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Barbara Nicholson,
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for just such a story. The aristocratic houseparty would have
to go, of course—although there was that chap, Sir Somebody
Something, who lived in a biggish house; but the village was
certainly close-knit, everybody knowing everybody else. The
only trouble was that people didn’t get murdered in places like
that. Or if they did, it was a case of Joe Soap coming home
drunk and hitting his wife harder than he meant to. No chance
of a mystery. The whole of Gorsemere would know every de-
tail long before the police were even called in.

At any rate, thought Henry, let’s hope none of them start
murdering each other next weekend. He was tired, and looking
forward to a couple days of relaxation in the country—well
away from London, well away from crime.

On the train, Emmy relaxed and gave herself up to pleasurable
anticipation. She was fond of her elder sister, Jane, and her
brother-in-law Bill. She considered them with affection as the
wheels thudded rhythmically down the iron way.

Jane Blandish had met and married Bill Spence during the
Second World War, an unbelievable thirty-plus years ago. Bill
was in his early thirties then, and had left his father’s farm in
Dorset to join a famous infantry regiment. He had been com-
missioned just before the wedding and sent overseas just after
it. Emmy still had the wedding photographs somewhere—Jane
in a square-shouldered, short-skirted suit and a ridiculously
perched hat with a veil, clutching a posy of carnations and
gazing up adoringly at Bill, who looked ill at ease in his new
khaki uniform. Emmy herself stood behind Jane, beaming com-
placently in trim Air Force blue, with the two stripes of a
corporal on her arm—it was before she had become an officer
in the WAAF. The two sets of parents were sharply contrasted
—the London-based Blandishes as chic as wartime shortages
would allow (Emmy remembered how her father had wanted
to unearth his morning suit and top hat and been thwarted by
an outraged Jane); and the Spences, bluff and four-square,
exuding an aura of wide acres and newly ploughed earth. The
whole group had the air of slightly frenetic gaiety which char-
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acterized such occasions in wartime. The shadow of the swastika
bung over all of them.

Ironically, the uniformed members of the Services—Emmy
and Bill—had survived. So had the elder Blandishes, who had
resolutely refused to leave London, even during the worst of
the bombing. But in 1943, a low-flying German sneak raider,
bent on destroying a southcoast radar station, had made a
mistake and dropped its bombs on the Spences’ quiet Dor-
setshire farmhouse. They had both been killed as they sat eat-
ing their lunch in the big, red-tiled kitchen.

After the war, Bill had come home to what was left of the
farm. He and Jane had worked hard to rebuild the farmhouse
and get the land working again. Jane—blonde and pretty and
vivacious and apparently a city sophisticate—had taken to
country life like a duck to water. Soon she was even more the
complete farmer’s wife than her late mother-in-law had been.
She had always loved animals, and before long she had her own
small poultry farm and would tramp out to the cowsheds at
night to help to deliver calves, while her kitchen frequently
harbored ailing newborn lambs, not to mention the numerous
cats and dogs endemic to a farm.

Well, all that was long ago. Now, the greatly enlarged farm
was being run with computerized superefficiency by Giles and
Hamish, the Spences’ two sons. Their young daughter Veronica,
born after the war, had long since moved to London, where
she continued her successful career as a fashion model, in spite
of the fact that she was married and had a baby son of her
own. Emmy smiled as she remembered how determinedly Jane
had refused to be shocked by an enormous photograph of
Veronica on the Daily Scoop fashion page, eight months preg-
nant and showing off the latest thing in maternity wear.

“I must confess, though,” Jane had said to Emmy on the
telephone, “that I'm relieved we've moved to Gorsemere.
People here are very much with it—we’re on the edge of com-
muter-country, after all. I can’t think what they made of it back
in Dorset.”

For Jane and Bill, feeling that it was rather late for them to
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learn the new tricks of modern farming, had handed the farm
over to the younger generation and retired to a comfortable,
red-roofed, white-painted cottage in the village of Gorsemere,
in Hampshire.

