are the same as mine. What is your cousins name?

Mary Raymond.

Sounds like a goody-goody heroine out of a book, remarked Miss Lethbridge. Is she goody?

No, not particularly, though shes marrying an awful stodge. You like it, then?

Rather! said Miss Lethbridge.

Beautiful! said her sister. May I have a look at it? She took the case in her hands, examined the brooch back and front, and handed it back. Beautiful! she said again. And most uncommon. Can you get them ready-made, so to speak?

Grants infinitesimal shake of the head answered Miss Dinmonts cry for help. No, we had it made, she said.

Well, shes a lucky devil, Mary Raymond, and if she doesnt like it, she has very poor taste.

Oh, if she doesnt like it, said Grant, she can just fib and say she does, and well never be a bit the wiser. All women are expert fibbers.

 Ark at im! said Miss Lethbridge. Poor disillusioned creature!

Well, isnt it true? Your social life is one long series of fibs. You are very sorry — You are not at home — You would have come, but — You wish some one would stay longer. If you arent fibbing to your friends, you are fibbing to your maids.

I may fib to my friends, said Mrs. Ratcliffe, but I most certainly do not fib to my maids!

Dont you? said Grant, turning idly to look at her. No one, to see him there, with his hat tilted over his eyes and his body lounging, would have said that Inspector Grant was on duty. You were going to the United States the day after the murder, werent you? She nodded calmly. Well, why did you tell your maid that you were going to Yorkshire?

Mrs. Ratcliffe made a movement to sit erect and then sank back again. I dont know what youre talking about. I most certainly never told my maid I was going to Yorkshire. I said New York.

That was so patently possible that Grant hastened to get in first with, Well, she thinks you said Yorkshire, before Mrs. Ratcliffe inevitably said, How do you know?

There isnt anything a police inspector doesnt know, he said.

There isnt anything he wont do, you mean, she said angrily. Have you been walking out with Annie? I shouldnt be surprised if you suspected me of having done the murder myself.

I shouldnt wonder, said Grant. Inspectors suspect all the world.

Well, I suppose I can only give thanks that your suspicions led to nothing worse than walking out my maid.

Grant caught Miss Dinmonts eyes on him under the short brim of her hat, and there was a new expression in them. The conversation had given away the fact that Mrs. Ratcliffe had some connexion with the queue murder, and Miss Dinmont was being given furiously to think. Grant smiled reassuringly at her. They dont think Im nice to know, he said. But at least you can stick up for me. Justice is the thing I live for. Surely she must see, if she thought about it, that his inquiries in this direction could not be very incriminating to Lamont. The chances must be the other way about.

Lets go and have tea, Miss Lethbridge said. Come along to our hotel. Or shall we go somewhere else, Meg? Im sick of anchovy sandwiches and currant cake.

Grant suggested a tea-shop which had a reputation for cakes, and began to bundle Mrs. Ratcliffes scattered belongings together. As he did so, he let the writing-pad drop so that it fell open on the sand, the first sheet exhibiting a half-written letter. Staring up at him in the bright sunlight were the round large letters of Mrs. Ratcliffes script. Sorry! he said, and restored the block to the pile of papers and magazines.

Tea as a gastronomic function might have been a success, but as a social occasion Grant felt that it failed miserably. Two out of his three companions regarded him with a distrust of which he could not fail to be conscious, and the third — Miss Lethbridge — was so cheerfully determined to pretend that she was not aware of her sisters ill humour that she tacitly confessed her own awareness of tension. When they had taken leave of each other, and Grant and his companion were on their way to the station in the fading light, he said, Youve been a brick, Miss Dinmont. Ill never forget it. But she did not answer. She was so quiet on the way home that his already discontented thoughts were further distracted. Why couldnt the girl trust him? Did she think him an ogre to make such unscrupulous use of her as she suspected. And all the time his looker-on half was smiling sardonically and saying, You, a police inspector, asking for trust! Why, Machiavelli was fastidious compared with a C.I.D. man.

When Grant was at war with himself his mouth had a slight twist in it, and tonight the twist was very marked. He had found not one definite answer to the problems that troubled him. He did not know whether Mrs. Ratcliffe had recognized the brooch or not. He did not know whether she had said New York to her maid or not. And though he had seen her writing, that helped to no conclusion; a large percentage of women wrote large and very round hands. Her pause at sight of the brooch might have been merely the pause while she read the twined initial. Her veiled questions as to its origin might have been entirely innocent. On the other hand, they most emphatically might not. If she had anything to do with the murder, it must be recognized that she was clever and not likely to give herself away. She had already fooled him once when he dismissed her so lightly from his mind on the first day of the investigations. There was nothing to prevent her from going on fooling him unless he found a damning fact that could not be explained away.

What do you think of Mrs. Ratcliffe? he asked Miss Dinmont. They were alone in the compartment except for a country yokel and his girl.

Why? she asked. Is this merely making conversation, or is it more investigation?

I say, Miss Dinmont, are you sore with me?

I dont think that is the correct expression for what I feel, she said. It isnt often I feel a fool, but I do tonight. And he was dismayed at the bitterness in her voice.

But theres not the slightest need, he said, genuinely distressed. You did the job like a professional, and there was nothing in it to make you feel like that. Im up against something I dont understand, and I wanted you to help me. Thats all. Thats why I asked you about Mrs. Ratcliffe just now. I want a womans opinion to help me — an unbiased womans opinion.

Well, if you want my candid opinion, I think the woman is a fool.

Oh? You dont think shes clever, deep down?

I dont think she has a deep down.

You think shes just shallow? But surely— He considered.

Well, you asked me what I thought, and Ive told you. I think shes a shallow fool.

And her sister? Grant asked, though that had nothing to do with the investigations.

Oh, she is different. She has any amount of brain and personality, though you mightnt think so.

Would you say that Mrs. Ratcliffe would commit a murder?

No, certainly not!

Why not?

Because she hasnt got the guts, said Miss Dinmont elegantly. She might do the thing in a fit of temper, but all the world would know it the next minute, and ever afterwards as long as she lived.

Do you think she might know about one and keep the knowledge to herself?

You mean the knowledge of who was guilty?

Yes.

Miss Dinmont sat looking searchingly at the inspectors impassive face. The lights of station lamps moved slowly over and past it as the train slid to a halt. Eridge! Eridge! called the porter, clumping down the deserted platform. The unexpectant voice had died into the distance, and the train had gathered itself into motion again before she spoke.

I wish I could read what you are thinking, she said desperately. Am I being your fool for the second time in one day?

Miss Dinmont, believe me, so far I have never known you do a foolish thing, and Im willing to take a large bet I never shall.

That might do for Mrs. Ratcliffe, she said. But Ill tell you. I think she might keep quiet about a murder, but there would have to be a reason that mattered to herself overwhelmingly. Thats all.

He was not sure whether the last two words meant that that was all that she could tell him, or whether it was an indication that pumping was to cease; but she had given him food for thought, and he was quiet until they ran into Victoria. Where are you living? he asked. Not at the hospital?

No; Im staying at my club in Cavendish Square.

He accompanied her there against her wish, and said good night on the doorstep, since she would not be persuaded to dine with him.

You have some days of holiday yet, he said, with kindly intention. How are you going to fill them in?

In the first place, Im going to see my aunt. I have come to the conclusion that the evils one knows are less dreadful than the evils one doesnt know.

But the inspector caught the glint of the hall light on her teeth, and went away feeling less a martyr to injustice than he had for some hours past.


Chapter 17 SOLUTION
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GRANT WAS DISCONSOLATE. His radiance was dimmed as the Yard had never known it dimmed. He even snapped at the faithful Williams, and only the surprised hurt on that bland pink face recalled him to himself for a little. Mrs. Field blamed it unconditionally on the Scots: their food, their ways, their climate, and their country; and said dramatically to her husband, after the manner of a childish arithmetic, If four days in a country like that makes him like this, what would a month do? That was on the occasion when she was exhibiting to her better half the torn and muddy tweeds that Grant had brought back with him from his foray in the hills; but she made no secret of her beliefs and her prejudices, and Grant suffered her as mildly as his worried soul would permit. Back in the everyday routine and clearing-up arrears of work he would stop and ask himself, What had he left undone? What possible avenue of exploration had he left untravelled? He tried deliberately to stop himself from further questioning, to accept the general theory that the police case was too good to be other than true, to subscribe to Barkers opinion that he had nerves and needed a holiday. But it was no use. The feeling that there was something wrong somewhere always flowed back the minute he stopped bullying himself. If anything, the conviction grew as the slow, unproductive, tedious days passed, and he would go back in his mind to that first day, little more than a fortnight ago, when he had viewed an unknown body, and go over the case again from there. Had he missed a point somewhere? There was the knife that had proved so barren a clue — an individual thing to be so unproductive. Yet no one had claimed to have seen or owned one like it. All it had done was to provide the scar on the murderers hand — a piece of evidence conclusive only when allied with much more.

There was this, there was that, there was the other, but all of them stood the strain of pulling apart, and remained in their separate entities what they had been in the pattern of the whole; and Grant was left, as before, with the belief, so strong and so unreasonable that it amounted to superstition, that the monogrammed brooch in Sorrells pocket was the key to the whole mystery; that it was shouting its tale at them, only they could not hear. It lay in his desk with the knife now, and the consciousness of it was with him continually. When he had nothing to do for the moment he would take both it and the knife from the drawer and sit there mooning over them, as the sympathetic Williams reported to his subordinate. They were becoming a fetish with him. There was some connexion between the two — between the offering that Sorrell had made to a woman and the knife that had killed him. He felt that as strongly and distinctly as he felt the sunlight that warmed his hands as he played with the objects on the table. And yet both his own reason and that of others laughed at the idea. What had the brooch to do with the affair! Gerald Lamont had killed Sorrell with a small Italian knife — his grandmother had been Italian, and if he hadnt inherited the knife he had probably inherited the will to use one — after a quarrel in a queue. On his own showing he resented Sorrells departure from Britain, leaving him jobless and more or less penniless. Sorrell had had the money to pay for his passage, but had not offered it. And on his own showing he had not known that Sorrell had given him any money until two days after the murder. Where did a pearl monogrammed brooch come into that? The little silver-and-enamel knife was a pièce de résistance in the case — a prince of exhibits. It would be photographed, paragraphed, and discussed in every house in England, and the little crack on its boss handle would hang a man. And all the time that pearl brooch, which would not appear in the case at all, glowed a silent and complete refutal of all their puny theories.

It was utterly ridiculous. Grant hated the sight of the thing, and yet he went back again and again to it as a man does to a mocking mistress. He tried shutting his eyes — his favourite resort in a difficulty — and either distracted himself with amusement, or buried himself in work for long periods at a time; but always when he opened his eyes again it was the brooch he saw. That had never happened before — that he had opened his eyes again and seen no new angle in a case. It was borne in on him that either he was obsessed or he had reached the last angle in the case — the vital one — and that it told him nothing; it was there for him to read, and he did not know how to.

Suppose, he would think, just suppose that the murder was an emissarys work after all, and not the result of the quarrel in the queue, what type of person would an emissary be? Not one of those nearest the murdered man, certainly. But no one else had had access to the queue except the policeman, the doorkeeper, and Lamont. Or had there been another who had made his escape unnoticed? Raoul Legarde had gone, and Lamont had gone, without attracting notice — the one because the queue was self-absorbed, the other because it was absorbed in the murder. Was it possible that there had been still another? He reminded himself how indifferent to their surroundings the various witnesses had proved themselves to have been. Not one of them had been able to give an adequate account of the people who had stood next them, with the exception of Raoul Legarde, who was more critical because he was a stranger to England, and an English crowd was still an entertainment to him. To the others it had been no entertainment, and they had not bothered about their neighbours; they had had all the self-absorption of Londoners and habitual queue-goers. It was still possible that some one else had got away without being remembered. And if that were so, what chance was there now of his being captured? What possible clue had they?

The brooch, said his other self, the brooch!

On Friday, Lamont was again brought up at Gowbridge Police Court, and his counsel protested, as Grant had foreseen, about the statement that had been taken from Lamont. Grant had expected him to protest as a matter of form, but it was evident that he was protesting from conviction. He had become aware of the use the Crown might make of Lamonts admission that he had resented Sorrells departure. The magistrate said that he could see no evidence of coercion on the part of the police. The prisoner had been evidently not only willing but anxious to make a statement. But Lamonts counsel pointed out that his client had been in no mental or physical condition to make such an important statement. He was barely recovered from a bad concussion. He was not in a fit state to . . .

And so the wordy, futile argument went on, and the two people whom it most concerned — Grant and Lamont — sat bored and weary, waiting till the spate of words should cease and they could depart, the one to his cell and the other to his work and his ever-present problem. Miss Dinmont was in the now crowded court again, and this time there was no doubt of her graciousness to Grant. Her interview with her aunt seemed to have had the strange effect of softening her in every way, and Grant, remembering Mrs. Everett, marvelled. It was only on the way back to the Yard that it occurred to him that her aunts belief in Lamont had bred in her a hope that had nothing to do with reason or logic, and that it was the hope that had given her that queer unusual charm that was almost radiance. And Grant swore. She might hope that after all Lamont was not guilty, but what would that avail her if he were convicted?

That pearl brooch! What was it saying? Who had had access to the queue? He flung himself into his room and glared out of the window. He would give up the service. He wasnt fit for it. He kept seeing difficulties where others saw none. It was pure proof of incompetence. How Barker must be laughing at him! Well, let him. Barker had about as much imagination as a paving-stone. But then he, Grant, had too much of it for the police force. He would resign. There would be at least two people who would be grateful to him — the two men who hankered most after his job. As for this case, he would think no more of it.

And even as he made the resolution he turned from the window to take the brooch from its drawer yet once again, but was interrupted by the entrance of Barker.

Well, said his chief, I hear theyre making a fuss about the statement.

Yes.

What good do they think thats going to do them?

Dont know. Principle, I suppose. And they see a few admissions that we could make use of, I think.

Oh, well, let them wriggle, Barker said. They cant wriggle out of the evidence. Statement or no statement, weve got them on toast. Still worrying over the business?

No; Ive given it up. After this Im going to believe what I see and know, and not what I feel.

Splendid! said Barker. You keep a rein on your imagination, Grant, and youll be a great man some day. Once in five years is often enough to have a flair. If you limit it to that, its likely to be an asset. And he grinned good-naturedly at his subordinate.

A constable appeared in the doorway, and said to Grant, A lady to see you, sir.

Who is it?

She wouldnt give her name, but she said it was very important.

All right. Show her in.

Barker made a movement as if to go, but subsided again, and there was silence while the two men waited for the new arrival. Barker was lounging slightly in front of Grants desk, and Grant was behind it, his left hand caressing the handle of the drawer that sheltered the brooch. Then the door opened, and the constable ushered in the visitor with an official repetition of his announcement, A lady to see you, sir.

It was the fat woman from the queue.

Good afternoon, Mrs. — Wallis. Grant recalled her name with an effort; he had not seen her since the inquest. What can I do for you?

Good afternoon, Inspector, she said, in her rampant Cockney. I came because I think this business has gone far enough. I killed Bert Sorrell, and Im not going to let any one suffer for it if I can elp it.

You— said Grant, and stopped, staring at her fat shining face, beady eyes, tight black satin coat, and black satin toque.

Barker glanced at his subordinate and, seeing him utterly at a loss — really, Grant must have a holiday — he took command of the situation. Sit down, Mrs. — Wallis, he said kindly. Youve been thinking too much about this affair, havent you? He brought forward a chair and settled her into it rather as though she had come to consult him about heartburn. It isnt good to brood over nasty things like murders. What makes you think you killed Sorrell?

I dont think, she said rather tartly. I didnt make any doubt about it, did I? A very good job it was.

Well, well, said Barker indulgently, let us say How do we know you did it?

How do you know? she repeated. What do you mean? You didnt know till now, but now Ive told you and you know.

But, you know, just because you say youve done it is no reason that we should believe you have, Barker said.

Not believe me! she said, her voice rising. Do people usually come and confess to murdering people when they didnt?

Oh, quite often, said Barker.

She sat in surprised silence, her bright, expressionless dark eyes darting swiftly from one face to the other. Barker raised a comical eyebrow at the still silent Grant, but Grant hardly noticed him. He came from behind the desk as if loosed suddenly from a spell that had held him motionless, and came up to the woman.

Mrs. Wallis, he said, will you take off your gloves a moment?

Come now, thats a bit more sensible, she said, as she drew off her black cotton gloves. I know what youre looking for, but its nearly gone now.

She held out her left hand, gloveless, to him. On the side of her first finger, healed but still visible in the rough skin of her hard-worked hand, was the mark of a jagged scar. Grant expelled a long breath, and Barker came over and bent to examine the womans hand.

But, Mrs. Wallis, he said, why should you want to kill Sorrell?

Never you mind, she said. I killed im, and thats enough.

Im afraid it isnt, Barker said. The fact that you have a small scar on your finger is no proof at all that you had anything to do with Sorrells death.

But I tell you I killed im! she said. Why wont you believe me? I killed im with the little knife my usband brought home from Spain.

So you say, but we have no proof that what you say is true.

She stared hostilely at them both. Youd think you werent police at all to listen to you, she remarked. If it werent for that young man youve got, Id walk home right now. I never knew such fools. What more do you want when Ive confessed?

Oh, quite a lot more, Barker said, as Grant was still silent. For instance, how could you have killed Sorrell when you were in front of him in the queue?

I wasnt in front of im. I was standing behind im all the time till the queue began to move up tight. Then I stuck the knife in im, and after a little I shoved in front, keepin close to im all the time so he shouldnt fall.

This time Barker dropped his complaisant manner and looked at her keenly. And what was Sorrell to you that you should stick a knife in him? he asked.

Bert Sorrell wasnt anything to me, but he ad to be killed and I killed im, see? Thats all.

Did you know Sorrell?

Yes.

How long have you known him?

Something in that question made her hesitate. Some time, she said.

Had he wronged you somehow?

But her tight mouth shut still more tightly. Barker looked at her rather helplessly, and then Grant could see him turning on the other tack.

Well, Im very sorry, Mrs. Wallis, he said, as if the interview were ended, but we cant put any belief in your story. It has all the appearance of a cock-and-bull yarn. Youve been thinking too much about the affair. People do that, you know, quite often, and then they begin to imagine that they did the thing themselves. The best thing you can do is to go home and think no more about it.

As Barker had expected, that got her. A faint alarm appeared on her red face. Then her shrewd black eyes went to Grant and examined him. I dont know who you may be, she said to Barker, but Inspector Grant believes me all right.

This is Superintendent Barker, Grant said, and my chief. Youll have to tell the superintendent a lot more than that, Mrs. Wallis, before he can believe you.

She recognized the rebuff, and before she had recovered Barker said again, Why did you kill Sorrell? Unless you give us an adequate reason, Im afraid we cant believe you. Theres nothing at all to connect you with the murder except that little scar. I expect its that little scar that has set you thinking about all this, isnt it, now?

Not it! she said. Dyou think Im crazy? Well, Im not, I did it all right, and Ive told you how I did it exactly. Isnt that enough?

Oh, no, you could quite easily have made up the tale of how you did it. Weve got to have proof.

Well, Ive got the sheath of the knife at home, she said in sudden triumph. Theres your proof for you.

Im afraid thats no good either, Barker said, with a very good imitation of regret. Any one could have the sheath of the knife. Youll have to give us a reason for killing Sorrell before well even begin to believe you.

Well, she said sullenly after a long silence, if you must ave it, I killed im because e was going to shoot my Rosie.

Who is Rosie?

My daughter.

Why should he shoot your daughter?

Because she wouldnt have anything to do with the likes of im.

Does your daughter live with you?

No.

Then perhaps youll let me have her address.

No; you cant have er address. Shes gone abroad.

But if she has gone abroad, how could Sorrell be able to harm her?

She hadnt gone abroad when I killed Bert Sorrell.

Then— began Barker. But Grant interrupted him.

Mrs. Wallis, he said slowly, is Ray Marcable your daughter?

The woman was on her feet with a swiftness amazing in a person of her bulk. Her tight mouth was suddenly slack, and inarticulate sounds came from her throat.

Sit down, said Grant gently, and pushed her back into her chair— sit down and tell us all about it. Take your time.

 Ow did you know? she asked, when she had recovered herself.  Ow could you know?

Grant ignored the question. What made you think that Sorrell intended harm to your daughter?

Because I met im one day in the street. I adnt seen im for years, and I said something about Rosie going to America. And e said, So am I. And I didnt like that, because I knew e was a nuisance to Rosie. And then e smiled kind of queer at me and said, At least, it isnt certain. Either were both going or neither of us is going. An I said, What do you mean? Rosies going for sure. Shes got a contract and she cant break it. And he said, She has a previous contract with me. Do you think shell keep to that too? And I said not to be foolish. Boy-and-girl affairs were best forgotten, I said. And e just smiled again, that horrid queer way, and said, Well, wherever shes goin, were goin together. And e went away.

When was that? Grant asked.

It was three weeks today — the Friday before I killed im.

The day after Sorrell had received the little parcel at Mrs. Everetts. All right. Go on.

Well, I went ome and thought about it. I kept seeing is face. It had a bad grey kind of look in spite of its bein so pleasant and all that. And I began to be sure that he meant to do Rosie in.

Had your daughter been engaged to him?

Well, e said so. It was a boy-and-girl affair. Theyd known each other ever since they were kids. Of course, Rosie wouldnt dream of marrying im now.

All right. Go on.

Well, I thought the only place e would be able to see er would be the theatre. You see, I went round specially to tell Rosie about it — I didnt see er very often — but she didnt seem to worry. She just said, Oh, Bert always talked through his hat anyway, and anyhow I dont see him any more. She ad such a lot of other things to think of, she wasnt worried. But I was, I tell you. I went that night and stood on the opposite side of the street, watching the people coming to the queues. But e didnt come. And I went to the matinée on Saturday and again in the evening, but e didnt come. And again on Monday night, and on Tuesday afternoon. And then on Tuesday night I saw im come alone, and I went and stood behind im in the queue at the pit door. After a while I saw a bulge in is right-and coat pocket, and I felt it and it was hard. I was sure then that it was a revolver and that he was going to do Rosie in. So I just waited till the queue moved tight, like I said, and stuck the knife in im. He didnt make a sound. Youd think he didnt know anything had happened. And then I shoved in front, like I told you.

Was Sorrell alone?

Yes.

Who was standing alongside him?

For a while there was a dark young gentleman, very good-looking. And then another man came to talk to Bert, and pushed the young gentleman back next me.

And who was behind you?

The lady and gentleman who gave evidence at the inquest.

How is Rosie Markham your daughter?

Well, you see, my usband was a sailor — thats ow I got the knife from Spain — brought me lots of things, e did. But when Rosie was little, e got drowned; and is sister, who was very well married to Markham, offered to take er and bring er up as their own, cause they had no kids. So I let er go. And they brought er up proper, Ill say that for them. A real lady, my Rosie is. I went out charring for years, but since Rosie got money she bought what they call an annuity for me, and I live on that mostly now.

How did your daughter know Sorrell?

The aunt that brought Bert up used to live next door to the Markhams, and Bert and Rosie went to the same school. They were very friendly then, of course. Then the aunt died when Bert was at the War.

But it was after the War that they got engaged, surely?

They werent what you would call engaged. They just had a notion for each other. Rosie was on tour in The Green Sunshade then, and they used to see each other when she was in town or near it.

But Sorrell considered himself engaged?

Perhaps. Lots of men would like to be engaged to Rosie. As if Rosie would think of the likes of him!

But they kept up some kind of acquaintance?

Oh, yes, she let im come to see er at er flat sometimes, but she wouldnt go out with him, or anything like that. And she didnt ave im very often. I dont think she ad the heart to send him away for good, you see. She was letting im down gently, I think. But Im not sure about all that, you know. I didnt go to see Rosie often myself. Not that she wasnt nice to me, but it wasnt fair on er. She didnt want a common old woman like me round, and er hobnobbin with lords and things.

Why did you not tell the police at once that Sorrell was threatening your daughter?

I thought about it, and then I thought, in the first place, I adnt any proof. Judging by the way you treated me today, I should think I was right. And in the second place, even supposing the police shut im up, they couldnt shut im up for good. He would just do er in when he came out. And I couldnt be always round watching im. So I thought it best to do it when I could. I ad that little knife, and I thought that would be a good way. I dont know anything about pistols and things.

Tell me, Mrs. Wallis, did your daughter ever see that dagger?

No.

Are you quite sure? Think a little.

Yes; she did. Im telling you a lie. When she was quite big, before she left school, they had a play of Shakespeare that had a dagger in it. I dont remember the name of it.

Macbeth? suggested Grant.

Yes; that was it. And she was the heroine. She was always wonderful at acting, you know. Even when she was a little thing she was a fairy in a school pantomine. And I always went to see er. And when they were playing that thing Macbeth, I gave er a loan of the little dagger er father ad brought from Spain. Just for luck, you know. She gave it back to me when the play was over. But she kept the luck, all right. All er life shes been lucky. It was just luck that made Ladds see er when she was on tour, so that e told Barron about er, and Barron gave er an interview. Thats ow she got er name — Ray Marcable. All the time she was dancing and singing and what not for him e kept saying. Re-markable! and so Rosie took that for er name. Its the same initials as er own — at least, as er adopted name, see?

There was a silence. Both Barker, who had been wordless for some time, and Grant seemed to be temporarily at a loss. Only the fat woman with the red face seemed to be completely at her ease.

Theres one thing you must remember, she said, Rosies name must be kept out of this. Not a word about Rosie. You can say that I killed im because of im threatening my daughter, who is abroad.

Im sorry, Mrs. Wallis, I cant hold out any hope of that. Miss Marcables name is sure to come out.

But it mustnt! she said. It mustnt! Itll spoil it all if shes dragged into it. Think of the scandal and the talk. Surely you gentlemen are clever enough to think of a way of avoiding that?

Im afraid not, Mrs. Wallis. We would if we could, but it wont be possible if your story is true.

Oh, well, she said, with surprising equanimity, considering her former vehemence, I dont suppose it will make such a very great difference to Rosie. Rosie is the greatest actress in Britain at the present time, and er position is too good for anything like that to spoil it. Only you must hang me before she comes back from America.

It is a little too soon to talk of hanging, Barker said, with a faint smile. Have you got the key of your house with you?

Yes; why?

If you hand it over to me, Ill send a man down to verify your story of the sheath of the knife. Where can he find it?

Its at the very bottom of the top left-hand drawer of the chest of drawers, in a box that had a scent-bottle in.

Barker called in a man, and gave him the key and the instructions. And see you leave everything as you get it, Mrs. Wallis said tartly to the emissary.

When the man had gone, Grant pushed a piece of paper across his desk to her and extended a pen. Will you write your name and address there? he said.

She took the pen in her left hand, and rather laboriously wrote what he had asked.

You remember when I went to see you before the inquest?

Yes.

You werent left-handed then.

I can use either hand for most things. Theres a name for it, but I forget what it is. But when Im doing anything very special, I use my left. Rosie, shes left-handed too. And so was my father.

Why didnt you come before and tell us this story? Barker asked.

I didnt think you would get any one unless you got me. But when I saw in the paper that the police had a good case, and all that, I thought something would have to be done. And then today I went to the court to have a look at im. So she had been in that crowded court today without Grant having seen her!  E didnt look bad even if he was foreign-looking. And e looked very ill. So I just went ome and cleared up and come along.

I see, said Grant, and raised his eyebrows at his chief. The superintendent summoned a man, and said, Mrs. Wallis will wait in the next room for the moment, and you will keep her company. If there is anything you want, just ask Simpson for it, Mrs. Wallis. And the door closed behind her tight black satin figure.


Chapter 18 CONCLUSION
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WELL, SAID BARKER, after a moments silence, Ill never talk to you about your flair again, Grant. Do you think shes mad?

If logic carried to excess is madness, then she is, Grant said.

But she seems to have no feelings on the subject at all — either for herself or for Sorrell.

No. Perhaps she is crazy.

Theres no chance of its not being true? Its a far less believable story in my eyes than the Lamont one.

Oh, yes, its true, Grant said. Theres not a doubt of it. It seems strange to you only because you havent lived with the case as I have. The whole thing falls into place now — Sorrells suicide, the gift of the money to Lamont, the booking of the passage, the brooch. I was a fool not to have seen that the initials might as well have been R. M. But I was obsessed by the Ratcliffe woman at the time. Not that reading the initials the other way would have helped me too much, if Mrs. Wallis hadnt turned up with her confession. Still, I ought to have connected it with Ray Marcable. On the very first day of the investigations, I went down to the Woffington to have a talk with the doorkeeper, and I saw Ray Marcable then, and she gave me tea. Over tea I described the dagger to her — the description was going to the Press that evening. She looked so startled that I was almost certain that she had seen something like that before. But there wasnt any way of making her tell if she didnt want to, so I left it, and from beginning to end of the case there has been nothing to connect her with it until now. Sorrell must have intended to go to America as soon as he knew that she was going. Poor devil! She might be Ray Marcable to the rest of the world, and a very big star, but he never got over thinking of her as Rosie Markham. That was his tragedy. She, of course, isnt a bit like that. Its a long time since Ray Marcable thought of herself as Rosie Markham. I expect she made it definite that there was nothing doing when she returned the brooch he had had made for her. A brooch like that wouldnt have meant anything to Ray Marcable. He had really meant to go to America till the Thursday evening, when he got the parcel Mrs. Everett talked about. That was the brooch, and that evidently tore it. She may have announced her intention of marrying Lacing, for all I know. You saw that he had gone out on the same boat with her? Sorrell must have made up his mind then that he would shoot her and commit suicide. The Woffington pit isnt the best place for shots at the stage with a revolver, but I expect he counted on the fuss there would be at the end. It isnt so very long since I saw half the pit in the orchestra at the end of a last night at the Arena. Or perhaps he meant to do it as she was leaving the theatre after the show. I dont know. He could have done it in the afternoon quite easily — he and Lamont went to the stalls — but he didnt. I dont think he wanted his friends to know if there was the remotest chance that they mightnt. You see, he tried to fit things so that they would take it for granted that he was on his way to America. That explains the lack of clues. Neither Mrs. Everett nor Lamont would connect the suicide of an unknown man who had killed Ray Marcable with the man they thought was on the Queen of Arabia. He probably forgot that meeting in the street with Mrs. Wallis, or didnt think that his secret thoughts had been so obvious to her. When you come to think of it, it was rather cute of her to spot what he intended. Of course, she had the clue — she knew about Ray. But she was the only one who would be able to connect him with Ray Marcable. Ray Marcable never went anywhere with him, of course. He tried to do the best he could for his friend by handing over his wad, with instructions, as Lamont said, that it wasnt to be opened till the Thursday. Do you think Sorrell thought there was a chance that his friend would never know what had become of him, or do you think he didnt care so long as the deed was well over before they found out?

Search me! said Barker. I dont think he was too sane either.

No, said Grant, considering, I dont think Sorrell was crazy. Its just what Lamont said about him — he thought for a long time about something, and then did exactly what he had intended. The only thing he didnt reckon with was Mrs. Wallis — and youll admit she isnt the kind of quantity youd expect to find butting around in an ordinary crowd. He couldnt have been a bad sort, Sorrell. Even to the last he kept up the jape about going to America. His packing was perfect — but Lamont was packing at the same time, and probably in and out of the room all the time. He hadnt a single letter or photograph of Ray Marcable. He must have made a clean sweep when he made up his mind what he was going to do. Only, he forgot the brooch. It fell out of a pocket, as I told you.

Do you think Ray Marcable suspected the truth?

No; I dont think so.

Why not?

Because Ray Marcable is one of the most self-absorbed people in this era. In any case, she remembered the dagger from my description of it, but she had no reason to connect the man who was murdered with Sorrell, and therefore wouldnt connect her mother with the affair at all. The Yard didnt know Sorrells identity until Monday, and that was the day she left for the States. I shall be very much surprised if she knows, even yet, that the dead man was Sorrell. I shouldnt think she reads much in the Press but the gossip column, and America isnt interested in the queue murder.

Then theres a shock in store for her, said Barker sorrowfully.

There is, said Grant grimly. And at least there is a pleasant one in store for Lamont, and Im glad of it. I have made a complete fool of myself over this case, but Im happier just now than I have been since I hauled him into the boat from the loch.

Youre a marvel, Grant. With a case like that I should have been as pleased as Punch and all over myself. It isnt canny. If youre ever fired from the force, you can set up as something in the second-sight line at five bob a time.

So that you can descend on me for blackmail, I suppose? Give us a quid or youll have the cops in! No; there isnt anything uncanny about it. After all, in any human relationship youve got to decide for yourself, apart from evidence, what a man is like. And though I wouldnt confess it even to myself, I think I knew Lamont was telling the truth that night when he gave me his statement in the train.

Well, its a queer business, said Barker,  — the queerest business Ive known for ages. He hoisted himself off the desk against which he had been propped. Let me know when Mullins comes back, will you? If he has the sheath, then well decide to accept the story. Lamonts being brought up again tomorrow, isnt he? We can bring her into court then. And he left Grant alone.

And Grant mechanically did what he had been going to do when Barkers entrance interrupted him. He unlocked the drawer of his desk and took out the dagger and the brooch. Only a little space between the intention and the act, and what a difference! He had been going to withdraw them as the emblems of his despair — mysteries that maddened him; and now he knew all about it. And it was so simple now that he knew. Now that he knew! But if Mrs. Wallis had not come . . . He turned away from the thought. But for the accident that made the woman fair-minded even in her madness he would have stifled his misgivings and gone through with the case as befitted a valued inspector of the C.I.D., and in accordance with the evidence. He had been saved from that.

It had been so clear a case where evidence was concerned — the quarrel, the left-handedness, the scar. They had searched for the man who had quarrelled with Sorrell, and he was left-handed and had a scar on his thumb. Wasnt that good enough? And now it was nonsense — like Miss Dinmonts bedcover. The murderer was a woman, ambidextrous, with a scar on her finger. He had been saved by the skin of his teeth and a womans fair dealing.

His thoughts went back over the trail that had led them so far wrong: the hunt for Sorrells identity; Nottingham, the youth in Faith Brothers, Mr. Yeudall, the waitress at the hotel, all of them remembering the thing they were most interested in, and humanly connecting it with all that happened. Raoul Legarde with his beauty, his quick intelligence, and his complete description of Lamont. Danny Miller. The last night of Didnt You Know? Struwwelpeter and the raid on Sorrells offices. Lacey, the jockey, and that damp day at Lingfield. Mrs. Everett. The burst to the north. Carninnish — the silent Drysdale and the tea at the manse. Miss Dinmont with her logic and her self-containedness. The beginning of his doubt and its blossoming with Lamonts statement. The brooch. And now — 

They lay on his desk, the two shining things. The dagger winked knowingly in the evening light, and the pearls gleamed with a still small smile very like the smile that Ray Marcable had made famous. He did not think that Gallio & Stein had made a very good job of the monogram; even yet, looked at casually, he would read it M. R. Both Mrs. Ratcliffe and Mrs. Everett had read it that way, he remembered.

His thought went back to Mrs. Wallis. Was she technically sane? He would have said not; but sanity, from a medical point of view, depended on such queer qualifications. It was impossible to anticipate what a specialist would think of her. And anyhow it wasnt his business. His business was done. The Press would be scathing, of course, about the police haste to make an arrest, but his withers would be unwrung. The Yard would understand, and his professional standing would not suffer. And presently he would have that holiday. He would go down to Stockbridge and fish. Or should he go back to Carninnish? Drysdale had given him a very warm invitation, and the Finley would be teeming with salmon just now. But somehow the thought of that swift brown water and that dark country was ungrateful at the moment. It spoke of turmoil and grief and frustration; and he wanted none of that. He wanted a cowlike placidity, and ease, and pleasant skies. He would go down to Hampshire. It would be green there now, and when he grew tired of the placid Test waters there would be a horse and the turf on Danebury.

Mullins knocked, and came in and laid the sheath of the knife on Grants desk. Got it where she said, sir. Thats the key of the house.

Thanks, Mullins, said Grant. He dropped the knife into its sheath, and rose to take it to Barker. Yes; he would go to Hampshire. But sometime, of course, he would go back to Carninnish.



The doctors pronounced Mrs. Wallis quite sane and fit to plead, and her trial is due at the Old Bailey this month. Grant is convinced that she will get off, and I am inclined to trust Grants flair so far. Unwritten laws, he says, are not supposed to be valid in this country, but a British jury is in reality just as sentimental as a French one; and when they hear the story as put forward by Mrs. Walliss counsel — one of the most famous criminal defenders of the day — theyll weep bucketfuls and refuse to convict her.

Well, I said to him, it has been a queer case, but the queerest thing about it is that there isnt a villain in it.

Isnt there! Grant said, with that twist to his mouth.

Well, is there?


A Shilling for Candles (1936)
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This novel was first published in November 1936 by Methuen in the UK and published in America eighteen years later by Macmillan. It was the first book to be published under the pseudonym of Josephine Tey (her previous work had been published under the pseudonym of Gordon Daviot).

The story opens with the discovery of the body of Christine Clay washed ashore in Kent. Inspector Grant is called and when a button is discovered tangled in her hair, he concludes she was murdered. Suspicion falls on Robert Tisdall, a nervous young man that has been staying with Clay for a while. A few days before her murder, Clay altered her will, leaving a small portion to Tisdall and the bulk to Maintain the beauty of the English countryside. Although Tisdall denies knowing anything about the bequest, Grant realises its motive and goes to arrest him. Yet Tisdall escapes and cant be found. Now, Grant turns his attention to Clays brother, a con man and Clays husband, who cant account for his whereabouts on the night of the murder. Before the murder is solved a cloister of monks is involved, the smuggling of an important person is arranged and an old copy of a movie magazine provides an important clue.

Some critics lauded the book, saying Detective fans will especially relish the authors sense of character, the realism of her treatment of policemen and their crime routine and her capacity to keep guessers on tenterhooks until just before the exhaustion point of patience, she reveals the solution, and The story is cleverly devised and admirably treated and the author has not made the common and regrettable mistake of subordinating character to plot. However, this opinion wasnt universal, with more than one critic pointing out that …this story ends better than it begins. The plot and development are mediocre in character and the working out of the solution to the crime too painstaking.

A Shilling for Candles was adapted for the 1937 film Young and Innocent which was directed by Alfred Hitchcock and starred Nova Pilbeam and Derrick De Marney. It was adapted for BBC Radio in 1954, 1963, 1969 and most recently in 1998.
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The 1937 film adaptation, Young and Innocent, directed by Alfred Hitchcock and starring Nova Pilbeam and Derrick De Marney.
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IT WAS A little after seven on a summer morning, and William Potticary was taking his accustomed way over the short down grass of the cliff-top. Beyond his elbow, two hundred feet below, lay the Channel, very still and shining, like a milky opal. All roundabout him hung the bright air, empty as yet of larks. In all the sunlit world no sound except for the screaming of some sea-gulls on the distant beach; no human activity except for the small lonely figure of Potticary himself, square and dark and uncompromising. A million dewdrops sparkling on the virgin grass suggested a world new-come from its Creators hand. Not to Potticary, of course. What the dew suggested to Potticary was that the ground fog of the early hours had not begun to disperse until well after sunrise. His subconscious noted the fact and tucked it away, while his conscious mind debated whether, having raised an appetite for breakfast, he should turn at the Gap and go back to the Coastguard Station, or whether, in view of the fineness of the morning, he should walk into Westover for the morning paper, and so hear about the latest murder two hours earlier than he would otherwise. Of course, what with wireless, the edge was off the morning paper, as you might say. But it was an objective. War or peace, a man had to have an objective. You couldnt go into Westover just to look at the front. And going back to breakfast with the paper under your arm made you feel fine, somehow. Yes, perhaps he would walk into the town.

The pace of his black, square-toed boots quickened slightly, their shining surface winking in the sunlight. Proper service, these boots were. One might have thought that Potticary, having spent his best years in brushing his boots to order, would have asserted his individuality, or expressed his personality, or otherwise shaken the dust of a meaningless discipline off his feet by leaving the dust on his boots. But no, Potticary, poor fool, brushed his boots for love of it. He probably had a slave mentality, but had never read enough for it to worry him. As for expressing ones personality, if you described the symptoms to him he would, of course, recognise them. But not by name. In the Service they call that contrariness.

A sea-gull flashed suddenly above the cliff-top, and dropped screaming from sight to join its wheeling comrades below. A dreadful row these gulls were making. Potticary moved over to the cliff edge to see what jetsam the tide, now beginning to ebb, had left for them to quarrel over.

The white line of the gently creaming surf was broken by a patch of verdigris green. A bit of cloth. Baize, or something. Funny it should stay so bright a colour after being in the water so — 

Potticarys blue eyes widened suddenly, his body becoming strangely still. Then the square black boots began to run. Thud, thud, thud, on the thick turf, like a heart beating. The Gap was two hundred yards away, but Potticarys time would not have disgraced a track performer. He clattered down the rough steps hewn in the chalk of the gap, gasping; indignation welling through his excitement. That was what came of going into cold water before breakfast! Lunacy, so help him. Spoiling other peoples breakfasts, too. Schaefers best, except where ribs broken. Not likely to be ribs broken. Perhaps only a faint after all. Assure the patient in a loud voice that he is safe. Her arms and legs were as brown as the sand. That was why he had thought the green thing a piece of cloth. Lunacy, so help him. Who wanted cold water in the dawn unless they had to swim for it? Hed had to swim for it in his time. In that Red Sea port. Taking in a landing party to help the Arabs. Though why anyone wanted to help the lousy bastards — That was the time to swim. When you had to. Orange juice and thin toast, too. No stamina. Lunacy, so help him.

It was difficult going on the beach. The large white pebbles slid maliciously under his feet, and the rare patches of sand, being about tide level, were soft and yielding. But presently he was within the cloud of gulls, enveloped by their beating wings and their wild crying.

There was no need for Schaefers, nor for any other method. He saw that at a glance. The girl was past all help. And Potticary, who had picked bodies unemotionally from the Red Sea surf, was strangely moved. It was all wrong that someone so young should be lying there when all the world was waking up to a brilliant day; when so much of life lay in front of her. A pretty girl, too, she must have been. Her hair had a dyed look, but the rest of her was all right.

A wave washed over her feet and sucked itself away, derisively, through the scarlet-tipped toes. Potticary, although the tide in another minute would be yards away, pulled the inanimate heap a little higher up the beach, beyond reach of the seas impudence.

Then his mind turned to telephones. He looked around for some garment which the girl might have left behind when she went in to swim. But there seemed to be nothing. Perhaps she had left whatever she was wearing below high-water level and the tide had taken it. Or perhaps it wasnt here that she had gone into the water. Anyhow, there was nothing now with which to cover her body, and Potticary turned away and began his hurried plodding along the beach again, and so back to the Coastguard Station and the nearest telephone.

Body on the beach, he said to Bill Gunter as he took the receiver from the hook and called the police.

Bill clicked his tongue against his front teeth, and jerked his head back. A gesture which expressed with eloquence and economy the tiresomeness of circumstances, the unreasonableness of human beings who get themselves drowned, and his own satisfaction in expecting the worst of life and being right. If they want to commit suicide, he said in his subterranean voice, why do they have to pick on us? Isnt there the whole of the south coast?

Not a suicide, Potticary gasped in the intervals of hulloing.

Bill took no notice of him. Just because the fare to the south coast is more than to here! Youd think when a fellow was tired of life hed stop being mean about the fare and bump himself off in style. But no! They take the cheapest ticket they can get and strew themselves over our doorstep!

Beachy Head get a lot, gasped the fair-minded Potticary. Not a suicide, anyhow.

Course its a suicide. What do we have cliffs for? Bulwark of England? No. Just as a convenience to suicides. That makes four this year. And therell be more when they get their income tax demands.

He paused, his ear caught by what Potticary was saying.

 — a girl. Well, a woman. In a bright green bathing-dress. (Potticary belonged to a generation which did not know swim-suits.) Just south of the Gap. Bout a hundred yards. No, no one there. I had to come away to telephone. But Im going back right away. Yes, Ill meet you there. Oh, hullo, Sergeant, is that you? Yes, not the best beginning of a day, but were getting used to it. Oh, no, just a bathing fatality. Ambulance? Oh, yes, you can bring it practically to the Gap. The track goes off the main Westover road just past the third milestone, and finishes in those trees just inland from the Gap. All right, Ill be seeing you.

How can you tell its just a bathing fatality, Bill said.

She had a bathing-dress on, didnt you hear?

Nothing to hinder her putting on a bathing-dress to throw herself into the water. Make it look like accident.

You cant throw yourself into the water this time of year. You land on the beach. And there isnt any doubt what youve done.

Might have walked into the water till she drowned, said Bill, who was a last-ditcher by nature.

Ye? Might have died of an overdose of bulls-eyes, said Potticary, who approved of last-ditchery in Arabia but found it boring to live with.


2.
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THEY STOOD ROUND the body in a solemn little group: Potticary, Bill, the sergeant, a constable, and the two ambulance men. The younger ambulance man was worried about his Stomach, and the possibility of its disgracing him, but the others had nothing but business in their minds.

Know her? the sergeant asked.

No, said Potticary. Never seen her before.

None of them had seen her before.

Cant be from Westover. No one would come out from town with a perfectly good beach at their doors. Must have come from inland somewhere.

Maybe she went into the water at Westover and was washed up here, the constable suggested.

Not time for that, Potticary objected. She hadnt been that long in the water. Must have been drowned hereabouts.

Then how did she get here? the sergeant asked.

By car, of course, Bill said.

And where is the car now?

Where everyone leaves their car: where the track ends at the trees.

Yes? said the sergeant. Well, theres no car there.

The ambulance men agreed with him. They had come up that way with the police — the ambulance was waiting there now — but there was no sign of any other car.

Thats funny, Potticary said. Theres nowhere near enough to be inside walking distance. Not at this time in the morning.

Shouldnt think shed walk anyhow, the older ambulance man observed. Expensive, he added, as they seemed to question him.

They considered the body for a moment in silence. Yes, the ambulance man was right; it was a body expensively cared for.

And where are her clothes, anyhow? The sergeant was worried.

Potticary explained his theory about the clothes; that she had left them below high-water mark and that they were now somewhere at sea.

Yes, thats possible, said the sergeant. But how did she get here?

Funny she should be bathing alone, isnt it? ventured the young ambulance man, trying out his stomach.

Nothings funny, nowadays, Bill rumbled. Its a wonder she wasnt playing jumping off the cliff with a glider. Swimming on an empty stomach, all alone, is just too ordinary. The young fools make me tired.

Is that a bracelet round her ankle, or what? the constable asked.

Yes, it was a bracelet. A chain of platinum links. Curious links, they were. Each one shaped like a C.

Well, the sergeant straightened himself, I suppose theres nothing to be done but to remove the body to the mortuary, and then find out who she is. Judging by appearances that shouldnt be difficult. Nothing lost, stolen or strayed about that one.

No, agreed the ambulance man. The butler is probably telephoning the station now in great agitation.

Yes. The sergeant was thoughtful. I still wonder how she came here, and what—

His eyes had lifted to the cliff face, and he paused.

So! We have company! he said.

They turned to see a mans figure on the cliff-top at the Gap. He was standing in an attitude of intense eagerness, watching them. As they turned towards him he did a swift right-about and disappeared.

A bit early for strollers, the sergeant said. And whats he running away for? Wed better have a talk with him.

But before he and the constable had moved more than a pace or two it became evident that the man, far from running away, had been merely making for the entrance to the Gap. His thin dark figure shot now from the mouth of the Gap and came towards them at a shambling run, slipping and stumbling, and giving the little group watching his advent an impression of craziness. They could hear the breath panting through his open mouth as he drew near, although the distance from the Gap was not long and he was young.

He stumbled into their compact circle without looking at them, pushing aside the two policemen who had unconsciously interposed their bulk between him and the body.

Oh, yes, it is! Oh, it is, it is! he cried, and without warning sat down and burst into loud tears.

Six flabbergasted men watched him in silence for a moment. Then the sergeant patted him kindly on the back and said, idiotically, Its all right, son!

But the young man only rocked himself to and fro and wept the more.

Come on, come on, rallied the constable, coaxing. (Really, a dreadful exhibition on a nice bright morning.) That wont do anyone any good, you know. Best pull yourself together — sir, he added, noting the quality of the handkerchief which the young man had produced.

A relation of yours? the sergeant inquired, his voice suitably modulated from its former businesslike pitch.

The young man shook his head.

Oh, just a friend?

She was so good to me, so good!

Well, at least youll be able to help us. We were beginning to wonder about her. You can tell us who she is.

Shes my — hostess.

Yes, but I meant, what is her name?

I dont know.

You — dont — know! Look here, sir, pull yourself together. Youre the only one that can help us. You must know the name of the lady you were staying with.

No, no; I dont.

What did you call her, then?

Chris.

Chris, what?

Just Chris.

And what did she call you?

Robin.

Is that your name?

Yes, my names Robert Stannaway. No, Tisdall. It used to be Stannaway, he added, catching the sergeants eye and feeling apparently that explanation was needed.

What the sergeants eye said was, God give me patience! What his tongue said was, It all sounds a bit strange to me, Mr. — er—

Tisdall.

Tisdall. Can you tell me how the lady got here this morning?

Oh, yes. By car.

By car, eh? Know what became of the car?

Yes. I stole it.

You what?

I stole it. Ive just brought it back. It was a swinish thing to do. I felt a cad so I came back. When I found she wasnt anywhere on the road, I thought Id find her stamping about here. Then I saw you all standing round something — oh, dear, oh dear! He began to rock himself again.

Where were you staying with this lady? asked the sergeant, in exceedingly businesslike tones. In Westover?

Oh, no. She has — had, I mean — oh dear! — a cottage. Briars, its called. Just outside Medley.

 Bout a mile and a half inland, supplemented Potticary, as the sergeant, who was not a native, looked a question.

Were you alone, or is there a staff there?

Theres just a woman from the village — Mrs. Pitts — who comes in and cooks.

I see.

There was a slight pause.

All right, boys. The sergeant nodded to the ambulance men, and they bent to their work with the stretcher. The young man drew in his breath sharply and once more covered his face with his hands.

To the mortuary, Sergeant?

Yes.

The mans hands came away from his face abruptly.

Oh, no! Surely not! She had a home. Dont they take people home?

We cant take the body of an unknown woman to an uninhabited bungalow.

It isnt a bungalow, the man automatically corrected. No. No, I suppose not. But it seems dreadful — the mortuary. Oh, God in heaven above! he burst out, why did this have to happen!

Davis, the sergeant said to the constable, you go back with the others and report. Im going over to — what is it? — Briars? with Mr. Tisdall.

The two ambulance men crunched their heavy way over the pebbles, followed by Potticary and Bill. The noise of their progress had become distant before the sergeant spoke again.

I suppose it didnt occur to you to go swimming with your hostess?

A spasm of something like embarrassment ran across Tisdalls face. He hesitated.

No. I — not much in my line, Im afraid: swimming before breakfast. I — Ive always been a rabbit at games and things like that.

The sergeant nodded, noncommittal. When did she leave for a swim?

I dont know. She told me last night that she was going to the Gap for a swim if she woke early. I woke early myself, but she was gone.

I see. Well, Mr. Tisdall, if youve recovered I think well be getting along.

Yes. Yes, certainly. Im all right. He got to his feet and together and in silence they traversed the beach, climbed the steps at the Gap, and came on the car where Tisdall said he had left it: in the shade of the trees where the track ended. It was a beautiful car, if a little too opulent. A cream-coloured two-seater with a space between the seats and the hood for parcels, or, at a pinch, for an extra passenger. From this space, the sergeant, exploring, produced a womans coat and a pair of the sheepskin boots popular with women at winter race-meetings.

Thats what she wore to go down to the beach. Just the coat and boots over her bathing things. Theres a towel, too.

There was. The sergeant produced it: a brilliant object in green and orange.

Funny she didnt take it to the beach with her, he said.

She liked to dry herself in the sun usually.

You seem to know a lot about the habits of a lady whose name you didnt know. The sergeant inserted himself into the second seat. How long have you been living with her?

Staying with her, amended Tisdall, his voice for the first time showing an edge. Get this straight, Sergeant, and it may save you a lot of bother: Chris was my hostess. Not anything else. We stayed in her cottage unchaperoned, but a regiment of servants couldnt have made our relations more correct. Does that strike you as so very peculiar?

Very, said the sergeant frankly. What are these doing here?

He was peering into a paper bag which held two rather jaded buns.

Oh, I took these along for her to eat. They were all I could find. We always had a bun when we came out of the water when we were kids. I thought maybe shed be glad of something.

The car was slipping down the steep track to the main Westover-Stonegate road. They crossed the high-road and entered a deep lane on the other side. A signpost said Medley 1, Liddlestone 3.

So you had no intention of stealing the car when you set off to follow her to the beach?

Certainly not! Tisdall said, as indignantly as if it made a difference. It didnt even cross my mind till I came up the hill and saw the car waiting there. Even now I cant believe I really did it. Ive been a fool, but Ive never done anything like that before.

Was she in the sea then?

I dont know. I didnt go to look. If I had seen her even in the distance I couldnt have done it. I just slung the buns in and beat it. When I came to I was halfway to Canterbury. I just turned her round without stopping, and came straight back.

The sergeant made no comment.

You still havent told me how long youve been staying at the cottage?

Since Saturday midnight.

It was now Thursday.

And you still ask me to believe that you dont know your hostesss last name?

No. Its a bit queer, I know. I thought so, myself, at first. I had a conventional upbringing. But she made it seem natural. After the first day we simply accepted each other. It was as if I had known her for years. As the sergeant said nothing, but sat radiating doubt as a stove radiates heat, he added with a hint of temper, Why shouldnt I tell you her name if I knew it!

How should I know? said the sergeant, unhelpfully. He considered out of the corner of his eye the young mans pale, if composed, face. He seemed to have recovered remarkably quickly from his exhibition of nerves and grief. Light-weights, these moderns. No real emotion about anything. Just hysteria. What they called love was just a barn-yard exercise; they thought anything else sentimental. No discipline. No putting up with things. Every time something got difficult, they ran away. Not slapped enough in their youth. All this modern idea about giving children their own way. Look what it led to. Howling on the beach one minute and as cool as a cucumber the next.

And then the sergeant noticed the trembling of the too fine hands on the wheel. No, whatever else Robert Tisdall was he wasnt cool.

This is the place? the sergeant asked, as they slowed down by a hedged garden.

This is the place.

It was a half-timbered cottage of about five rooms; shut in from the road by a seven-foot hedge of briar and honeysuckle, and dripping with roses. A godsend for Americans, week-enders, and photographers. The little windows yawned in the quiet, and the bright blue door stood hospitably open, disclosing in the shadow the gleam of a brass warming pan on the wall. The cottage had been discovered.

As they walked up the brick path, a thin small woman appeared on the doorstep, brilliant in a white apron; her scanty hair drawn to a knob at the back of her head, and a round birds-nest affair of black satin set insecurely at the very top of her arched, shining poll.

Tisdall lagged as he caught sight of her, so that the sergeants large official elevation should announce trouble to her with the clarity of a sandwich board.

But Mrs. Pitts was a policemans widow, and no apprehension showed on her tight little face. Buttons coming up the path meant for her a meal in demand; her mind acted accordingly.

Ive been making some griddle cakes for breakfast. Its going to be hot later on. Best to let the stove out. Tell Miss Robinson when she comes in, will you, sir? Then, realising that buttons were a badge of office, Dont tell me youve been driving without a license, sir!

Miss — Robinson, is it? Has met with an accident, the sergeant said.

The car! Oh, dear! She was always that reckless with it. Is she bad?

It wasnt the car. An accident in the water.

Oh, she said slowly. That bad!

How do you mean: that bad?

Accidents in the water only mean one thing.

Yes, agreed the sergeant.

Well, well, she said, sadly contemplative. Then, her manner changing abruptly, And where were you? she snapped, eyeing the drooping Tisdall as she eyed Saturday-night fish on a Westover fishmongers slab. Her superficial deference to gentry had vanished in the presence of catastrophe. Tisdall appeared as the bundle of uselessness she had privately considered him.

The sergeant was interested but snubbing. The gentleman wasnt there.

He ought to have been there. He left just after her.

How do you know that?

I saw him. I live in the cottage down the road.

Do you know Miss Robinsons other address? I take it for granted this isnt her permanent home.

No, of course it isnt. She only has this place for a month. It belongs to Owen Hughes. She paused, impressively, to let the importance of the name sink in. But hes doing a film in Hollywood. About a Spanish count, it was to be, so he told me. He said hes done Italian counts and French counts and he thought it would be a new experience for him to be a Spanish count. Very nice, Mr. Hughes is. Not a bit spoilt in spite of all the fuss they make of him. You wouldnt believe it, but a girl came to me once and offered me five pounds if Id give her the sheets he had slept in. What I gave her was a piece of my mind. But she wasnt a bit ashamed. Offered me twenty-five shillings for a pillow-slip. I dont know what the world is coming to, that I dont, what with—

What other address had Miss Robinson?

I dont know any of her addresses but this one.

Didnt she write and tell you when she was coming?

Write! No! She sent telegrams. I suppose she could write, but Ill take my alfred davy she never did. About six telegrams a day used to go to the post office in Liddlestone. My Albert used to take them, mostly; between school. Some of them used three or four forms, they were that long.

Do you know any of the people she had down here, then?

She didnt have any folks here. Cept Mr. Stannaway, that is.

No one!

Not a one. Once — it was when I was showing her the trick of flushing the W.C.; you have to pull hard and then let go smart-like — once she said: Do you ever, Mrs. Pitts, she said, get sick of the sight of peoples faces? I said I got a bit tired of some. She said: Not some, Mrs. Pitts. All of them. Just sick of people. I said when I felt like that I took a dose of castor oil. She laughed and said it wasnt a bad idea. Only everyone should have one and what a good new world it would be in two days. Mussolini never thought of that one, she said.

Was it London she came from?

Yes. She went up just once or twice in the three weeks shes been here. Last time was last week-end, when she brought Mr. Stannaway back. Again her glance dismissed Tisdall as something less than human. Doesnt he know her address? she asked.

No one does, the sergeant said. Ill look through her papers and see what I can find.

Mrs. Pitts led the way into the living-room; cool, low-beamed, and smelling of sweetpeas.

What have you done with her — with the body, I mean? she asked.

At the mortuary.

This seemed to bring home tragedy for the first time.

Oh, deary me. She moved the end of her apron over a polished table, slowly. And me making griddle cakes.

This was not a lament for wasted griddle cakes, but her salute to the strangeness of life.

I expect youll need breakfast, she said to Tisdall, softened by her unconscious recognition of the fact that the best are but puppets.

But Tisdall wanted no breakfast. He shook his head and turned away to the window, while the sergeant searched in the desk.

I wouldnt mind one of those griddle cakes, the sergeant said, turning over papers.

You wont get better in Kent, though its me thats saying it. And perhaps Mr. Stannaway will swallow some tea.

She went away to the kitchen.

So you didnt know her name was Robinson? said the sergeant, glancing up.

Mrs. Pitts always addressed her as miss. And anyhow, did she look as if her name was Robinson?

The sergeant, too, did not believe for a moment that her name was Robinson, so he let the subject drop.

Presently Tisdall said: If you dont need me, I think Ill go into the garden. It — its stuffy in here.

All right. You wont forget I need the car to get back to Westover.

Ive told you. It was a sudden impulse. Anyhow, I couldnt very well steal it now and hope to get away with it.

Not so dumb, decided the sergeant. Quite a bit of temper, too. Not just a nonentity, by any means.

The desk was littered with magazines, newspapers, half finished cartons of cigarettes, bits of a jigsaw puzzle, a nail file and polish, patterns of silk, and a dozen more odds and ends; everything, in fact, except note paper. The only documents were bills from the local tradesmen, most of them receipted. If the woman had been untidy and unmethodical, she had at least had a streak of caution. The receipts might be crumpled and difficult to find if wanted, but they had never been thrown away.

The sergeant, soothed by the quiet of the early morning, the cheerful sounds of Mrs. Pitts making tea in the kitchen, and the prospect of griddle cakes to come, began as he worked at the desk to indulge in his one vice. He whistled. Very low and round and sweet, the sergeants whistling was, but, still — whistling. Sing to me sometimes he warbled, not forgetting the grace notes, and his subconscious derived great satisfaction from the performance. His wife had once shown him a bit in the Mail that said that whistling was the sign of an empty mind. But it hadnt cured him.

And then, abruptly, the even tenor of the moment was shattered. Without warning there came a mock tattoo on the half open sitting-room door — tum-te-ta-tum-tumta-TA! A mans voice said, So this is where youre hiding out! The door was flung wide with a flourish and in the opening stood a short dark stranger.

We-e-ell, he said, making several syllables of it. He stood staring at the sergeant, amused and smiling broadly. I thought you were Chris! What is the Force doing here? Been a burglary?

No, no burglary. The sergeant was trying to collect his thoughts.

Dont tell me Chris has been throwing a wild party! I thought she gave that up years ago. They dont go with all those high-brow rôles.

No, as a matter of fact, theres—

Where is she, anyway? He raised his voice in a cheerful shout directed at the upper storey. Yo-hoo! Chris. Come on down, you old so-and-so! Hiding out on me! To the sergeant: Gave us all the slip for nearly three weeks now. Too much Kleig, I guess. Gives them all the jitters sooner or later. But then, the last one was such a success they naturally want to cash in on it. He hummed a bar of Sing to me sometimes, with mock solemnity. Thats why I thought you were Chris: you were whistling her song. Whistling darned good, too.

Her — her song? Presently, the sergeant hoped, a gleam of light would be vouchsafed him.

Yes, her song. Who elses? You didnt think it was mine, my dear good chap, did you? Not on your life. I wrote the thing, sure. But that doesnt count. Its her song. And perhaps she didnt put it across! Eh? Wasnt that a performance?

I couldnt really say. If the man would stop talking, he might sort things out.

Perhaps you havent seen Bars of Iron yet?

No, I cant say I have.

Thats the worst of wireless and gramophone records and what not: they take all the pep out of a film. Probably by the time you hear Chris sing that song youll be so sick of the sound of it that youll retch at the ad lib. Its not fair to a film. All right for songwriters and that sort of cattle, but rough on a film, very rough. There ought to be some sort of agreement. Hey, Chris! Isnt she here, after all my trouble in catching up on her? His face drooped like a disappointed babys. Having her walk in and find me isnt half such a good one as walking in on her. Do you think—

Just a minute, Mr. — er — I dont know your name.

Im Jay Harmer. Jason on the birth certificate. I wrote If it cant be in June. You probably whistle that as—

Mr. Harmer. Do I understand that the lady who is — was — staying here is a film actress?

Is she a film actress! Slow amazement deprived Mr. Harmer for once of speech. Then it began to dawn on him that he must have made a mistake. Say, Chris is staying here, isnt she?

The ladys name is Chris, yes. But — well, perhaps youll be able to help us. Theres been some trouble — very unfortunate — and apparently she said her name was Robinson.

The man laughed in rich amusement. Robinson! Thats a good one. I always said she had no imagination. Couldnt write a gag. Did you believe she was a Robinson?

Well, no; it seemed unlikely.

What did I tell you! Well, just to pay her out for treating me like bits on the cutting-room floor, Im going to split on her. Shell probably put me in the ice-box for twenty-four hours, but itll be worth it. Im no gentleman, anyhow, so I wont damage myself in the telling. The ladys name, Sergeant, is Christine Clay.

Christine Clay! said the sergeant. His jaw slackened and dropped, quite beyond his control.

Christine Clay! breathed Mrs. Pitts, standing in the doorway, a forgotten tray of griddle cakes in her hands.
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CHRISTINE CLAY! CHRISTINE Clay! yelled the mid-day posters.

Christine Clay! screamed the headlines.

Christine Clay! chattered the wireless.

Christine Clay! said neighbour to neighbour.

All over the world people paused to speak the words. Christine Clay was drowned! And in all civilisation only one person said, Who is Christine Clay? — a bright young man at a Bloomsbury party. And he was merely being bright.

All over the world things happened because one woman had lost her life. In California a man telephoned a summons to a girl in Greenwich Village. A Texas airplane pilot did an extra night flight carrying Clay films for rush showing. A New York firm cancelled an order. An Italian nobleman went bankrupt: he had hoped to sell her his yacht. A man in Philadelphia ate his first square meal in months, thanks to an I knew her when story. A woman in Le Touquet sang because now her chance had come. And in an English cathedral town a man thanked God on his knees.

The Press, becalmed in the doldrums of the silly season, leaped to movement at so unhoped-for a wind. The Clarion recalled Bart Bartholomew, their descriptive man, from a beauty contest in Brighton (much to Barts thankfulness — he came back loudly wondering how butchers ate meat), and Jammy Hopkins, their crime and passion star, from a very dull and low-class poker killing in Bradford. (So far had the Clarion sunk.) News photographers deserted motor race tracks, reviews, society weddings, cricket, and the man who was going to Mars in a balloon, and swarmed like beetles over the cottage in Kent, the maisonette in South Street, and the furnished manor in Hampshire. That, having rented so charming a country retreat as this last, Christine Clay had yet run away to an unknown and inconvenient cottage without the knowledge of her friends made a very pleasant appendage to the main sensation of her death. Photographs of the manor (garden front, because of the yews) appeared labelled, The place Christine Clay owned (she had only rented it for the season, but there was no emotion in renting a place); and next these impressive pictures were placed photographs of the rose-embowered home of the people, with the caption, The place she preferred.

Her press agent shed tears over that. Something like that would break when it was too late.

It might have been observed by any student of nature not too actively engaged in the consequences of it that Christine Clays death, while it gave rise to pity, dismay, horror, regret, and half a dozen other emotions in varying degrees, yet seemed to move no one to grief. The only outburst of real feeling had been that hysterical crisis of Robert Tisdalls over her body. And who should say how much of that was self-pity? Christine was too international a figure to belong to anything so small as a set. But among her immediate acquaintances dismay was the most marked reaction of the dreadful news. And not always that. Coyne, who was due to direct her third and final picture in England, might be at the point of despair, but Lejeune (late Tomkins), who had been engaged to play opposite her, was greatly relieved; a picture with Clay might be a feather in your cap but it was a jinx in your box-office. The Duchess of Trent, who had arranged a Clay luncheon which was to rehabilitate her as a hostess in the eyes of London, might be gnashing her teeth, but Lydia Keats was openly jubilant. She had prophesied the death, and even for a successful society seer that was a good guess. Darling, how wonderful of you! fluttered her friends. Darling how wonderful of you! On and on. Until Lydia so lost her head with delight that she spent all her days going from one gathering to another so that she might make that delicious entrance all over again, hear them say: Heres Lydia! Darling how— and bask in the radiance of their wonder. No, as far as anyone could see, no hearts were breaking because Christine Clay was no more. The world dusted off its blacks and hoped for invitations to the funeral.
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BUT FIRST THERE was the inquest. And it was at the inquest that the first faint stirring of a much greater sensation began to appear. It was Jammy Hopkins who noted the quiver on the smooth surface. He had earned his nickname because of his glad cry of Jam! Jam! when a good story broke, and his philosophical reflection when times were thin that all was jam that came to the rollers. Hopkins had an excellent nose for jam, and so it was that he stopped suddenly in the middle of analysing for Bartholomews benefit the various sensation seekers crowding the little Kentish village hall. Stopped dead and stared. Because, between the fly-away hats of two bright sensationalists, he could see a mans calm face which was much more sensational than anything in that building.

Seen something? Bart asked.

Have I seen something! Hopkins slid from the end of the form, just as the coroner sat down and tapped for silence. Keep my place, he whispered, and disappeared out of the building. He entered it again at the back door, expertly pushed his way to the place he wanted, and sat down. The man turned his head to view this gate-crasher.

Morning, Inspector, said Hopkins.

The Inspector looked his disgust.

I wouldnt do it if I didnt need the money, Hopkins said, vox humana.

The coroner tapped again for silence, but the Inspectors face relaxed.

Presently, under cover of the bustle of Potticarys arrival to give evidence, Hopkins said, What is Scotland Yard doing here, Inspector?

Looking on.

I see. Just studying inquests as an institution. Crime slack these days? As the Inspector showed no sign of being drawn: Oh, have a heart, Inspector. Whats in the wind? Is there something phoney about the death? Suspicions, eh? If you dont want to talk for publication Im the original locked casket.

Youre the original camel-fly.

Oh, well, look at the hides I have to get through! This produced a grin and nothing else. Look here. Just tell me one thing, Inspector. Is this inquest going to be adjourned?

I shouldnt be surprised.

Thank you. That tells me everything, Hopkins said, half sarcastic, half serious, as he made his way out again. He prised Mrs. Pitts Albert away from the wall where he clung limpet-like by the window, persuaded him that two shillings was better than a partial view of dull proceedings, and sent him to Liddlestone with a telegram which set the Clarion office buzzing. Then he went back to Bart.

Something wrong, he said out of the corner of his mouth in answer to Barts eyebrows. The Yards here. Thats Grant, behind the scarlet hat. Inquest going to be adjourned. Spot the murderer!

Not here, Bart said, having considered the gathering.

No, agreed Jammy. Whos the chap in the flannel bags?

Boy friend.

Thought the boy friend was Jay Harmer.

Was. This one newer.

 Love nest killing?

Wouldnt mind betting.

Supposed to be cold, I thought?

Yes. So they say. Fooled them, seemingly. Good enough reason for murder, I should think.

The evidence was of the most formal kind — the finding and identification of the body — and as soon as that had been offered the coroner brought the proceedings to an end, and fixed no date for resumption.

Hopkins had decided that, the Clay death being apparently no accident, and Scotland Yard not being able so far to make any arrest, the person to cultivate was undoubtedly the man in the flannel bags. Tisdall, his name was. Bart said that every newspaper man in England had tried to interview him the previous day (Hopkins being then enroute from the poker murder) but that he had been exceptionally tough. Called them ghouls, and vultures, and rats, and other things less easy of specification, and had altogether seemed unaware of the standing of the Press. No one was rude to the Press any more — not with impunity, that was.

But Hopkins had great faith in his power to seduce the human mind.

Your name Tisdall, by any chance? he asked casually, finding himself alongside the young man in the crowded procession to the door.

The mans face hardened into instant enmity.

Yes, it is, he said aggressively.

Not old Tom Tisdalls nephew?

The face cleared swiftly.

Yes. Did you know Uncle Tom?

A little, admitted Hopkins, no whit dismayed to find that there really was a Tom Tisdall.

You seem to know about my giving up the Stannaway?

Yes, someone told me, Hopkins said, wondering if the Stannaway was a house, or what? What are you doing now?

By the time they had reached the door, Hopkins had established himself. Can I give you a lift somewhere? Come and have lunch with me?

A pip! In half an hour hed have a front-page story. And this was the baby they said was difficult! No, there was no doubt of it: he, James Brooke Hopkins, was the greatest newspaper man in the business.

Sorry, Mr. Hopkins, said Grants pleasant voice at his shoulder. I dont want to spoil your party, but Mr. Tisdall has an appointment with me. And, since Tisdall betrayed his astonishment and Hopkins his instant putting two and two together, he added, Were hoping he can help us.

I dont understand, Tisdall was beginning. And Hopkins, seeing that Tisdall was unaware of Grants identity, rushed in with glad maliciousness.

That is Scotland Yard, he said. Inspector Grant. Never had an unsolved crime to his name.

I hope you write my obituary, Grant said.

I hope I do! the journalist said, with fervour.

And then they noticed Tisdall. His face was like parchment, dry and old and expressionless. Only the pulse beating hard at his temple suggested a living being. Journalist and detective stood looking in mutual astonishment at so unexpected a result of Hopkins announcement. And then, seeing the mans knees beginning to sag, Grant took him hastily by the arm.

Here! Come and sit down. My car is just here.

He edged the apparently blind Tisdall through the dawdling, chattering crowd, and pushed him into the rear seat of a dark touring car.

Westover, he said to the chauffeur, and got in beside Tisdall.

As they went at snails pace towards the high-road, Grant saw Hopkins still standing where they had left him. That Jammy Hopkins should stay without moving for more than three consecutive minutes argued that he was being given furiously to think. From now on — the Inspector sighed — the camel-fly would be a blood-hound.

And the Inspector, too, had food for his wits. He had been called in the previous night by a worried County Constabulary who had no desire to make themselves ridiculous by making mountains out of molehills, but who found themselves unable to explain away satisfactorily one very small, very puzzling obstacle to their path. They had all viewed the obstacle, from the Chief Constable down to the sergeant who had taken charge on the beach, had been rude about each others theories, and had in the end agreed on only one thing: that they wanted to push the responsibility on to someone elses shoulders. It was all very well to hang on to your own crime, and the kudos of a solution, when there was a crime. But to decide in cold blood to announce a crime, on the doubtful evidence of that common little object on the table; to risk, not the disgrace of failure, but the much worse slings of ridicule, was something they could not find it in their hearts to do. And so Grant had cancelled his seat at the Criterion and had journeyed down to Westover. He had inspected the stumbling block, listened with patience to their theories and with respect to the police surgeons story, and had gone to bed in the small hours with a great desire to interview Robert Tisdall. And now here was Tisdall, beside him, still speechless and half fainting because he had been confronted without warning by Scotland Yard. Yes, there was a case; no doubt of it. Well, there couldnt be any questioning with Cork in the driving seat, so until they got back to Westover Tisdall might be left to recover. Grant took a flask from the car pocket and offered it to him. Tisdall took it shakily but made good use of it. Presently he apologised for his weakness.

I dont know what went wrong. This affair has been an awful shock to me. I havent been sleeping. Keep going over things in my mind. Or rather, my mind keeps doing it; I cant stop it. And then, at the inquest it seemed — I say, is something not right? I mean, was it not a simple drowning? Why did they postpone the end of the inquest?

There are one or two things that the police find puzzling.

As what, for instance?

I think we wont discuss it until we get to Westover.

Is anything I say to be used in evidence against me? The smile was wry but the intention was good.

You took the words out of my mouth, the Inspector said lightly, and silence fell between them.

By the time they reached the Chief Constables room in the County Police offices, Tisdall was looking normal if a little worn. In fact, so normal did he look that when Grant said, This is Mr. Tisdall, the Chief Constable, who was a genial soul except when someone jumped in his pocket out hunting, almost shook hands with him, but recollected himself before any harm was done.

Howdyudo. Harrump! He cleared his throat to give himself time. Couldnt do that, of course. My goodness, no. Fellow suspected of murder. Didnt look it, no, upon his soul he didnt. But there was no telling these days. The most charming people were — well, things he hadnt known till lately existed. Very sad. But couldnt shake hands, of course. No, definitely not. Harrump! Fine morning! Bad for racing, of course. Going very hard. But good for the holiday makers. Mustnt be selfish in our pleasures. You a racing man? Going to Goodwood? Oh, well, perhaps — No. Well, I expect you and — and our friend here— somehow one didnt want to rub in the fact of Grants inspectorship. Nice-looking chap. Well brought up, and all that— would like to talk in peace. Im going to lunch. The Ship, he added, for Grants benefit, in case the Inspector wanted him. Not that the foods very good there, but its a self-respecting house. Not like these Marine things. Like to get steak and potatoes without going through sun lounges for them. And the Chief Constable took himself out.

A Freedy Lloyd part, Tisdall said.

Grant looked up appreciatively from pulling forward a chair.

Youre a theatre fan.

I was a fan of most things.

Grants mind focused on the peculiarity of the phrase. Why was? he asked.

Because Im broke. You need money to be a fan.

You wont forget that formula about anything you say, will you?

No. Thanks. But it doesnt make any difference. I can only tell you the truth. If you draw wrong deductions from it then thats your fault, not mine.

So its I who am on trial. A nice point. I appreciate it. Well, try me out. I want to know how you were living in the same house with a woman whose name you didnt know? You did tell the County Police that, didnt you?

Yes. I expect it sounds incredible. Silly, too. But its quite simple. You see, I was standing on the pavement opposite the Gaiety one night, very late, wondering what to do. I had fivepence in my pocket, and that was fivepence too much, because I had aimed at having nothing at all. And I was wondering whether to have a last go at spending the fivepence (there isnt much one can do with fivepence) or to cheat, and forget about the odd pennies. So—

Just a moment. You might explain to a dullard just why these five pennies should have been important.

They were the end of a fortune, you see. Thirty thousand. I inherited it from my uncle. My mothers brother. My real name is Stannaway, but Uncle Tom asked that I should take his name with the money. I didnt mind. The Tisdalls were a much better lot than the Stannaways, anyhow. Stamina and ballast and all that. If Id been a Tisdall I wouldnt be broke now, but Im nearly all Stannaway. Ive been the perfect fool, the complete Awful Warning. I was in an architects office when I inherited the money, living in rooms and just making do; and it went to my head to have what seemed more than I could ever spend. I gave up my job and went to see all the places Id wanted to see and never hoped to. New York and Hollywood and Budapest and Rome and Capri and God knows where else. I came back to London with about two thousand, meaning to bank it and get a job. It would have been easy enough two years before — I mean, to bank the money. I hadnt anyone to help spend it then. But in those two years I had gathered a lot of friends all over the world, and there were never less than a dozen of them in London at the same time. So I woke up one morning to find that I was down to my last hundred. It was a bit of a shock. Like cold water. I sat down and thought for the first time for two years. I had the choice of two things: sponging — you can live in luxury anywhere in the worlds capitals for six months if youre a good sponger: I know; I supported dozens of that sort — and disappearing. Disappearing seemed easier. I could drop out quite easily. People would just say, Wheres Bobby Tisdall these days? and theyd just take it for granted that I was in some of the other corners of the world where their sort went, and that theyd run into me one of these days. I was supposed to be suffocatingly rich, you see, and it was easier to drop out and leave them thinking of me like that than to stay and be laughed at when the truth began to dawn on them. I paid my bills, and that left me with fifty-seven pounds. I thought Id have one last gamble then, and see if I could pick up enough to start me off on the new level. So I had thirty pounds — fifteen each way; thats the bit of Tisdall in me — on Red Rowan in the Eclipse. He finished fifth. Twenty-odd pounds isnt enough to start anything except a barrow. There was nothing for it but tramping. I wasnt much put out at the thought of tramping — it would be a change — but you cant tramp with twenty-seven pounds in the bank, so I decided to blue it all in one grand last night. I promised myself that Id finish up without a penny in my pocket. Then Id pawn my evening things for some suitable clothes and hit the road. What I hadnt reckoned with was that you cant pawn things in the west-end on a Saturday midnight. And you cant take to the road in evening things without being conspicuous. So I was standing there, as I said, feeling resentful about these five pennies and wondering what I was to do about my clothes and a place to sleep. I was standing by the traffic lights at the Aldwych, just before you turn round into Lancaster Place, when a car was pulled up by the red lights. Chris was in it, alone—

Chris?