Retirement is supposed to present all kinds of problems—
too much leisure, lack of interests, and so forth. As far as Emmy
could judge, it had brought nothing but happiness and fulfill-
ment to the Spences. Bill, a keen golfer, was working hard to
reduce his handicap. He was also a lay magistrate, a member of
the Parish Council, chairman of the Gorsemere Wildlife Con-
servation Society, and secretary of the local gardening club.
Too much leisure was not his problem.

As for Jane, she still had her house to run, which is a full-
time occupation, especially with a man around the place all
day. In addition, as well as her voluntary charitable works in
the village, she had what she proudly called her job. This was
the position of full-time, salaried representative of the Royal
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. Her telephone
was the busiest in the village.

It was shortly after three o’clock when the train pulled into
Gorsemere Halt. Emmy was the only passenger getting off at
the station. Soon—between five and seven o’clock—the London
trains would be disgorging their dark-suited hordes of com-
muting businessmen, and the little station yard would be full of
comfortably opulent cars driven by comfortably opulent wives
meeting their husbands; now, however, Jane's slightly battered
green station wagon had the place to itself. Jane herself was just
climbing out of the car as Emmy, lugging her suitcase, emerged
from the station.

“Darling—so sorry I'm a bit late . . . Mrs. Denning’s cat
has had kittens again and she kept me for hours on the phone
about finding homes for them . . . why she can’t have the
animal spayed, I don’t know . . . here, give me that case . . .”
Jane kissed her sister briefly on both cheeks, and then opened
the back of the station wagon and swung in the heavy case with
the practiced ease of a countrywoman used to hefting weighty
loads.
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“You're looking marvelous, Jane,” said Emmy sincerely. “Re-
tirement suits you.”

It was true. Jane, in her fifties, had hardly a gray hair in her
honey-blonde head, and—as Emmy acknowledged ruefully—
she had kept her tall, slim figure apparently effortlessly, in con-
trast to Emmy’s continual running battle against overplump-
ness. Jane’s pale blue linen trouser suit was certainly appropriate
for the country, but it was in no way reminiscent of a dowdy
farmer’s wife. Her total acceptance of rural life had not ob-
literated her flair for wearing clothes to their best advantage,
and Emmy knew that Jane, in old blue jeans and a T shirt, could
look better dressed than many women who bought expensive
clothes and contrived to make a mess of them.

Jane grinned. “It certainly does,” she said. “I've never been
so busy in my life, nor has Bill. We both adore it. By the way,
Bill’s sorry he couldn’t be here to meet you—it’s his turn today
to sit on the bench and dispense justice to local drunks and err-
ing motorists in Middingfield. How’s Henry? Have you seen
Ronnie and the baby recently?”

The drive back to Cherry Tree Cottage, the Spences’ house,
was pleasantly filled with exchanges of family news. Emmy
gazed with deep pleasure on the gentle summer landscape of
dappled fields, leafy woods, and flowering gardens. The village
of Gorsemere itself was typically attractive without being in any
way a showplace. The village green, with its Victorian stone
horse trough and ugly but touching war memorial, could be
duplicated in a dozen neighboring hamlets. The gray stone
church dated from the nineteenth century, and was no archi-
tectural gem. The small houses around the green were mostly of
pleasantly mellow red brick, with the exception of a row of
hideous council houses built in the thirties of cheap, jaundiced
brickwork. Even these, however, had been softened by the pass-
ing years, and their unregimented gardens, bright with rhodo-
dendrons and dahlias, helped to create an effect of pleasing
smugness. The one building which had some claim to distinction
was the White Bull—a black-and-white timbered structure,
leaning at several interesting angles, which had been a coaching

7






The garden of Cherry Tree Cottage was surrounded by a
workmanlike wire fence, which Jane was—as yet unsuccess-
fully—trying to disguise with various creeping plants. The rea-
son for this barrier was soon obvious, for as Jane and Emmy
approached the gate, they were greeted by a cacophony of
barking.

“What's the state of the menagerie?” Emmy asked.

“Not too bad at the moment,” said Jane cheerfully. “Three
assorted dogs, two cats, an injured rabbit, and a canary—apart
from our own lot, of course.”

“I think you're a miracle,” Emmy said. “I don’t know how you
cope.”