I didnt know her name, then. She looked at me for a little. The street was very quiet. Just us two. And we were so close that it seemed natural when she smiled and said, Take you anywhere, mister? I said: Yes. Lands End. She said: A bit off my route. Chatham, Faversham, Canterbury, and points east? Well, it was one solution. I couldnt go on standing there, and I couldnt think of a water-tight tale that would get me a bed in a friends house. Besides, I felt far away from all that crowd already. So I got in without thinking much about it. She was charming to me. I didnt tell her all Im telling you, but she soon found out I was broke to the wide. I began to explain, but she said: All right, I dont want to know. Lets accept each other on face value. Youre Robin and Im Chris. Id told her my name was Robert Stannaway, and without knowing it she used my family pet name. The crowd called me Bobby. It was sort of comforting to hear someone call me Robin again.

Why did you say your name was Stannaway?

I dont know. A sort of desire to get away from the fortune side of things. I hadnt been much ornament to the name, anyhow. And in my mind I always thought of myself as Stannaway.

All right. Go on.

There isnt much more to tell. She offered me hospitality. Told me she was alone, but that — well, that Id be just a guest. I said wasnt she taking a chance. She said, Yes, but Ive taken them all my life and its worked out pretty well, so far. It seemed an awkward arrangement to me, but it turned out just the opposite. She was right about it. It made things very easy, just accepting each other. In a way (it was queer, but it was like that) it was as if we had known each other for years. If we had had to start at scratch and work up, it would have taken us weeks to get to the same stage. We liked each other a lot. I dont mean sentimentally, although she was stunning to look at; I mean I thought her grand. I had no clothes for the next morning, but I spent that day in a bathing suit and a dressing-gown that someone had left. And on Monday Mrs. Pitts came in to my room and said, Your suit-case, sir, and dumped a case Id never seen before in the middle of the floor. It had a complete new outfit in it — tweed coat and flannels, socks, shirts, everything. From a place in Canterbury. The suit-case was old, and had a label with my name on it. She had even remembered my name. Well, I cant describe to you what I felt about these things. You see, it was the first time for years that anyone had given me anything. With the crowd it was take, take, all the time. Bobbyll pay. Bobbyll lend his car. They never thought of me at all. I dont think they ever stopped to look at me. Anyhow, those clothes sort of broke me up. Id have died for her. She laughed when she saw me in them — they were reach-me-downs, of course, but they fitted quite well — and said: Not exactly Bruton Street, but theyll do. Dont say I cant size a man up. So we settled down to having a good time together, just lazing around, reading, talking, swimming, cooking when Mrs. Pitts wasnt there. I put out of my head what was going to happen after. She had said that in about ten days shed have to leave the cottage. I tried to go after the first day, out of politeness, but she wouldnt let me. And after that I didnt try. Thats how I came to be staying there, and thats how I didnt know her name. He drew in his breath in a sharp sigh as he sat back. Now I know how these psycho-analysts make money. Its a long time since I enjoyed anything like telling you all about myself.

Grant smiled involuntarily. There was an engaging childlikeness about the boy.

Then he shook himself mentally, like a dog coming out of water.

Charm. The most insidious weapon in all the human armoury. And here it was, being exploited under his nose. He considered the good-natured feckless face dispassionately. He had known at least one murderer who had had that type of good looks; blue-eyed, amiable, harmless; and he had buried his dismembered fiancée in an ash-pit. Tisdalls eyes were of that particular warm opaque blue which Grant had noted so often in men to whom the society of women was a necessity of existence. Mothers darlings had those eyes; so, sometimes, had womanizers.

Well, presently he would check up on Tisdall. Meanwhile — 

Do you ask me to believe that in your four days together you had no suspicion at all of Miss Clays identity? he asked, marking time until he could bring Tisdall unsuspecting to the crucial matter.

I suspected that she was an actress. Partly from things she said, but mostly because there were such a lot of stage and film magazines in the house. I asked her about it once, but she said: No names, no pack drill. Its a good motto, Robin. Dont forget. 

I see. Did the outfit Miss Clay bought for you include an overcoat?

No. A mackintosh. I had a coat.

You were wearing a coat over your evening things?

Yes. It had been drizzling when we set out for dinner — the crowd and I, I mean.

And you still have that coat?

No. It was stolen from the car one day when we were over at Dymchurch. His eyes grew alarmed suddenly. Why? What has the coat got to do with it?

Was it dark- or light-coloured?

Dark, of course. A sort of grey-black. Why?

Did you report its loss?

No, neither of us wanted attention called to us. What has it—

Just tell me about Thursday morning, will you? The face opposite him was steadily losing its ingenuousness and becoming wary and inimical again. I understand that you didnt go with Miss Clay to swim. Is that right?

Yes. But I awoke almost as soon as she had gone—

How do you know when she went if you were asleep?

Because it was still only six. She couldnt have been gone long. And Mrs. Pitts said afterwards that I had followed down the road on her heels.

I see. And in the hour and a half — roughly — between your getting up and the finding of Miss Clays body you walked to the Gap, stole the car, drove it in the direction of Canterbury, regretted what you had done, came back, and found that Miss Clay had been drowned. Is that a complete record of your actions?

Yes, I think so.

If you felt so grateful to Miss Clay, it was surely an extraordinary thing to do.

Extraordinary isnt the word at all. Even yet I cant believe I did it.

You are quite sure that you didnt enter the water that morning?

Of course Im sure. Why?

When was your last swim? Previous to Thursday morning, I mean?

Noon on Wednesday.

And yet your swimming suit was soaking wet on Thursday morning.

How do you know that! Yes, it was. But not with salt water. It had been spread to dry on the roof below my window, and when I was dressing on Thursday morning I noticed that the birds in the tree — an apple tree hangs over that gable — had made too free with it. So I washed it in the water I had been washing in.

You didnt put it out to dry again, though, apparently?

After what happened the last time? No! I put it on the towel rail. For Gods sake, Inspector, tell me what all this has to do with Chriss death? Cant you see that questions you cant see the reason of are torture? Ive had about all I can stand. The inquest this morning was the last straw. Everyone describing how they found her. Talking about the body, when all the time it was Chris. Chris! And now all this mystery and suspicion. If there was anything not straightforward about her drowning, what has my coat got to do with it, anyway?

Because this was found entangled in her hair.

Grant opened a cardboard box on the table and exhibited a black button of the kind used for mens coats. It had been torn from its proper place, the worn threads of its attachment still forming a ragged neck. And round the neck, close to the button, was twined a thin strand of bright hair.

Tisdall was on his feet, both hands on the table edge, staring down at the object.

You think someone drowned her? I mean — like that! But that isnt mine. There are thousands of buttons like that. What makes you think it is mine?

I dont think anything, Mr. Tisdall. I am only eliminating possibilities. All I wanted you to do was to account for any garment owned by you which had buttons like that. You say you had one but that it was stolen.

Tisdall stared at the Inspector, his mouth opening and shutting helplessly.

The door breezed open, after the sketchiest of knocks, and in the middle of the floor stood a small, skinny child of sixteen in shabby tweeds, her dark head hatless and very untidy.

Oh, sorry, she said. I thought my father was here. Sorry.

Tisdall slumped to the floor with a crash.

Grant, who was sitting on the other side of the large table sprang to action, but the skinny child, with no sign of haste or dismay, was there first.

Dear me! she said, getting the slumped body under the shoulders from behind and turning it over.

Grant took a cushion from a chair.

I shouldnt do that, she said. You let their heads stay back unless its apoplexy. And hes a bit young for that, isnt he?

She was loosening collar and tie and shirt-band with the expert detachment of a cook paring pastry from a pie edge. Grant noticed that her sunburnt wrists were covered with small scars and scratches of varying age, and that they stuck too far out of her out-grown sleeves.

Youll find brandy in the cupboard, I think. Father isnt allowed it, but he has no self-control.

Grant found the brandy and came back to find her slapping Tisdalls unconscious face with a light insistent tapotement.

You seem to be good at this sort of thing, Grant said.

Oh, I ran the Guides at school. She had a voice at once precise and friendly. A ve-ry silly institution. But it varied the routine. That is the main thing, to vary the routine.

Did you learn this from the Guides? he asked, nodding at her occupation.

Oh, no. They burn paper and smell salts and things. I learned this in Bradford Petes dressing-room.

Where?

You know. The welter-weight. I used to have great faith in Pete, but I think hes lost his speed lately. Dont you? At least, I hope its his speed. Hes coming to nicely. This last referred to Tisdall. I think hed swallow the brandy now.

While Grant was administering the brandy, she said: Have you been giving him third degree, or something? Youre police arent you?

My dear young lady — I dont know your name?

Erica. Im Erica Burgoyne.

My dear Miss Burgoyne, as the Chief Constables daughter you must be aware that the only people in Britain who are subjected to the third degree are the police.

Well, what did he faint for? Is he guilty?

I dont know, Grant said, before he thought.

I shouldnt think so. She was considering the now spluttering Tisdall. He doesnt look capable of much. This with the same grave detachment as she used to everything she did.

Dont let looks influence your judgment, Miss Burgoyne.

I dont. Not the way you mean. Anyhow, he isnt at all my type. But its quite right to judge on looks if you know enough. You wouldnt buy a washy chestnut narrow across the eyes, would you?

This, thought Grant, is quite the most amazing conversation.

She was standing up now, her hands pushed into her jacket pockets so that the much-tried garment sagged to two bulging points. The tweed she wore was rubbed at the cuffs and covered all over with pulled ends of thread where briars had caught. Her skirt was too short and one stocking was violently twisted on its stick of leg. Only her shoes — scarred like her hands, but thick, well-shaped and expensive — betrayed the fact that she was not a charity child.

And then Grants eyes went back to her face. Except her face. The calm sureness of that sallow little triangular visage was not bred in any charity school.

There! she said encouragingly, as Grant helped Tisdall to his feet and guided him into a chair. Youll be all right. Have a little more of Fathers brandy. Its a much better end for it than Fathers arteries. Im going now. Where is Father, do you know? This to Grant.

He has gone to lunch at The Ship.

Thank you. Turning to the still dazed Tisdall, she said, That shirt collar of yours is far too tight. As Grant moved to open the door for her, she said, You havent told me your name?

Grant. At your service. He gave her a little bow.

I dont need anything just now, but I might some day. She considered him. Grant found himself hoping with a fervour which surprised him that he was not being placed in the same category as washy chestnuts. Youre much more my type. I like people broad across the cheekbones. Goodbye, Mr. Grant.

Who was that? Tisdall asked, in the indifferent tones of the newly conscious.

Colonel Burgoynes daughter.

She was right about my shirt.

One of the reach-me-downs?

Yes. Am I being arrested?

Oh, no. Nothing like that.

It mightnt be a bad idea.

Oh? Why?

It would settle my immediate future. I left the cottage this morning and now Im on the road.

You mean youre serious about tramping.

As soon as I have got suitable clothes.

Id rather you stayed where I could get information from you if I wanted.

I see the point. But how?

What about that architects office? Why not try for a job?

Im never going back to an office. Not an architects anyhow. I was shoved there only because I could draw.

Do I understand that you consider yourself permanently incapacitated from earning your bread?

Phew! Thats nasty. No, of course not. Ill have to work. But what kind of job am I fit for?

Two years of hitting the high spots must have educated you to something. Even if it is only driving a car.

There came a tentative tap at the door, and the sergeant put his head in.

Im very sorry indeed to disturb you, Inspector, but Id like something from the Chiefs files. Its rather urgent.

Permission given, he came in.

This coasts lively in the season, sir, he said, as he ran through the files. Positively continental. Heres the chef at the Marine — its just outside the town, so its our affair — the chef at the Marines stabbed a waiter because he had dandruff, it seems. The waiter, I mean, sir. Chef on the way to prison and waiter on the way to hospital. They think may be his lungs touched. Well, thank you, sir. Sorry to disturb you.

Grant eyed Tisdall, who was achieving the knot in his tie with a melancholy abstraction. Tisdall caught the look, appeared puzzled by it, and then, comprehension dawning, leaped into action.

I say, Sergeant, have they a fellow to take the waiters place, do you know?

That they havent. Mr. Toselli — hes the manager — hes tearing his hair.

Have you finished with me? he asked Grant.

For today, Grant said. Good luck.
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NO. NO ARREST, said Grant to Superintendent Barker over the telephone in the early evening. But I dont think theres any doubt about its being murder. The surgeons sure of it. The button in her hair might be accident — although if you saw it youd be convinced it wasnt — but her fingernails were broken with clawing at something. What was under the nails has gone to the analyst, but there wasnt much after an hours immersion in salt water. . . . M? . . . Well, indications point one way certainly, but they cancel each other out, somehow. Going to be difficult, I think. Im leaving Williams here on routine enquiry, and coming back to town tonight. I want to see her lawyer — Erskine. He arrived just in time for the inquest, and afterwards I had Tisdall on my hands so I missed him. Would you find out for me when I can talk to him tonight. Theyve fixed the funeral for Monday. Golders Green. Yes, cremation. Id like to be there, I think. Id like to look over the intimates. Yes, I may look in for a drink, but it depends how late I am. Thanks.

Grant hung up and went to join Williams for a high tea, it being too early for dinner and Williams having a passion for bacon and eggs garnished with large pieces of fried bread.

Tomorrow being Sunday may hold up the button enquiries, Grant said as they sat down. Well, what did Mrs. Pitts say?

She says she couldnt say whether he was wearing a coat or not. All she saw was the top of his head over her hedge as he went past. But whether he wore it or not doesnt much matter, because she says the coat habitually lay in the back of the car along with that coat that Miss Clay wore. She doesnt remember when she saw Tisdalls dark coat last. He wore it a fair amount, it seems. Mornings and evenings. He was a chilly mortal, she said. Owing to his having come back from foreign parts, she thought. She hasnt much of an opinion of him.

You mean she thinks hes a wrong un?

No. Just no account. You know, sir, has it occurred to you that it was a clever man who did this job?

Why?

Well, but for that button coming off no one would ever have suspected anything. Shed have been found drowned after going to bathe in the early morning — all quite natural. No footsteps, no weapon, no signs of violence. Very neat.

Yes. Its neat.

You dont sound very enthusiastic about it.

Its the coat. If you were going to drown a woman in the sea, would you wear an overcoat to do it?

I dont know. Pends how I meant to drown her.

How would you drown her?

Go swimming with her and keep her head under.

Youd have scratches that way, ten to one. Evidence.

Not me. Id catch her by the heels in shallow water and upend her. Just stand there and hold her till she drowned.

Williams! What resource. And what ferocity.

Well, how would you do it, sir?

I hadnt thought of aquatic methods. I mightnt be able to swim, or I mightnt like early-morning dips, or I might want to make a quick get-away from a stretch of water containing a body. No, I think Id stand on a rock in deep water, wait till she came to talk to me, grip her head and keep it under. The only part of me that she could scratch that way would be my hands. And Id wear leather gloves. It takes only a few seconds before she is unconscious.

Very nice, sir. But you couldnt use that method anywhere within miles of the Gap.

Why not?

There arent any rocks.

No. Good man. But there are the equivalent. There are stone groynes.

Yes. Yes, so there are! Think that was how it was done, sir?

Who knows? Its a theory. But the coat still worries me.

I dont see why it need, sir. It was a misty morning, a bit chilly at six. Anyone might have worn a coat.

Y-es, Grant said doubtfully, and let the matter drop, this being one of those unreasonable things which occasionally worried his otherwise logical mind (and had more than once been the means of bringing success to his efforts when his logic failed).

He gave Williams instructions for his further enquiries, when he himself should be in town. Ive just had another few minutes with Tisdall, he finished. He has got himself a waiters job at the Marine. I dont think hell bolt, but youd better plant a man. Sanger will do. Thats Tisdalls car route on Thursday morning, according to himself. He handed a paper to the sergeant. Check up on it. It was very early but someone may remember him. Did he wear a coat or not? Thats the main thing. I think, myself, theres no doubt of his taking the car as he said. Though not for the reason he gave.

I thought it a silly reason myself, when I read that statement. I just thought: Well, he might have made up a better one! Whats youre theory, sir?

I think that when he had drowned her his one idea was to get away. With a car he could be at the other end of England, or out of the country, before they found her body! He drove away. And then something made him realise what a fool he was. Perhaps he missed the button from his cuff. Anyhow, he realised that he had only to stay where he was and look innocent. He got rid of the tell-tale coat — even if he hadnt missed the button the sleeve almost up to the elbow must have been soaking with salt water — came back to replace the car, found that the body had been discovered thanks to an incoming tide, and put on a very good act on the beach. It wouldnt have been difficult. The very thought of how nearly he had made a fool of himself would have been enough to make him burst into tears.

So you think he did it?

I dont know. There seems to me to be a lack of motive. He was penniless and she was a liberal woman. There was every reason for keeping her alive. He was greatly interested in her, certainly. He says he wasnt in love with her, but we have only his word for it. I think hes telling the truth when he says there was nothing between them. He may have suffered from frustration, but if that were so he would be much more likely to beat her up. It was a queerly cold-blooded murder, Williams.

It was certainly that, sir. Turns my stomach. Williams laid a large forkful of best Wiltshire lovingly on a pink tongue.

Grant smiled at him: the smile that made Grants subordinates work their fingers to the bone for him. He and Williams had worked together often, and always in amity and mutual admiration. Perhaps, in a large measure because Williams, bless him, coveted no ones shoes. He was much more the contented husband of a pretty and devoted wife than the ambitious detective-sergeant.

I wish I hadnt missed her lawyer after the inquest. Theres a lot I want to ask him, and heaven knows where hell be for the week-end. Ive asked the Yard for her dossier, but her lawyer would be much more helpful. Must find out whom her death benefits. It was a misfortune for Tisdall, but it must have been lucky for a lot of people. Being an American, I suppose her wills in the States somewhere. The Yard will know by the time I get up.

Christine Clay was no American, sir! Williams said in a well-I-am-surprised-at-you voice.

No? What then?

Born in Nottingham.

But everyone refers to her as an American.

Cant help that. She was born in Nottingham and went to school there. They do say she worked in a lace factory, but no one knows the truth of that.

I forgot you were a film fan, Williams. Tell me more.

Well, of course, what I know is just by reading Screenland and Photoplay and magazines like that. A lot of what they write is hooey, but on the other hand theyll never stop at truth as long as it makes a good story. She wasnt fond of being interviewed. And she used to tell a different story each time. When someone pointed out that that wasnt what she had said last time, she said: But thats so dull! Ive thought of a much better one. No one ever knew where they were with her. Temperament, they called it, of course.

And dont you call it that? asked Grant, always sensitive to an inflexion.

Well, I dont know. It always seemed to me more like — well, like protection, if you know what I mean. People can only get at you if they know what youre like — what matters to you. If you keep them guessing, theyre the victims, not you.

A girl whod pushed her way from a lace factory in Nottingham to the top of the film world couldnt be very vulnerable.

Its because she was from a lace factory that she was what-dyou-call-it. Every six months she was in a different social sphere, she went up at such a rate. That takes a lot of living up to — like a diver coming up from a long way below. Youre continually adjusting yourself to the pressure. No, I think she needed a shell to get into, and keeping people guessing was her shell.

So you were a Clay fan, Williams.

Sure I was, said Williams in the appropriate idiom. His pink cheeks grew a shade pinker. He slapped marmalade with venom onto his slab of toast. And before this affairs finished Im going to put bracelets on the chap that did it. Its a comforting thought.

Got any theories yourself?

Well, sir, if you dont mind my saying so, youve passed over the person with the obvious motive.

Who?

Jason Harmer. What was he doing snooping round at half past eight of a morning?

Hed come over from Sandwich. Spent the night at the pub there.

So he said. Did the County people verify that?

Grant consulted his notes.

Perhaps they havent. The statement was volunteered before they found the button, and so they werent suspicious. And since then everyone has concentrated on Tisdall.

Plenty of motive, Harmer has. Clay walks out on him, and he runs her to earth in a country cottage, alone with a man.

Yes, very plausible. Well, you can add Harmer to your list of chores. Find out about his wardrobe. Theres an S.O.S. out for a discarded coat. I hope it brings in something. A coats a much easier clue than a button. Tisdall, by the way, says he sold his wardrobe complete (except for his evening things) to a man called — appropriately enough — Togger, but doesnt know where his place of business is. Is that the chap who used to be in Craven Road?

Yes, sir.

Where is he now?

Westbourne Grove. The far end.

Thanks. I dont doubt Tisdalls statement. But theres just a chance theres the duplicate of that button on another coat. It might lead us to something. He got to his feet. Well, on with the job of making bricks without straw! And talking of that Israelitish occupation, heres a grand sample of it to flavour your third cup. He pulled from his pocket the afternoon edition of the Sentinel, the Clarions evening representative, and laid it, with its staring headlines, Was Clays Death an Accident? upward, by Williamss plate.

Jammy Hopkins! Williams said, with feeling, and flung sugar violently into his black tea.
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MARTA HALLARD, AS befitted a leading lady who alternated between the St. Jamess and the Haymarket, lived in the kind of apartment block which has deep carpet on the stairs and a cloistered hush in the corridors. Grant, climbing the stairs with weary feet, appreciated the carpet even while his other self wondered about the vacuum cleaning. The dim pink square of the lift had fled upwards as he came through the revolving door, and rather than wait for its return he was walking the two flights. The commissionaire had said that Marta was at home: had arrived about eleven from the theatre with several people. Grant regretted the people, but was determined that this day was not going to end without his obtaining some light on Christine Clay and her entourage. Barker had failed to find the lawyer, Erskine, for him; his man said he was suffering from the shock of the last three days and had gone into the country over Sunday; address unknown. (Ever heard of a lawyer suffering from shock? Barker had said.) So the matter which most interested Grant — the contents of Christine Clays will — must wait until Monday. At the Yard he had read through the dossier — still, of course, incomplete — which they had gathered together in the last twelve hours. In all the five sheets of it Grant found only two things remarkable.

Her real name, it appeared, was Christina Gotobed.

And she had had no lovers.

No public ones, that is. Even in those crucial years when the little Broadway hoofer was blossoming into the song-and-dance star, she seemed to have had no patron. Nor yet when, tiring of song-and-dance pictures, her ambition had reached out to drama; her rocket had shot to the stars under its own power, it would seem. This could only mean one of two things: that she had remained virgin until her marriage at twenty-six (a state of affairs which Grant, who had a larger experience of life than of psychology textbooks, found quite possible) or that her favour was given only when her heart (or her fancy, according to whether you are sentimentalist or cynic) was touched. Four years ago Lord Edward Champneis (pronounced Chins), old Budes fifth son, had met her in Hollywood, and in a month they were married. She was at that time shooting her first straight film, and it was generally agreed that she had done well for herself in her marriage. Two years later Lord Edward was Christine Clays husband.

He took it gracefully, it was reported; and the marriage had lasted. It had become a casual affair of mutual friendliness; partly owing to the demands of time and space that her profession made on Christine, and partly to the fact that Edward Champneiss main interest in life (after Christine) was to invade the uncomfortable interiors of ill-governed and inaccessible countries and then to write books about it. During the book-writing solstice he and Christine lived more or less under one roof, and were apparently very happy. The fact that Edward, although a fifth son, had nevertheless a large fortune of his own, inherited from his mothers brother (Bremer, the leather king), had done much to save the marriage from its most obvious dangers. And Edwards delighted pride in his wife did the rest.

Now, where in that life, as shown in the dossier, did a murder fit in? Grant asked himself, toiling up the padded stairs. Harmer? He had been her constant companion for the three months she had been in England. True, they had work in common (producers still liked to insert a song somewhere in the plot of Christines films: the public felt cheated if they did not hear her sing), but the world which amuses itself had no doubt of their relations, whatever their colleagues thought. Or Tisdall? An ill-balanced boy, picked up in a moment of waywardness or generosity, at a time when he was reckless and without direction.

Well, he himself would find out more about Tisdall. Meanwhile he would find out about the Harmers of her life.

As he came to the top of the second flight, he heard the gentle sound of the lift closing, and he turned the corner to find Jammy Hopkins just taking his thumb from the bell-push.

Well, well, said Jammy, its a party!

I hope you have an invitation.

I hope you have a warrant. People shriek for their lawyer nowadays at the very sight of a policeman on the mat. Look, Inspector, he said hurriedly in a different voice, lets not spoil each others game. We both thought of Marta. Lets pool results. No need for crowding.

From which Grant deduced that Hopkins was doubtful of his reception. He followed Grant into the little hall without giving his name, and Grant, while appreciating the ingenuity, rebelled at providing a cloak for the Press.

This gentleman is, I believe, from the Clarion, he said to the servant who had turned away to announce them.

Oh! she said, turning back and eyeing Hopkins without favour. Miss Hallard is always very tired at night, and she has some friends with her at the moment—

But luck saved Hopkins from any necessity for coercion. The double doors to the living-room stood open, and from the room beyond came welcome in high excited tones.

Mr. Hopkins! How charming! Now you can tell us what all these midday editions were talking about. I didnt know you knew Mr. Hopkins, Marta darling!

Whod have thought Id ever be glad to hear that voice! Jammy murmured to Grant as he moved forward to greet the speaker, and Grant turned to meet Marta Hallard, who had come from the room into the hall.

Alan Grant! she said, smiling at him. Is this business or pleasure?

Both. Do me a favour. Dont tell these people who I am. Just talk as you were talking before I came. And if you can get rid of them fairly soon, Id like to talk to you alone for a little.

Id do a lot more than that for you. Every time I tie these round my neck, she indicated a rope of pearls, I remember you.

This was not because Grant had given her the pearls but because he had once recovered them for her.

Come and meet the others. Who is your friend?

Not a friend. Hopkins of the Clarion.

Oh. Now I understand Lydias welcome. And they say professional people are publicity hounds! She led Grant in, introducing people as they came. The first was Clement Clements, the society photographer, radiant in purple tails and a soft shirt of a pale butter colour. He had never heard of an Alan Grant, and made it perfectly clear. The second was a Captain Somebody, a nondescript and humble follower of Martas, who clung to his glass of whisky and soda as being the only familiar object in an unknown terrain. The third was Judy Sellers, a sulky fair girl who played dumb blondes from years end to years end, and whose life was one long fight between her greed and her weight. And the fourth was that intimate of the stars, Miss Lydia Keats, who was now talking all over Jammy Hopkins and enjoying herself immensely.

Mr. Grant? Jammy said, nastily, as Grant was introduced.

Isnt it Mr.? Lydia asked, her ears pricked, her eyes snapping with curiosity.

No, it isnt!

But Hopkins met Grants eye and lacked the courage of his desire. It would be folly to make an enemy of a C.I.D. Inspector.

He has one of those Greek titles, you know, but hes ashamed to own it. Got it for rescuing a Greek royalists shirt from a Greek laundry.

Dont pay any attention to him, Mr. Grant. He loves to hear himself talk. I know, you see. He has interviewed me so often. But he never listens to a word I say. Not his fault, of course. Aries people are often talkative. I knew the first time he crossed my threshold that he was April born. Now you, Mr. Grant, are a Leo person. Am I right? No, you dont need to tell me. I know. Even if I couldnt feel it — here— she thumped her skinny chest, you have all the stigmata.

I hope theyre not very deadly? Grant asked, wondering how soon he could disengage himself from this harpy.

Deadly! My dear Mr. Grant! Dont you know anything of astrology? To be born in Leo is to be a king. They are the favourites of the stars. Born to success, predestined to glory. They are the great ones of the world.

And when does one have to be born to qualify for a Leo benefit?

Between the middle of July and the middle of August. I should say that you were born in the first weeks of August.

Grant hoped he didnt look as surprised as he felt. He had certainly been born on the 4th of August.

Lydias uncanny, Marta broke in, handing Grant a drink. She did poor Christine Clays horoscope about a year ago, you know, and foretold her death.

And wasnt that a break! drawled the Judy girl, poking among the sandwiches.

Lydias thin face was convulsed with fury, and Marta hastened to pour oil. You know thats not fair, Judy! It isnt the first time Lydia has been right. She warned Tony Pickin about an accident before he was smashed up. If hed listened to her and taken a little more care, hed have two legs today. And she told me about not accepting the Clynes offer, and she—

Dont bother to defend me, Marta darling. The credit is not mine, in any case. I only read what is there. The stars dont lie. But one does not expect a Pisces person to have either the vision or the faith!

Seconds out of the ring, murmured Jammy, and hit the rim of his glass with his fingernail so that it made a light ping.

But there was to be no fight. Clements provided a distraction.

What I want to know, he drawled, is not what Lydia found in the stars but what the police found at Westover.

What I want to know is who did her in? Judy said, taking a large bite of sandwich.

Judy! Marta protested.

Oh, bunk! said Judy. You know were all thinking the same thing. Going round the possibles. Personally I plump for Jason. Has anyone any advance on Jason?

Why Jason? Clements asked.

Hes one of these smouldering types, all passion and hot baths.

Smoulder! Jason! Marta protested. What nonsense! He simmers. Like a merry kettle. Grant glanced at her. So she was sticking up for Jason? How much did she like him? Jasons much too volatile to smoulder.

Anyhow, Clements said, men who take hot baths dont commit murder. Its the cold-plungers who see red. They are possessed by a desire to get back on life for the suffering they have endured.

I thought masochists were rarely sadists, Grant said.

Whether or not, you can put Jason out of it, insisted Marta. He wouldnt hurt a fly.

Oh, wouldnt he, Judy said, and they all paused to look at her.

What exactly does that mean? Clements asked.

Never mind. My bets on Jason.

And what was the motive?

She was running out, I suspect.

Marta interrupted sharply. You know thats nonsense, Judy. You know quite well that there was nothing between them.

I know nothing of the sort. He was never out of her sight.

A bitch thinks all the world a bitch, murmured Jammy into Grants ear.

I suspect — it was Lydias turn to break into a growing squabble— that Mr. Hopkins knows much more about it than we do. Hes been down at Westover today for his paper.

Jammy was instantly the center of attraction. What did he think? What had the police got? Who did they think had done it? Were all these hints in the evening papers about her living with someone true?

Jammy enjoyed himself. He was suggestive about murderers, illuminating on murder, discursive about human nature, and libellously rude about the police and their methods, all with a pleased eye on the helpless Grant.

Theyll arrest the boy she was living with, he finished. Take it from me. Tisdalls his name. Good-looking boy. Hell create a sensation in the dock.

Tisdall? they said, puzzled. Never heard of him.

All but Judy Sellers.

Her mouth opened in dismay, stayed that way helplessly for a moment, and then shut tightly; and a blind came down over her face. Grant watched the display in surprised interest.

I think its utterly ridiculous, Marta was saying, scornfully. Can you imagine Christine Clay in a furtive business like that! Its not in the part at all. Id as soon — as soon — Id as soon believe that Edward could commit a murder!

There was a little laugh at that.

And why not? asked Judy Sellers. He comes back to England to find his adored wife being unfaithful, and is overcome with passion.

At six of a morning on a cold beach. Cant you see Edward!

Champneis didnt arrive in England till Thursday, offered Hopkins, so that lets him out.

I do think this is the most heartless and reprehensible conversation, Marta said. Lets talk of something else.

Yes, do, said Judy. Its a profitless subject. Especially since you, of course, murdered her yourself.

I! Marta stood motionless in an aura of bewildered silence. Then the moment broke.

Of course! Clement said. You wanted the part she was due to play in the new film! Wed forgotten that!

Well, if were looking for motives, Clement, my sweet, you were raving mad with fury because she refused to be photographed by you. If I remember rightly, she said your works were like spilt gravy.

Clement wouldnt drown her. Hed poison her, Judy said. With a box of chocolates, Borgia-wise. No, come to think of it, Lejeune did it, in case hed have to act with her. Hes the virile type. His father was a butcher, and he probably inherited a callous mentality! Or how about Coyne? He would have killed her on the Iron Bars set, if no one had been looking. She apparently had forgotten about Jason.

Will you all kindly stop this silly chatter! Marta said, with angry emphasis. I know that after three days a shock wears off. But Christine was a friend of ours, and its disgusting to make a game of the death of a person we all liked.

Hooey! said Judy, rudely. She had consumed her fifth drink. Not one of us cared a brass farthing for her. Most of us are tickled to death shes out of the way.


7.
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IN THE BRIGHT cool of Monday morning Grant drove himself down Wigmore Street. It was still early and the street was quiet; Wigmore Streets clients do not stay in town for week-ends. The flower shops were making up Saturdays roses into Victorian posies where their errant petals could be gently corseted. The antique shops were moving that doubtful rug to the other side of the window out of the too questioning gaze of the morning sun. The little cafés were eating their own stale buns for their morning coffee and being pained and haughty with inconsiderates who asked for fresh scones. And the dress shops took Saturdays bargains out of the cupboard and restored the original prices.

Grant, who was en route to see Tisdalls tailor, was a little disgruntled at the perversity of things. If Tisdalls coat had been made by a London tailor it would have been a simple matter to have the button identified by them as one used by them for coats, and for Tisdalls coat in particular. That wouldnt clinch the matter but it would bring the clinching appreciably nearer. But Tisdalls coat had been made, of all places, in Los Angeles. The coat I had, he explained, was too heavy for that climate, so I got a new one.

Reasonable, but trying. If the coat had been made by a London firm of standing, one could walk into their shop at any time in the next fifty years and be told without fuss and with benevolent politeness (provided they knew who you were) what kind of buttons had been used. But who was to say whether a Los Angeles firm would know what buttons they put on a coat six months ago! Besides, the button in question was wanted here. It could not very well be sent to Los Angeles. The best one could do was to ask them to supply a sample of the buttons used. If they remembered!

Grants main hope was that the coat itself would turn up. An abandoned coat which could be identified as Tisdalls, with one button missing, would be the perfect solution. Tisdall was wearing the coat when he drove away the car. That was Sergeant Williamss contribution to the cause of justice and due promotion. He had found a farmer who had seen the car at the Wedmarsh cross-roads a little after six on Thursday morning. About twenty past, he reckoned, but he hadnt a watch. Didnt need one. Tell the time any time of day, sun or no sun. He was driving sheep, and the car slowed down because of them. He was positive that the man driving was young and wore a dark coat. He didnt think hed be able to identify the man, not on his oath, he wouldnt — but he had identified the car. It was the only car he had seen that morning.

Williamss other contribution had not been so happy. He reported that Jason Harmer had not stayed at the hotel he had given as his sleeping place at Sandwich. Had not stayed at Sandwich at all, in fact.

Grant had left his Sunday kidney and bacon untouched and had gone out without ado to interview Mr. Harmer. He found him in his pinkish flat at Devonshire House, covered in a purple silk dressing gown, black stubble, and sheet music.

Its not often Im up at this hour, he offered, pushing sheets of scrawled paper off a chair to make room for Grant. But Ive been sort of upset about Chris. Very good friends, we were, Inspector. Some people found her difficult, but me, no. Cause why? Dyou know why? Cause we both felt no-account and were afraid peopled find it out. Humans are awful bullies, you know. If you look and act like a million dollars theyll lick your boots. But you let them suspect that you dont think much of yourself and theyre on you like ants on a dying wasp. I knew Chris was bluffing first time I set eyes on her. You cant tell me anything about bluffing. I bluffed my way into the States and I bluffed the publishers into printing my first song. They didnt find out about it till the song was a wow, and then they sort of thought it might be a good idea to forget about having one put over on them. Have a drink? Yes, its a bit early. I dont usually myself till lunch time, but its the next best thing to sleep. And Ive got two songs to finish on contract. For — for— his voice died away— for Coynes new film, he went on with a rush. Ever tried writing a song without an idea in your head? No. No, I suppose you havent. Well, its just plain torture. And whos going to sing them anyhow? That Hallard dame cant sing. Did you hear Chris sing: Sing to me sometimes?

Grant had.

Now thats what I call putting over a song. Ive written better songs, I admit. But she made it sound like the best song that was ever written. Whats the good of writing songs anyway, for that up-stage Hallard bird to make a mess of?

He was moving about the room, picking up a pile of papers here only to set it down in an equally inappropriate place there. Grant watched him with interest. This was Martas merry kettle and Judys smouldering type. To Grant he seemed neither. Just one of those rather ordinary specimens of humanity from some poor corner of Europe who believes hes being continually exploited and persecuted by his fellow men, self-pitying, ill-educated, emotional, and ruthless. Not good-looking, but attractive to women, no doubt. Grant remembered that two such widely differing types as Marta Hallard and Judy Sellers had found him remarkable; each reading her own meaning into his personality. He apparently had the ability to be all things to all men. He had been friendly to the disliked Marta, that was certain: Marta did not hotly defend indifferent worshippers at her shrine. He spent his life, that is to say, putting on an act. He had admitted so much himself a moment ago. Was he putting on an act now? For Grant?

Im sorry to disturb you so early, but it was a matter of business. You know that we are investigating Miss Clays death. And in the course of investigation it is necessary to check the movements of everyone who knew her, irrespective of persons or probabilities. Now, you told the sergeant of the County police force, when you talked to him on Thursday, that you had spent the night in a hotel at Sandwich. When this was checked in the ordinary course it was found that you hadnt stayed there.

Harmer fumbled among the music, without looking up.

Where did you stay, Mr. Harmer?

Harmer looked up with a small laugh. You know, he said, its pretty funny at that! Charming gentleman calls in a perfectly friendly way about breakfast time, apologizing for disturbing you and hopes he isnt going to be a trouble to you but hes an inspector of police and would you be so very kind as to give some information because last time your information wasnt as accurate as it might have been. Its lovely, thats what it is. And you get results with it, too. Perhaps they just break down and sob, on account of all the friendliness. Pie like mother made. What Id like to know is if that method goes in Pimlico or if you keep it for Park Lane.

What I would like to know is where you stayed last Wednesday night, Mr. Harmer.

The Mr., too, I guess thats Park Lane as well. In fact, if youd been talking to the Jason of ten years back, youd have had me to the station and scared hell out of me just like the cops of any other country. Theyre all the same; dough worshippers.

I havent your experience of the worlds police forces, Im afraid, Mr. Harmer.

Harmer grinned. Stung you! A limeys got to be plenty stung before hes rude-polite like that. Dont get me wrong, though, Inspector. There arent any police brands on me. As for last Wednesday night, I spent it in my car.

You mean you didnt go to bed at all?

Thats what I mean.

And where was the car?

In a lane with hedges as high as houses each side, parked on the grass verge. An awful lot of space goes to waste in England in these verges. The ones in that lane were about forty feet wide.

And you say you slept in the car? Have you someone who can bear witness to that?

No. It wasnt that kind of park. I was just sleepy and lost and couldnt be bothered going any further.

Lost! In the east of Kent!

Yes, anywhere in Kent, if it comes to that. Have you ever tried to find a village in England after dark? Night in the desert is nothing to it. You see a sign at last that says Whatsit two and a half miles and you think: Good old Whatsit! Nearly there! Hurrah for England and signposts! And then half a mile on you come to a place where three ways fork, and theres a nice tidy signpost on the little bit of green in the middle and every blame one of that signposts arms has got at least three names on it, but do you think one of them mentions Whatsit? Oh, no! That would make it far too easy! So you read em all several times and hope someonell come past before you have to decide, but no one comes. Last person passed there a week last Tuesday. No houses; nothing but fields, and an advertisement for a circus that was there the previous April. So you take one of the three roads, and after passing two more signposts that dont take any notice of Whatsit, you come to one that says: Whatsit, six and three-quarters. So you start off all over again, four miles to the bad, as it were, and it happens all over again. And again! And by the time Whatsit has done that on you half a dozen times, you dont care what happens as long as you can stop driving round corners and go to sleep. So I just stopped where I was and went to sleep. It was too late to drop in on Chris by that time, anyway.

But not too late to get a bed at an inn.

Not if you know where an inn is. Sides, judging by some of the inns Ive seen here, Id just as soon sleep in the car.

You grow a heavy beard, I notice. Grant nodded at Harmers unshaven chin.

Yes. Have to shave twice a day, sometimes. If Im going to be out late. Why?

You were shaved when you arrived at Miss Clays cottage. How was that?

Carry my shaving things in the car. Have to, when you have a beard like mine.

So you had no breakfast that morning?

No, I was planning to get breakfast from Chris. I dont eat breakfast anyway. Just coffee, or orange juice. Orange juice in England. My God, your coffee — What do you think they do to it? The women, I mean. Its—

Leaving the coffee aside for a moment, shall we come to the main point? Why did you tell the sergeant on duty that you had slept at Sandwich?

The mans face changed subtly. Until then he had been answering at ease, automatically; the curves of his broad, normally good-natured face slack and amiable. Now the slackness went; the face grew wary, and — was it? — antagonistic.

Because I felt there was something wrong, and I didnt want to be mixed up in it.

That is very extraordinary, surely? I mean, that you should be conscious of evil before anyone knew that it existed.

Thats not so funny. They told me Chris was drowned. I knew Chris could swim like an eel. I knew that I had been out all night. And the sergeant was looking at me with a Who-are-you-and-what-are-you-doing-here expression?

But the sergeant had no idea that the drowning was more than an accident. He had no reason to look at you in that way.

Then he decided to drop the subject of Harmers lie to the sergeant.

How did you know, by the way, where to find Miss Clay? I understood that she kept her retreat a secret.

Yes, shed run away. Gave us all the run-around, in fact, including me. She was tired and not very pleased at the way her last picture had turned out. On the floor, I mean; it isnt released yet. Coyne didnt know how to take her. A bit in awe of her, and afraid at the same time shed put one over on him. You know. If hed called her kid and chocolate the way old Joe Myers used to back in the States, shed have laughed and worked like a black for him. But Coynes full of his own dignity, the big director stuff, and so they didnt get on too good. So she was fed-up, and tired, and everyone wanted her to go to different places for holidays, and it seemed she couldnt make up her mind, and then one day we woke up and she wasnt there. Bundle — thats her housekeeper — said she didnt know where she was, but no letters were to be forwarded and shed turn up again in a month, so no one was to worry. Well, for about a fortnight no one heard of her, and then last Tuesday I met Marta Hallard at a sherry party at Libby Seemons — shes going into that new play of his — and she said that on Saturday she had run into Chris buying chocolates at a place in Baker Street — Chris never could resist chocolates between pictures! — and she tried to worm out of Chris where she was hiding out. But Chris wasnt giving anything away. At least she thought she wasnt. She said: Perhaps Im never coming back. You know that old Roman who grew vegetables with his own hands and was so stuck on the result that he made the arrangement permanent. Well, yesterday I helped pull the first cherries for Covent Garden market and, believe me, getting the Academy award for a picture is nothing to it! 

Harmer laughed under his breath. I can hear her, he said, affectionately. Well, I went straight from Seemons to Covent Garden and found out where those cherries came from. An orchard at a place called Birds Green. And on Wednesday morning bright and early Jason sets off for Birds Green. That took a bit of finding, but I got there about three oclock. Then I had to find the orchard and the people who were working in it on Friday. I expected to find Chris straight away, but it seemed that they didnt know her. They said that when they were picking, early on Friday morning, a lady passing in a car had stopped to watch and then asked if she might help. The old boy who owned the place said they didnt need paid help, but if she liked to amuse herself good and well. She were a good picker, he said. Wouldnt mind paying her another time. Then his grandson said hed seen the lady — or thought hed seen her — one day lately in the post office at Liddlestone — about six miles away. So I found Liddlestone, but the post office regular staff was home to her tea and I had to wait till she came back. She said that the lady who sent all the telegrams — seems they never saw so many telegrams in their lives as Chris sent — was living over at Medley. So I set out in the half-dark to find Medley, and ended by sleeping in a lane. And sleeping out or no sleeping out, that was a better piece of detective work than youre doing this morning, Inspector Grant!

Grant grinned good-humouredly. Yes? Well, Ive nearly done. He got up to go. I suppose you had a coat with you in the car?

Sure.

What was it made of?

Brown tweed. Why?

Have you got it here?

Sure. He turned to a wardrobe, built in the passage where the sitting-room led into the bedroom, and pulled the sliding door open. Have a look at my whole wardrobe. Youre cleverer than I am if you can find the button.

What button? Grant asked, more quickly than he intended.

Its always a button, isnt it? Harmer said, the small pansy-brown eyes, alert under their lazy lids, smiling confidently into Grants.

Grant found nothing of interest in the wardrobe. He had taken his leave not knowing how much to believe of Jason Harmers story, but very sure that he had nothing on him. The hopes of the police, so to speak, lay in Tisdall.

Now, as he pulled up by the curb in the cool bright morning, he remembered Jasons wardrobe, and smiled in his mind. Jason did not get his clothes from Stacey and Brackett. As he considered the dark, small, and shabby interior which was revealed to him as he opened the door, he could almost hear Jason laugh. The English! Theyd had a business for a hundred and fifty years and this was all they could make of it. The original counters probably. Certainly the original lighting. But Grants heart warmed. This was the England he knew and loved. Fashions might change, dynasties might fall, horses shoes in the quiet street change to the crying of a thousand taxi-hooters, but Stacey and Brackett continued to make clothes with leisured efficiency for leisured and efficient gentlemen.

There was now neither a Stacey nor a Brackett, but Mr. Trimley — Mr. Stephen Trimley (as opposed to Mr. Robert and Mr. Thomas!) — saw Inspector Grant and was entirely at Inspector Grants service. Yes, they had made clothes for Mr. Robert Tisdall. Yes, the clothes had included a dark coat for wear with evening things. No, that certainly was not a button from the coat in question. That was not a button they had ever put on any coat. It was not a class of button they were in the habit of using. If the Inspector would forgive Mr. Trimley (Mr. Stephen Trimley), the button in question was in his opinion of a very inferior make, and would not be used by any tailor of any standing. He would not be surprised, indeed, to find that the button was of foreign origin.

American, perhaps? suggested Grant.

Perhaps. Although to Mr. Trimleys eye it suggested the Continent. No, he certainly had no reason for such a surmise. Entirely instinctive. Probably wrong. And he hoped the Inspector would not put any weight on his opinion. He also hoped that there was no question of Mr. Tisdall being in trouble. A very charming young man, indeed. The Grammar schools — especially the older Grammar schools of the country — turned out a very fine type of boy. Better often, didnt the Inspector think so? than came from the minor public schools. There was a yeoman quality of permanence about Grammar-school families — generation after generation going to the same school — that was not matched outside the great public schools.

There being, in Grants opinion, no yeoman quality of permanence whatever about young Tisdall, he forbore to argue, contenting himself by assuring Mr. Trimley that as far as he knew Mr. Tisdall was in no trouble up to date.

Mr. Trimley was glad to hear that. He was getting old, and his faith in the young generation which was growing up was too often sadly shaken. Perhaps every generation thought that the rising one lacked due standards of behaviour and spirit, but it did seem to him this one . . . Ah, well, he was growing old, and the tragedy of young lives weighed more heavily on him than it used to. This Monday morning was blackened for him, yes, entirely blackened, by the thought that all the brightness that was Christine Clay was at this hour being transformed into ashes. It would be many years, perhaps generations (Mr. Trimleys mind worked in generations: the result of having a hundred-and-fifty-year-old business) before her like would be seen again. She had quality, didnt the Inspector think so? Amazing quality. It was said that she had a very humble origin, but there must be breeding somewhere. Something like Christine Clay did not just happen in space, as it were. Nature must plan for it. He was not what is known, he believed, as a film fan, but there was no picture of Miss Clays which he had not seen since his niece had taken him to view her first essay in a dramatic rôle. He had on that occasion entirely forgotten that he was in a cinema. He was dazed with delight. Surely if this new medium could produce material of this strength and richness one need not continue to regret Bernhardt and Duse.

Grant went out into the street, marvelling at the all-pervading genius of Christine Clay. The mind of all the world it seemed was in that building at Golders Green. A strange end for the little lace-hand from Nottingham. Strange, too, for the worlds idol. And they put him in an oven just as if he were— Oh, no, he mustnt think of that. Hateful. Why should it be hateful? He didnt know. The suburbanity of it, he supposed. Sensible, and all that. And probably much less harrowing for everyone. But someone whose brilliance had flamed across the human firmament as Clays had should have a hundred-foot pyre. Something spectacular. A Vikings funeral. Not ovens in the suburb. Oh, my God, he was growing morbid, if not sentimental. He pressed the starter, and swung into the traffic.

He had yesterday changed his mind about going to the Clay funeral. The Tisdall evidence progressing normally, he had seen no need to give himself a harrowing hour which he could avoid. But only now did he realize how very glad he was to have escaped it, and (being Grant) began instantly to wonder whether after all he should have gone. Whether his subconscious desire to get out of it had influenced his decision. He decided that it had not. There was no need for him now to study the psychology of unknown friends of Christines. He had had a good cross-section of them at Martas, and had learned very little, after all. The party had stubbornly refused to break up. Jammy had begun to talk again, hoping that they would dance to his piping. But Marta vetoed any more talk of Christine, and although they had come back to her several times, not even Jammys genius for evocation could keep them on the subject. Lydia, who could never stay off her own subject for long, had read their palms, cheiromancy being a side-line of hers when horoscopes were not available (she had given a shrewd enough reading of Grants character and had warned him about making a mistaken decision in the immediate future: a nice safe thing to say to anyone, he had reflected) and it was not until one oclock that the hostess had managed to shepherd them all to the door. Grant had lingered, not, curiously enough, because he had questions to ask her (the conversation had provided answers for him), but because she was anxious to question him. Was Scotland Yard called in to investigate Christines death? What was wrong? What had they found? What did they suspect?

Grant had said that Yes, they had been called in (so much would by now be common property) but that so far there was only suspicion. She had wept a little, becomingly, with not too disastrous effect on the mascara, had treated him to a short appreciation of Christine as artist and woman. A grand person. It must have taken tremendous character to overcome her initial disadvantages. She enumerated the disadvantages.

And Grant had gone out into the warm night with a sigh for human nature — and a shrug for the sigh.

But there were bright spots even in human nature. Grant edged in towards the curb, and came to a halt, his brown face glad and welcoming.

Good morning! he called to the little grey figure.

Oh, good morning, Mr. Grant, Erica said, crossing the pavement to him. She gave him a brief little smile, but seemed pleased to see him; so much was apparent through her schoolboy matter-of-factness. She was dressed in her town clothes, he noticed; but they did not seem to be an improvement on her country ones. They were neat, certainly, but they had an unused look; and the grey suit she was wearing, although undoubtedly good, was dowdy. Her hat had been got to match, and matched also in dowdiness.

I didnt know you ever stayed in town.

I dont. I came up to get a bridge.

A bridge?

But it seems you cant get them by the yard. They have to be made to measure. So Ive got to come up another day. All he did today was put a lot of clay in my mouth.

Oh, the dentist. I see. I thought only old ladies had bridges.

Well, you see, the silly thing he put in the last time doesnt hold. Im always picking it out of bits of toffee. I lost a lot of side teeth when Flight fell with me at a post-and-rails last winter. I had a face like a turnip. So it had to be a bridge, he says.

A mis-nomer, Flight.

In one way. Not in another. He was nearly at the other end of Kent before they caught him.

Where are you going now? Can I give you a lift anywhere?

I suppose you wouldnt like to show me Scotland Yard?

I would. Very much. But in twenty minutes I have an appointment with a lawyer in the Temple.

Oh. In that case perhaps you would drop me in Cockspur Street. I have an errand to do for Nannie.

Yes, he thought, as she inserted herself beside him, it would be a Nannie. No mother had chosen those clothes. They were ordered from the tailor just as her school clothes had been. One grey flannel suit and hat to match. In spite of her independence and her sureness of spirit, there was something forlorn about her, he felt.

This is nice, she said. Theyre not very high, but I hate walking in them.

What are?

My shoes. She held up a foot and exhibited her very modest cuban heel. Nannie thinks they are the right thing to wear in town, but I feel dreadful in them. Teetery.

I expect one gets used to them in time. One must conform to the tabus of the tribe.

Why must one?

Because an unquiet life is a greater misery than wearing the badge of conformity.

Oh, well. I dont come to town often. I suppose you havent time to have an ice with me?

Im afraid not. Lets postpone it until Im back in Westover, shall we?

Of course, youll be back. I had forgotten that. I saw your victim yesterday, she added conversationally.

My victim?

Yes, the man who fainted.

You saw him! Where?

Father took me over to luncheon at the Marine.

But I thought your father hated the Marine?

He does. He said hed never seen such a set of poisonous bloaters in his life. I think bloaters is a little strong. They werent so very bad. And the melon was very good.

Did your father tell you that Tisdall was waiting there?

No, the sergeant did. He doesnt look very professional. Mr. Tisdall, not the sergeant. Too friendly and interested. No professional waiter looks interested. Not really. And he forgot the spoons for the ices. But I expect you upset him pretty thoroughly the day before.

I upset him! Grant took a deep breath and expressed his hope that Erica was not going to let the plight of a good-looking young man play havoc with her heart.

Oh no. Nothing like that. His nose is too long. Besides, Im in love with Togare.

Who is Togare?

The lion-tamer, of course. She turned to look at him doubtfully. Do you really mean that you havent heard of Togare?

Grant was afraid that that was so.

Dont you go to Olympia at Christmas? But you should! Ill get Mr. Mills to send you seats.

Thank you. And how long have you been in love with this Togare?

Four years. Im very faithful.

Grant admitted that she must be.

Drop me at the Orient office, will you? she said, in the same tone as she had announced her faithfulness. And Grant set her down by the yellow-funneled liner.

Going cruising? he asked.

Oh, no. I go round the offices collecting booklets for Nannie. She loves them. Shes never been out of England because shes terrified of the sea, but she likes to sit in safety and imagine. I got her some marvellous mountain ones from the Austrian place in Regent Street in the spring. And shes very knowledgeable about the German spas. Goodbye. Thank you for the lift. How shall I know when you come to Westover? For the ice, I mean.

I shall send you word through your father. Will that do?

Yes. Goodbye. And she disappeared into the office.

And Grant went on his way to meet Christine Clays lawyer and Christine Clays husband, feeling better.


8.
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IT WAS OBVIOUS at once why no one called Edward Champneis anything but Edward. He was a very tall, very dignified, very good-looking, and very orthodox person, with a manner of grave, if kindly, interest, and a rare but charming smile. Alongside the fretful movements of the fussy Mr. Erskine, his composure was like that of a liner suffering the administrations of a tug.

Grant had not met him before. Edward Champneis had arrived in London on Thursday afternoon, after nearly three months absence, only to be greeted by the news of his wifes death. He had gone down immediately to Westover and identified the body, and on Friday he had interviewed the worried County Constabulary, puzzling over the button, and helped them to make up their minds that it was a case for the Yard. The thousand things waiting in town to be done as a result of his wifes death and his own long absence had sent him back to London just as Grant left it.

He looked very tired, now, but showed no emotion. Grant wondered under what circumstances this orthodox product of five hundred years of privilege and obligation would show emotion. And then, suddenly, as he drew the chair under him, it occurred to him that Edward Champneis was anything but orthodox. Had he conformed to the tribe, as his looks conformed, he would have married a second cousin, gone into the Service, looked after an estate, and read the Morning Post. But he had done none of those things. He had married an artist picked up at the other side of the world, he explored for fun, and he wrote books. There was something almost eerie in the thought that an exterior could be so utterly misleading.

Lord Edward has, of course, seen the will, Erskine was saying. He was, in fact, aware of its more important provisions some time ago, Lady Edward having acquainted him with her desires at the time the testament was made. There is, however, one surprise. But perhaps you would like to read the document for yourself.

He turned the impressive-looking sheet round on the table so that it faced Grant.

Lady Edward had made two previous wills, both in the United States, but they were destroyed, on her instructions, by her American lawyers. She was anxious that her estate should be administered from England, for the stability of which she had a great admiration.

Christine had left nothing to her husband. I leave no money to my husband, Edward Champneis, because he has always had, and always will have, more than he can spend, and because he has never greatly cared for money. Whatever he cared to keep of her personal possessions were to be his, however, except where legacies specifically provided otherwise. There were various bequests of money, in bulk or in annuities, to friends and dependents. To Bundle, her housekeeper and late dresser. To her Negro chauffeur. To Joe Myers, who had directed her greatest successes. To a bellhop in Chicago to buy that gas station with. To nearly thirty people in all, in all parts of the globe and in all spheres of existence. But there was no mention of Jason Harmer.

Grant glanced at the date. Eighteen months ago. She had at that time probably not yet met Harmer.

The legacies, however generous, left the great bulk of her very large fortune untouched. And that fortune was left, surprisingly, not to any individual, but for the preservation of the beauty of England. There was to be a trust, in which would be embodied the power to buy any beautiful building or space threatened by extinction and to provide for its upkeep.

That was Grants third surprise. The fourth came at the end of the list of legacies. The last legacy of all read, To my brother Herbert, a shilling for candles.

A brother? Grant said, and looked up enquiring.

Lord Edward was unaware that Lady Edward had a brother until the will was read. Lady Edwards parents died many years ago, and there had been no mention of any surviving family except for herself.

A shilling for candles. Does it convey anything to you, sir? He turned to Champneis, who shook his head.

A family feud, I expect. Perhaps something that happened when they were children. These are often the things one is most unforgiving about. He glanced towards the lawyer. The thing I remember when I meet Alicia is always that she smashed my birds-egg collection.

But not necessarily a childhood quarrel, Grant said. She must have known him much later.

Bundle would be the person to ask. She dressed my wife from her early days in New York. But is it important? After all, the fellow was being dismissed with a shilling.

Its important because it is the first sign of real enmity I have discovered among Miss Clays relationships. One never knows what it might lead us to.

The Inspector may not think it so important when he has seen this, Erskine said. This, which I will give you to read, is the surprise I spoke of.

So the surprise had not been one of those in the will.

Grant took the paper from the lawyers dry, slightly trembling hand. It was a sheet of the shiny, thick, cream-coloured note-paper to be obtained in village shops all over England, and on it was a letter from Christine Clay to her lawyer. The letter was headed Briars, Medley, Kent, and contained instructions for a codicil to her will. She left her ranch in California, with all stock and implements, together with the sum of five thousand pounds, to one Robert Stannaway, late of Yeomans Row, London.

That, said the lawyer, was written on Wednesday, as you see. And on Thursday morning— He broke off, expressively.

Is it legal? Grant asked.

I should not like to contest it. It is entirely handwritten and properly signed with her full name. The signature is witnessed by Margaret Pitts. The provision is perfectly clear, and the style eminently sane.

No chance of a forgery?

Not the slightest. I know Lady Edwards hand very well — you will observe that it is peculiar and not easy to reproduce — and moreover I am very well acquainted with her style, which would be still more difficult to imitate.

Well! Grant read the letter again, hardly believing in its existence. That alters everything. I must get back to Scotland Yard. This will probably mean an arrest before night. He stood up.

Ill come with you, Champneis said.

Very good, sir, Grant agreed automatically. If I may, Ill telephone first to make sure that the Superintendent will be there.

And as he picked up the receiver, the looker-on in him said: Harmer was right. We do treat people variously. If the husband had been an insurance agent in Brixton, we wouldnt take it for granted that he could horn in on a Yard conference!

Is Superintendent Barker in the Yard, do you know? . . . Oh . . . At half past? Thats in about twenty minutes. Well, tell him that Inspector Grant has important information and wants a conference straight away. Yes, the Commissioner, too, if hes there.

He hung up.

Thank you for helping us so greatly, he said, taking farewell of Erskine. And by the way, if you unearth the brother, I should be glad to know.

And he and Champneis went down the dark, narrow stairs and out into the hot sunshine.

Do you think, Champneis asked, pausing with one hand on the door of Grants car, there would be time for a drink. I feel the need of some stiffening. Its been a — a trying morning.

Yes, certainly. It wont take us longer than ten minutes along the Embankment. Where would you like to go?

Well, my club is in Carlton House Terrace, but I dont want to meet people I know. The Savoy isnt much better—

Theres a nice little pub up here, Grant said, and swung the car round. Very quiet at this time. Cool, too.

As they turned the corner Grant caught sight of the news-sellers posters. CLAY FUNERAL: UNPRECEDENTED SCENES. TEN WOMEN FAINT. LONDONS FAREWELL TO CLAY. And (the Sentinel) CLAYS LAST AUDIENCE.

Grants foot came down on the accelerator.

It was unbelievably ghastly, said the man beside him, quietly.

Yes, I can imagine.

Those women. I think the end of our greatness as a race must be very near. We came through the war well, but perhaps the effort was too great. It left us — epileptic. Great shocks do, sometimes. He was silent a moment, evidently seeing it all again in his minds eye. Ive seen machine guns turned on troops in the open — in China — and rebelled against the slaughter. But I would have seen that sub-human mass of hysteria riddled this morning with more joy than I can describe to you. Not because it was — Chris, but because they made me ashamed of being human, of belonging to the same species.

I had hoped that at that early hour there would be very little demonstration. I know the police were counting on that.

We counted on it too. That is why we chose that hour. Now that Ive seen with my own eyes, I know that nothing could have prevented it. The people are insane.

He paused, and gave an unamused laugh. She never did like people much. It was because she found people — disappointing that she left her money as she did. Her fans this morning have vindicated her judgment.

The bar was all that Grant had promised, cool, quiet, and undemanding. No one took any notice of Champneis. Of the six men present three nodded to Grant and three looked wary. Champneis, observant even in his pain, said: Where do you go when you want to be unrecognized? and Grant smiled. Ive not found a place yet, he admitted. I landed in Labrador from a friends yacht once, and the man in the village store said, You wear your moustache shorter now, Sergeant. After that I gave up expecting.

They talked of Labrador for a little, and then of Galeria, where Champneis had spent the last few months.

I used to think Asia primitive, and some of the Indian tribes of South America, but the east of Europe has them all beaten. Except for the towns, Galeria is still in the primeval dark.

I see theyve mislaid their spectacular patriot, Grant said.

Rimnik? Yes. Hell turn up again when his party is ready. Thats the way they run the benighted country.

How many parties are there?

About ten, I think, not counting subdivisions. There are at least twenty races in that boiling pot of a country, all of them clamouring for self-government, and all of them medieval in their outlook. Its a fascinating place. You should go there some day. The capital is their shop-window — as nearly a replica of every other capital as they can make it. Opera, trams, electric light, imposing railway station, cinemas — but twenty miles into the country youll find bride-barter. Girls set in rows with their dowry at their feet, waiting to go to the highest bidder. Ive seen an old country woman led raving mad out of a lift in one of the town buildings. She thought she was the victim of witchcraft. They had to take her to the asylum. Graft in the town and superstition in the country — and yet a place of infinite promise.

Grant let him talk, glad that for even a few minutes he might be able to forget the horror of the morning. His own thoughts were not in Galeria but in Westover. So he had done it, that good-looking emotionalist! He had screwed a ranch and five thousand out of his hostess and then made sure that he would not have to wait for it. Grants own inclination to like the boy died an instant death. From now on Robert Tisdall would be no more to him than the bluebottle he swatted on the windowpane, a nuisance to be exterminated as quickly and with as little fuss as possible. If, away in the depths, he was sorry that the pleasant person who was the surface Tisdall did not exist, his main and overwhelming emotion was relief that the business was going to be cleared up so easily. There was little doubt of the result of the conference. They had evidence enough. And they would have more before it came to a trial.

Barker, his Superintendent, agreed with him, and so did the Commissioner. It was a clear enough case. The man is broke, homeless, and at his wits end. He is picked up by a rich woman at the psychological moment. Four days later a will is made in his favour. On the following morning very early, the woman goes to swim. He follows her ten minutes later. When her body is found he has disappeared. He reappears with an unbelievable tale about stealing the car and bringing it back. A black button is found twisted in the dead womans hair. The mans dark coat is missing. He says it was stolen two days before. But a man identifies him as wearing it that morning.

Yes, it was a good enough case. The opportunity, the motive, the clue.

The only person to protest against the issue of the warrant was, strangely enough, Edward Champneis.

Its too pat, dont you think? he said. I mean, would any man in his senses commit the murder the very next morning?

You forget, Lord Edward, Barker said, that but for the merest chance there would be no question of murder at all.

And moreover, time was precious to him, Grant pointed out. There were only a few days left. The tenancy of the cottage expired at the end of the month. He knew that. She might not go bathing again. The weather might break, or she might be seized with a desire to go inland. More especially she might not go swimming in the early morning again. It was an ideal setting: a lonely beach in the very early morning, with the mist just rising. Too perfect a chance to let go to waste.

Yes, it was a good case. Edward Champneis went back to the house in Regents Park which he had inherited with the Bremer fortune, and which between his peregrinations he called home. And Grant went down to Westover with a warrant in his pocket.
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IF THERE WAS one thing Toselli hated more than another it was the police. All his life he had been no poor hater, Toselli. As commis he had hated the maître dhôtel, as maître dhôtel he had hated the management, as the management he hated many things: the chef, wet weather, his wife, the head porters moustache, clients who demanded to see him at breakfast time — oh, many things! But more than all he hated the police. They were bad for business and bad for the digestion. It stopped his digestive juices flowing just to see one of them walk in through the glass doors. It was bad enough to remember his annual bill for New Year presents to the local officers — thirty bottles of Scotch, thirty of gin, two dozen champagne, and six of liqueur brandy it had come to last year — but to suffer the invasion of officers not so far looked after, and therefore callous to the brittle delicacy of hotel well-being — well, it was more than Tosellis abundant flesh and high-pressured blood could stand.

That is why he smiled so sweetly upon Grant — all his life Tosellis smile had been stretched across his rage, like a tight-rope spanning a chasm — and gave him one of the second-best cigars. Inspector Grant wanted to interview the new waiter, did he? But certainly! This was the waiters hour off — between lunch and afternoon tea — but he should be sent for immediately.

Stop! said Grant. You say the man is off duty? Do you know where he will be?

Very probably in his room. Waiters like to take the weight off their feet for a little, you understand.

Id like to see him there.

But certainly. Tony! Toselli called to a page passing the office door. Take this gentleman up to the room of the new waiter.

Thank you, Grant said. Youll be here when I come down? I should like to talk to you.

I shall be here. Tosellis tone expressed dramatic resignation. His smile deepened as he flung out his hands. Last week it was a stabbing affair in the kitchen; this week it is — what? Theft? Affiliation?

Ill tell you all about it presently, Mr. Toselli.

I shall be here. His smile became ferocious. But not for long, no! I am going to buy one of those businesses where one puts sixpence into a slot and the meal comes out. Yes. There, but there, would be happiness.

Even there, there are bent coins, Grant said as he followed Tony to the lift.

Sanger, you come up with me, he said as they passed through the busy hall. You can wait for us here, Williams. Well bring him out this way. Much less fuss than through the servants side. No one will notice anything. Car waiting?

Yes, sir.

Grant and Sanger went up in the lift. In those few seconds of sudden quiet and suspended action, Grant found time to wonder why he had not shown his warrant and told Toselli what he had come for. That would have been his normal course. Why was he so anxious to have the bird in his hand? Was it just the canniness of his Scots ancestry coming out, or was there a presentiment that — That what? He didnt know. He knew only that now that he was here he could not wait. Explanations could follow. He must have the man in his hands.

The soft sound of the lift in the silence was like the sound of the curtain going up.

At the very top of the colossal building which was the Westover Marine Hotel, were the quarters of those waiters who were resident: small single rooms set in a row close together under the roof. As the page put out a bony fist to knock on a door, Grant restrained him. All right, thank you, he said, and page and liftman disappeared into the crowded and luxurious depths, leaving the two policemen on the deserted cocoanut-matted landing. It was very quiet up there.

Grant knocked.

Tisdalls indifferent voice bade him come in.

The room was so small that Grants involuntary thought was that the cell that waited would be no great change. A bed on one side, a window on the other, and in the far wall two cupboard doors. On the bed lay Tisdall in his shirt sleeves, his shoes on the floor. A book lay open, face down, on the coverlet.

He had expected to see a colleague. That was obvious. At the sight of Grant his eyes widened, and as they travelled to Sanger, standing behind Grant in the doorway, realisation flooded them.

Before Grant could speak, he said, You cant mean it!

Yes, Im afraid we do, Grant said. He said his regulation piece of announcement and warning, Tisdall sitting with feet dangling on the beds edge, not apparently listening.

When he had finished Tisdall said slowly: I expect this is what death is like when you meet it. Sort of wildly unfair but inevitable.

How were you so sure what we had come for?

It doesnt need two of you to ask about my health. His voice rose a little. What I want to know is why youre doing it? What have you against me? You cant have proved that button was mine because it wasnt. Why dont you tell me what you have found so that I can explain away whatever it was? If you have new evidence you can surely ask me for an explanation. I have a right to know, havent I? Whether I can explain or not?

There isnt anything you could explain away, Tisdall. Youd better get ready to come with us.

Tisdall got to his feet, his mind still entangled in the unbelievableness of what was happening to him. I cant go in these things, he said, looking down at his waiters dress. Can I change?

Yes, you can change, and take some things with you. Grants hands ran over his pockets in expert questioning, and came away empty. But youll have to do it with us here. Dont be too long about it, will you? You can wait there, Sanger, he added, and swung the door to, leaving Sanger outside. He himself moved over to lean against the window-sill. It was a long way to the ground, and Tisdall, in Grants opinion, was the suicide type. Not enough guts to brazen a thing out. Not enough vanity, perhaps, to like the limelight at any price. Certainly the everyone sorry when Im dead type.

Grant watched him now with minute attention. To an outsider he was a casual visitor, propped casually in the window while he indulged in casual conversation. In reality he was ready for instant emergency.

But there was no excitement. Tisdall pulled his suit-case from under the bed, and began with automatic method to change into his tweed and flannels. Grant felt that if the man carried poison, it would be somewhere in his working garments, and unconsciously relaxed a little as the waiters dress was cast aside. There was going to be no trouble. The man was coming quietly.

I neednt have worried as to how I was going to live, Tisdall was saying. There seems to be a moral somewhere in this very immoral proceeding. What do I do about a lawyer, by the way, when I have no money and no friends?

One will be provided.

Like a table napkin. I see.

He opened the cupboard nearest to Grant, and began to take things from their hangers and fold them into his case.

At least you can tell me what my motive was? he said presently, as if a new thought had struck him. You can mistake buttons; you can even wish a button on to a coat that never had it; but you cant pin a motive where there couldnt be one!

So you had no motive?

Certainly not. Quite the opposite. What happened last Thursday morning was the worst thing that has ever happened to me in my life. I should have thought that was obvious even to an outsider.

And of course you had not the faintest idea that Miss Clay had made a codicil to her will leaving you a ranch and a large sum of money.

Tisdall had been readjusting the folds of a garment. He stopped now, his hands still holding the cloth, but motionless, and stared at Grant.

Chris did that! he said. No. No, I didnt know. How wonderful of her!

And for a moment doubt stirred in Grant. That had been beautifully done. Timing, expression, action. No professional actor could have done it better. But the doubt passed. He recrossed his legs, by way of shaking himself, recalled the charm and innocence of murderers he had known (Andrew Hamey, who specialised in marrying women and drowning them and who looked like a choir soloist, and others of even greater charm and iniquity) and then composed his mind to the peace of a detective who has got his man.

So youve raked up the perfect motive. Poor Chris! She thought she was doing me such a good turn. Have I any defence at all, do you know?

That is not for me to say.

I have a great respect for you, Inspector Grant. I think it probable that I shall be unavailingly protesting my innocence on the scaffold.

He pushed the nearer cupboard door to, and opened the further one. The door opened away from Grant, so that the interior of the cupboard was not visible. But you disappoint me in one way. I thought you were a better psychologist, you know. When I was telling you the story of my life on Saturday morning, I really thought you were too good a judge to think that I could have done what you suspected me of. Now I find youre just a routine policeman.

Still keeping his hand on the door-knob, he bent down to the interior of the cupboard as if to take shoes from the floor of it.

There was the rasp of a key torn from its lock, the cupboard door swung shut, and even as Grant leaped the key turned on the inside.

Tisdall! he shouted. Dont be a fool! Do you hear! His mind raced over the antidotes for the various poisons. Oh, God, what a fool he had been! Sanger! Help me to break this open. Hes locked himself in.

The two men flung their combined weight on the door. It resisted their best efforts.

Listen to me, Tisdall, Grant said between gasps, poison is a fools trick. Well get you soon enough to give you an antidote, and all that will happen is that youll suffer hells pain for nothing. So think better of it!

But still the door resisted them.

Fire axe! Grant said. Saw it when we came up. On wall at the end of the passage. Quick!

Sanger fled and in eight seconds was back with the axe.

As the first blow of it fell, a half-dressed and sleepy colleague of Tisdalls appeared from next door and announced, You mek a noise like thet you hev the cops een!

Hey! he added, seeing the axe in Sangers grasp. What the hell you theenk you do, eh?

Keep away, you fool! Theres a man in that cupboard committing suicide.

Suicide! Cupboard! The waiter rubbed his black hair in perplexity, like a half-awakened child. That is not a cupboard!

Not a cupboard!

No, that is the what you call eet — leetle back stairs. For fire, you know.

God! said Grant, and made for the door.

Where does it come out — the stairway? he called back to the waiter.

In the passage to the front hall.

Eight flights, Grant said to Sanger. Lifts quicker, perhaps. He rang. Williams will stop him if he tries to go out by the door, he said, searching for comfort.

Williams has never seen him, sir. At least I dont think so.

Grant used words he had forgotten since he stopped campaigning in France.

Does the man on duty at the back know him?

Oh, yes, sir. Thats what hes there for, to stop him. But Sergeant Williams was just waiting for us.

Words failed Grant altogether.

The lift appeared.

Thirty seconds later they were in the hall.

The pleased expectancy on Williams pink face told them the worst. Williams had certainly not intercepted anyone.

People were arriving, people were departing, people were going to tea in the restaurant, people were going to eat ices in the sun lounge, to drink in the bar, to meet other people and go to tea at Lyons — the hall of the Marine was American in the catholicity of its inhabitants. To make oneself noticeable in that assembly it would be necessary to stand on ones hands and proceed so.

Williams said that a young brown-haired man, without a hat and wearing a tweed jacket and flannels had gone out about five minutes previously. In fact, two of them had gone out.

Two of them! You mean together!

No, Williams meant that two separate men answering to that description had gone out in the last five minutes. If it came to that, here was another.

Yes, there was another. And watching him, Grant was filled with a despair that ran up from his feet like a wave hitting him and flooding his whole being. Yes, indeed there would be others. In Kent alone at this moment were ten thousand men whose description corresponded to Tisdalls.

Grant pulled himself together and turned to the ungrateful task of forming a police cordon.
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THAT WAS THE biggest scoop of Jammy Hopkinss life. The other papers that evening appeared on the street with horrifying photographs of the mob at Golders Green — Medusa-like heads, close-up, screaming into the camera: dishevelled Furies with streaming locks and open mouths clawing each other in an abandon of hate — and thought that they were doing rather well. Nothing, surely, was as important today as the Clay funeral. And their photographers had done them proud. They could afford to be pleased.

But not for nothing had Hopkins trailed Grant from Wigmore Street, to the Orient offices, and from the Orient offices to the Temple, and from the Temple to the Yard. Not for nothing had he cooled his heels round the corner while his paid henchman kept watch on the Yard and gave him the sign when Grant left. Not for nothing had he followed him all the way to Westover.

CLAY MURDERED, announced the Sentinel posters. CLAY MURDERED: ARREST! And the crowds milled round the excited newsboys. And in the other offices there was tearing of hair, and much talk of sacking. In vain to point out to irate editors that Scotland Yard had said that when there was publishable news they should be told. What were they paid for, the editors would like to know? Sitting on their behinds waiting to be called up, and given official scraps of information? What did they think they were? Tote officials?

But Jammy was in high favour with the powers who signed his pay cheque. Jammy settled into residence at the Marine — much more palatially than Grant, who also had a bedroom there but was to spend most of his life in the immediate future at the police station — and gave thanks to the stars which had ordained so spectacular an end for Christine Clay.

As for Grant, he was — as he had known he would be — snowed under with information. By Tuesday noon Tisdall had been seen in almost every corner of England and Wales, and by tea-time was beginning to be seen in Scotland. He had been observed fishing from a bridge over a Yorkshire stream and had pulled his hat suspiciously over his face when the informant had approached. He had been seen walking out of a cinema in Aberystwyth. He had rented a room in Lincoln and had left without paying. (He had quite often left without paying, Grant noticed.) He had asked to be taken on a boat at Lowestoft. (He had also asked to be taken on a boat at half a dozen other places. The number of young men who could not pay their landladies and who wanted to leave the country was distressing.) He was found dead on a moor near Penrith. (That occupied Grant the best part of the afternoon.) He was found intoxicated in a London alley. He had bought a hat in Hythe, Grantham, Lewes, Tonbridge, Dorchester, Ashford, Luton, Aylesbury, Leicester, Chatham, East Grinstead, and in four London shops. He had also bought a packet of safety-pins in Swan and Edgars. He had eaten a crab sandwich at a quick lunch counter in Argyll Street, two rolls and coffee in a Hastings bun shop, and bread and cheese in a Haywards Heath inn. He had stolen every imaginable kind of article in every imaginable kind of place — including a decanter from a glass-and-china warehouse in Croydon. When asked what he supposed Tisdall wanted a decanter for, the informant said that it was a grand weapon.

Three telephones kept ringing like demented things, and by post, telegram, wireless, and personal appearance the information poured in. Nine-tenths of it quite useless, but all of it requiring a hearing: some of it requiring much investigation before its uselessness became apparent. Grant looked at the massed pile of reports, and his self-control deserted him for a little.

Its a big price to pay for a moments lack of wit, he said.

Cheer up, sir, said Williams. It might be worse.

Might be worse! Would you tell me what occurrence would, in your opinion, augment the horror of the situation?

Oh, well, so far no nut has come to confess to the crime, and waste our time that way.

But the nut arrived next morning.

Grant looked up from inspecting a dew-drenched coat which had just been brought in, to see Williams closing the door mysteriously and mysteriously advancing on him.

What is it, Williams? he asked, his voice sharp with anticipation.

The nut, Williams said.

The what?

The person to make a confession, sir. Williamss tone held a shade of guilt now, as if he felt that by mentioning the thing yesterday he had brought the evil to pass.

Grant groaned.

Not a bit the usual kind, sir. Quite interesting. Very smart.