Jane laughed. “This is nothing,” she said. “Up till yesterday I
also had a Great Dane and a nanny goat. I'm thrilled about the
Great Dane—his people couldn’t afford to feed him any longer
and brought him to me, and I've found him a marvelous home.
Amanda Bratt-Cunningham—Sir Arthur’s daughter—dropped
in for coffee and fell in love with him. She collected him yester-
day.”

“And the goat?” Emmy asked.

“Some children found it straying along the New London
Road, of all places. I eventually traced the owner—a farmer
from Upper Gedding, about five miles away. His wife kept it as
a pet, and for milk, and some clot had left the farmyard gate
open. She was nearly in tears of joy when she came to fetch it
home. I must say she was welcome to it. I'd been keeping it in
the toolshed next to the garage, and the place still stinks to
high heaven. Bill's furious. Hello, what do you lot want?”

Emmy turned to see that Jane, in the act of opening the gate,
had been surrounded by a group of four small children who had
apparently materialized out of thin air. The largest, a tow-haired
girl of about nine with several front teeth missing, seemed to be
the spokeswoman of the party. She gazed up earnestly and
almost accusingly at Jane, and said, “Are you the cruel-to-ani-
mals lady?”

“That’s right,” said Jane gravely.

“Well, we've brought you this.” The girl unclenched a grubby
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And then, to the others, “Come on! Race you to the plice sta-
tion!” The whole party took to its heels and vanished down the
lane as suddenly as it had come.

Jane pushed open the gate and led the way into the garden,
to be once more surrounded—this time by a leaping, barking,
welcoming canine chorus. “They’re sweet, aren’t they?” she said.
“The kids, I mean. You'd be surprised how much money they
collect—and it’s all their own idea. Yes, all right, boys—dinner-
time soon. No, leave Emmy alone. Just shove them away,
darling—they're too affectionate by half. Here we are.”

And so at last the two sisters were inside the house, and Jane
showed Emmy into the small, cheerful spare bedroom and in-
vited her to unpack before tea. Then they took a turn in the
garden, accompanied by a bodyguard of assorted dogs and a
dignified and unobtrusive escort of cat outriders, and Emmy
picked flowers for her bedroom while Jane filled a trug basket
with freshly cut salad and beans and parsley for supper.

They were still having tea when the children turned up again
—this time accompanied by Sandra, a serious and bespectacled
eight-year-old. The kittens had proved a great hit, and there
were high hopes that, if the mothers approved, homes might
have been found for at least two of them. Badges and cookies
were distributed, and the children were allowed a quick, re-
spectful peek at the injured rabbit, which was convalescing in
a comfortable box in the kitchen. Then it was time for Jane to go
off to the station again to collect her husband.

Emmy, left alone, stretched out luxuriously on the drawing
room sofa and gave herself up to pleasant relaxation. She knew
that she was not, and never would be, a countrywoman like
Jane; but, for a bit, it was a marvelous change from the racket
of the city. Small things and small creatures became suddenly
and beautifully important down here, and time seemed to ex-
pand to accommodate the minutiae of existence. Emmy was
happily indulging in such leisurely meditation when the tele-
phone rang. She heaved herself up off the sofa and went into the
hall to answer it.
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remarked the woman belligerently. “A nicer gentleman you
couldn’t hope to meet, and I told the judge so, evidence or no
evidence. The best next-door neighbor a widow woman could
have. And now those poor dogs with nothing to eat—"

“Well, you needn’t worry about the dogs anymore,” said Jane.
“We've come to take them away.”

“You're not going to—? I mean . . . have them put down,
like?”

“No, no. I'm taking them to my house. Then I'll find homes for
them until Mr. Heathfield can have them back again.”

“It’s very good of you, I'm sure,” said the woman. “Ever since
I got back from the court, they’ve been barking and carrying on
something dreadful, poor dumb creatures. I told the police-
man—"

“Yes, yes, you did quite right.” Gently but firmly, Jane ex-
tricated herself from the conversation and led Emmy around
the corner of the house and down the narrow, fenced-in alley
that led to the backyard.