Outside or inside?

Oh, her clothes, I meant, sir.

Her! Is it a woman?

Yes. A lady, sir.

Bring her in. Rage ran over him in little prickles. How dare some sensation-mad female waste his time in order to satisfy her perverted and depraved appetite.

Williams swung the door back and ushered in a bright fashionable figure.

It was Judy Sellers.

She said nothing, but came into the room with a sulky deliberation. Even in his surprise at seeing her, Grant thought how Borstal she was in spite of her soigné exterior. That air of resentment against the world in general and her own fate in particular was very familiar to him.

He pulled out a chair in silence. Grant could be very intimidating.

All right, Sergeant, he said, there wont be any need for you to stay. And then, to Judy as Williams went: Dont you think this is a little unfair, Miss Sellers?

Unfair?

I am working twenty-three hours out of the twenty-four, on dreadfully important work, and you see fit to waste my time by treating us to a bogus confession.

Theres nothing bogus about it.

Its so bogus that I have a good mind to dismiss you now, without another word.

She stayed his half-movement to the door. You cant do that. Ill just go to another police station and confess and theyll send me on to you. I did it, you see!

Oh, no, you didnt.

Why not?

For one thing, you werent near the place.

How do you know where I was?

You forget that in the course of conversation on Saturday night it was apparent that on Wednesday night you were at Miss Keats house in Chelsea.

I was only there for cocktails. I left early because Lydia was going to a party up the river.

Even so, that makes it rather unlikely that you should be on a beach near Westover shortly after dawn next morning.

It wouldnt be at all surprising if I were in the north of England next morning. I motored down if you want to know. You can enquire at my flat. The girl I live with will tell you that I didnt come home till lunch-time on Thursday.

That hardly proves that your activities were murderous.

They were, though. I drove to the Gap, hid in the wood, and waited till she came to swim.

You were, of course, wearing a mans coat?

Yes, though I dont know how you knew. It was cold driving, and I wore one of my brothers that was lying in the car.

Did you wear the coat to go down to the beach?

Yes. It was dithering cold. I dont like bathing in the dawn.

You went bathing!

Of course I did. I couldnt drown her from the shore, could I?

And you left the coat on the beach?

Oh, no, she said with elaborate sarcasm. I went swimming in it!

And Grant breathed again. For a moment he had had a fright.

So you changed into swimming things, walked down to the beach with your brothers coat over you, and — then what?

She was a fair way out. I went in, swam up to her and drowned her.

How?

She said, Hello, Judy. I said, Hello. I gave her a light tap on the chin. My brother taught me where to hit a persons chin, so as to addle them. Then I dived under her and pulled her through the water by the heels until she was drowned.

Very neat, Grant said. Youve thought it all out, havent you? Have you invented a motive for yourself, too?

Oh, I just didnt like her. I hated her, if you want to know. Her success and her looks and her self-sufficiency. She got in my hair until I couldnt bear it another day.

I see. And will you explain why, having achieved the practically perfect murder, you should calmly come here and put a noose round your neck?

Because youve got someone for it.

You mean because weve got Robert Tisdall. And that explains everything. And now having wasted some precious minutes of my time, you might recompense me and rehabilitate yourself at the same time, by telling me what you know of Tisdall.

I dont know anything. Except that he would be the very last person in the world to commit a murder. For any reason.

You knew him fairly well, then?

No. I hardly knew him at all.

You werent — friends?

No, nor lovers, if thats what youre trying to say. Bobby Tisdall didnt know I was alive, except to hand me a cocktail.

Grants tone changed. And yet youd go even to this length to get him out of a jam? he said, quite kindly.

She braced into resentment at the kindness. If youd committed a murder wouldnt you confess to save an innocent person?

Depends on how innocent I thought the police were. You underrate us, Miss Sellers.

I think youre a lot of idiots. Youve got a man who is innocent. Youre busy hounding him to death. And you wont listen to a perfectly good confession when you get one.

Well, you see, Miss Sellers, there are always things about a case that are known only to the police and are not to be learned from newspapers. The mistake you made was to get up your story from the newspaper accounts. There was one thing you didnt know. And one thing you forgot.

What did I forget?

That no one knew where Christine Clay was staying.

The murderer did.

Yes. That is my point. And now — Im very busy.

So you dont believe a word I say.

Oh, yes. Quite a lot of it. You were out all night on Wednesday, you probably went swimming, and you arrived back at lunch-time on Thursday. But none of that makes you guilty of murder.

She got up, in her reluctant, indolent way, and produced her lipstick. Well, she drawled between applications, having failed in my little bid for publicity, I suppose I must go on playing blonde nit-wits for the rest of my life. Its good I bought a day-return.

You dont fool me, Grant said, with a not too grim smile as he opened the door for her.

All right, then, maybe youre right about that, and blast you anyhow, she burst out. But youre wrong about his doing it. So wrong that your name will stink before this case is over.

And she brushed past an astonished Williams and two clerks, and disappeared.

Well, said Williams, thats the first. Humans are queer, arent they, sir? You know, if we announced the fact that the coat we want has a button missing, thered be people who would pull the button off their coats and bring it in. Just for fun. As if things werent difficult enough without that. Not just the usual type, though, was she, sir?

No. What did you make of her, Williams?

Musical comedy. Looking for publicity to help her career. Hard as nails.

All wrong. Legitimate stage. Hates her career. Soft-hearted to the point of self-sacrifice.

Williams looked a little crestfallen. Of course, I didnt have a chance to talk to her, he reminded.

No. On looks it was quite a good reading, Williams. I wish I could read this case as well. He sat down and ran his fingers through his hair. What would you do, Williams, once you had got clear of the Marine?

Williams understood that he was supposed to be Tisdall.

Id take a fairly crowded bus somewhere. First that came to hand. Get off with a crowd of others, and walk off as if I knew where I was going. In fact, wherever I went Id look as if I knew where I was going.

And then, what?

Id probably have to take another bus to get out of townified parts.

Youd get out of built-up areas, would you?

Sure! said Williams, surprised.

A mans much more conspicuous in open country.

There are woods. In fact, some of the woods in this part of the world would hide a man indefinitely. And if a man got as far west as Ashdown Forest, well, itd take about a hundred men to comb Ashdown properly.

Grant shook his head. Theres food. And lodging.

Sleep out. Its warm weather.

Hes been out two nights now. If he has taken to the country he must be looking shop-worn by this time. But has he? Have you noticed that no one has reported him as buying a razor? Theres just the chance that hes with friends. I wonder— his eyes strayed to the chair where Judy had been sitting. But no! Shed never risk as big a bluff as that. No need for it.

Williams wished to himself that Grant would go to the hotel and have some sleep. He was taking far too much to heart his failure to arrest Tisdall. Mistakes happened to the best of people, and everyone knew that Grant was all right. He had the Yard solid behind him. Why need he worry himself sick over something that might have happened to anyone? There were one or two crabbers, of course — people who wanted his job — but no one paid any attention to the like of them. Everyone knew what they were getting at. Grant was all right, and everyone knew it. It was silly of him to get so worked up over a little slip.

If a policemans heart can be said to ache, then Williamss stout heart ached for his superior.

You can get rid of this disgusting object, Grant said, indicating the coat. Its twenty years old, at least, and hasnt had a button on it for the last ten. Thats one thing that puzzles me, you know, Williams. He had it at the beach, and it was missing when he came back. He had to get rid of that coat somewhere along his route. It isnt a very extensive route, when all is said. And there wasnt time for him to go far off it. Hed be too anxious to get back and cover up his mistake in going away. And yet we havent turned the coat up. Two duck ponds, both shallow, both well dragged. Three streams that wouldnt hide a penny and wouldnt float a paper boat. Ditches beaten, garden walls inspected on the wrong side, two copses scoured. Nothing! What did he do with it? What would you do with it?

Burn it.

No time. Its damp too. Soaking wet, probably.

Roll it small and stick it in the fork of a tree. Everyone looks on the ground for things.

Williams, youre a born criminal. Tell Sanger your theory and ask him to make use of it this afternoon. Id rather have that coat than have Tisdall. In fact, Ive got to have that coat!

Talking of razors, you dont think maybe, he took his razor with him, sir?

I didnt think of it. Shouldnt think he had the presence of mind. But then I didnt think hed have the nerve to bolt. I concentrated on suicide. Where are his things?

Sanger took them over here in the case. Everything he had.

Just see if his razor is there? Its just as well to know whether hes shaved or not.

There was no razor.

Well! said Grant. Whod have thought it! You disappoint me, Inspector, says he, quietly pocketing the razor, and arranging his get-away with the worlds prize chump of a detective watching him. Im all wrong about that lad, Sergeant. All wrong. I thought first, when I took him from the inquest that he was one of these hysterical, do-it-on-the-spur-of-the-moment creatures. Then, after I knew about the will, I changed my mind. Still thought him a poor thing, though. And now I find he was planning a get-away under my very nose — and he brought it off! It isnt Tisdall whos a washout, its me!

Cheer up, sir. Our luck is out at the moment. But you and I between us, and no one else, so help me, are going to put that cold-blooded brute where he belongs, Williams said fervently, not knowing that the person who was to be the means of bringing the murderer of Christine Clay to justice was a rather silly little woman in Kansas City who had never heard of any of them.


11.
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ERICA STOOD ON the brake and brought her disreputable little car to a standstill. She then backed it the necessary yards, and stopped again. She inspected with interest the sole of a mans boot, visible in the grass and gorse, and then considered the wide empty landscape and the mile-long straight of chalky lane with its borders of speedwell and thrift, shining in the sun.

You can come out, she said. Theres no one in sight for miles.

The boot sole disappeared and a mans astonished face appeared in the bushes above it.

Thats a great relief to me, Erica observed. I thought for a moment that you might be dead.

How did you know it was me? I suppose you did know it was me?

Yes. Theres a funny squiggle on the instep part of your sole where the price has been scored off. I noticed it when you were lying on the floor of Fathers office.

Oh, yes; thats who you are, of course. Youre a very good detective.

Youre a very bad escaper. No one could have missed your foot.

You didnt give me much time. I didnt hear your car till it was nearly on me.

You must be deaf. Shes one of the County jokes, poor Tinny. Like Lady Middleways hat and old Mr. Dynes shell-collection.

Tinny?

Yes. She used to be Christina, but the inevitable happened. You couldnt not have heard her.

I think perhaps I was asleep for a minute or two. I — Im a bit short of sleep.

Yes, I expect so. Are you hungry?

Is that just an academic question, or — or are you offering me food?

Erica reached into the back of the car and produced half a dozen rolls, a glass of tongue, half a pound of butter, and four tomatoes.

Ive forgotten a tin-opener, she said, passing him the tongue, but if you hit the tin lid hard with a flint it will make a hole. She split a roll with a pen knife produced from her pocket and began to butter it.

Do you always carry food about with you? he asked, doubtfully.

Oh, always. Im a very hungry person. Besides Im often not home from morning till night. Heres the knife. Cut a hunk of the tongue and lay it on that. She gave him the buttered roll. I want the knife back for the other roll.

He did as he was bidden, and she busied herself with the knife again, politely ignoring him so that he should not have to pretend to an indifference that would be difficult of achievement.

Presently he said, I suppose you know that all this is very wrong?

Why is it wrong?

For one thing, youre aiding an escaped criminal, which is wrong in itself, and doubly wrong in your fathers daughter. And for another — and this is much worse — if I were what they think me youd be in the gravest danger at this minute. You shouldnt do things like that, you know.

If you were a murderer it wouldnt help you much to commit another one just to keep me from saying I saw you.

If youve committed one, I suspect you dont easily stop at another. You can only be hanged once. And so you dont think I did it?

Im quite sure you didnt.

What makes you so sure?

Youre not capable of it.

Thank you, he said gratefully.

I didnt mean it that way.

Oh! Oh, I see. A smile actually broke through. Disconcerting but invigorating. George an ancestor of yours?

George? Oh. No. No, I can tell lies with the best.

Youll have to tonight. Unless you are going to give me up.

I dont suppose anyone will question me at all, she said, ignoring the latter half of his remark. I dont think a beard becomes you, by the way.

I dont like it myself. I took a razor with me but couldnt manage to do anything without soap and water. I suppose you havent soap in the car?

Im afraid not. I dont wash as often as I eat. But theres a frothy stuff in a bottle — Snowdrop, they call it — that I use to clean my hands when I change a wheel. Perhaps that would work. She got out the bottle from the car pocket. You must be much cleverer than I thought you were, you know.

Yes? How clever does that make me actually?

To get away from Inspector Grant. Hes very good at his job, Father says.

Yes, I think he probably is. If I didnt happen to have a horror of being shut up, I wouldnt have had the nerve to run. As it was, that half-hour was the most exciting thing that ever happened to me. I know now what living at top speed means. I used to think having money and doing what you liked — twenty different things a day — was living at speed. But I just didnt know anything about it.

Was she nice, Christine Clay?

He looked disconcerted. You do jump about, dont you? Yes, she was a grand person. He forgot his food for a moment. Do you know what she did? She left me her ranch in California because she knew I had no money and hated an office.

Yes, I know.

You know?

Yes, Ive heard Father and the others discussing it.

Oh. Oh, yes. . . . And you still believe I didnt do it? I must be very bargain counter in your eyes!

Was she very beautiful?

Havent you ever seen her, then? On the screen, I mean?

No. I dont think so.

Neither have I. Funny, isnt it. I suppose, roaming from place to place its easy to miss pictures.

Im afraid I dont go to the cinema often. Its a long way to a good one from our place. Have some more tongue.

She meant to do me such a good turn — Chris. Irony, isnt it? That her gift should be practically my death warrant.

I suppose you have no idea who could have done it?

No. I didnt know any of her friends, you know. She just picked me up one night. He considered the schoolgirlish figure before him. I suppose that sounds dreadful to you?

Oh, no. Not if you liked the look of each other. I judge a lot on looks.

I cant help feeling that the police may be making a mistake — I mean, that it was just accident. If youd seen the country that morning. Utterly deserted. No one going to be awake for at least another hour. Its almost incredible that someone should have been out for murder at that time and in that place. That button might be an accident, after all.

If your coat turned up with the buttons on it, would that prove you had nothing to do with it?

Yes, I think so. That seemed to be all the evidence the police had. He smiled a little. But you know more about it than I do.

Where were you when you lost it — the coat, I mean?

Wed gone over to Dymchurch one day: Tuesday, it was. And we left the car to walk along the sea-wall for about half an hour. Our coats were always left lying in the back. I didnt miss mine till we stopped for petrol about half-way home, and I turned round to get the bag Chris had flung there when she got in. His face suddenly flamed scarlet, and Erica watched him in surprise and then in embarrassment. It was moments later before it occurred to her that the tacit admission that the woman was paying was more humiliating to him than any murder accusation. The coat wasnt there then, he went on hurriedly, so it could only have gone while we were walking.

Gipsies?

I dont think so. I didnt see any. A casual passer-by, more likely.

Is there anything to tell that the coat is yours? Youd have to prove it to the police, you know.

My name is on the lining — one of those tailors tags, you know.

But if it was stolen that would be the first thing theyd take off.

Yes. Yes I suppose so. Theres another thing, though. Theres a small burn on the right-hand side below the pocket, where someone held a cigarette against it.

Thats better, isnt it! That would settle it very nicely.

If the coat were found!

Well, no one who stole a coat is likely to bring it to the police station just because the police want it. And the police are not looking for coats on people. Theyre looking for discarded ones. So far no one has done anything about getting your coat. On your behalf, I mean. To be evidence for you.

Well, what can I do?

Give yourself up.

What!

Give yourself up. Then theyll give you a lawyer and things. And it will be his business to look for the coat.

I couldnt do that. I just couldnt, Whats-Your-Name.

Erica.

Erica. The thought of having a key turned on me gives me the jitters.

Claustrophobia?

Yes. I dont really mind closed spaces as long as I know that I can get out. Caves and things. But to have a key turned on me, and then to have nothing to do but sit and think of — I just couldnt do it.

No, I suppose you couldnt, if you feel like that about it. Its a pity. Its much the most sensible way. What are you going to do now?

Sleep out again, I suppose. Theres no rain coming.

Havent you any friends whod look after you?

With a murder charge against me? No! You overrate human friendship. He paused a moment, and added, in a surprised voice: No. No, perhaps you dont, at that. Ive just not met the right kind before.

Then we had better decide on a place where I can meet you tomorrow and bring you some more food. Here, if you like.

No!

Where then?

I didnt mean that. I mean that youre not meeting me anywhere.

Why not?

Because youd be committing a felony, or whatever it is. I dont know what the penalty is, but youd be a criminal. It cant be done.

Well, you cant stop me dropping food out of the car, can you? There is no law against that, that I know of. It will just happen that a cheese and a loaf and some chocolates will fall out of the car into these bushes tomorrow morning. I must go now. The landscape looks deserted, but if you leave a car standing long enough someone always pops up to make enquiries.

She swept the refuse of the food into the car, and got in herself.

He made a movement to get to his feet.

Dont be foolish, she said sharply. Keep down.

He swivelled round on to his knees. All right. You cant object to this position. And it expresses my feelings much better.

She shut the car door, and leaned over it.

Nut or plain?

What?

The chocolate.

Oh! The kind with raisins in it, please. Some day, Erica Burgoyne, I shall crown you with rubies and make you to walk on carpets rich as—

But the sentence was lost in the roar of Tinnys departure.
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KINDNESS, SAID ERICA, to her fathers head groom, have you anything laid by?

Kindness paused in his checking of the corn account, shot her a pale glance from a wrinkled old eye, and went on with his adding.

Tuppence! he said at length, in the tone one uses instead of a spit.

This referred to the account, and Erica waited. Kindness hated accounts.

Enough to bury me decent, he said, having reached the top of the column again.

You dont want to be buried yet a while. Could you lend me ten pounds, do you think?

The old man paused in licking his stub of pencil, so that the lead made a purple stain on the exposed tip of his tongue.

So thats the way it is! he said. What have you been doing now?

I havent been doing anything. But there are some things I might want to do. And petrol is a dreadful price.

The mention of petrol was a bad break.

Oh, the car, is it? he said jealously. Kindness hated Tinny. If its the car you want it for, why dont you ask Hart?

Oh, I couldnt. Erica was almost shocked. Hart is quite new. Hart being a newcomer with only eleven years service.

Kindness looked mollified.

It isnt anything shady, she assured him. I would have got it from Father at dinner tonight; the money, I mean; but he has gone to Uncle Williams for the night. And women are so inquisitive, she added after a pause.

This, which could only refer to Nannie, made up the ground she had lost over the petrol. Kindness hated Nannie.

Ten pounds is a big bit out of my coffin, he said with a sideways jerk of the head.

You wont need it before Saturday. I have eight pounds in the bank, but I dont want to waste time tomorrow morning going into Westover for it. Time is awfully precious just now. If anything happens to me, youre sure of eight pounds anyhow. And Father is good for the other two.

And what made you come to Kindness?

There was complacence in the tone, and anyone but Erica would have said: Because you are my oldest friend, because you have always helped me out of difficulties since I was three years old and first put my legs astride a pony, because you can keep my counsel and yours, because in spite of your cantankerousness you are an old darling.

But Erica said, I just thought how much handier tea-caddies were than banks.

Whats that!

Oh, perhaps I shouldnt have said that. Your wife told me about that, one day I was having tea with her. It wasnt her fault, really. I saw the notes peering through the tea. A bit germy, I thought. For the tea, I mean. But an awfully good idea. As Kindness was still speechless. Boiling water kills most things, anyhow. Besides, she said, bringing up as support what she should have used for attack, who else could I go to?

She reached over and took the stub of pencil from him, turned over a handbill of the local gymkhana which was lying on the saddle-room table, and wrote in school-girl characters on the back:

I owe Bartholomew Kindness ten pounds. Erica Meir Burgoyne.

That will do until Saturday, she said. My cheque book is finished, anyhow.

I dont like you frittering away my brass handles all over Kent, Kindness grumbled.

I think brass handles are very showy, Erica said. Youd do much better to have wrought iron.

As they went through the gardens together towards his cottage and the tea-caddy, Erica said:

About how many pawnbrokers are there in Kent?

 Bout two thousand.

Oh, dear! said Erica. And let the conversation lapse.

But the two thousand pawnbrokers slept with her that night, and leaped awake before her waking eyes.

Two thousand! My hat!

But of course Kindness was just guessing. He probably had never pawned anything in his life. How could he know in the very least how many pawnbrokers there were in a county? Still, there was bound to be quite a number. Even in a well-to-do county like Kent. She had never noticed even one. But she supposed you wouldnt notice one unless you happened to be looking for it. Like mushrooms.

It was half-past six of a hot, still morning as she backed Tinny out of the garage, and no one was awake in the bland white house that smiled at her as she went. Tinny made a noise at any time, but the noise she made in the before-breakfast silence of a summer morning was obscene. And for the first time Erica was guilty of disloyalty in her feeling for Tinny. Exasperated she had been often; yes, furious; but it had always been the fury of possession, the anger one feels for someone so loved as to be part of oneself. Never in her indignation, never in the moments of her friends laughter, had she ever been tempted to disown Tinny. Still less to give her up.

But now she thought quite calmly, I shall really have to get a new car.

Erica was growing up.

Tinny expostulated her way through the quiet shining lanes, chuffing, snorting, and shaking, while Erica sat upright in the old-fashioned seat and ceased to think about her. Beside her was a box containing half a spring chicken, bread and butter, tomatoes, shortbread, and a bottle of milk. This— Miss Ericas lunch — was the Steynes housekeepers unwitting contribution to the confounding of the Law. Beyond it, in a brown-paper parcel, was Ericas own subscription — a less delicate but more filling one than the housekeepers — purchased at Mr.-Deeds-in-the-village. (Eastindiaman and provision Merchant. All the Best in Season.) Mr. Deeds had provided pink and shining slices of jellied veal (Do you really want it as thick as that, Miss Erica?) but he had not been able to supply a brand of chocolates with raisins in it. No demand for that, there wasnt.

It had not even crossed Ericas mind that she was tired, that there remained less than an hour before closing-time, and that a starving man might just as well have good solid lumps of plain chocolate as be indulged in his light preference for raisins. No; Erica — although she could not have told you about it — knew all about the importance of little things. Especially the importance of little things when one was unhappy. In the hot and dusty evening she had toured the neighboring villages with a determination that grew with her lack of success. So that now, in the torn and gaping pocket of Tinnys near door, lay four half-pound slabs of chocolate with raisins in it; the whole stock of Mrs.-Higgs-at-Leytham, who at a quarter past seven had been persuaded to leave her high tea (only for you Id do it, Miss Burgoyne, not for another soul) and turn the enormous key in her small blistered door.

It was after seven before she had clamoured her way through sleeping Mallingford and entered the hot, shadeless country beyond. As she turned into the long straight of the chalky lane where her quick country-trained eyes had noticed that boot yesterday, she wished that Tisdall might have better cover than those gorse bushes. Not cover from the Law, but cover from the sky there was going to be at midday. A blazing day, it was going to be. Tisdall would need all of that bottle of milk and those tomatoes. She debated whether or not it would be a good move to transport the fugitive to other climes. Over to Charing, for instance. There were woods enough there to house an army in safety from sun and law. But Erica had never much liked woods, and had never felt particularly safe in one. It was better to be hot in gorse bushes and be able to see a long way away, than have strangers stumbling over you in the cool of thick trees. Besides, the Tisdall man might refuse the offer of a lift.

There is no doubt as to what the Tisdall mans answer would have been, but the proposition was never put to him. Either he was so dead asleep that not even the uproar of Tinnys advent could rouse him, or he was no longer in that piece of country. Erica went to the end of the mile-long straight, Tinny full out and making a noise like an express train, and came back to the spot where she had stopped yesterday. As she shut off the engine, the silence fell about her, absolute. Not even a lark sang, not a shadow stirred.

She waited there, quietly, not looking about her, her arms propped on the wheel in the attitude of one considering her future movements. There must be no expectancy in her appearance to arouse suspicion in the mind of stray countrymen. For twenty minutes she sat, relaxed and incurious. Then she stretched herself, made sure during the stretch that the lane was still unoccupied, and got out. If Tisdall had wanted to speak to her, he would have reached her before now. She took the two parcels and the chocolate and cached them where Tisdall had been lying yesterday. To these she added a packet of cigarettes produced from her own sagging pocket. Erica did not smoke herself — she had tried it, of course, had not much liked it, and with the logic that was her ruling characteristic had not persisted — and she did not know that Tisdall smoked. These, and the matches, were just in case. Erica never did a job that was not thorough.

She climbed in again, pressed Tinny into life, and without a pause or backward glance headed down the lane, her face and thoughts turned to the far-off coast and Dymchurch.

It was Ericas very sound theory that no local had stolen that coat. She had lived all her life in a country community, and knew very well that a new black overcoat cannot make its appearance even on the meanest back without receiving a truly remarkable amount of attention. She knew, too, that your countryman is not versed in the ways of pawnshops, and that a coat lying in a car would not represent to him a possible cash value, as it would to someone on the road. If he coveted it at all, it would be for possession; and the difficulty of explaining its appearance would result in his leaving it where it was. The coat, therefore, according to Ericas reasoning, had been taken by a casual.

This made things at once easier and more difficult. A casual is a much more noticeable person than a local, and so easier to identify. On the other hand, a casual is a movable object and difficult to track. In the week that had passed since the theft, that coat might have traversed most of Kent. It might now be —— 

Hunger gave wings to Ericas imagination. By the time she was in sight of Dymchurch she had, thanks to modern methods of hitch-hiking and old-fashioned methods of stowing away, placed the coat on the back of a clerk in the office of the Mayor of Bordeaux. He was a little pale clerk with a delicate wife and puny baby, and Ericas heart was sore at the thought of having to take the coat from him, even for Tisdall.

At this point Erica decided that she must eat. Fasting was good for the imagination but bad for logic. She stepped on the brake at sight of The Rising Sun, good pull-up for car men, open all night. It was a tin shed, set down by the roadside with the inconsequence of a matchbox, painted gamboge and violet, and set about with geraniums. The door was hospitably open, and the sound of voices floated out on the warm air.

In the tiny interior were two very large men. The proprietor was cutting very large slices from a very fresh loaf, and the other man was sipping very hot liquid from a very large mug with very great noise. At sight of Erica on the doorstep all these activities ceased abruptly.

Good morning, said Erica into the silence.

Morning, miss, said the proprietor. Cup of tea, perhaps?

Well— Erica looked round. You havent any bacon, by any chance?

Lovely bacon, said the owner promptly. Melt in your mouth.

Ill have a lot, said Erica happily.

Egg with it, perhaps?

Three, said Erica.

The owner craned his neck to see out the door, and found that she really was alone.

Come, he said. Thats something like. Nice to see a young girl that can appreciate her vittles these days. Have a seat, miss. He dusted an iron chair for her with the corner of his apron. Bacon be ready in no time. Thick or thin?

Thick, please. Good morning. This to the other man, in more particular greeting, as she sat down and so definitely became a partner in this business of eating and drinking. Is that your lorry out there? I have always wanted to drive one of those.

Ye? Ive always wanted to be a tightrope walker.

Youre the wrong build, said Erica seriously. Better stick to lorry driving. And the owner paused in his slicing of the bacon to laugh.

The lorry driver decided that sarcasm was wasted on so literal a mind. He relaxed into amiability.

Oh, well; nice to have ladies company for a change, eh, Bill?

Dont you have lots of it? asked Erica. I thought lorries were very popular. And before the astounded man could make up his mind whether this skinny child was being rude, provocative, or merely matter of fact, she went on, Do you give lifts to tramps, ever, by the way?

Never! said the driver promptly, glad to feel his feet on firm ground.

Thats a pity. Im interested in tramps.

Christian interest? enquired Bill, turning the sizzling bacon in the pan.

No. Literary.

Well, now. You writing a book?

Not exactly. Im gathering material for someone else. You must see a lot of tramps, even if you dont give them lifts, she persisted, to the driver.

No time to see anyone when youre driving that there.

Tell her about Harrogate Harry, prompted Bill, breaking eggs. I saw him in your cab last week sometime.

Never saw anyone in my cab, you didnt.

Oh, come unstuck, will you. The little ladys all right. Shes not the sort to go blabbing even if you did give an odd tramp a lift?

Harrogate isnt a tramp.

Who is he, then? asked Erica.

Hes a china merchant. Travelling.

Oh, I know. A blue-and-white bowl in exchange for a rabbit skin.

No. Nothing like that. Mends teapot handles and such.

Oh. Does he make much? This for the sake of keeping the driver on the subject.

Enough to be going on with. And he cadges an old coat or a pair of boots now and then.

Erica said nothing for a moment, and she wondered if the thumping of her heart was as audible to these two men as it was in her ears. An old coat, now and then. What should she say now? She could not say: Did he have a coat the day you saw him? That would be a complete give-away.

He sounds interesting, she said, at last. Mustard, please, to Bill. I should like to meet him. But I suppose he is at the other end of the county by now. What day did you see him?

Lemme see. I picked him up outside Dymchurch and dropped him near Tonbridge. That was a week last Monday.

So it hadnt been Harrogate. What a pity! He had sounded so hopeful a subject, with his desire for coats and boots, his wandering ways, and his friendliness with lorry-drivers who get a man away quickly from possibly unfriendly territory. Oh, well, it was no good imagining that it was going to be as easy as this had promised to be.

Bill set down the mustard by her plate. Not Monday, he said. Not that it makes any difference. But Jimmy was here unloading stores when you went by. Tuesday, it was.

Not that it made any difference! Erica took a great mouthful of eggs and bacon to quiet her singing heart.

For a little there was silence in The Rising Sun; partly because Erica had a masculine habit of silence while she ate, partly because she had not yet made up her mind what it would be both politic and productive to say next. She was startled into anxiety when the lorry-driver thrust his mug away from him and rose to go.

But you havent told me about Harrogate Whats-His-Name!

What is there to tell?

Well, a travelling china-mender must be chock full of interest. I would like to meet him and have a talk.

He isnt much of a talker.

Id make it worth his while.

Bill laughed. If you was to give Harrogate five bob, hed talk his head off. And for ten hell tell you how he found the south pole.

Erica turned to the more sympathetic one of the two.

You know him? Does he have a home, do you know?

In winter he stays put, mostly, I think. But in summer he lives in a tent.

Living with Queenie Webster somewhere near Pembury, put in the driver, who didnt like the shift of interest to Bill.

He put down some coppers on the scrubbed table and moved to the door.

And if youre making it worth anyones while, Id square Queenie first if I was you.

Thank you, said Erica. Ill remember. Thank you for your help.

The genuine warmth of gratitude in her voice made him pause. He stood in the doorway considering her. Tramps are a queer taste for a girl with a healthy appetite, he said, and went out to his lorry.


13.

[image: img29.jpg]

ERICAS HEALTHY APPETITE extended to bread and marmalade and several cups of tea, but she absorbed little information with the nourishment. Bill, for all his willingness to give her anything she wanted, knew very little about Harrogate Harry. She had now to decide whether or not to leave a warm Dymchurch and follow the unknown and elusive Harry into the cold of the Tonbridge country.

Are most tramps honest, would you say? she asked as she was paying her bill.

We — ll, said Bill, thinking it out, honest up to the point of opportunity, if you know what I mean.

Erica knew. Not one tramp in fifty would refuse the gift of a coat lying unattended. And Harrogate Harry definitely liked to acquire coats and boots. And Harry had been in Dymchurch a week last Tuesday. Her job, therefore, was to follow the china-mender through the summer landscape until she caught up with him. If night overtook her in her search she must think of some really reassuring lie which could be telephoned to her father at Steynes to account for her absence. The need for lying caused her the first pang she had suffered so far in her self-appointed crusade; she had never needed to shut out her father from any ploy of hers. For the second time in a few hours her loyalty was divided. She had not noticed her disloyalty to Tinny; but this time she noticed and cared.

Oh, well, the day was young, and days just now were long. And Tinny might be a veteran but she was never sick or sorry. If luck held as it had begun she might still be back in her own bed at Steynes tonight. Back at Steynes — with the coat!

Her breath stopped at the very prospect.

She said good-bye to the admiring Bill, promised to recommend his breakfasts to all her friends, and set Tinnys nose west and north through the hot flowery country. The roads were blinding now in the glare of the sky, the horizons beginning to swim. Tinny sweltered stoutly through the green furnace, and was soon as comfortable as a frying-pan. In spite of her eagerness Erica was forced every few miles to pause and open both doors while Tinny cooled. Yes, she really must get another car.

Near Kippings Cross, on the main Tonbridge road, she repeated as tactics what she had by accident found serviceable: she pulled up for lunch at a wayside hut. But this time luck was lacking in the service. The hut was kept by a jolly woman with a flow of conversation but no interest in tramps. She had all the normal womans intolerance of a waster, and didnt encourage vagrants. Erica ate sparingly and drank her bottled coffee, glad of the temporary shade; but presently she rose and went out to find a better place. The better referring not to food but to possible information. With a self-control beyond praise she turned her eyes away from the endless tea-gardens, green and cool, with gay cloths gleaming like wet stones in the shadows. Not for her that luxury today. Tea-gardens knew nothing of tramps.

She turned down a lane to Goudhurst, and sought an inn. Inns had always china to mend, and now that she was in Harrogates home country, so to speak, she would surely find someone who knew him.

She ate cold underdone beef and green salad in a room as beautiful as any at Steynes, and prayed that one, at least, of the dishes on her table, should be cracked. When the tinned fruit appeared in a broken china rose-bowl she nearly whooped aloud.

Yes, the waitress agreed, it was a pretty bowl. She didnt know if it was valuable or not, she was only there for the season (it being understood that the possible value of household goods could not interest anyone whose playground was the world). Yes, she supposed that someone local mended their china but she didnt know. Yes, she could ask, of course.

The landlord, asked who had mended the china bowl so beautifully, said that that particular bowl was bought just as it was, in a job lot of stuff over at Matfield Green. And anyhow it was so old a mend that the man that did it was probably dead by now. But if Erica wanted a man to mend her china, there was a good travelling man who came round now and then. Palmer, by name. He could put fifty pieces together when he was sober without showing a join. But youd got to be sure he was sober.

Erica listened to the vices and virtues of Palmer, and asked if he was the only one in the district.

The only one the landlord knew. But you couldnt find a better than Harry.

Harry?

That was his name. Harrogate Harry they called him. No, the landlord did not know where he was to be found. Lived in a tent Brenchley way, so he understood. Not the kind of household that Erica had better visit alone, he thought he had better say. Harry was no example as a citizen.

Erica went out into the heat encouraged by the news that for days, sometimes weeks, together, Harry did not stir away from his temporary home. As soon as he made a little extra money, he sat back and drank it.

Well, if one is going to interview a china-mender ones first necessity is broken china. Erica drove into Tunbridge Wells, hoping that the great-aunt who lived sombrely in Calverly Park was sleeping off her forbidden pastry and not promenading under the lime trees, and in an antique shop spent some of Kindnesss coffin money on a frivolous little porcelain figure of a dancer. She drove back to Pembury and in the afternoon quiet of a deep lane proceeded to drop the dancer with abandon on the running-board of the car. But the dancer was tough. Even when Erica took her firmly by the feet and tapped her on the jamb of the door, she remained whole. In the end, afraid that greater violence might shatter her completely, she snapped off an arm with her finger and thumb, and there was her passport to Harrogate Harry.

You cannot ask questions about a vague tramp who, you think, may have stolen a coat. But to look for a china-mender is quite a legitimate search, involving no surprise or suspicion in the minds of the questioned. It took Erica only ninety minutes to come face to face with Harrogate. It would have taken her less, but the tent was a long way from any made road; first up a cart track through woods, a track impassable even for the versatile Tinny, then across an open piece of gorse land with far views of the Medway valley, and into a second wood to a clearing at its further edge, where a stream ran down to a dark pool.

Erica wished that the tent had not been in a wood. From her earliest childhood she had been fearless by nature (the kind of child of whom older people say out hunting: Not a nerve in her body), but there was no denying that she didnt like woods. She liked to see a long way away. And though the stream ran bright and clear and merry in the sunlight, the pool in the hollow was still and deep and forbidding. One of those sudden, secret cups of black water more common in Sussex than in Kent.

As she came across the clearing carrying the little dancer in her hand, a dog rushed out at her, shattering the quiet with hysterical protest. And at the noise a woman came to the tent door and stood there watching Erica as she came. She was a very tall woman, broadshouldered and straight, and Erica had the mad feeling that this long approach to her over an open floor should end in a curtsey.

Good afternoon, she called, cheerfully, above the clamour of the dog. But the woman waited without moving. I have a piece of china — Cant you make that dog be quiet? She was face to face with her now, only the noise of the dog between them.

The woman lifted a foot to the animals ribs, and the high yelling died into silence. The murmur of the stream came back.

Erica showed the broken porcelain figure.

Harry! called the woman, her black inquisitive eyes not leaving Erica. And Harry came to the tent door: a small weaselish man with bloodshot eyes, and evidently in the worst of tempers. A job for you.

Im not working, said Harry, and spat.

Oh. Im sorry. I heard you were very good at mending things.

The woman took the figure and broken piece from Ericas hands. Hes working, all right, she said.

Harry spat again, and took the pieces. Have you the money to pay? he asked, angrily.

How much will it be?

Two shillings.

Two and six, said the woman.

Oh, yes, I have that much.

He went back into the tent, and the woman stood in the way, so that Erica could neither follow nor see. Unconsciously she had, in imagining this moment, always placed herself inside the tent — with the coat folded up in the corner. Now she was not even to be allowed to see inside.

He wont be long, Queenie said. By the time youve cut a whistle from the ash tree, itll be ready.

Ericas small sober face broke into one of its rare smiles. You thought I couldnt do that, didnt you? For the womans phrase had been a flick in the face of a supposed town-dweller.

She cut the wood with her pocket-knife, shaped it, nicked it, and damped it in the stream, hoping that a preoccupation might disarm Queenie and her partner. She even hoped that the last processes of whistle-manufacture might be made in friendly company with the mending of china. But the moment she moved back to the tent, Queenie came from her desultory stick-gathering in the wood to stand guard. And Erica found her whistle finished and the mended figure in her hands, without being one whit wiser or richer than she was when she left the car in the road. She could have cried.

She produced her small purse (Erica hated a bag) and paid her half-crown, and the sight of the folded notes in the little back partition all waiting to do their work of rescue, drove her to desperation. Without any warning and without knowing she was going to say it, she asked the man:

What did you do with the coat you took at Dymchurch?

There was a moment of complete stillness, and Erica rushed on:

I dont want to do anything about it. Prosecuting, or anything like that, I mean. But I do want that coat awfully bad. Ill buy it back from you if you still have it. Or if youve pawned it—

Youre a nice one! the man burst out. Coming here to have a job of work done and then accusing a man of battle and blue murder. You be out of here before I lose my temper good and proper and crack you one on the side of the jaw. Impudent little —— with your loose tongue. Ive a good mind to twist it out of your bloody head, and whats more I—

The woman pushed him aside and stood over Erica, tall and intimidating.

What makes you think my man took a coat?

The coat he had when Jake, the lorry-driver, gave him a lift a week last Tuesday was taken from a car at Dymchurch. We know that. She hoped the we sounded well. And she hoped she didnt sound as doubtful as she felt. They were both very innocent and indignant-looking. But it isnt a matter of making a case. We only want the coat back. Ill give you a pound for it, she added, as they were about to break in on her again.