The yard was small, but meticulously neat and cleanly swept.
There was a lean-to shed whose open door revealed a workbench
and gardening implements. There were also two dog kennels,
warmly lined with straw, outside each of which stood a bow! of
water and an empty feeding dish. A long chain was firmly fixed
to the interior of each kennel, and each chain terminated in a
frenziedly barking dog. The larger—a shaggy black mongrel
with a beautiful head—recognized Jane at once, and the barking
changed to yelps of welcome.

“Good girl. Good old Tess.” Jane fondled the mongrel’s ears.
“Just a minute, now . . . let’s get you off your chain and onto
this lead . . . Emmy, love, will you take her? She’s gentle as a
lamb, just a bit boisterous. Thanks. Now, what about you, old
chap?” She addressed herself to the second dog—a biggish,
nondescript terrier who cowered in snarling fear as Jane ap-
proached him. She knelt beside the kennel and let the dog sniff
her hand; soon, reluctant but at least partially reassured, he
allowed her to detach his chain and clip a lead to his collar.
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“Well, that was bad enough,” Yateley went on, “but now he’s
insisting that I get together with your good lady, and that we
somehow put on a joint sideshow of greyhound training and
RSPCA work. I told him, it’s just bloody impossible. The two
things don’t go together at all. Unless Jane has some sort of
brainwave—"

“Brainstorm, more like,” said Bill, peering morosely into his
beer. “Why don’t you simply tell Thacker you won't do it?”

Yateley laughed briefly and bitterly. “What, and have him on
my doorstep morning, noon, and night for weeks? No, thank
you.” He downed his drink in one gulp. “Tell Jane I'll be in
touch, will you? I suppose we can work something out. Is she as
busy as ever?”

“Not unduly, as a matter of fact,” said Bill. “We have our
usual assortment of waifs and strays, of course. Harry Heath-
field’s dogs are the latest additions.”

Yateley looked interested. “Oh, you've got them, have you?
Good. Bella will be glad to hear that. Here, drink up and have
another. And you, Tibbett. Paull Same again, if you please.”

The evening passed quickly and pleasantly. Henry, enjoying a
delightful sense of relaxation and noninvolvement, was content
to sit quietly drinking his beer and letting the tide of village talk
swirl around him. The forthcoming féte was obviously arousing
great interest, and Yateley snorted sardonically when Bill re-
lated Sir Arthur’s outburst over the proposed raffle. However,
Bratt-Cunningham’s detestation of gambling was clearly a well-
known foible, and Henry had the impression that the villagers
were secretly not unpleased that their squire should display at
least one harmless eccentricity. Other burning topics were the
rearrangement of the railway timetable, which was greatly ex-
ercising the commuting contingent; the birth of twins to some-
body called Maisie, who Henry only realized later was a thor-
oughbred mare; Amanda Bratt-Cunningham’s market-garden;
and the threatened removal of the horse trough from the village

green.

It seemed to Henry no time at all before Paul Claverton was
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that a stranger would go out of his way to find the White Bull
—and the landlord says he’d never seen either Weatherby or
his friend before.”

“He does? But how—? I mean, you've actually spoken to the
landlord, sir?”

“I have. I'll explain in a minute. Go on, Sergeant.”

“Well, like I said, sir, Weatherby and Pennington went into
this pub, leaving the car parked in the yard outside. Weatherby
said he didn’t bother to lock the car, not in the yard of a quiet
country pub—but he did admit that he hadn’t intended to leave
the key in the ignition. Pure forgetfulness, he said. Well, I
suppose we've all done it one time or another, haven’t we? Any-
how, Weatherby and his friend went into the White Bull and
sat down in one of these inglenook things, where they got into
conversation with the man Heathfield. Never met him before,
of course, but Weatherby said he was a great character, with
plenty of local anecdotes to tell. They were amused by his talk,
and brought him drinks to keep the flow going. Whiskey, it
was.”

“His usual drink was mild and bitter,” said Henry. “Go on.”