She saw their eyes change. And in spite of her predicament a great relief flooded her. The man was the man. They knew what coat she was talking about.

And if youve pawned it, Ill give you ten shillings to tell me where.

What do you get out of this? the woman said. What do you want with a mans coat?

I didnt say anything about it being a mans. Triumph ran through her like an electric shock.

Oh, never mind! Queenie dismissed with rough impatience any further pretence. What is it to you?

If she mentioned murder they would both panic, and deny with their last breath any knowledge of the coat. She knew well, thanks to her fathers monologues, the petty offenders horror of major crime. They would go to almost any lengths to avoid being mixed up, even remotely, in a capital charge.

Its to get Hart out of trouble, she said. He shouldnt have left the car unattended. The owner is coming back tomorrow, and if the coat isnt found by then Hart will lose his job.

Whos Art? asked the woman. Your brother?

No. Our chauffeur.

Chauffeur! Harry gave a high skirl of laughter that had little amusement in it. Thats a good one. I suppose you have two Rolls Royces and five Bentleys. His little red eyes ran over her worn and outgrown clothes.

No. Just a Lanchester and my old Morris. As their disbelief penetrated: My name is Erica Burgoyne. My father is Chief Constable.

Ye? My name is John D. Rockfeller, and my father was the Duke of Wellington.

Erica whipped up her short tweed skirt, gripped the elastic waistband of the gym knickers she wore summer and winter, and pushed the inner side of it towards him on an extended thumb.

Can you read? she said.

Erica M. Burgoyne, read the astonished man, in red on a Cashs label.

Its a great mistake to be too sceptical, she said, letting the elastic snap back into place.

So youre doing it for a chauffeur, eh? Harry leered at her, trying to get back his lost ground. Youre very concerned about a chauffeur, arent you?

Im desperately in love with him, Erica said, in the tone in which one says: And a box of matches, please. At school theatricals Erica had always had charge of the curtains.

But it passed. Their minds were too full of speculation to be concerned with emotion.

How much? said the woman.

For the coat?

No. For telling you where to find it.

I told you, Ill give you ten shillings.

Not enough.

But how do I know youll tell me the truth?

How do we know youre telling the truth?

All right, Ill give you a pound. I shall still have to buy it from the pawnshop, you know.

It isnt in a pawnshop, the man said. I sold it to a stone-breaker.

W-h-a-t! cried Erica in a despairing wail. Do I have to begin looking for someone else?

Oh, no need to look, no need at all. You hand over the cash, and Ill tell you where to find the bloke.

Erica took out a pound note and showed it to him. Well?

Hes working at the Five Wents cross-road, Paddock Wood way. And if he aint there, he lives in a cottage in Capel. Near the church.

Erica held out the note. But the woman had seen the contents of the purse.

Wait, Harry! Shell pay more. She moved between Erica and the path through the wood.

I wont give you a penny more, Erica said incisively. Indignation overcame her awareness of the black pool, the silence, and her dislike of woods. Thats cheating.

The woman grabbed at her purse; but Erica had played lacrosse for her school only last winter. Queenies eager hand, to her great astonishment, met not the purse but Ericas other arm, and came up and hit her own face with surprising violence. And Erica was round her stately bulk and running across the clearing, as she had swerved and run, half-bored, half-pleased, through many winter afternoons.

She heard them come after her, and wondered what they would do to her if they caught up with her. She wasnt afraid of the woman, but the man was small and light, and for all his drinking might be speedy. And he knew the path. In the shade of the trees, after the bright sunlight, she could hardly see a path at all. She wished she had said that someone was waiting for her in the car. It would have been — 

Her foot caught in a root, and she rolled over and over.

She heard him coming thudding down the soft path, and as she sat up his face appeared, as it were swimming towards her, above the undergrowth. In a few seconds he would be on her. She had fallen heavily because she was still clutching something in either hand. She looked to see what she was holding. In one hand was the china figure; in the other her purse and — the whistle.

The whistle! She put it to her mouth and blew a sort of tattoo. Long and short, like a code. A signal.

At the sound the man stopped, only a few yards from her, doubtfully.

Hart! she called with all the force of her very good lungs. Hart! And whistled again.

All right, said the man, all right! You can have your —— Hart. Some day Ill tell your pa whats going on round his house. And Ill bet you pay me more than a few quid then, me lady!

Good-bye, said Erica. Thank your wife from me for the whistle.
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AND OF COURSE, what you want, Inspector, is a rest. A little relaxation. The Chief Constable heaved himself into his raincoat. Overworking yourself disgracefully. That never got a man anywhere. Except into his grave. Here it is Friday, and I dare swear you havent had a nights sleep or a proper meal this week. Ridiculous! Mustnt take the thing to heart like that. Criminals have escaped before and will escape again.

Not from me.

Overdue, then. Thats all I can say. Very overdue. Everyone makes mistakes. Who was to think a door in a bedroom was a fire-escape, anyhow?

I should have looked in the cupboards.

Oh, my dear good sir — !

The first one opened towards me, so that I could see inside. And by the time he came to the second he had lulled me into—

I told you you were losing your sense of proportion! If you dont get away for a little, youll be seeing cupboards everywhere. Youll be what your Sergeant Williams calls falling down on the job. You are coming back to dinner with me. You neednt but me! Its only twenty miles.

But meanwhile something may—

We have a telephone. Erica said I was to bring you. Said something about ordering ices specially. You fond of ices? Anyhow, she said she had something to show you.

Puppies? Grant smiled.

Dont know. Probably. Never a moment in the year, it seems to me, when there isnt a litter of sort at Steynes. Here is your excellent substitute. Good evening, Sergeant.

Good evening, sir, said Williams, rosily pink from his high tea.

Im taking Inspector Grant home to dinner with me.

Very glad, sir. Itll do the Inspector good to eat a proper meal.

Thats my telephone number, in case you want him.

Grants smile broadened as he watched the spirit that won the empire in full blast. He was very tired. The week had been a long purgatory. The thought of sitting down to a meal in a quiet room among leisured people was like regaining some happier sphere of existence that he had known a long time ago and half-forgotten about. Automatically he put together the papers on the desk.

To quote one of Sergeant Williamss favourite sayings: As a detective Im a grand farmer. Thank you, Id like to come to dinner. Kind of Miss Erica to think of me. He reached for his hat.

Thinks a lot of you, Erica. Not impressionable as a rule. But you are the big chief, it seems.

I have a picturesque rival, Im afraid.

Oh, yes. Olympia. I remember. I dont know much about bringing up children, you know, Grant, he said as they went out to the car. Ericas my only one. Her mother died when she was born, and I made her a sort of companion instead of letting her grow up in the nursery. Her old nurse and I were always having words about it. Great stickler for the comme il faut and all that, Nannie. Then she went to school. Must find your own level, thats all education is: learning to deal with people. She didnt like it, but she stuck it. A good plucked un, she is.

I think she is a charming child, Grant said heartily, answering the justifying tone and the Colonels worried look.

Thats just it, Grant thats just it! She isnt a child any longer. She should be coming out. Going to dances. Staying with her aunts in town and meeting people. But she doesnt want to. Just stays at home and runs wild. Doesnt care for clothes or pretties or any of the things she should care about at her age. Shes seventeen, you know. It worries me. Shes taken to gadding about all over the place in that little car of hers. I dont know where she has been half the time. Not that she doesnt tell me if I ask. Always a truthful child. But it worries me.

I dont think it need, sir. Shell make her own happiness. Youll see. Its rare to meet anyone of that age who has so sure a knowledge of what she wants.

Hrrmp! said the Colonel. And gets it! George will be there for dinner, he added. George Meir. Cousin of my wifes. Perhaps you know him? Nerve specialist.

I know him well by reputation, but Ive never met him.

Thats Ericas doing. Nice fellow, George, but a bit of a bore. Dont understand what hes talking about half the time. Reactions, and things. But Erica seems to understand the lingo. Good shot, though: George. Nice fellow!

Sir George was a nice fellow. Grant liked him at sight, and noticing his narrow cheekbones, felt that some other attribute in him must weigh very strongly with Erica to overcome his physical characteristics. He was certainly a pleasant person, with neither the slight flamboyance nor the condescension so common in Wimpole Street. That he could commiserate with Grant on his non-success without making Grant want to hit him, was a test of his worth. Grant, in fact, turned to him in his sore state, as to someone who would understand. This was a man to whom human failure must be a very ordinary affair.

Colonel Burgoyne had forbidden mention of the Clay affair during dinner, but he might as well have bidden the tides cease. They were all talking Tisdall, Colonel included, before the fish had disappeared. All but Erica, who sat at the end of the table in her demure school-supper white dress, listening quietly. She had powdered her nose, but looked no more grown up than she did by day.

We never picked up his trail at all, Grant said in answer to a question of Meir. He just disappeared from the moment he left the hotel. Oh, there were dozens of accounts of men like him, of course. But they all led to nothing. We dont know a thing more than we did last Monday. He might have been sleeping out, the first three nights. But you know what last night was like. Torrents. Not even an animal could have stayed out in it. He must have found shelter somewhere, if hes still alive. It wasnt local, the storm. There are floods from here to the Tyne. And yet another whole day has gone past and not a hint of him.

No chance of his escaping by sea?

Not likely. Curiously enough, not one criminal in a thousand escapes that way.

So much for our island race! laughed Meir. The seas the last thing they think of. You know, Inspector, I dont know if you know it, but you have made the man very vivid in the half-hour weve been talking. And theres something else youve made clear, I think; something you probably are not aware of yourself.

What is that?

You were surprised in your heart of hearts that he had done it. Perhaps even sorry. You hadnt believed it.

Yes, I think thats true. Youd have been sorry yourself, Sir George. Grant grinned. Hes very plausible. And he stuck to truth as far as it served him. As I told you, weve checked his statement from beginning to end. Its true as far as it can be checked. But that thin story about stealing the car! And losing his coat — the all-important coat!

Curiously enough, I dont think the stealing episode is as incredible as it sounds. His main thought for the past few weeks had been escape. Escape from the disgrace of his spent fortune, from the crowd (whom he seems to have begun to value at their proper worth), from the necessity of earning his living again (tramping was just as mad a notion, in the case of a boy with influential connections, as stealing a car: the escape motif again), and latterly escape from the equivocal situation at the cottage. He must have looked forward, you know, with subconscious dread to the leavetaking that was due in a day or two. He was in a highly emotional condition due to his self-disgust and self-questioning (at bottom what he wanted to escape from was himself). At a moment of low vitality (six in the morning) he is presented with the means of physical escape. A deserted country-side and abandoned car. He is possessed for the time being. When he recovers he is horrified, just as he says. He turns the car without having to think twice, and comes back at the best speed he can make. To his dying day hell never understand what made him steal the car.

Stealing will pretty soon not be a crime at all, what with all you specialists, the Colonel remarked with a sort of tart resignation.

Not a bad theory, sir, Grant said to Meir. Can you make the thin tale about the coat thicker too?

Truth is often terribly thin, dont you think?

Are you taking the view that the man may be innocent?

I had thought of it.

Why?

I have an excellent opinion of your judgment.

My judgment?

Yes. You were surprised the man had done it. That means that your first impression was clouded by circumstantial evidence.

In fact, Im logical as well as imaginative. Mercifully, since Im a police officer. The evidence may be circumstantial but it is very satisfying and neat.

Much too neat, dont you feel?

Lord Edward said that. But no policeman feels that evidence is too neat, Sir George.

Poor Champneis! the Colonel said. Dreadful for him. Very devoted they were, Im told. A nice fellow. Didnt know him, but knew the family in my young days. Nice people. Dreadful for them!

I travelled up from Dover with him on Thursday, Meir said. I had come over from Calais — Ive just come back from a medical conference in Vienna — and he joined the boat train with the usual Champneis lordliness at Dover. He seemed very happy to be back. Showed me some topazes he had brought from Galeria for his wife. They corresponded every day by telegram, it seemed. I found that more impressive than the topazes, if I must be frank. European telegrams being what they are.

Just a moment, Sir George. Do you mean that Champneis hadnt come over on the boat from Calais?

No, oh, no. He came home by yacht. The Petronel. It belongs to his elder brother, but he lent it to Edward for the voyage back from Galeria. A charming little ship. She was lying in the harbour.

Then when had Lord Edward arrived in Dover?

The night before, I believe. Too late to go up to town. He paused and looked quizzically at Grant. Neither logic nor imagination will make Edward Champneis suspect.

I realise that. Grant went on calmly to prise the stone from a peach, an operation he had suspended abruptly at Meirs phrase about Champneis joining the boat train. It is of no importance. The police habit of checking up.

But his mind was full of surprise and conjecture. Champneis had distinctly let him understand that he had crossed from Calais on Thursday morning. Not in words but by implication. Grant had made some idle remark, something about the accommodation in the new steamers, and Champneis in his reply had implied that he had been on board that morning. Why? Edward Champneis was in Dover on Wednesday night, and was reluctant to have the fact known. Why? In the name of all that was logical, why?

Because an awkward pause had succeeded the revelation of Champneiss presence in England, Grant said lightly, Miss Erica hasnt produced the puppies, or whatever it was I was to be shown.

To everyones surprise Erica grew pink. This was so unheard-of a happening that all three men stared.

It isnt puppies, she said. Its something you wanted very much. But Im terribly afraid youre not going to be happy about it.

It sounds exciting, admitted Grant, wondering what the child had imagined he wanted. He hoped she hadnt brought him something. Hero-worship was all very well, but it was embarrassing to be given something in full view of the multitude. Where is it?

Its in a parcel up in my room. I thought Id wait till you had finished your port.

Is it something you can bring into a dining-room? her father asked.

Oh, yes.

Then Burt will fetch it.

Oh, no! she cried, arresting her fathers hand on the bell. Ill get it. I shant be a minute.

She came back carrying a large brown-paper parcel, which her father said looked like a Salvation Army gift day. She unwrapped it and produced a mans coat, of a greyish black.

That is the coat you wanted, she said. But it has all its buttons.

Grant took the coat automatically, and examined it.

Where in Heavens name did you get that, Erica? her father asked, astonished.

I bought it for ten shillings from a stone-breaker at Paddock Wood. He gave a tramp five shillings for it, and thought it such a bargain that he didnt want to part with it. I had to have cold tea with him, and listen to what the Border Regiment did on the first of July, and see the bullet scar on his shin, before he would give up the coat. I was afraid to go away and leave him with it in case he sold it to someone else, or I couldnt find him again.

What makes you think this is Tisdalls coat? Grant asked.

This, she said, and showed the cigarette burn. He told me to look for that.

Who did?

Mr. Tisdall!

Who? said all three men at once.

I met him by accident on Wednesday. And since then Ive been searching for the coat. But it was great luck coming across it.

You met him! Where?

In a lane near Mallingford.

And you didnt report it? Grants voice was stern.

No. Hers quavered just a little, and then went on equably. You see, I didnt believe he had done it. And I really do like you a lot. I thought it would be better for you if he could be proved innocent before he was really arrested. Then you wouldnt have to set him free again. The papers would be awful about that.

There was a stunned silence for a moment.

Then Grant said, And on Wednesday Tisdall told you to look for this. He held forward the burned piece, while the others crowded from their places to inspect.

No sign of a replaced button, Meir observed. Do you think its the coat?

It may be. We cant try it on Tisdall, but perhaps Mrs. Pitts may be able to identify it.

But — but, stammered the Colonel— if it is the coat do you realise what it means?

Completely. It means beginning all over again.

His tired eyes, cold with disappointment, met Ericas kind grey ones, but he refused their sympathy. It was too early to think of Erica as his possible saviour. At the moment she was just someone who had thrown a wrench into the machinery.

I shall have to get back, he said. May I use your telephone?
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MRS. PITTS IDENTIFIED the coat. She had dried it at the kitchen fire one day when a thermos bottle of hot water had leaked on it. She had noticed the cigarette burn then.

Sergeant Williams, interviewing the farmer who had identified Tisdalls car, found that he was colour blind.

The truth stuck out with painful clarity. Tisdall had really lost his coat from the car on Tuesday. He had really driven away from the beach. He had not murdered Christine Clay.

By eleven that Friday evening Grant was faced with the fact that they were just where they were a week previously, when he had cancelled a theatre seat and come down to Westover. Worse still, they had hounded a man into flight and hiding, and they had wasted seven days on a dud investigation while the man they wanted made his escape.

Grants mind was a welter of broken ends and unrelated facts.

Harmer. He came into the picture now, didnt he? They had checked his story as far as it went. He really had made enquiries from the owner of the cherry orchard, and from the post office at Liddlestone at the times he said. But after that, what? After that no one knew anything about his movements until he walked into the cottage at Medley, some time after eight the next morning.

There was — incredibly! — Edward Champneis, who had brought back topazes for his wife, but who, for some reason, was unwilling that his movements on that Wednesday night should be investigated. There could be no other reason for his desire to make Grant believe that he had arrived in England on Thursday morning. He had not come to England secretly. If you want to arrive secretly in a country, arriving in a populous harbour by yacht is not the way to do it. Harbour-master and customs officials are a constitutionally inquisitive race. Therefore it was not the fact of his arrival that he wanted to hide, but the way in which he had occupied his time since. The more Grant thought about it, the queerer it became. Champneis was at Dover on Wednesday night. At six on Thursday morning his well-loved wife had met her death. And Champneis did not want his movements investigated. Very queer!

There was, too, the shilling for candles. That, which had first caught his interest and had been put aside in favour of more obvious lines of enquiry, that would have to be looked into.

On Saturday morning the newspapers, beginning to be bored with a four-day-old man hunt, carried the glad news that the hunted man was innocent. New information having come to police. It was confidently expected that Tisdall would present himself before nightfall, and in that hope reporters and photographers lingered round the County police station in Westover; with more optimism than logic, it would seem, since Tisdall was just as likely to present himself at a station miles away.

But Tisdall presented himself nowhere.

This caused a slight stirring of surprise in Grants busy mind when he had a moment to remember Tisdall; but that was not often. He wondered why Tisdall hadnt enough sense to come in out of the wet. It had rained again on Friday night and it had been blowing a north-easter and raining all Saturday. One would have thought he would have been glad to see a police station. He was not being sheltered by any of his old friends, that was certain. They had all been shadowed very efficiently during the four days that he was wanted. Grant concluded that Tisdall had not yet seen a newspaper, and dismissed the thing from his mind.

He had set the official machinery moving to discover the whereabouts of Christine Clays brother; he had started a train of enquiries which had the object of proving that Jason Harmer had once had a dark coat which he had lately discarded and which had a missing button. And he himself took on the investigation of Lord Edward Champneis. He noticed with his usual self-awareness that he had no intention of going to Champneis and asking for an account of his movements on Wednesday night. It would be highly embarrassing, for one thing, if Champneis proved that he had slept peacefully in his bunk all night. Or at the Lord Warden. Or otherwise had a perfect alibi. For another — oh, well, there was not getting away from the fact; one didnt demand information from the son of a ducal house as one demanded it from a coster. A rotten world, no doubt, but one must conform.

Grant learned that the Petronel had gone round to Cowes, where her owner, Giles Champneis, would live in her for Cowes week. On Sunday morning, therefore, Grant flew down to Gosport, and got a boat across the glittering Spithead to the island. What had been a white flurry of rain-whipped water yesterday was now a Mediterranean sea of the most beguiling blue. The English summer was being true to form.

Grant flung the Sunday papers on the seat beside him and prepared to enjoy the crossing. And then his eye caught the Sunday Newsreels heading: The Truth About Clays Early Life. And once more the case drew him into it. On the previous Sabbath, the Sunday Wire had had as its chief middle a tear-compelling article by that prince of newspaper men, Jammy Hopkins. The article had consisted of an interview with a Nottingham lace-hand, Miss Helen Cozens, who had, it appeared, been a contemporary of Christine Clays in the factory. It had dealt touchingly with Chriss devotion to her family, her sunny disposition, her excellent work, the number of times Miss Helen Cozens had helped her in one way or another, and it had finished with a real Hopkins touch of get-togetherness. It had been the fate of one of these two friends, he pointed out, to climb to the stars, to give pleasure to millions, to irradiate the world. But there were other fates as glowing if less spectacular; and Helen Cozens, in her little two-room home, looking after a delicate mother, had had a destiny no less wonderful, no less worthy of the worlds homage. It was a good article, and Jammy had been pleased with it.

Now the Sunday Newsreel appeared with an interview of its own. And it caused Grant the only smile he had enjoyed that week. Meg Hindler was the lady interviewed. Once a factory hand but now the mother of eight. And she wanted to know what the hell that God-damned old maid Nell Cozens thought she was talking about, and she hoped she might be struck down for her lies, and if her mother drank the lord knew it was no wonder with a nagging dyspeptic piece of acid like her daughter around, and everyone knew that Christina Gotobed was out of the factory and away from the town long before Nell Cozens put her crooked nose into the place at all.

It was not put just like that, but to anyone reading between the lines it was perfectly clear.

Meg really had known Christine. She was a quiet girl, she said, always trying to better herself. Not very popular with her contemporaries. Her father was dead and she lived with her mother and brother in a three-room tenement house. The brother was older, and was the mothers favourite. When Chris was seventeen the mother had died, and the family had disappeared from Nottingham. They did not belong to the town and had had no roots there, and no one had regretted them when they went. Least of all people who hadnt come into the town until years afterwards.

Grant wondered how Jammy would enjoy being taken for a ride by the imaginative Nell. So the elder brother had been the mothers favourite, had he? Grant wondered how much that meant. A shilling for candles. What family row had left such a mark that she should immortalise it in her will? Oh, well! Reporters thought they were clever, but the Yard had ways and means that were not open to the Press, however powerful. By the time he got back tonight, Christine Clays early life would be on his desk in full detail. He discarded the Wire and turned to the other papers in the bundle. The Sunday Telegraph had a symposium — a very dignified and conveniently cheap method of filling a page. Everyone from the Archbishop of Canterbury to Jason Harmer had given their personal view of Christine Clay and her influence on her art. (The Sunday Telegraph liked influence and art. Even boxers never described punches to it: they explained their art.) The silly little paragraphs were all conventional, except Jasons, which had a violent sincerity beneath its sickly phrases. Marta Hallard was graceful about Clays genius, and for once omitted to condone her lowly origin. The heir to a European throne extolled her beauty. A flying ace her courage. An ambassador her wit. It must have cost the Telegraph something in telephones.

Grant turned to the Courier, and found Miss Lydia Keats being informative all over the middle pages on the signs of the Zodiac. Lydias stock had dropped a little in her own circles during the last week. It was felt that if she had foreseen the Clay end so clearly it was a little weak of her to overlook a small detail like murder. But in the public eye she was booming. There was no fraud about Lydia. She had stated in public, many months ago, what the stars foretold for Christine Clay, and the stars were right. And if there is anything the public loves it is a prophecy come true. They pushed their shuddering spines more firmly into the cushions and asked for more. And Lydia was giving it to them. In small type at the end of the article appeared the information that, thanks to the Couriers generosity, its readers might obtain horoscopes from the infallible Miss Keats at the cost of one shilling, coupon on the back page.

Grant tucked the smaller illustrateds under his arm, and prepared to get off the boat. He watched a sailor twisting a hawser round a bollard and wished that he had chosen a profession that dealt with things and not with people.

The Petronel was moored in the roads. Grant engaged a boatman and was rowed out to her. An elderly deckhand pushed a pipe into a pocket and prepared to receive them. Grant asked if Lord Giles were on board, happily aware that he was in Buckinghamshire. On hearing that he was not expected for a week, Grant looked suitably disappointed and asked if he might come on board: he had hoped that Giles would show him the craft. The man was pleased and garrulous. He was alone on board and had been very bored. It would be a pleasant diversion to show the good-looking friend of Lord Giles round the ship, and no doubt there would be a tip forthcoming. He did the honours with a detail that wearied Grant a little, but he was very informative. When Grant remarked on the splendid sleeping accommodation, the man said that Lord Giles wasnt one for ever sleeping ashore if he could help it. Never so happy as on salt water, Lord Giles wasnt.

Lord Edward isnt so fond of it, Grant remarked, and the man chuckled.

No, not Lord Edward, he wasnt. He was ashore the minute the dinghy could be swung out or a hawser slapped on a quay.

I suppose he stayed with the Beechers the night you made Dover?

The deckhand didnt rightly know where he slept. All he knew was that he didnt sleep on board. In fact, they hadnt seen him again. His hand luggage had been sent to the boat train and the rest had been sent to town after him. Because of the sad thing that happened to his lady, that was. Had Grant ever seen her? A film actress, she was. Very good, too. It was dreadful wasnt it, the things that happened in good families nowadays. Even murders. Changed days indeed.

Oh, I dont know, Grant said. The older families of England made a pastime of murder if my history books told the truth.

The man was so pleased with his tip that he offered to make cocoa for the visitor, but Grant wanted to get ashore so that he could talk to the Yard. On the way back he wondered just how Champneis had spent that night ashore. The most likely explanation was that he had stayed with friends. But if he had stayed with friends, why the desire to avoid attention? The more Grant thought of it the more out-of-character it was in the man to want to hide anything. Edward Champneis was a person who did what he wanted to in broad daylight and cared not a straw for opinions or consequences. Grant found it difficult to associate him in his mind with any furtive activity whatever. And that very thought led to a logical and rather staggering sequel. It was no petty thing that Champneis had to hide. Nothing but some matter of vast importance would have driven Champneis to prevarication. Grant could dismiss, therefore, any thought of a light love affair. Champneis had, in any case, a reputation that bordered on the austere. And if one dismissed a love affair what was left? What possible activity could a man of Champneiss stamp want to keep secret? Except murder!

Murder was just possible. If that calm security were once shattered, who knew what might flame out? He was a man who would both give and demand fidelity — and be unforgiving to the faithless. Supposing — ! There was Harmer. Christine Clays colleagues may have doubted that she and Harmer were lovers, but the beau monde, unused to the partnership of work, had no doubt. Had Champneis come to believe that? His and Christines love for each other was an equable affair, but his pride would be a very real thing, fragile and passionate. Had he — ? That was an idea! Had he driven over to the cottage that night? He was, after all, the only person who knew where she was: nearly all her telegrams had been to him. He was in Dover, and she was only an hour away. What more natural than that he should have motored over to surprise her? And if so — 

A picture swam into Grants mind. The cottage in the summer dark, the lit windows open to the night, so that every word, every movement almost, is audible outside. And in the rose-tangled mass of the garden a man standing, arrested by the voices. He stands there, quite silent, quite still, watching. Presently the lights go out. And in a little while the figure in the garden moves away. Where? To brood on his home-coming; on his cuckold state? To tramp the downs till morning? To see her come to the beach, unexpected, alone? To — 

Grant shook himself and picked up the telephone receiver.

Edward Champneis didnt spend the night of Wednesday on board, he said, when he had been connected. I want to know where he did spend it. And dont forget, discretion is the better part. You may find that he spent it with the Warden of the Cinque Ports, or something equally orthodox, but Ill be surprised if he did. It would be a good idea if someone got friendly with his valet and went through his wardrobe for a dark coat. You know the strongest card we have is that no one outside the force knows about that button. The fact that we asked for any discarded coat that was found to be brought in doesnt convey much to anyone. The chances are ten to one, I think, that the coat is still with its owner. Keeping a coat, even with a missing button, is less conspicuous than getting rid of one. And that S.O.S. for the coat was only a police circular, anyhow, not a public appeal. So inspect the Champneis wardrobe. . . . No, I havent got anything on him. . . . Yes, I know it is mad. But Im not taking any more chances in this case. Only be discreet, for Heavens sake. Im in bad enough odour as it is. What is the news? Has Tisdall turned up? . . . Oh, well, I expect he will by night. He might give the Press a break. Theyre waiting breathless for him. How is the Clay dossier coming? . . . Oh. Has Vine come back from interviewing the dresser — whats-her-name? Bundle — yet? No? All right, Im coming straight back to town.

As Grant hung up he shut his mind quickly on the thought that tried to jump in. Of course Tisdall was all right. What could happen to an adult in the English countryside in summer? Of course he was all right.
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THE DOSSIER WAS filling up nicely. Henry Gotobed had been an estate carpenter near Long Eaton, and had married a laundry maid at the big house. He had been killed in a threshing-mill accident, and — partly because his father and grandfather had been estate servants, partly because she was not strong enough to work — the widow had been given a small pension. The cottage at Long Eaton having to be vacated, she had brought her two children to Nottingham, where there was better hope of ultimate employment for them. The girl was then twelve and the boy fourteen. It had been curiously difficult to obtain information about them after that. Information other than the bare official record, that is to say. In the country, changes were slow, interests circumscribed, and memories long. But in the fluctuating life of the town, where a family stayed perhaps six months in a house and moved elsewhere, interest was superficial where it existed at all.

Meg Hindler, the Newsreels protégée, had proved the only real help. She was an enormous, hearty, loud-voiced, good-natured woman, who cuffed her numerous brood with one hand and caressed with the other. She was still suffering a little from a Nell-Cozens phobia, but when she could be kept off the Cozens tack she was genuinely informative. She remembered the family not because there was anything memorable about them, but because she had lived with her own family across the landing from them, and had worked in the same factory as Chris, so that they sometimes came home together. She had liked Chris Gotobed in a mild way; didnt approve of her stuck-up ideas, of course; if you had to earn your living by working in a factory, then you had to earn your living by working in a factory, and why make a fuss about it? Not that Chris made a fuss, but she had a way of shaking the dust of the factory off her as if it was dirt. And she wore a hat always; a quite unnecessary piece of affectation. She had adored her mother, but her mother couldnt see anything in life but Herbert. A nasty piece of work, if ever there was one, Herbert. As slimy, sneaking, cadging, self-satisfied a piece of human trash as youd meet in a month of Sundays. But Mrs. Gotobed thought he was the cats whiskers. He was always making it difficult for Chris. Chris had once talked her mother into letting her have dancing lessons — though what you wanted dancing lessons for, Meg couldnt think: youd only to watch the others hopping round for a little and youd got the general idea: after that it was only practice — but when Herbert had heard about it he had quickly put a stop to anything like that. They couldnt afford it, he said — they never could afford anything unless Herbert wanted it — and, besides, dancing was a light thing, and the Lord wouldnt approve. Herbert always knew what the Lord would like. He not only stopped the dancing-lesson idea but he found some way of getting the money Chris had saved and that she had hoped her mother would make up to the required amount. He had pointed out how selfish it was of Chris to save money for her own ends when their mother was so poorly. He talked such a lot about their mothers bad health that Mrs. Gotobed began to feel very poorly indeed, and took to her bed. And Herbert helped eat the delicacies that Chris bought. And Herbert went with his mother for four days to Skegness because Chris couldnt leave the factory and it just happened that this was one of the numerous occasions when Herbert was without a job.

Yes, Meg had been helpful. She did not know what had become of the family, of course. Chris had left Nottingham the day after her mothers funeral, and because the rent was paid up to the end of the week Herbert had stayed on alone in the house for several days after. Meg remembered that because he had had one of his meetings in the house — he was always having meetings where he could hear the sound of his own voice — and the neighbours had to complain about the noise of the singing. As if there wasnt enough row always going on in a tenement without adding meetings to the din! What kind of meetings? Well, as far as she could remember he had begun with political harangues, but very soon took to religion; because it doesnt matter how you rave at your audience, when its religion they dont throw things. She personally didnt think it mattered to him what he was talking about as long as he was the person who was talking. She never knew anyone who had a better opinion of himself with less cause than Herbert Gotobed.

No, she didnt know where Chris had gone, or whether Herbert knew her whereabouts. Knowing Herbert, she thought that Chris had probably gone without saying goodbye. She hadnt said goodbye to anyone, if it came to that. Megs younger brother, Sydney — the one that was now in Australia — had had a fancy for her, but she didnt give him any encouragement. Didnt have any beaux, Chris didnt. Funny, wasnt it, that she should have seen Christine Clay on the screen often and often, and never recognised Chris Gotobed. She had changed a lot, that she had. Shed heard that they made you over in Hollywood. Perhaps that was it. And of course it was a long time between seventeen and thirty. Look what a few years had done to her, come to think of it.

And Meg had laughed her ample laugh and revolved her ample figure for the detectives inspection, and had given him a cup of stewed tea and Rich Mixed Biscuits.

But the detective — who was the Sanger who had assisted at the non-arrest of Tisdall, and who was also a Clay fan — remembered that even in a city there are communities who have interests as narrow and memories as long as any village dwellers, and so he had come eventually to the little house in a suburb beyond the Trent where Miss Stammers lived with a toy Yorkshire terrier and the wireless. Both terrier and wireless had been given her on her retirement. She would never have had the initiative after thirty years of teaching at Beasley Road Elementary School to acquire either on her own behalf. School had been her life, and school still surrounded her. She remembered Christina Gotobed very clearly indeed. What did Mr. Sanger want to know about her? Not Mr.? A detective? Oh, dear! She did hope that there was nothing serious the matter. It was all a very long time ago, and of course she had not kept in touch with Christina. It was impossible to keep in touch with all ones pupils when one had as many as sixty in a class. But she had been an exceptionally promising child, exceptionally promising.

Sanger had asked if she was unaware that her exceptionally promising pupil was Christine Clay?

Christine Clay? The film actress you mean? Dear me. Dear me!

Sanger had thought the expression a little inadequate until he noticed her small eyes grow suddenly large with tears. She took off her pince-nez and wiped them away with a neatly folded square of handkerchief.

So famous? she murmured. Poor child. Poor child.

Sanger reminded her of the reason for Christines prominence in the news. But she seemed less occupied with the womans cruel end than with the achievement of the child she had known.

She was very ambitious, you know, she said. That is how I remember her so well. She was not like the others: anxious to get away from school and become wage earners. That is what appeals to most elementary children, you know, Mr. Sanger: a weekly wage in their pockets and the means of getting out of their crowded homes. But Christina wanted to go to the secondary school. She actually won a scholarship — a free place, they call it. But her people could not afford to let her take it. She came to me and cried about it. It was the only time I had known her to cry: she was not an emotional child. I asked her mother to come to see me. A pleasant enough woman, but without force of character. I couldnt persuade her. Weak people can be very stubborn. It was a regret in my mind for years, that I had failed. I had great feeling for the childs ambition. I had been very ambitious once myself, and had — had to put my desire aside. I understood what Christina was going through. I lost sight of her when she left school. She went to work in the factory, I remember. They needed the money. There was a brother who was not earning. An unsympathetic character. And the mothers pension was small. But she made her career, after all. Poor child. Poor child!

Sanger had asked, as he was taking his departure, how it was that she had missed the articles in the newspapers about Christine Clays childhood.

She never saw Sunday newspapers, she said, and the daily paper was handed on to her a day late by her very kind neighbours, the Timpsons, and at present they were at the seaside, so that she was without news, except for the posters. Not that she missed the papers much. A matter of habit, didnt Mr. Sanger think? After three days without one, the desire to read a newspaper vanished. And really, one was happier without. Very depressing reading they made these days. In her little home she found it difficult to believe in so much violence and hatred.

Sanger had made further enquiries from many people about that unsympathetic character Herbert Gotobed. But hardly anyone remembered him. He had never stayed in a job for more than five months (the five months was his record: in an ironmongers) and no one had been sorry to see him go. No one knew what had become of him.

But Vine, coming back from interviewing the one-time dresser, Bundle, in South Street, had brought news of him. Yes, Bundle had known there was a brother. The snapping brown eyes in the wizened face had snapped ferociously at the very mention of him. She had only seen him once, and she hoped she never saw him again. He had sent in a note to her lady one night in New York, to her dressing-room. It was the first dressing-room she had ever had to herself, the first show she had been billed in. Lets Go! it was. And she was a success. Bundle had dressed her as a chorus girl, along with nine others, but when her lady had gone up in the world she had taken Bundle with her. Thats the sort her lady was: never forgot a friend. She had been talking and laughing till the note was brought in. But when she read that she was just like someone who was about to take a spoonful of ice-cream and noticed a beetle in it. When he came in she had said, So youve turned up! He said hed come to warn her that she was bound for perdition, or something. She said, Come to see what pickings there are, you mean. Bundle had never seen her so angry. She had just taken off her day make-up to put on her stage one, and there wasnt a spark of colour anywhere in her face. She had sent Bundle out of the room then, but there had been a grand row. Bundle, standing guard before the door — there were lots, even then, who thought they would like to meet her lady — couldnt help hearing some of it. In the end she had to go in because her lady was going to be late for her entrance if she didnt. The man had turned on her for interrupting, but her lady had said that she would give him in charge if he didnt go. He had gone then, and had never to her knowledge turned up again. But he had written. Letters came from him occasionally — Bundle recognised the writing — and he always seemed to know where they were, because the address was the correct one, not a forwarded affair. Her lady always had acute depression after a letter had come. Sometimes for two days or more. She had said once, Hate is very lowering, isnt it, Bundle? Bundle had never hated anyone except a cop who was habitually rude to her, but she had hated him plenty, and she agreed that hate was very weakening. Burned you up inside till there was nothing left.

And to Bundles account of Christines brother was added the report of the American police. Herbert Gotobed had entered the States about five years after his sister. He had worked for a short while as a sort of house man for a famous Boston divine who had been taken (in) by his manners and his piety. He had left the divine under some sort of cloud — the exact nature of the cloud was doubtful since the divine, either from Christian charity or more likely from a reluctance to have his bad judgment made public, had preferred no charges — and had disappeared from the ken of the police. It was supposed, however, that he was the man who, under the name of the Brother of God, had toured the States in the rôle of prophet, and had been, it was reported, both an emotional and financial success. He had been jailed in Kentucky for blasphemy, in Texas for fraud, in Missouri for creating a riot, in Arkansas for his own safety, and in Wyoming for seduction. In all detentions he had denied any connection with Herbert Gotobed. He had no name, he said, other than the Brother of God. When the police had pointed out that relation to the deity would not be considered by them an insuperable obstacle to deportation, he had taken the hint and had disappeared. The last that had been heard of him was that he had run a mission in the islands somewhere — Fiji, they thought — and had decamped with the funds to Australia.

A charming person, Grant said, looking up from the dossier.

Thats our man, sir, never a doubt of it, Williams said.

He certainly has all the stigmata: greed, enormous conceit, and lack of conscience. I rather hope he is our man. It would be doing the world a good turn to squash that slug. But why did he do it?

Hoped for money, perhaps.

Hardly likely. He must have known only too well how she felt about him.

I wouldnt put it past him to forge a will, sir.

No, neither would I. But if he has a forged will, why hasnt he come forward? It will soon be a fortnight since her death. We havent a thing to go on. We dont even know that hes in England.

Hes in England all right, sir. Member what her housekeeper said: that he always knew where she was? Clay had been more than three months in England. You bet he was here too.

Yes. Yes, thats true. Australia? Let me see. He looked up the New York report again. Thats about two years ago. Hed be difficult to trace there, but if he came to England after Clay he shouldnt be difficult to trace. He cant keep his mouth shut. Anything quite so vocal must be noticeable.

No letters from him among her things?

No, Lord Edward has been through everything. Tell me, Williams, on what provocation, for what imaginable reason, would a Champneis, in your opinion, tell a lie?

Noblesse oblige, said Williams promptly.