“Heathfield got a bit merry, it seems, but both Weatherby
and Pennington insisted that he seemed OK. Then, suddenly,
the drink seemed to hit him. About ten o’clock, that was. He got
to his feet—Heathfield did—swayed about a bit, and said
he’d be off home. Very unsteady, and speech badly slurred.
Weatherby says he asked him if he was all right, and Heath-
field said yes, it was only a few minutes’ walk to his house, and
the fresh air would do him good. And off he went. Weatherby
and Pennington had another drink and thought it was all a bit
of a joke. Then, at half-past ten, the pub closed. The two men
went out into the car park—and lo and behold, no car. They
went in and told the landlord, who phoned the local police.
By that time, news of the accident had reached the Gorsemere
Police Station, so of course they were able to identify the car
right away. It was a write-off, of course. Weatherby and Pen-
nington hired a local taxi into Middingfield, and caught the
last train back to London. All perfectly straightforward.”
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“Perfectly,” said Henry dryly. “Now, what about the rest of
the evidence?”

“Just routine, really, sir. P.C. Denning, from Gorsemere,
received a phone call at twelve minutes past ten, from a
Mrs. . . .” Reynolds consulted the paper again “. . . a Mrs.
Donovan. The accused’s next-door neighbor. A widow lady liv-
ing on her own. She testified she was in bed and asleep when
she was woken by the crash outside. She got up, put on a dress-
ing gown, and looked out of the window. The road’s not lit there,
but she could see the car, with its nose smashed into Heath-
field’s front wall. She says she could see Heathfield, slumped
over the wheel, unconscious. She knew him well, of course, liv-
ing next door. She rang the police right away. It was only when
they got there that they found Lawson. He'd been caught be-
tween the car and the wall—killed outright, the doctor said.
Heathfield was still out cold. At first, they thought he was con-
cussed—but when they got him to the hospital they found he
wasn’t injured at all. Just dead drunk. And that’s all there is to it.”

“And Heathfield says he remembers nothing about it,” Henry
said.

“That’s right, sir. He remembers going to the White Bull, like
he did every night, and sitting in the inglenook, and the two
London gentlemen talking to him and buying him drinks. Then,
he said . . .” The sergeant sorted out the appropriate sheet of
paper, and began reading aloud. “He said, ‘I came over queer
suddenly. I remember saying I must go home—and after that -
I don’t remember nothing till I woke up in the hospital.” And he
seemed to think that was a defense!” Reynolds laughed sar-
donically.

“Any other witnesses?” Henry asked.

“Just enough to sew the case up tight,” said Reynolds. “No-
body actually saw Heathfield getting into the car—the pub yard
was deserted. But a young lady did happen to see the car being
driven in the direction of Middingfield. A Miss Amanda Some-
thing . . . double-barreled name . . .”

“Bratt-Cunningham,” said Henry.

“That’s right. She was driving home and happened to notice
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sagging slightly on its hinges, and walked up a gravel path
which was already sprouting a erop of weeds.

There was no point in ringing the front doorbell. The place
was obviously empty. Through uncurtained windows on each
side of the door, Henry could see large rooms devoid of furni-
ture, with dark rectangular marks on the wallpaper indicating
where pictures had hung, and electric wires sprouting forlornly
from the middle of the ceilings in place of light fittings. The
house had not been hastily abandoned; efficient removal men
must have stripped it systematically, crating furniture and
household goods for storage or transfer to another house. The
conclusion was obvious. Soon after her husband’s death, Mrs.
Lawson had sensibly decided to move to smaller quarters, and
to sell the house for the huge sum it would undoubtedly fetch.

Henry walked around to the garden at the back. From the
general state of neglect, he guessed that the property had been
deserted for a couple of months at least. Lawson had been killed
nine weeks ago. Either his widow had moved out as soon as she
heard the news, or else the couple had already left the house
before Lawson’s accident. Henry wondered for a moment why
Mrs. Lawson had given the court the address of this house,
where she clearly no longer lived; then the obvious explanation
occurred to him. She must undoubtedly have given evidence at
the inquest immediately after Lawson’s death, and probably
thought it less complicated to use the same address. Since the
house was still hers, he presumed she was justified.

At the back of the house, big French windows opened onto
a paved terrace. Clumps of grass and dandelions were pushing
up determinedly between the flat gray stones, and an ancient
canvas swing chair sagged sadly from its rusting frame. The
windows had been left shuttered, but one of the slatted wooden
panels was broken, and through it Henry could peer into the
empty drawing room—a large, handsome apartment with a
polished parquet floor marked with the shapes of departed rugs,
and the outlines of wall-bracket lamp fittings on the Regency-
stripe wallpaper on either side of the open fireplace. Lawson
had certainly come up in the world, as Reynolds had said.
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Henry wondered why his widow had been in such a hurry to
leave this pleasant home.