Grant stared. Quite right, he said at length. I hadnt thought of that. Cant imagine what he could have been shielding, though.
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SO THE CANDLES werent the kind you go to bed with, Grant thought, as the car sped along the embankment that Monday afternoon en route for the Temple; they were the kind you put on altars. The Brother of Gods tabernacle had been none of your bare mission tents. It had been hung with purple and fine linen and furnished with a shrine of great magnificence. And what had been merely an expression of Herberts own love of the theatrical had in most cases (Kentucky was an exception) proved good business. A beauty-starved and theatrically-minded people had fallen hard — in hard cash.

Christines shilling was the measure of her contempt. Her return, perhaps, for all those occasions when Herberts Lord had seen fit to deny her the small things her soul needed.

In the green subaqueous light of Mr. Erskines small room beside the plane-tree, Grant put his proposition to the lawyer. They wanted to bring Herbert Gotobed to the surface, and this was the way to do it. It was quite orthodox, so the lawyer neednt mind doing it. Lord Edward had approved.

The lawyer hummed and hawed, not because he had any real objections but because it is a lawyers business to consider remote contingencies, and a straightforward agreement to anything would be wildly unprofessional. In the end he agreed that it might be done.

Grant said: Very well, I leave it to you. In tomorrows papers, please, and went out wondering why the legal mind delighted in manufacturing trouble when there was so much ready-made in the world. There was plenty in poor Grants mind at the moment. Surrounded by trouble, as the spaewives said when they told your cards: thats what he was. Monday would soon be over and there was no sign that Robert Tisdall was in the world of men. The first low howl had come from the Clarion that morning, and by tomorrow the whole wolf pack would be on him. Where was Robert Tisdall? What were the police doing to find him? To do Grant justice the discomfort in his mind was less for the outcry that was imminent than for the welfare of Tisdall. He had genuinely believed for the last two days that Tisdalls non-appearance was due to lack of knowledge on Tisdalls part. It is not easy to see newspapers when one is on the run. But now doubt like a chill wind played through his thoughts. There was something wrong. Every newspaper poster in every village in England had read: TISDALL INNOCENT. HUNTED MAN INNOCENT. How could he have missed it? In every pub, railway carriage, bus, and house in the country the news had been the favourite subject of conversation. And yet Tisdall was silent. No one had seen him since Erica drove away from him last Wednesday. On Thursday night the whole of England had been swamped by the worst storm for years, and it had rained and blown for two days afterwards. Tisdall had picked up the food left by Erica on Thursday, but not afterwards. The food she left on Friday was still there, a sodden pulp, on Saturday. Grant knew that Erica had spent all that Saturday scouring the country-side; she had quartered the country with the efficiency and persistence of a game dog, every barn, every shelter of any description, being subjected to search. Her very sound theory was that shelter he must have had on Thursday night — no human being could have survived such a storm — and since he had been in that chalky lane on Thursday morning to pick up the food she left, then he could not have gone far afield.

But her efforts had come to nothing. Today an organised gang of amateur searchers had undertaken the work — the police had no men to spare — but so far no news had come. And in Grants mind was growing a slow fear that he tried with all his self-awareness to beat down. But it was like a moor fire. You whipped it to cinder only to see it run under the surface and break out ahead of you.

News from Dover was slow, too. The investigation was hampered beyond any but police patience by the necessity of (a) not offending the peerage, and (b) not frightening the bird: the first applying to a possibly innocent, the second to a possibly guilty. It was all very complicated. Watching Edward Champneiss calm face — he had eyebrows which gave a peculiar expression of repose — while he discussed with him the trapping of Herbert, Grant had several times forcibly to restrain himself from saying: Where were you on Wednesday night? What would Champneis do? Look a little puzzled, think a moment, and then say: The night I arrived in Dover? I spent it with the So-and-sos at Such-and-Such. And then realisation of what the question entailed would dawn, and he would look incredulously at Grant, and Grant would feel the worlds prize fool. More! In Edward Champneiss presence he felt that it was sheer insult to suggest that he might have been responsible for his wifes death. Away from him, that picture of the man in the garden, watching the lighted house with the open windows, might swim up in his mind more often than he cared to admit. But in his presence, any such thought was fantastic. Until his men had accounted — or failed to account — for Champneiss movements that night, any direct enquiry must be shelved.

All he knew so far was that Champneis had stayed in none of the obvious places. The hotels and the family friends had both been drawn blank. The radius was now being extended. At any moment news might come that my lord had slept in a blameless four-poster and the countys best linen sheets, and Grant would be forced to admit that he had been mistaken when he imagined that Lord Edward was deliberately misleading him.
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ON TUESDAY MORNING word came from Collins, the man who was investigating Champneiss wardrobe. Bywood, the valet, had proved very sticky going, he reported. He didnt drink and he didnt smoke and there seemed to be no plane on which Collins could establish a mutual regard. But every man has his price, and Bywoods proved to be snuff. A very secret vice, it was. Lord Edward would dismiss him on the spot if he suspected such indulgence. (Lord Edward would probably have been highly pleased by anything so eighteenth century.) Collins had procured him very special snuff, and had at last got within inspecting distance of the wardrobe. On his arrival in England — or rather, in London — Champneis had weeded out his wardrobe. The weeding out had included two coats, one dark and one camel-hair. Bywood had given the camel-hair one to his brother-in-law, a chorus-boy; the other he had sold to a dealer in London. Collins gave the name and address of the dealer.

Grant sent an officer down to the dealer, and as the officer went through the stock the dealer said: That coat came from Lord Edward Champneis, the Duke of Budes son. Nice bit of stuff.

It was a nice bit of stuff. And it had all its buttons; with no sign of replacements.

Grant sighed when the news came, not sure whether he was glad or sorry. But he still wanted to know where Champneis had spent the night.

And what the Press wanted to know was where Tisdall was. Every newspaper in Britain wanted to know. The C.I.D. were in worse trouble than they had been for many years. The Clarion openly called them murderers, and Grant, trying to get a line on a baffling case, was harassed by the fury of colleagues, the condolences of his friends, a worried Commissioner, and his own growing anxiety. In the middle of the morning Jammy Hopkins rang up to explain away his middle in the Clarion. It was all in the way of business, and he knew his good friends at the Yard would understand. Grant was out, and it was Williams at the other end of the telephone. Williams was not in the mood for butter. He relieved his overburdened soul with a gusto which left Hopkins hoping that he had not irretrievably put himself in the wrong with the Yard. As for hounding people to death, Williams finished, you know very well that the Press do more hounding in a week than the Yard has since it was founded. And all your victims are innocent!

Oh, have a heart, Sergeant! You know weve got to deliver the goods. If we dont make it hot and strong, well be out on our ear. St. Martins Crypt, or the Embankment. And you pushing people off the seats. Weve got our jobs to keep just as much as—

The sound of Williamss hang-up was eloquent. It was action and comment compressed into one little monosyllable. Jammy felt hardly used. He had enjoyed writing that article. He had in fact been full of righteous indignation as the scarifying phrases poured forth. When Jammy was writing his tongue came out of its habitual position in his cheek, and emotion flooded him. That the tongue went back when he had finished did not matter; the popular appeal of his article was secure; it was from the heart; and his salary went up by leaps and bounds.

But he was a little hurt that all his enemies-on-paper couldnt see just what a jape it was. He flung his hat with a disgusted gesture on to his right eyebrow and went out to lunch.

And less than five minutes away Grant was sitting in a dark corner, a huge cup of black coffee before him, his head propped in his hands. He was telling it to himself in words of one syllable.

Christine Clay was living in secret. But the murderer knew where she was. That eliminated a lot of people.

Champneis knew.

Jason Harmer knew.

Herbert Gotobed almost certainly knew.

The murderer had worn a coat dark enough to be furnished with a black button and black sewing thread.

Champneis had such a coat, but there was no missing button.

Jason Harmer had no such coat, and had not lately worn any such coat.

No one knew what Herbert Gotobed wore.

The murderer had a motive so strong and of such duration that he could wait for his victim at six of a morning and deliberately drown her.

Champneis had a possible motive.

Jason Harmer had a possible motive if they had been lovers, but there was no proof of that.

Herbert Gotobed had no known motive but had almost certainly hated her.

On points Gotobed won. He knew where his sister was; he had the kind of record that was headed for murder; and he had been on bad terms with the victim.

Oh, well! By tomorrow Gotobed might have declared himself. Meanwhile he would drug himself with black coffee and try to keep his mind off the Press.

As he raised the cup to his lips, his eyes lighted on a man in the opposite corner. The mans cup was half empty, and he was watching Grant with amused and friendly eyes.

Grant smiled, and hit first. Hiding that famous profile from the public gaze? Why dont you give your fans a break?

Its all break for them. A fan cant be wrong. Youre being given a hell of a time, arent you? What do they think the police are? Clairvoyants?

Grant rolled the honey on his tongue and swallowed it.

Some day, Owen Hughes said, someone is going to screw Jammy Hopkinss head off his blasted shoulders. If my face wasnt insured for the sum total of the worlds gold, Id do it myself. He once said I was every girls dream!

And arent you?

Have you seen my cottage lately?

No. I saw the photograph of the wreck in the paper one day.

I dont mind telling you I wept when I got out of the car and saw it. Id like to broadcast that photograph to the ends of the earth as a sample of what publicity can do. Fifty years ago a few people might have come a few miles to look at the place, and then gone home satisfied. They came in charabanc loads to see Briars. My lawyer tried to stop the running of the trips, but there was nothing he could do. The County Police refused to keep a man there after the first few days. About ten thousand people have come in the last fortnight, and every one of the ten thousand has peered through the windows, stood on the plants and taken away a souvenir. There is hardly a scrap of hedge left — it used to be twelve feet high, a mass of roses — and the garden is a wilderness of trampled mud. I was rather attached to that garden. I didnt croon to the pansies, exactly, but I got a lot of kick out of planting things people gave me, and seeing them come up. Not a vestige left.

Rotten luck! And no redress. Maddening for you. Perhaps by next year the plants will have taken heart again.

Oh, Im selling the place. Its haunted. Had you ever met Clay? No? She was grand. They dont make that kind in pairs.

Do you know of anyone who would be likely to want to murder her, by any chance?

Hughes smiled one of the smiles which made his fans grip the arms of their cinema seats. I know lots who would gladly have murdered her on the spot. But only on the spot. The minute you cooled off, youd cheerfully die for her. Its most unlikely death for Chris — the one that happened to her. Did you know that Lydia Keats prophesied it from her horoscope? Shes a marvel, Lydia. She should have been drowned when she was a pup, but she really is a marvel. I sent her Marie Dacres year, day, and minute of birth from Hollywood. Marie made me swear an oath before she divulged the awful truth of the year. Lydia hadnt the faintest notion whose horoscope she was doing, and it was marvellously accurate. Shed be a wow in Hollywood.

She seems to be heading that way, Grant said dryly. Do you like the place?

Oh, yes. Its restful. As Grant raised his eyebrows: There are so many pebbles on the beach that youre practically anonymous.

I thought they ran rubbernecking tours for Midwest fans.

Oh, yes, they run motor-coaches down your street, but they dont tramp your flowers into the ground.

If you were murdered they might.

Not they. Murders are ten cents the dozen. Well, I must get along. Good luck. And God bless you. Youve done me a power of good, so help me you have.

I?

Youve brought to my notice one profession that is worse than my own. He dropped some money on the table and picked up his hat. They pray for judges on Sundays, but never a word for the police!

He adjusted the hat at the angle which after much testing had been found by camera-men to be the most becoming, and strolled out, leaving Grant vaguely comforted.
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THE PERSON WHO wasnt comforted was Jammy. The buoyant, the resilient, the hard-boiled but bouncing Jammy. He had eaten at his favourite pub (black coffee might be all very well for worried police officials and actors who had to think of their figure, but Jammy dealt only in other peoples worries and remembered his figure only when his tailor measured him) and nothing during lunch had been right. The beef had been a shade too done, the beer had been a shade too warm, the waiter had had hiccoughs, the potatoes were soapy, the cabinet pudding had tasted of baking soda, and they were out of his usual cigarettes. And so his feeling of being ill-used and misunderstood, instead of being charmed away by food and drink, had grown into an exasperation with the world in general. He looked sourly over his glass at his colleagues and contemporaries, laughing and talking over the coarse white cloths, and they, unused to a glower on his brow, paused in their traffic to tease him.

What is it, Jammy? Pyorrhœa?

No. Hes practising to be a dictator. You begin with the expression.

No you dont, said a third. You begin with the hair.

And an arm movement. Arms are very important. Look at Napoleon. Never been more than a corporal if he hadnt thought up that arm-on-chest business. Pregnant, you know.

If its pregnant Jammy is, hed better have the idea in the office, not here. I dont think the childs going to be a pleasant sight.

Jammy consigned them all to perdition, and went out to find a tobacconist who kept his brand of cigarettes. What did the Yard want to take it like that for? Everyone knew that what you wrote in a paper was just eye-wash. When it wasnt bilge-water. If you stopped being dramatic over little tuppenny no-account things, people might begin to suspect that they were no-account, and then theyd stop buying papers. And where would the Press barons, and Jammy, and a lot of innocent shareholders be then? Youd got to provide emotions for all those moribund wage-earners who were too tired or too dumb to feel anything on their own behalf. If you couldnt freeze their blood, then you could sell them a good sob or two. That story about Clays early days in the factory had been pure jam — even if that horse-faced dame had led him up the garden about knowing Chris, blast her. But you couldnt always rise to thrills or sobs, and if there was one emotion that the British public loved to wallow in it was being righteously indignant. So he, Jammy, had provided a wallow for them. The Yard knew quite well that tomorrow all these indignant people wouldnt remember a thing about it, so what the hell! What was there to get sore about? That hounding innocents to death was just a phrase. Practically a cliché, it was. Nothing in that to make a sensible person touchy. The Yard were feeling a bit thin in the skin, that was what. They knew quite well that this shouldnt have been allowed to happen. Far be it from him to crab another fellows work, but some of that article had been practically true, now he came to think of it. Not the hounding to death, of course. But some of the other bits. It really was something amounting to a disgrace — oh, well, disgrace was a bit strong; but regrettable, anyhow, that such a thing should occur in a force that thought it was efficient. They were so very superior and keep-off-the-grass when times were good; they couldnt expect sympathy when they made a bloomer. Now if they were to let the Press in on the inside, the way they did in America, things like that simply wouldnt happen. He, Jammy Hopkins, might be only a crime reporter, but he knew just as much about crime and its detection as any police force. If the old man were to give him leave, and the police the use of their files, he would have the man who killed Clay inside prison walls — and on the front page, of course — inside a week. Imagination, thats what the Yard needed. And he had plenty of it. All he needed was a chance.

He bought his cigarettes, emptied them gloomily into the gold case his provincial colleagues had given him when he left for London (it was whispered that the munificence was more the expression of thankfulness than of devotion), and went gloomily back to the office. In the front entrance of that up-to-the-minute cathedral which is the headquarters of the Clarion, he encountered young Musker, one of the junior reporters, on his way out. He nodded briefly, and without stopping made the conventional greeting.

Where you off to?

Lecture on stars, said Musker, with no great enthusiasm.

Very interesting, astronomy, reproved Jammy.

Not astronomy. Astrology. The boy was turning from the shade of the entrance into the sunlit street. Woman called Pope or something.

Pope! Jammy stood arrested halfway to the lift door. You dont mean Keats, do you?

Is it Keats? Musker looked at a card again. Yes, so it is. I knew it was a poet. Hey, whats the matter? as Jammy caught him by the arm and dragged him back into the hall.

Matter is youre not going to any astrology lecture, said Jammy, propelling him into the lift.

Well! said the astonished Musker. For this relief much thanks, but why? You got a thing about astrology?

Jammy dragged him into an office and assaulted with his rapid speech the placid pink man behind the desk.

But, Jammy, said the placid one when he could get a word in edgeways, it was Blakes assignment. He was the obvious person for it: Doesnt he tell the world every week on Page 6 what is going to happen to it for the next seven days? Its his subject: astrology. What he didnt foresee was that his wife would have a baby this week instead of next. So I let him off and sent Musker instead.

Musker! said Jammy. Say, dont you know that this is the woman who foretold Clays death? The woman the Courier is running to give horoscopes at a shilling a time?

What of it?

What of it! Man, shes news!

Shes the Couriers news. And about dead at that. I killed a story about her yesterday.

All right, then, shes dead. But a lot of interesting people must be interested in her at this moment. And the most interested of the lot is going to be the man who made her prophecy come true! For all we know she may have been responsible for giving him the idea; her and her prophecies. Keats may be dead, but her vicinity isnt. Not by a long chalk. He leaned forward and took the card that the Musker boy was still holding. Find something for this nice boy to do this afternoon. He doesnt like astrology. See you later.

But what about that story for—

All right, youll have your story. And perhaps another one into the bargain!

As Jammy was shot downwards in the lift he flicked the card in his hand with a reflective thumb. The Elwes Hall! Lydia was coming on!

Know the best way to success, Pete? he said to the liftman.

All right, Ill buy, said Pete.

Choose a good brand of hooey.

You should know! grinned Pete, and Jammy made a pass at him as he stepped through the doors. Pete had known him since — well, if not since his short-pant days, at least since his wrong-kind-of-collar days.

The Elwes Hall was in Wigmore Street: a nice neighbourhood; which had been responsible in no small measure for its success. Chamber music was much more attractive when one could combine it with tea at ones club and seeing about that frock at Debenhams. And the plump sopranos who were flattered at the hush that attended their Lieder never guessed at the crepe-versus-satin that filled their listeners minds. It was a pleasant little place: small enough to be intimate, large enough not to be huddled. As Jammy made his way to a seat, he observed that it was filled with the most fashionable audience that he had seen at any gathering since the Beaushire-Curzon wedding. Not only was smart society present in bulk, but there was a blue-blooded leaven of what Jammy usually called duchesses-up-for-the-day: of those long-shoed, long-nosed, long-pedigreed people who lived on their places and not on their wits. And sprinkled over the gathering, of course, were the cranks.

The cranks came not for the thrill, nor because Lydias mother had been the third daughter of an impoverished marquis, but because the Lion, the Bull, and the Crab were household pets of theirs, the houses of the Zodiac their spiritual home. There was no mistaking them: their pale eyes rested on the middle distance, their clothes looked like a bargain basement after a stay-in strike, and it seemed that they all wore the same string of sixpenny beads round their thin necks.

Jammy refused the seat which had been reserved for the Clarion representative, and insisted on having one among the palms on the far side of the hall below the platform. This had been refused, with varying degrees of indignation, by both those who had come to see Lydia and those who had come to be seen. But Jammy belonged to neither of these. What Jammy had come to see was the audience. And the seat half buried in Messrs. Willoughbys decorations provided as good a view of the audience as anything but the platform itself could afford.

Next him was a shabby little man of thirty-five or so, who eyed Jammy as he sat down and presently leaned over until his rabbit-mouth was an inch from Jammys ear, and breathed:

Wonderful woman!

This Jammy took to refer to Lydia.

Wonderful, he agreed. You know her?

The shabby man (Crank, said Jammys mind, placing him) hesitated, and then said: No. But I knew Christine Clay. And further converse was prevented by the arrival of Lydia and her chairman on the platform.

Lydia was at the best of times a poor speaker. She had a high thin voice, and when she became enthusiastic or excited her delivery was painfully like a very old gramophone record played on a very cheap gramophone. Jammys attention soon wandered. He had heard Lydia on her favourite subject too often. His eyes began to quarter the crowded little hall. If he had bumped off Clay, and was still, thanks to the inadequacy of the police, both unsuspected and at large, would he or would he not come to see the woman who had prophesied for Clay the end he had brought about?

Jammy decided that, on the whole, he would. The Clay murderer was clever. That was admitted. And he must now be hugging himself over his cleverness. Thinking how superior a man of his calibre was to the ordinary rules that hedged common mortals. That was a common frame of mind in persons who achieved a planned murder. They had planned something forbidden, and had brought it off. It went to their heads like wine. They looked round for more dares to bring off, as children play last across the road. This, this orthodox gathering of orthodox people in one of the most orthodox districts in London, was a perfect dare. In every mind in that hall the thought of Christines death was uppermost. It was not mentioned from the platform, of course; the dignities must be observed. The lecture was a simple lecture on astrology; its history and its meaning. But all these people — or nearly all — had come to the gathering because nearly a year ago Lydia had had that lucky brain wave about the manner of Christine Clays death. Christine was almost as much part of the gathering as Lydia herself; the hall was full of her. Yes, it would give Jammy, hypothetical murderer, a great kick to be one of that audience.

He looked at the audience now, pluming himself on the imagination that had got him where he was; the imagination that Grant, poor dear idiot, could never aspire to. He wished he had brought Bartholomew along. Bart was much better informed where the society racket was concerned than he was. It was Barts business to be descriptive: and at whatever was descriptive — weddings, motor racing, launches, or what not — the same faces from the racket turned up. Bart would have been useful.

But Jammy knew enough of those faces to keep him interested.

On the other hand, said Lydia, Capricorn people are often melancholic, doubtful of themselves, and perverse. On a lower plane still, they are gloomy, miserly and deceptive. But Jammy was not listening. In any case he did not know which of the signs had had the honour of assisting at his birth, and did not care. Lydia had several times told him that he was typically, oh, but typically, Aries but he never remembered. All hooey.

There was the Duchess of Trent in the third row. She, poor, silly, unhappy wretch, had the perfect alibi. She had been going to have a luncheon for Christine: a luncheon that would make her the most envied hostess in London instead of a rather tiresome back-number; and Christine had gone and died on her.

Jammys eye wandered, and paused at a good-looking dark face in the fourth row. Very familiar that face; as familiar as the head on a coin. Why? He didnt know the man; would swear he had never seen him in the flesh.

And then it came to him. It was Gene Lejeune; the actor who had been engaged to play opposite Clay in her third and last picture in England: the picture she had never made. It was rumoured that Lejeune was glad that he would never have to make that picture; Clays brilliance habitually made her men look like penny candles; but that was hardly a good reason for getting up at dawn to hold her head under water until she died. Jammy wasnt greatly interested in Lejeune. Next him was a fashion plate in black and white. Marta Hallard. Of course. Marta had been given the part that Clay had been scheduled to play. Marta was not in the Clay class, but holding up production was likely to prove expensive, and Marta had poise, sophistication, sufficient acting ability, sufficient personality, and what Coyne called class. She was now Lejeunes leading woman. Or was he her leading man? It would be difficult to say which of these two was the supporting one. Neither of them was in the first flight. Considered simply as a partnership, it was likely to prove much more successful than the Clay-Lejeune one would have been. A step up — a big step up for Marta — and more chance to shine for Lejeune. Yes, Christines death had been a lucky break for both of them.

He heard in his mind a girls voice saying, You, of course, murdered her yourself. Who had said that? Yes, that Judy girl who played dumb blondes. And she had said it about Marta. That Saturday night when he and Grant had met on the doorstep of Martas flat and had been entertained by her. The Judy person had said it with that sulky air of defiance that she used to lifes most trivial activities. And they had taken it as a joke. Someone else had laughed and agreed, supplying the motive: Of course! You wanted that part for yourself! And the conversation had flowed on in unbroken superficiality.

Well, ambition was one of the better known incentives to murder. It came, well up the list, just below passion and greed. But Marta Hallard was Marta Hallard. Murder and that brittle, insincere sophisticate were poles apart. She didnt even play murder well on the stage, now he came to think of it. She had always the air of saying at the back of her mind, Too tiresome, all this earnestness. If she didnt find murder humourless, she would undoubtedly find it plebian. No, he could imagine Marta being a murderee, but not a murderer.

He became aware that Marta was paying no attention whatever to Lydia. All her interest — and it was a fixed and whole-hearted interest — was centered on someone to her right in the row in front. Jammys eyes followed the imaginary dotted line of her glance and came to rest, a little surprised, on a nondescript little man. Incredulous, he travelled the dotted line again. But the answer was still the small round-faced man with the sleepy expression. Now what could interest Marta Hallard in that very commercial exterior and that far from exciting — 

And then Jammy remembered who that little man was. He was Jason Harmer, the song writer. One of Christines best friends. Martas merry kettle. And, if womens judgment was to be accepted, anything but unexciting. In fact, that was the chap who was popularly supposed to have been Christine Clays lover. Jammys mind did the equivalent of a long, low whistle. Well, well, so that was Jay Harmer. He had never seen him off a song-cover until now. Queer taste women had, and no mistake.

Harmer was listening to Lydia with a rapt and childlike interest. Jammy wondered how anyone could remain unaware of so concentrated a battery of attention as Marta Hallard was directing on him. There he sat, short-necked and placid, while Martas brilliant eyes bored into the side of his head. A lot of hooey, that about making people turn by just looking at them. And what, in any case, was the reason for Martas secret interest? For secret it was. The brim of her hat hid her eyes from her escort, and she had taken it for granted that the eyes of everyone else were on the lecturer. Unconscious of being watched, she was letting her eyes have their fill of Harmer. Why?

Was it a heart interest — and if so, just how much of a heart interest? Or was it that, in spite of her companionship of him that night at her flat, she was seeing Jason Harmer as a possible murderer?

For nearly fifteen minutes Jammy watched them both, his mind full of speculation. Again and again his glance went over the crowded little hall and came back to them. Interest there was in plenty elsewhere, but not interest like this.

He remembered Martas instant refutal of the suggestion that there was more than friendship between Harmer and Christine Clay. What did that mean? Was she interested in him herself? And how much? How much would Marta Hallard be interested? Enough to get rid of a rival?

He found himself wondering if Marta was a good swimmer, and pulled himself up. Fifteen minutes ago he had laughed at the very thought of Marta as a person passionate to the point of murder. The very idea had been ludicrous.

But that was before he had observed her interest — her strange consuming interest — in Jason. Supposing — just supposing; to pass the time while that woman made her boring way through the planets and back again — that Marta was in love with this Harmer fellow. That made Christine a double rival of hers, didnt it? Christine had been where Marta, for all her fashionable crust of superficiality and indifference, would have given her right hand to be: at the top of her professional tree. So often Marta had been within sight of that top, only to have the branch she relied on break and let her down. Certainly, and beyond any doubt, Marta wanted professional success. And certainly, for all her fair words, she had bitterly grudged the little factory hand from the Midlands her staggering, and as it seemed too easy, achievement. Five years ago Marta had been very nearly where she was now: famous, successful, financially sound, and with the top of the tree — that elusive, giddy top — somewhere in sight. It had been somewhere in sight for five years. And meanwhile an unknown dancer from a Broadway musical had sung, danced, and acted her way to canonisation.

It was no wonder if Martas fair words where Christine was concerned were the merest lip-service. And supposing that Christine had not only the position she had thirsted after, but the man she desired? What then? Was that enough to make Marta Hallard hate to the point of murder?

Where was Marta when Christine was drowned? In Grosvenor Square, presumably. After all, she was playing in that thing at the St. Jamess. No, wait! At that Saturday night party something was said about her being away? What was it? What was it? She had said something about hard-working actresses, and Clement Clements had mocked, saying: Hard-working, forsooth. And youve just had a week off to go dashing round the Continent! She had said: Not a week, Clement! Only four days. And an actress can presumably play with a broken spine but never with a gumboil.

Clement had said that the gumboil didnt prevent her having a grand time at Deauville. And she had said: Not Deauville. Le Touquet.

Le Touquet. That was where she had been. And she had come back in time for the Saturday matinée. They had talked about the reception she had had, and the size of the house, and the rage of her understudy. She had come back after four days at Le Touquet! She was in Le Touquet, just across the channel, when Christine died.

If parents would only study their childrens horoscopes with the same diligence that they use to study their diets, Lydia was saying, shrill as a sparrow and about as impressive, the world would be a much happier place.

Le Touquet! Le Touquet! exulted Jammys mind. Now he was getting somewhere! Marta Hallard was not only within reach of Christine on that fatal morning, but she had the means to cover the distance easily. Le Touquet had opened the doors of his memory. Clements and she and Jammy in that far corner by the cocktail cupboard, and she answering Clementss idle questions. She had flown over, it appeared, with someone in a private plane, and had come back by the same method. And the plane had been an amphibian!

On that misty morning a plane had landed either on the downs or on the sea, had stayed a little, and had gone again without having entered into the consciousness of any but one lonely swimmer. Jammy was so sure of it that he could see the thing come out of the fog like a great bird and drop on to the water.

Who had piloted that plane? Not Harmer. Harmer hadnt been out of England. That was why the police were taking such an interest in him. Harmer had been only too much on the spot. He had an alibi of sorts, but Jammy didnt know whether it was a good one or not. The police were so damned secretive. Well, he was on the track of something that the police, for all their vaunted efficiency, had missed. Marta was a friend of Grants: it was natural that he should overlook her: he had never seen her look at Harmer, as Jammy was seeing her now; and he didnt know about that plane, Jammy would take his oath. And the plane made all the difference.

And if it was a case of a plane, then there were two in the business. The pilot, if not an accomplice, was certainly an accessory before the fact.

At this point Jammy mentally stopped to draw breath. He looked surprisedly along the well-dressed silent rows to the smart black-and-white figure in the middle distance. What connection had that familiar presence with the person his mind had drawn? There was the real Marta Hallard, her soigné, gracious, serene self. How had he let his mind make her into something so tortured, so desperate?

But she was still looking every now and then at Jason, her eyes resting longer on him than they did on Lydia. And there was something in that unguarded face that joined the real Marta to that shadowy one that his imagination had created. Whatever she might be, Marta Hallard was after all capable of strong feeling.

A patter like rain fell into Jammys thoughts; the polite percussion of gloved hand on gloved hand. Lydia had apparently reached her peroration. Jammy sighed happily and felt for his hat. He wanted to get out into the air and think what his next move was to be. He hadnt been so excited since Old Man Willingdon had given him the exclusive story of how and why he had beaten his wife into pulp.

But there was going to be a question time, it would seem. Miss Keats, sipping water and smiling benevolently between sips, was waiting for the audience to collect its wits. Then some bold spirit began, and presently questions were raining round her. Some were amusing; and the audience, a little tired by the warm air, Lydias voice, and the dullish lecture, laughed easily in relief. Presently the questions grew more intimate, and then — so inevitably that half the audience could see it coming — the query came:

Was it true that Miss Keats accurately foretold the manner of Christine Clays death?

There was a shocked and eager silence. Lydia said, simply and with more dignity than she usually possessed, that it was true; that she had often foretold the future truly from a horoscope. She gave some instances.

Emboldened by the growing intimacy of the atmosphere, someone asked if she was helped in her reading of horoscopes by second-sight. She waited so long before answering that stillness fell back on the moving heads and hands; their eyes watched her expectantly.

Yes, she said, at length. Yes. It is not a matter that I like to discuss. But there are times when I have known, beyond reason, that a thing is so. She paused a moment, as if in doubt, and then took three steps forward to the edge of the platform with such impetuosity that it seemed that she meant to walk forward on to thin air. And one thing I have known ever since I stepped on the platform. The murderer of Christine Clay is here in this hall.

It is said that ninety-nine people out of a hundred, receiving a telegram reading: All is discovered: fly, will snatch a toothbrush and make for the garage. Lydias words were so unexpected, and their meaning when understood so horrifying, that there was a moment of blank silence. And then the rush began, like the first breath of a hurricane through palm trees. Above the rising babel, chairs shrieked like human beings as they were thrust out of the way. And the more they were thrust aside, the greater the chaos and the more frantic the anxiety of the escapers to reach the door. Not one in the crowd knew what they were escaping from. With most of them it began as a desire to escape from a tense situation; they belonged, as a class, to people who hate awkwardness. But the difficulty of reaching the door through the scattered chairs and the densely packed crowd increased their natural desire to escape, into something like panic.

The chairman was saying something that was meant to be reassuring, to tide over the situation; but he was quite inaudible. Someone had gone to Lydia, and Jammy heard her say:

What made me say that? Oh, what made me say that?

He had moved forward to mount the platform, all the journalist in him tingling with anticipation. But as he laid his hand on the platform edge to vault, he recognised Lydias escort. It was the fellow from the Courier. She was practically the Couriers property, he remembered. It was a million to one against his getting a word with her, and, at these odds, it wasnt worth the effort. There was better game, after all. When Lydia had made that incredible statement, Jammy, having abruptly pulled his own jaw into place, had turned to see how two people took the shock.

Marta had gone quite white, and a look of something like fury had come into her face. She had been one of the first to get to her feet, moving so abruptly that Lejeune was taken by surprise and had to fish his hat from under her heels. She had made for the door without a second glance at the platform or Lydia, but since she had had a seat in the front rows had become firmly wedged halfway down the hall, where confusion became worse confounded by someone having violent hysteria.

Jason Harmer, on the other hand, had not moved a muscle. He had gone on looking at Lydia with the same pleased interest during and after her staggering announcement as he had shown before. He had made no move to get up until people began to walk over him. Then he rose leisurely, helped a woman to climb over a chair that was blocking her path, patted his pocket to assure himself that something or other was there (his gloves probably), and turned to the door.

It took Jammy several minutes of scientific shoving to reach Marta, wedged in an alcove between two radiators.

The silly fools! she said viciously, when Jammy had reminded her who he was. And she glared, with most un-Hallard-like lack of poise, at her fellow beings.

Nicer with an orchestra pit between, arent they?

Marta remembered that these were her public, and he could see her automatically pull herself together. But she was still what Jammy called het up.

Amazing business, he said, prompting. And in explanation: Miss Keats.

An utterly disgusting exhibition!

Disgusting? said Jammy, at a loss.

Why doesnt she turn cartwheels in the Strand?

You think this was just a publicity stunt?

What do you call it? A sign from Heaven?

But you said yourself, Miss Hallard, that night you were so kind as to put up with me, that she isnt a quack. That she really—

Of course she isnt a quack! She has done some amazing horoscopes. But that is a very different matter from this finding of murderers at a penny a time. If Lydia doesnt take care, she said after a pause and with venom, she will end by being an Aimée McPherson!

It occurred to Jammy that this was hardly the line he had expected Marta to hand out. He didnt know what he had expected. But somehow it wasnt this. Into the pause that his doubt made, she said in a new crisp tone:

This isnt by any chance, an interview, is it, Mr. Hopkins? Because if so, please understand quite clearly that I have said none of these things.

All right, Miss Hallard, you havent said a word. Unless the police ask me, of course, he added smiling.

I dont think the police are on speaking terms with you, she said. And now, if you will be so kind as to stand a little to your left, I think I can get past you into that space over there.

She nodded to him, smiled a little, pushed her scented person past him into the place of vantage, and was swallowed up in the crowd.

Not a hapenny change! said Jammy to himself. And ruefully began to push his way back to where he had last seen Jason Harmer. Dowagers cursed him and debutantes glared, but half Jammys life had been spent in getting through crowds. He made a good job of it.

And what do you think of this, Mr. Harmer?

Jason eyed him in a good-humoured silence. How much? he said at last.

How much what?

How much for my golden words?

A free copy of the paper.

Jason laughed, then his face grew sober. Well, I think it has been a most instructive afternoon. You believe in this star stuff?

Cant say I do.

Me, Im not so sure. Theres a lot in that crack about more things in heaven and earth whatever-it-is. Ive seen some funny things happen in the village where I was born. Witchcraft and that. No accounting for any of it by any natural means. Makes you wonder.

Where was that?

Jason looked suddenly startled for the first time that afternoon. East of Europe, he said abruptly. And went on: That Miss Keats, shes a wonder. Not a canny thing to have around the house, though. No, sir! Must spoil your chances of matrimony quite a bit to be able to see whats going to happen. To say nothing of what has been happening. Every man has a right to his alibis.

Was no one, thought Jammy in exasperation, going to take the expected line of country this afternoon! Perhaps if he pushed his way into Lydias presence, she at least would behave according to the pattern he had marked out for her.

You believe that Miss Keats was genuinely feeling the presence of evil when she made that statement? he pursued hopefully.

Sure, sure! Jason looked a little surprised. You dont make a fool of yourself that way unless youre pretty worked up.

I noticed you werent very surprised by the statement.

I been in the States fifteen years. Nothing surprises me any more. Ever seen Holy Rollers? Ever seen Coney Island? Ever seen a tramp trying to sell a gold mine? Go west, young man, go west!

Im going home to bed, said Jammy, and took his pushing way through the crowd.

But by the time he had reached the vestibule, he had recovered a little. He adjusted his collar and waited to see the crowd move past. Once outside the inner door, and breathing the secure air of Wigmore Street, they recovered from their fright and broke with one accord into excited speech.

But Jammy gleaned little from their unguarded chatter.

And then over their heads he saw a face that made him pause. A fair face with light lashes and the look of a rather kind terrier. He knew that man. His name was Sanger. And the last time he had seen him was sitting at a desk in Scotland Yard.

So Grant had had a little imagination after all!

Jammy flung his hat disgustedly on and went out to think things over.
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GRANT HAD IMAGINATION, yes. But it was not Jammys kind. It would never have occurred to him to waste the time of a perfectly good detective by sending him to look at an audience for two hours. Sanger was at the Elwes Hall because his job for the moment was to tail Jason Harmer.

He brought back an account of the afternoons drama, and reported that Harmer had been, as far as he could see, quite unmoved. He, Jason, had been accosted by Hopkins from the Clarion directly afterwards; but Hopkins didnt seem to get very far with him.

Yes? said Grant, lifting an eyebrow. If hes a match for Hopkins, we must begin to consider him again. Cleverer than I thought! And Sanger grinned.



On Wednesday afternoon Mr. Erskine telephoned to say that the fish had bitten. What he said, of course, was that the line of investigation suggested by Inspector Grant had, it would appear, proved unexpectedly successful, but what he meant was that the fish had risen. Would Grant come along as soon as he could to inspect a document which Mr. Erskine was anxious to show him?

Grant would! In twelve minutes he was in the little green-lighted room.

Erskine, his hand trembling a little more than usual, gave him a letter to read.

Sir,

Having seen your advertisement saying that if Herbert Gotobed will call at your office he will hear of something to his advantage, I beg to state that I am unable to come personally but if you will communicate your news to me by letter to 5, Threadle Street, Canterbury, I will get the letter.

Yours faithfully,

Herbert Gotobed

Canterbury! Grants eyes lighted. He handled the letter lovingly. The paper was cheap, and the ink poor. The style and the writing vaguely illiterate. Grant remembered Christines letter with its easy sentences and its individual hand, and marvelled for the thousandth time at the mystery of breeding.

Canterbury! Its almost too good to be true. An accommodation address. I wonder why? Is our Herbert wanted, by any chance? The Yard certainly dont know him. Not by that name. Pity we havent got a photograph of him.

And what is our next move, Inspector?

You write saying that if he doesnt put in a personal appearance you have no guarantee that he is Herbert Gotobed, and that it is therefore necessary for him to come to your offices!

Yes. Yes, certainly. That would be quite in order.

As if it mattered a hoot whether it was in order, Grant thought. How did these fellows imagine criminals were caught? Not by wondering what would be in order, that was certain!

If you post it straight away, it will be in Canterbury tonight. Ill go down tomorrow morning and be waiting for the bird when he arrives. May I use your telephone?

He called the Yard and asked, Are you sure that none of the list of wanted men has a passion for preaching or otherwise indulging in theatricality?

The Yard said no, only Holy Mike, and everyone in the force had known him for years. He was reported from Plymouth, by the way.

How appropriate! Grant said, and hung up. Strange! he said to Erskine. If he isnt wanted, why lie low? If he has nothing on his conscience — no, he hasnt a conscience. I mean, if we have nothing on him, I should have thought the same lad would have been in your office by return of post. Hed do almost anything for money. Clay knew where to hurt him when she left him that shilling.

Lady Edward was a shrewd judge of character. She had, I think, been brought up in a hard school, and that fact helped her to discriminate.

Grant asked if he had known her well.

No, I regret to say, no. A very charming woman. A little impatient of orthodox form, but otherwise—

Yes. Grant could almost hear her saying, And in plain English what does that mean? She, too, must have suffered from Mr. Erskine.

Grant took his leave, warned Williams to be ready to accompany him next morning to Canterbury, arranged for a substitute in the absence of them both, and went home and slept for ten hours. In the morning, very early, he and Williams left a London not yet awake and arrived in a Canterbury shrouded in the smoke of breakfast.

The accommodation address proved to be, as Grant had expected, a small newsagent in a side street. Grant considered it, and said: I dont suppose our friend will show up this end of the day, but one never knows. You go across to the pub over the way, engage that room above the saloon door, and have breakfast sent up to you. Dont leave the window, and keep an eye on everyone who comes. Im going inside. When I want you Ill sign from the shop window.

Arent you going to have breakfast, sir?

Ive had it. You can order lunch for one oclock, though. It doesnt look the kind of place that would have a chop in the house.

Grant lingered until he saw Williams come to the upper window. Then he turned into the small shop. A round bald man with a heavy black moustache was transferring cartons of cigarettes from a cardboard box to a glass case.

Good morning. Are you Mr. Rickett?

Thats me, Mr. Rickett said, with caution.

I understand that you sometimes use these premises as an accommodation address?

Mr. Rickett looked him over. His experienced eye asked, Customer or police? and decided correctly.

And what if I do? Nothing wrong in that, is there?

Not a thing! Grant answered cheerfully. I wanted to know whether you knew a Mr. Herbert Gotobed?

This a joke?

Certainly not. He gave your shop as an address for letters, and I wondered if you knew him.

Not me. I dont take no interest in the people who has letters. They pay their fee when they come for them, and that finishes it as far as I am concerned.

I see. Well, I want you to help me. I want you to let me stay in your shop until Mr. Gotobed comes to claim his letter. You have a letter for him?

Yes, I have a letter. It came last night. But — You police?

Scotland Yard. Grant showed his credentials.

Yes. Well, I dont want no arrests on my premises. This is a respectable business, this is, even if I do a little on the side. I dont want no bad name hanging round my business.

Grant assured him that no arrest was contemplated. All he wanted was to meet Mr. Gotobed. He wanted information from him.

Oh, well, if that was all.

So Grant was established behind the little tower of cheap editions at the end of the counter, and found the morning passing not so slowly as he had feared. Humanity, even after all his years in the force, still had a lively interest in Grants eyes — except in moments of depression — and interest proved plentiful. It was Williams, watching a very ordinary small-town street, who was bored. He welcomed the half-hour of conversation behind the books when Grant went to lunch, and went back reluctantly to the frowsy room above the saloon. The long summer afternoon, clouded and warm, wore away into a misty evening, and a too early dusk. The first lights appeared, very pale in the daylight.

What time do you close? Grant asked anxiously.

Oh, tennish.

There was still plenty of time.

And then, about half-past nine, Grant became aware of a presence in the shop. There had been no warning of footsteps, no announcement at all except a swish of drapery. Grant looked up to see a man in monks garb.

A high-pitched peevish voice said, You have a letter addressed to Mr. Herbert—

A light movement on Grants part called attention to his presence.

Without a moments pause the man turned and disappeared, leaving his sentence unfinished.

The apparition had been so unexpected, the disappearance so abrupt, that it was a second or two before mortal wits could cope with the situation. But Grant was out of the shop before the stranger was more than a few yards down the street. He saw the figure turn into an alley, and he ran. It was a little back-court of two-storey houses, all the doors open to the warm evening, and two transverse alleys leading out of it. The man had disappeared. He turned to find Williams, a little breathless, at his back.

Good man! he said. But it isnt much use. You take that alley and Ill take this one. A monk of sorts!

I saw him! Williams said, making off.

But it was no good. In ten minutes they met at the newsagents, blank.

Who was that? Grant demanded of Mr. Rickett.

Dont know. Never saw him before as far as I know.

Is there a monastery here?

In Canterbury? No!

Well, in the district?

Not as I knows.

A woman behind them put down sixpence on the counter. Gold-flake, she said. You looking for a monastery? Theres that brotherhood place in Bligh Vennel. Theyre by way of being monks. Ropes round their middles and bare heads.

Where is — what is it? Bligh Vennel? Grant asked. Far from here?

No. Bout two streets. Less as the crow flies, but that wont be much good to you in Canterbury. Its in the lanes behind the Cock and Pheasant. Id show you myself, if Jim wasnt waiting for his smoke. A sixpenny packet, Mr. Rickett, please.

After hours, said Mr. Rickett, gruffly, avoiding the detectives eye. The womans confidence was a conviction in itself.

She looked surprised, and before she should commit herself further Grant pulled his own cigarette-case from his pocket. Madame, they say a nation gets the laws it deserves. It is not in my weak power to obtain the sixpenny packet for you, but please let me repay your help by providing Jims smoke. He poured his cigarettes into her astonished hands, and dismissed her, protesting.

And now, he said to Rickett, about this brotherhood or whatever it is. Do you know it?

No. There is such a thing, now I remember. But I dont know where they hang out. You heard what she said. Behind the Cock and Pheasant. Half the cranks in the world has branches here, if it comes to that. Im shutting up now.

I should, Grant said. People wanting cigarettes are a nuisance.

Mr. Rickett growled.

Come on, Williams. And remember, Rickett, not a word of this to anyone. Youll probably see us tomorrow.

Rickett was understood to say that if he never saw them again it would be too soon.

This is a rum go, sir, Williams said, as they set off down the street. Whats the programme now?

Im going to call on the brotherhood. I dont think you had better come along, Williams. Your good healthy Worcestershire face doesnt suggest any yearning after the life ascetic.

You mean I look like a cop. I know, sir. Its worried me often. Bad for business. You dont know how I envy you your looks, sir. People think Army the minute they see you. Its a great help always to be taken for Army.

Considering all the dud cheques on Coxs, I find that surprising! No, I wasnt considering your looks, Williams, not that way. I was just talking thoughtless. Its a one-man party, this. Youd better go back to the aspidistra and wait for me. Have a meal.

They found the place after some search. A row of first storey windows looked down upon the alley, but the only opening on the ground floor was a narrow door, heavy and studded. The building apparently faced into a court or garden. There was neither plate nor inscription at the door to give information to the curious. But there was a bell.

Grant rang, and after a long pause there was the sound, faint through the heavy door, of footsteps on a stone floor. A small grill in the door shot back, and a man asked Grants business.

Grant asked to see the principal.

Whom do you wish to see?

The principal, said Grant firmly. He didnt know whether they called their Number One abbot or prior; principal seemed to him good enough.

The Reverend Father does not give audience at this hour.

Will you give the Reverend Father my card, Grant said, handing the little square through the grill, and tell him that I shall be grateful if he would see me on a matter of importance.

No worldly matter is of importance.

The Reverend Father may decide differently when you have given him my card.

The grill shot back with an effect which might in a community less saintly have been described as snappish, and Grant was left in the darkening street. Williams saluted silently from some paces distance and turned away. The distant voices of children playing came clearly from adjoining streets, but there was no traffic in the alley. Williamss footsteps had faded out of hearing long before there was the sound of returning ones in the passage beyond the door. Then there was the creak of bolts being drawn and a key turned. (What did they shut out? Grant wondered. Life? Or were the bars to keep straying wills indoors?) The door was opened sufficiently to admit him, and the man bade him enter.

Peace be with you and with all Christian souls and the blessing of the Lord God go with you now and for ever, amen, gabbled the man as he shot the bolts again and turned the key. If he had hummed a line of Sing to me sometimes the effect would have been exactly similar, Grant thought.

The Reverend Father in his graciousness will see you, the man said, and led the way up the stone passage, his sandals slapping with a slovenly effect on the flags. He ushered Grant into a small white-washed room, bare except for a table, chairs, and a Crucifix, said Peace be with you, and shut the door, leaving Grant alone. It was very chilly there, and Grant hoped that the Reverend Father would not discipline him by leaving him there too long.

But in less than five minutes the doorkeeper returned and with great impressiveness bowed in his principal. He uttered another of his gabbled benedictions and left the two men together. Grant had expected the fanatic type; he was confronted instead with the successful preacher; bland, entrenched, worldly.

Can I help you, my son?

I think you have in your brotherhood a man of the name of Herbert Gotobed—

There is no one of that name here.

I had not expected that that was the name he is known by in your community, but you are no doubt aware of the real names of the men who enter your order.

The worldly name of a man is forgotten on the day he enters the door to become one of us.

You asked if you could help me.

I still wish to help you.

I want to see Herbert Gotobed. I have news for him.

I know of no one of that name. And there can be no news for a man who has joined the Brotherhood of the Tree of Lebanon.

Very well. You may not know the man as Gotobed. But the man I want to interview is one of your number. I have to ask that you will let me find him.

Do you suggest that I should parade my community for your inspection?

No. You have some kind of service to which all the brothers come, havent you?

Certainly.

Let me be present at the service.

It is a most unusual request.

When is the next service?

In half an hour the midnight service begins.

Then all I ask is a seat where I can see the faces of your community.

The Reverend Father was reluctant, and mentioned the inviolability of the holy house, but Grants casually dropped phrases on the attractive but obsolete custom of sanctuary and the still-surviving magic of Kings Writ, made him change his mind.

By the way, will you tell me — Im afraid Im very ignorant of your rules and ways of life — do the members of your community have business in the town?

No. Only when charity demands it.

Have the brothers no traffic with the world at all then? Herbert was going to have a perfect alibi, if that were so!

For twenty-four hours once every moon, a brother goes into the world. That is contrived lest the unspottedness of communal life should breed self-righteousness. For the twelve hours of the day he must help his fellow beings in such ways as are open to him. For the twelve hours of the night he must meditate in a place alone: in summer in some open place, in winter in some church.

I see. And the twenty-four hours begin — when?

From a midnight to a midnight.

Thank you.
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THE SERVICE WAS held in a bare chapel, candle-lit and white-washed, very simple except for the magnificence of the altar at the East gable. Grant was surprised by the appearance of the altar. Poor the brothers might be, but there was wealth somewhere. The vessels on the white velvet cloth, and the Crucifix, might have been a pirates loot from a Spanish American cathedral. He had found it difficult to associate the Herbert Gotobed he knew by reputation with this cloistered and poverty-struck existence. Being theatrical to no audience but oneself must soon pall. But the sight of that altar gave him pause. Herbert was perhaps running true to form after all.

Grant heard no word of the service. From his seat in the dim recess of a side window he could see all the faces of the participants; more than a score of them; and he found it a fascinating study. Some were cranks (one saw the same faces at anti meetings and folk-dance revivals), some fanatics (masochists looking for a modern hair shirt), some simple, some at odds with themselves and looking for peace, some at odds with the world and looking for sanctuary. Grant, looking them over with a lively interest, found his glance stayed as it came to one face. Now what had brought the owner of that face to a life of seclusion and self-denial? A round sallow face on a round ill-shaped head, the eyes small, the nose fleshy, the lower lip loose, so that it hung away from his teeth as he repeated the words of the service. All the others in that little chapel had been types that fitted easily into recognised niches in the everyday world: the principal to a bishopric, this one to a neurologists waiting-room, this to a depot for unemployed. But where did that last one fit?

There was only one answer. In the dock.

So that, said Grants other self to him, is Herbert Gotobed. He could not be sure, of course, until he had seen the man walk. That was all he had ever seen of him: his walk. But he was ready to stake much on his judgment. The best of judges were at fault sometimes — Gotobed might turn out to be that lean and harmless-looking individual in the front row — but he would be surprised if Gotobed were any but that unctuous creature with the loose lower lip.

As the men filed out after midnight, he had no more doubt. Gotobed had a peculiar walk, a gangling, shoulder-rotating progression which was quite his own.

Grant followed them out and then sought the Reverend Father. What was the name of the last man to leave the chapel?

That was Brother Aloysius.

And after a little persuasion Brother Aloysius was sent for.

As they waited Grant talked conventionally of the Order and its rules and learned that no member could own any worldly property or have communication for worldly purposes with human beings. Such trivial worldlinesses as newspapers were, of course, not even thought of. He also learned that the principal intended in about a months time to take over a new Mission in Mexico, which they had built out of their funds, and that the privilege of electing his successor lay entirely with him.

A thought occurred to Grant.

I dont want to be impertinent — please dont think this idle curiosity — but would you tell me whether you have decided in your mind on any particular person?

I have practically decided.

May I know who it is?

I really do not know why I should tell to a stranger what I am not prepared to tell to the brothers of my own Order, but there is no reason to conceal it if I may trust your secrecy. Grant gave his word. My successor is likely to be the man you have asked to see.

But he is a newcomer! Grant said before he thought.

I am at a loss to know how you knew that, the Reverend Father said sharply. It is true Brother Aloysius has been with us only a few months, but the qualities necessary for the priorship (so he was a prior!) are not developed with length of service.

Grant murmured agreement, and then asked which of their community had been on an errand in the streets this evening.

None of them, the prior said firmly; and the conversation was brought to an end by the entrance of the man Grant wanted.

He stood there passively, his hands folded within the wide sleeves of his dark-brown gown. Grant noticed that his feet were not sandalled but bare, and remembered that there had been no warning of his approach when he had presented himself in the newsagents. The looker-on in Grant wondered whether it was an appearance of humility or the convenience of a noiseless tread which appealed so greatly to Herbert.

This is Brother Aloysius, the prior said, and left them with a blessing, a much more poetic performance than the doorkeepers.

I am from Messrs Erskine, Smythe, and Erskine, the lawyers in the Temple, Grant said. You are Herbert Gotobed.

I am Brother Aloysius.

You were Herbert Gotobed.

I never heard of him.

Grant considered him for a moment. Im sorry, he said. Were looking for Gotobed about a legacy that has been left him.

Yes? If he is a brother of this order, your news will be of little interest to him.

If the legacy were big enough, he might realise that he could do far more for the cause of charity outside these walls than in them.

Our oath is for life. Nothing that happens outside these walls is of interest to any member of our order.

So you deny that you are Herbert Gotobed?

Grant was conducting the conversation automatically. What his mind was occupied with, he found, was that the expression in the mans small pale eyes was hate. He had rarely seen such hate. But why hate? That was what his mind asked. It should be fear, surely?

Grant felt that to this man he was not a pursuer but someone who had butted in. The feeling stayed with him while he took his leave and all the way back to the hotel opposite the tobacconists.

Williams was brooding over a cold meal he had caused to be set for his superior.

Any news? Grant asked.

No, sir.

No word of Tisdall? Have you telephoned?

Yes, I telephoned about twenty minutes ago. Not a word, sir.

Grant slapped some slices of ham between two pieces of bread. Pity, he said. Id work much better if Tisdall were out of my mind. Come on. There isnt going to be much bed for us tonight.

What is it, sir? Did you find him?

Yes, hes there all right. Denied he was Gotobed. Theyre not allowed to have any worldly transactions. That is why he was so shy in the shop. Didnt even wait to see who the second person behind the counter was: just fled at the very prospect of a watcher. Thats whats worrying me, Williams. He seems much more occupied with not being chucked out of the order than with being run in for murder.

But his running out of the shop might have been because he wanted to keep on in hiding. That monastery place is as good a hide-out as a murderer could wish for.

Ye-s. Yes, but hes not frightened. Hes angry. Were spoiling something for him.

They had been going quietly downstairs, Grant eating large mouthfuls of his improvised sandwich. As they approached the ground floor they were confronted by an enormous female who blocked their exit from the stairway. She had no poker in her hand, but the effect was the same.

So thats what you are! she said, with concentrated venom. A couple of sneaking fly-by-nights. Come in here, as large as life, you do, and make me and my poor husband buy the best of everything for your meals — chops at tenpence each, and tongue at two-and-eightpence the pound, to say nothing of English tomatoes to suit your very particular tastes — and all we get for our expense and our trouble is a couple of empty rooms in the morning. Ive a good mind to ring up the police and give you in charge — if it werent for—

Oh, for Gods sake! Grant said angrily; and then began to laugh. He hung over the banisters laughing helplessly, while Williams talked to the angry hostess.

Well, why didnt you say you were bobbies? she said.

Were not bobbies, Williams said, ferociously, and Grant laughed the more, and dragged him from the scene.

Gilbertian! he said, wiping his eyes. Quite Gilbertian. Did me a lot of good. Now, listen. These monks, or whatever they esteem themselves, retire to their cells at midnight and dont move out of them till six. But Herbert gets in and out of that building more or less when he likes. I dont know how he works it: those first-floor windows are low enough to drop from but much too high to get back into, and he doesnt look like a gymnast. But get out he does. No one knew — or at least, the powers that be didnt know — he was out tonight. Well, I have a hunch that hes going walking again tonight, and I want to see where to.

What makes you think so, sir?

Just instinct. If I were Herbert Id have a base to conduct operations from. I walked round the block before I came back to the hotel. There are only two points where the monastery property abuts on the street. At the side where the door is; and at the very opposite side where the garden ends in a wall that looks fifteen feet high. Theres a small gate there; iron and very solid. Its a long way from the living quarters, and I think our original side is the most helpful. But I want you to keep watch on the garden side, and tail anyone who comes out. Ill do the same on the door side. If nothing happens by six oclock you can creep home and go to bed.
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GRANT HAD BEEN waiting for what seemed an eternity. The night was soft, with a damp air, and smelled pleasantly of green things and flowers. Somewhere there was a lime tree. There was no sky, only a thick misty dark above. Bells chimed every now and then, with aloof sweetness. In spite of himself, Grant found the peace of the night invading him; his mind grew blurred and incurious and he had to whip it to wakefulness.

And then, a few moments after half-past two had struck, something happened, and his mind leaped without any goading. He had heard no sound, but in the lane in front of the monastery there was movement. It was too dark to see a shape; all that happened was that the darkness moved, as a curtain might stir in a current of air. Someone was in the street.

Grant waited. The movement grew less, became more blurred, and ceased. Whoever was there had moved away from him. Grant slipped his unlaced boots from his feet and strung them across his shoulder; every step on a shod foot would be audible on a night like this. Silently he moved down the lane and past the high wall of the house. Out of its shadows the visibility was slightly better: he could see the movement in front of him again. He followed it with every sense alert; it was not only difficult to gauge his exact distance from it, but almost impossible to tell if it stopped for a moment. In the street beyond it was easier; the movement in the darkness became a form. A form retreating swiftly and effortlessly into the night. Grant set out to keep pace with it. Down the little streets of two-storey houses. Past small houses with small gardens. Past an occasional small paddock.

And then Grant felt gravel pavement under his stocking feet and cursed. The man was making for the country; for the outer suburbs at least.

For about twenty minutes Grant followed that half-seen figure through a dark and silent world. He did not know his surrounding; he had to follow the figure blindly. He did not know when a step came, or a declivity, or an obstacle. And a bad stumble might be fatal to the nights work. But as far as he could see, his quarry never hesitated. This was not a flight; it was a journey he had done often before.

Presently Grant could tell that they were in more or less open country. If there were houses they were built behind the original field hedges — a new suburb, probably. The hedges made it difficult to see the man he was following; their dark mass made a gloomy background for a moving figure. And then Grant suddenly found that he had lost him. Nothing moved in front of him any more. He stood still instantly. Was the man waiting for him? Or had he disappeared into an opening? Several times, when pebbles had slid under his own tread, he had wondered if the man suspected his presence. There had been as far as he could see no pause for reconnoitring in the mans progress. But now there was a complete absence of any movement at all.

Grant went forward step by step, and found himself level with an opening in the hedge. A gate. He wished passionately that he could use his torch. This blindfold moving through an unknown country was getting on his nerves. He decided to risk a guess that this was where the man had gone, and moved into the entrance. Immediately there was soft sand under his feet. He paused doubtfully. Was it only a sand-pit? What was the man planning? An attack?

Then he remembered that fine red sand which decorates the trim approaches to new villas, and breathed again. Reassured he moved forward, finding with one foot the cut edge of turf, and letting it lead him to the building which must be in front of him somewhere. It loomed quite suddenly in the darkness. A white-washed house of perhaps eight rooms. Its paleness made it slightly luminous even on so dark a night; and against its ghostly shimmer he saw the man again. He was standing still, and it seemed to Grant that he was looking back at him. He realised too late that he too was now standing where a wing of the house made a background for him. He dropped to his knees. And after a moment the man moved on and vanished round the corner of the house.

Grant made the best of his way to the corner and waited, pressed up against the wall. But there was no sound, no breathing, not a movement; the man had gone on; he was wasting time. He stepped round the corner. A soft wool substance smothered him, falling over his face and being drawn tightly about his neck. A split second before the folds closed on his throat, Grant got his fingers between the stuff and his flesh. He held on with all his might, and then, using the material as purchase, bent forward abruptly and felt the mans body come sliding over him, head first to the ground. The weight knocked Grant down, and the vile suffocating thing was still over his head, but his hands were free. He reached out for his opponent and felt with passionate gladness the restriction round his throat relax. He was still blind and suffocating, but he was in no immediate danger of being throttled. He was, in fact, doing his best to throttle the other man, if only he could find his throat. But the man was twisting like an eel, and using his knees with malicious art. This was not the first time that Herbert Gotobed had fought foul. Grant wished, hitting blindly and finding only seed-sown grass, that he could see for just thirty seconds. He let go the part of his assailant he happened to be holding — he was not sure whether it was a leg or an arm — and did his best to roll away. It was not successful, since the man had just as firm a grip of him. But he had time to reach into his pocket and close his fingers round his torch. His hand was prisoned there as he was rolled on to his back, but with all his might Grant hit with the free hand into the breath that was sobbing into his face. His knuckles hit bone and he heard the snap of teeth meeting. The mans full weight descended on him. He wrenched himself free from it, and dragged the torch from his pocket. Before he had got it out, the man was moving again. He had only rocked him. He flashed the torch on him, and before the light had reached his face the man leaped. Grant stepped aside and swung the weapon at him as he came. It missed him by a hairs breadth and they went down together. Grant lacked stance for the reception of such a weight: all his attention had been on his own blow; he hit the ground with violence. In the dimness of the moment, when all his faculties were trying to summon his stunned body to its duty, he wondered detachedly how the man would kill him?

To his surprise he felt the weight of the mans body lift, something hit him across the side of the head, and he was aware, even while his ears sang, that the man had gone from his side.

He dragged himself to a sitting position; sitting, incidentally, on the stone he had been hit with (by its feel its proper place was a rockery), and was groping for his torch preparatory to following the man, when a womans voice said out of the dark in a whisper:

Is that you, Bert? Is anything wrong?

Grants hand lighted on the torch, and he got to his feet.

The light shone into eyes big and brown and soft as a deers. But the rest of the face was not soft.

She drew in her breath as the light flashed, and made a movement backwards.

Stay still, said Grant in a voice that brooked no disobedience, and the movement ceased.

Dont talk so loud, she said urgently. Who are you, anyway? I thought you were — a friend of mine.

Im a detective inspector — a policeman.

This statement, Grant had found, produced invariably one of two expressions: fear or wariness. Quite innocent people often showed the first; but the second was a give-away. It gave away the woman now.

Grants light flashed on the house — a one-storey building with small attic rooms.

Dont do that! she hissed. Youll waken her.

Who is her?

The old lady. My boss.

You a maid here?

Im the housekeeper.

Just the two of you in the house?

Yes.

He indicated with his light the open window behind her. Is that your room?

Yes.

Well go in there and talk.

You cant come into the house. You cant do anything to me. I havent done anything.

Would you mind! said Grant, in a tone that belied the meaning of the phrase.

You cant come into the house without a warrant. I know! She was standing against the window-sill now, defending her room.

You dont need a warrant for murder, Grant said.

Murder! She stared at him. What have I to do with murder?

Will you get in, please, and put on the light.

She did as she was bidden, climbing over the sill with the ease of practice. As the light clicked, Grant stepped over the sill and drew the curtains.

It was a very pleasant bedroom, with eiderdown on the bed and shaded light on the table.

Who is your employer? he asked.

She gave her employers name, and admitted that she had been there only a few months.

Where was your last reference from?

A place in Australia.

And what relation are you to Herbert Gotobed?

Whos that?

Come, dont lets waste time, Miss — What name do you use, by the way?

I use my own name, she glared at him. Rosa Freeson.

Grant tilted the lamp for a better view of her. He had never seen her before. Herbert Gotobed came out here to see you tonight and you were waiting for him. You will save yourself a lot of trouble if you tell me all about it, now.

I was waiting, if you must know, for Bert. Hes the milk roundsman. You cant run me in for that. You cant blame me much, either. A girl has to have a little fun in a place like this.

Yes? He moved towards the built-in wardrobe. Stay where you are, he said.

The wardrobe held nothing but womens clothes; rather too good for her position but none of them very new. Grant asked to see the contents of the chest of drawers, and she showed them sullenly. They were all quite normal. He asked where her boxes were.

In the box room in the attic, she said.

And what are the suit-cases under the bed?

She looked ready to strike him.

Let me see what is in these.

You have no right! Show me your warrant. I wont open anything for you.

If you have nothing to hide, you cant possibly object to my seeing what is inside.

Ive lost the key.

Youre making me very suspicious.

She produced the key from a string round her neck and pulled out the first suit-case. Grant, watching her, thought for the first time that she was not all white. Something in her movements, in the texture of her hair, was — what? Negro? Indian? And then he remembered the South Sea Mission which Herbert had run.

How long since you left the Islands? he asked conversationally.

About— She stopped, and finished immediately, I dont know what youre talking about.

The first suit-case was empty. The second was full to the brim with mens clothes.

Male impersonator? asked Grant, who in spite of his swollen feet and aching head was beginning to feel happier. Or just old-clothes dealer?

These are the clothes of my dead fiancé. Ill thank you not to be funny about them.

Didnt your fiancé wear a coat?

Yes, but it was mussed up when he was killed.

Oh? How was he killed? Grant asked amiably, his hands running through the clothes.

Motor accident.

You disappoint me.

Come again?

Id expected a more imaginative end from you. What was your fiancés name?

John Starboard.

Starboard! That cancels out the motor accident.

I suppose you know what youre talking about. I dont.

It wasnt your fiancés coat you kept in that now empty suit-case, by any chance?

It was not.

Grants searching hand paused. He withdrew it holding a bundle of passports: four in all. One was a British one issued to Herbert Gotobed; one was an American one in the name of Alexander Byron Black; one a Spanish one, issued to a deaf-mute, one José Fernandez; and the fourth an American one for William Cairns Black and his wife. But the photographs were all of the same man: Herbert Gotobed; and the wifes photograph was that of Rosa Freeson.

A collector, your fiancé. An expensive hobby, Ive always understood. He put the passports into his pocket.

You cant do that. Theyre not yours. Ill scream the house down. I will say you came in and attacked me. Look! She pulled her wrap open and began to tear her nightdress.

Scream as much as you like. Your old lady would be very interested in these passports. And if you have any designs on the old lady, by the way, I should advise you to reconsider them. Now I shall retrieve my boots. They are lying somewhere in the garden. Though God alone knows if my feet will go into them. My advice to you, Mrs. Cairns Black, is to do nothing at all until you hear from me. We have nothing against you, so far, so dont begin putting ideas into our heads by doing anything you might regret.
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GRANT MANAGED TO get his boots on (by dint of thinking strenuously of something else, his childhood’s recipe for painful moments), but after two or three steps hastily took them off again, and hobbled homeward as he had come: stocking-soled. It was not easy to find his way back, but he had an excellent bump of locality (it was said at the Yard that if you blindfolded Grant and turned him until he was dizzy he still knew where north was) and the general direction was clear enough to him. He stood in a doorway on the opposite side of the street and watched the officer on the beat go by, rather than ask a direction and have to explain himself. No member of the C.I.D. likes to appear before a borough policeman with his boots in his hands.

He wrote a note asking Williams to telephone the Yard when he came in at six and ask for any information they might have about a sect or order or whatnot called the Tree of Lebanon, and to waken him when the answer came. He then fell into bed, and slept dreamlessly, the passports under his pillow until Williams called him just before ten o’clock.

“News of Tisdall?” Grant said as his eyes opened.

But there was no news.

The Yard said that the Holy Order of the Tree of Lebanon had been founded by a rich bachelor in 1862, for the furtherance of the monastic life, he having been what was then known as jilted by the object of his affections. He himself had been the first prior, and all his wealth had been used to endow the foundation. The rule of poverty had been very strict, money being used only for charities approved by the prior of the moment, so that by the present day the order had the reputation of having a lot of money laid away. A prior was nominated by his predecessor, but a prior could be superseded at any moment by the unanimous vote of the brethren.

Grant drank the horrible coffee supplied by the establishment, and considered things. “That is what our Herbert wants: the priorship. He has the prior dancing on a stick. It’s almost incredible that a man like the prior could be such a fool. But then! Think of the fools we’ve known, Williams.”

“I’m thinking, sir,” Williams said, eloquently.

“All those hard-headed self-made pieces of original conglomerate who fall for a few honeyed words from a confidence man in a hotel lobby! And of course Herbert has no ordinary gift of tongues. Perhaps he worked his churches in America as leaven to the prior’s interest. Anyhow, he’s the prior’s fair-haired boy at the moment. With the prospect of having a fortune in his hands if he plays his cards rightly for the next few weeks. Not much wonder he was scared of getting in wrong. He wanted to know just how much his sister had left him, without compromising himself with his brethren. If she had left him enough to make it worth his while, he’d give up the monastic life. I shouldn’t think it appeals greatly to him. Even with occasional visits to the villa.”

“How long do you think he’d stay in any case, sir?”

“Till he had transferred enough hard cash to his own particular charities. Oh, well, these,” he indicated the passports, “will be enough to frame a nice little indictment on, so that we can have him under our hands when we want him. The thing that disappoints me, Williams, is where is the murder in all this? I don’t mean that he didn’t do it. I’ve no doubt that he was having his twenty-four hours off at the time. But why did he do it? He came to England when he heard that she was coming. I think, judging by his woman’s clothes, that he was possibly broke when he arrived. That was why he took to the Tree of Lebanon. But the possibilities of the Tree must have occurred to him pretty soon. Why kill his sister?”

“Went to see her and had a quarrel. The queer hour that’s puzzled us all would be quite normal for him. Six o’clock would be just as usual as lunch-time.”

“Yes, that’s true. I’m going now to find out from the Reverend Father whether Brother Aloysius was out of the monastery a fortnight yesterday. The Reverend Father would have sat on a very high horse yesterday, but he’ll talk when he sees what his favourite looks like on these passports.”

But the Reverend Father was not receiving callers. The little guichet displayed the sour face of the doorkeeper, who delivered his stolid message in answer to all Grant’s questions, whether the phrase was relevant or not. Herbert’s golden tongue had been at work. The guichet shut, and Grant was left helpless in the little lane. There was nothing for it but a warrant. He went slowly away, his feet still aching; admired the job Herbert had made of oiling the cellar entrance in the pavement, and climbed into his car. Yes, he had better get that warrant.

He went back to the hotel for his pyjamas, razor, and toothbrush (he had no intention of spending another night there) and was leaving a message for the sleeping Williams, when he was called to the telephone by the Yard.

Would he go to Dover? The man there wanted him. Something had turned up, it seemed.

He changed the message for Williams, threw his things into the car, found time to wonder why he over-tipped the frowsy virago for her inattendance, disgusting food, and deplorable cooking, and set out for Dover.

Something had turned up. That could only mean Champneis. Something out of the ordinary. If they had merely found where Champneis had spent the night, it would have been reported by telephone in the ordinary way. But — something had turned up.

Rimell, the detective in charge — a kind, melancholy-looking boy, whose greatest asset was his unlikeness to the popular conception of a detective — was waiting for Grant at the police-station door, and Grant drew him into the car. Rimell said that he had, after endless delving, unearthed an old fellow called Searle, a retired deckhand, who had been coming home from his granddaughter’s engagement party about half-past twelve on the Wednesday night — or rather, the Thursday morning. He was alone, because very few people lived down the harbour way nowadays. They’d got ideas and lived up the hill in gimcrack villas you’d be afraid to sneeze in. He had stopped a minute or two when he had got to the sea level, to look at the harbour. It still made him feel fine to look at riding-lights at night. It was beginning to mist over, but it was still clear enough to see the outlines of everything. He knew the Petronel was coming in — had seen her through his glasses before he went to the party — and so he looked for her now, and saw her lying, not at the jetty, but out in the water at anchor. As he watched, a small motor-boat came out from her side and made for the shore, going slowly with a quiet chug-chug as if not anxious to call attention to itself. As it touched the jetty steps a man moved out of the shadows by the quay. A tall figure whom Searle identified as Lord Edward (he had seen him often and had in fact once served aboard a previous yacht of his brother’s) appeared from the boat and said, “Is that you, Harmer?” and the smaller man had said, “It’s me,” and then, in a low tone, “Customs all right?” Lord Edward had said, “No trouble at all,” and they had gone down into the motor-boat together and pushed off. The mist had come down quickly after that, blotting out the harbour. After about fifteen minutes Searle had gone on his way. But as he was going up the street, he heard a motor-boat leave the Petronel. Whether it came ashore or went out of the harbour he didn’t know. He didn’t think at the moment any of all this was of any importance.

“Great Heavens!” said Grant. “I can’t believe it. There just — there just isn’t one single thing in all the world that these two men have in common.” (His subconscious added before he could stop it: Except a woman.) “They just don’t touch anywhere. And yet they’re as thick as thieves.” He sat silent a little. “All right, Rimell. Good work. I’m going to have lunch and think this over.”

“Yes, sir. May I give you a friendly piece of advice, sir?”

“If you must. It’s a bad habit in subordinates.”

“No black coffee, sir. I expect you had four cups for breakfast and nothing else.”

Grant laughed. “Why should you worry?” he said, pressing the starter. “The more breakdowns, the quicker the promotion.”

“I grudge the money for wreaths, sir.”

But Grant was not smiling as he drove lunchwards. Christine Clay’s husband and her reputed lover had midnight business together. That was strange enough. But that Edward Champneis, fifth son of the seventh Duke of Bude, and a reputable if unorthodox member of his race, should have underhand traffic with Jason Harmer, of Tin Pan Alley was definitely stranger. What was the common bond? Not murder. Grant refused to consider anything so outré as murder in couples. One or other might have wanted to murder her, but that they should have forgathered on the subject was unimaginable. The motor-boat had left the Petronel again, Searle said. Supposing only one of them had been in it? It was only a short distance north along the coast to the Gap at Westover; and Harmer had turned up at Clay’s cottage two hours after her death. To drown Clay from a motor-boat was the ideal way. As good as his groyne theory, with escape both quicker and easier. The more he thought of the motor-boat, the more enamoured of the method he grew. They had checked the boats in the vicinity as a matter of routine at the time of the first investigation; but a motor-boat has a wide cruising radius. But — oh, well, just “but”! The theory was fantastic. Could one imagine Jason saying, “You lend me your boat and I’ll drown your wife,” or Champneis suggesting, “I’ll lend you the boat if you’ll do the work.” These two had met for some other reason altogether. If murder had resulted, then it had been unplanned, incidental.

What then had they met for? Harmer had said something about Customs. It had been his first greeting. He had been anxious about it. Was Harmer a drug fiend?

There were two things against that. Harmer didn’t look like an addict. And Champneis would never have supplied the stuff. Risk might be the breath of life to him, but that kind of risk would be very definitely out.

What, then, was to be kept from the eyes of the Customs? Tobacco? Jewels? Champneis had shown George Meir, next morning, the topazes he had brought back for Christine.

There was one thing against all of it. Smuggling Edward Champneis might descend to, as a ploy, a mere bit of excitement; but Grant could not see him smuggling for the benefit of Jay Harmer. One ran one’s head continually against that. What had these two men in common? They had something. Their association proved it. But what? They were, as far as anyone knew, the merest acquaintances. Not even that. Champneis had almost certainly left England before Harmer had arrived, and Christine had not known Harmer until they worked together on these English pictures.

No digestive juices flowed in Grant’s alimentary tracts during that lunch; his brain was working like an engine. The sweetbreads and green peas might as well have been thrown into the chef’s waste bin. By the time coffee had arrived he was no nearer a solution. He wished he was one of these marvellous creatures of super-instinct and infallible judgment who adorned the pages of detective stories, and not just a hard-working, well-meaning, ordinarily intelligent Detective Inspector. As far as he could see, the obvious course was to interview one or other of these men. And the obvious one to interview was Harmer. Why? Oh, because he’d talk more easily. Oh, yes, all right, and because there was less chance of running into trouble! What it was to have someone inside you checking up your motives for everything you did or thought!

He refrained from his second cup of coffee, with a smile for the absent Rimell. Nice kid. He’d make a good detective some day.

He rang up Devonshire House, and asked if Mr. Harmer could make it convenient to see Alan Grant (no need to advertise his profession) this evening between tea and dinner.

He was told that Mr. Harmer was not in London. He had gone down to see Leni Primhofer, the continental star, who was staying at Whitecliffe. He was writing a song for her. No, he was not expected back that night. The address was Tall Hatch, Whitecliffe, and the telephone number Whitecliffe 3025.

Grant rang Whitecliffe 3025, and asked when Mr. Harmer could see him. Harmer was in the country motoring with Fraülein Primhofer and would not be back before dinner.

Whitecliffe is a continuation of Westover: a collection of plutocratic villas set on the cliff beyond the cries of trippers and the desecration of blown newspaper pages. Grant still had a room at the Marine, and so to Westover he went, and there Williams joined him. All he could do now was to wait for a warrant from the Yard and a visit from Harmer.

It was cocktail time when Harmer presented himself.

“Are you asking me to dinner, Inspector? If not, say you are and let the dinner be on me, will you; there’s a good sport. Another hour of that woman and I shall be daffy. Loco. Nuts. I have known stars in my time, but holy mackerel! she takes the cake. You’d think with her English being on the sticky side that she’d let up now and then to think a bit. But no! Jabbers right along, with German to fill in, and bits of French dressing here and there to make it look nice. Waiter! What’s yours, Inspector? Not drinking? Oh, come on! No? That’s too bad. One gin and mixed, waiter. You don’t need to climb on the wagon with a waist like that, Inspector. Don’t say you’re Prohibition from conviction!”

Grant disclaimed any crusading interest in the drink traffic.

“Well, what’s the news? You have got news, haven’t you?” He became serious, and looked earnestly, at Grant. “Something real turned up?”

“I just wanted to know what you were doing in Dover on that Wednesday night?”

“In Dover?”

“A fortnight last Wednesday.”

“Someone been pulling your leg?”

“Listen, Mr. Harmer, your lack of frankness is complicating everything. It’s keeping us from running down the man who killed Christine Clay. The whole business is cockeyed. You come clean about your movements on that Wednesday night, and half the irrelevant bits and pieces that are weighing the case down can be shorn off and thrown away. We can’t see the outline of it with all the bits that are covering it up and hanging on to it. You want to help us get our man, don’t you? Well, prove it!”

“I like you a lot, Inspector. I never thought I’d like a cop so much. But I told you already: I lost my way looking for Chris’s cottage, and slept in the car.”
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