From the terrace, shallow steps led down to a lawn, around
which the garden had been cunningly landscaped to appear
larger than it actually was. This illusion was enhanced by the
fact that the property was adjoined on all three sides by neigh-
boring gardens abounding in trees and flowering shrubs, so
that only a carefully hidden fence indicated the boundary of
the Lawson domain. Trees had been placed so that no other
house was visible at a casual glance. Henry could imagine ad-
miring visitors exclaiming—“Why, you might be in the heart of
the country!”

Equally ingenious was the placing of a bank of golden-flower-
ing berberus bushes to screen the prosaic structures at the
bottom of the garden—a small greenhouse, an open brick
bonfire pit, and a garden shed. Henry was making his way
toward the greenhouse when a voice behind him said abruptly,
“What are you doing here?”

Startled, Henry swung around to find himself facing a short,
sturdy man, with pointed features and a fussy manner.

“Just looking around,” said Henry, “the house is for sale, you
know.”

“Thinking of buying it, were you?”

“I'm interested in it, yes.”

The man seemed to relax. “Oh, I'm sorry to have to disappoint
you, sir. You haven’t visited our offices, I daresay.”

“Your offices?”

“Rackham and Stout, Estate Agents. The property is in our
hands. Surely you saw the board?”

“Im afraid I didn’t make a note of the agent’s name,” said
Henry, apologetically. “I was just passing in the car, and saw
that the house was for sale—"

“Yes, sir. Well, it was for sale, but I'm afraid you're just too
late. A very desirable property, this. We sold it only this morn-
ing. Places like this get snapped up, you know.” The small man
smirked, giving his sharp face a foxy look.

“It’s only recently come onto the market, then?” Henry asked.
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“That’s right. Very recently. And now, if you don’t mind,
sir . . .” The fussy manner became more marked. “I am here on
behalf of the purchaser, and I have certain things . . . I regret
we have not already removed the ‘For Sale’ board . . . it will
be attended to . . .”

Henry beamed. “Of course. Do forgive me. I have no right to
be here. What a pity the house is sold. Just my bad luck.”

“That’s right, sir. Just your bad luck.” It was with evident
relief that the small man shepherded Henry back to the front
of the house, down the garden path, and into his car. Parked
immediately behind Henry’s car was a small, dark-blue van of
the kind used by small businesses for delivery work; but there
was no indication on it of the owner’s name. Henry, making a
quick mental note of the number, presumed that it had been
driven here by the small man from the agency, who was now
standing just inside the gate with a distinctly proprietorial air,
waving Henry good-bye. Short of revealing his identity as a
police officer, Henry could not linger and hope to maintain any
credibility. He climbed into his car and drove off.

He did, however, make a circuit of the neighboring roads,
which brought him back to the gate of No. 18 Sandown Avenue
about five minutes later. There was no sign of the blue van, nor
of the small man. The “For Sale” notice was still there. Thought-
fully, Henry drove to the offices of Rackham and Stout, Estate
Agents, in Finchley Road.

Here, Henry was greeted by an attractive blonde receptionist,
who appeared suitably impressed by the sight of his official
identity card, and in a few minutes he was ensconced in a
leather armchair in the private office of Mr. Rackham himself.
The latter was a dark, rotund gentleman, with all the self-
assurance and friendly bounciness of North London’s well-to-
do Jewish community.

“Chief Superintendent Tibbett? Well, well, well, this is an
honor. Sit yourself down and have a cigar. No, go on. They’re
the best. Not worried about cancer, are you? These wouldn’t do
you any harm, you can rest assured—wouldn’t dare, not at the
price I pay for them. You're quite sure? Well, I hope you don’t
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respect for law and order. Disgusting. I'd cut off their long
hair and give them all a good thrashing if I had my way.
We've had a lot of trouble with them. They started in Pic-
cadilly, but they're creeping out into the suburbs. You mark
my words. They're finding their way into the most select
residential—"

Henry said, “I didn’t mean hippies, Mr. Rackham. The man
I'saw could hardly have looked more respectable, and there was
no sign that the house had been broken into.”

“Then what—p”

“The property belongs to a Mrs. Lawson, I believe?”

“That is correct. The poor young lady was widowed not long
ago, in tragic circumstances. Her husband was killed in a motor
smash, so she told me. He was a well-to-do gentleman—some-
thing in the City, I believe—but of course, with the bread-
winner struck down in his prime, as you might say, the lady
has been left in reduced circumstances, if you get my meaning.
She came to us shortly after his death, to put the house on the
market.”

“And where is she living now?” Henry asked.

“Well, now—I'm not sure if it's proper to divulge—"

“I am a police officer,” Henry said. “I am investigating certain
suspicious facts about the death of Mr. Lawson, and I must
speak to his widow.”

Rackham seemed relieved not to have to wrestle with his con-
science any longer. He said at once, “Ah, well, that makes a
difference, doesn't it, Chief Superintendent? Let’s have a look.”
He thumbed through the file. “Here we are. Mrs. Marlene
Lawson, 208 Nelson Buildings, Battersea.” He raised his head
and met Henry’s steady gaze. “I can see what you're thinking,
Chief Superintendent. Something of a comedown after San-
down Avenue. I understand Mrs. Lawson is staying with her
mother, and that things . . . aren’t easy. As I told you, she
is very anxious to dispose of the property. In fact, she tele-
phoned me only last week to ask if we'd been able to find a
purchaser. I explained to her that the figure she had in mind
was—well, a little unrealistic, shall we say? I suggested that if
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thickened. No smell of cabbage emanated from the apartment;
on the contrary, as the door opened Henry was greeted by an
appetizing whiff which reminded him of Provencal cooking—
garlic and tomato and herbs. The woman eyed Henry in silence.

He said, “Is Mrs. Lawson at home?”

“Marlene? No, she’s not back yet. What is it this time?”

“I just wanted a word with her. Perhaps I could wait?”

“Who are you?” The woman was suspicious. “Another of
Larry’s lot?”

A brief temptation to claim to be one of the Lawson mob
flickered through Henry’s mind, but he dismissed it regret-
fully. For one thing, he did not approve of policemen who
played at agent provocateur, even in a good cause—and more
cogently, he was fairly sure that even if he succeeded in fooling
Mrs. Lawson’s mother, Marlene herself would quickly expose
him as an impostor when she returned. He said, “No. As a matter
of fact, I'm from Scotland Yard.” He showed her his identity
card.

“Oh, my God.” The woman glanced quickly around the land-
ing, as if to make sure that none of the neighbors had overheard.
“You'd better come in. What’s happened? Marlene’s not—?”

“No, no. Nothing to worry about.” Henry stepped into the
flat, and the woman hastily closed the door behind him. “I'm
just making a few more enquiries into Mr. Lawson’s death, Mrs.
...Er... 7

“Bertini,” said the woman. “I'm Mrs. Bertini. Marlene’s
mother. Both of us widowed now, and a cruel shame, with her
so young and not married more than a couple of years.” She
paused, and looked shrewdly at Henry. “But what’s this about
more enquiries? It’s all over and done with. Coroner’s verdict
of accidental death on poor Larry, and the man that did it got
a year inside. Deserved more, I say—leaving poor Marlene as
good as penniless, and her accustomed to the good things of life
and why not? I always say—"

Henry cut short the flow. “Perhaps you can help me, Mrs.
Bertini. I'm trying to find out more about Mr. Lawson’s visit to
Gorsemere. I believe he was there on business?”
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quick bite to eat in the Yard’s canteen, and he could still get to
the public house called the Pink Parrot, in Notting Hill, be-
fore closing time.

The Pink Parrot is an undistinguished pub which stands on
the corner of Maize Street and Parkin Place. Its ground-floor
bars, the Public and the Saloon, are unattractive to the point of
repulsion, and consequently poorly patronized; the Private Bar,
however, on the first floor, is an altogether more luxurious affair,
with a faithful clientele drawn from the shadier elements of
London’s gambling scene.

The licensee of this dubious establishment was still Major
George Weatherby—the military rank was, of course, no more
than a courtesy title—who had shown amazing agility over the
years in managing to keep his name and features out of the
files of the Criminal Record Office. In a previous case he had
sailed extremely close to the wind by turning up as a convenient
witness to a contrived street accident. Afterward, Scotland Yard
had debated whether or not to oppose the renewal of his liquor
license. The generally held opinion was that he had had a
severe fright and learned his lesson, and that it was more con-
venient for the long arm of the law to know the gathering place
of this particular set of undesirables than to have to track down
some new rendezvous. So the major had been left in peace, and
had apparently turned over a new leaf.

Now, however, it appeared that he was up to his old tricks
again. There were two possible explanations. Either he had
been blackmailed or extravagantly bribed—or both—into re-
turning to the perjury business; or—and Henry’s mind shied
away from the horrible possibility—the whole thing really had
been coincidence, and Weatherby’s car had in fact been driven
away from the yard of the White Bull by the inebriated Harry
Heathfield, without Weatherby’s knowledge or consent. Henry
sighed, locked his car carefully, and made his way through the
dank, deserted Saloon Bar of the Pink Parrot and up the stairs
to the Private Bar.

It was just as he remembered it. The tasteless, expensive,
mock-“horsey” decor and furniture; the row of sound-proofed
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there? I mean, I've seen your picture in the papers. No good try-
ing to hide your light under a bushel.” He laughed with the
satisfaction of one who has just composed an epigram.

“No,” Henry agreed gloomily. “No secret at all.”

“Well now,” Yateley went on briskly, “what are these mysteri-
ous questions?”

“I'm trying to find out all I can about breeding, training, and
racing greyhounds,” said Henry.

Yateley brightened. “Thinking of buying, are you? I've a
couple of good litters that might interest you—"

“No, no. I don’t want to buy one.”

“So Jane said. Pity. It’s a fascinating hobby, y’know, and can
be very lucrative—if you pick the right dog.”

“But my dear man,” Henry protested, “I live in the middle of
London in a small flat, and I know absolutely nothing about—"

Yateley looked at him pityingly, unable to credit such igno-
rance. “You wouldn’t keep the pup yourself,” he explained, as if
to a retarded child. “Oh, no. You choose it, pay for it, and leave
it here with me. Visit it whenever you like, of course. Get to
know your own animal. I rear it, register it, train it—all the
donkey work. As owner, all you have to do is swan around the
stadium watching your entry run—and you don’t even have to
do that if you don’t want to—and pick up the kudos and prize
money afterwards. Money for jam.”

“If my dog wins,” said Henry.

“Ah, well, there’s an element of risk in everything, isn’t there?”

“In any case,” said Henry firmly, “I'm not interested in buy-
ing a greyhound. I just want to learn about the technicalities of
training and racing.”

“In that case,” said Yateley, “I suggest we go indoors where
we can talk in comfort. Later on, I'll show you round.”

Soon they were installed in deep armchairs in the untidy, com-
fortable drawing room of the red brick house. Simon Yateley
accepted a pipeful of tobacco from Henry, leaned back in his
chair, and said, “Right. Fire away, sir.”

“I hardly know where to start,” Henry admitted. “I'm afraid
I'm abysmally ignorant. All I've gathered so far is that you both

8o



























been hard done by. Your old lag, now, he takes it in his stride,
philosophical-like. Quite glad to be back, sometimes. They
feel secure in here, you see,” added the officer, with perfect
seriousness. “And then there’s this business of his dogs. Well,
you can understand it, can’t you, sir? Some of the men here
make pets of sparrows or rats—any animal they can find. Save
bits of food for them. Yes, I've seen a Grievous Bodily Harm
break down and cry when his release day came up, because he
had to leave his tame sparrow behind and he didn’t think his
cellmate would feed it proper.” The officer walked on in silence
for a moment, and then said, diffidently, “I hope—that is, youll
forgive me for asking, sir—but I hope your coming here doesn’t
mean more trouble for 657. Like I said, I think we're beginning
to make headway with him, and I wouldn’t like to think—"

Henry hastened to reassure him. “No, no. It’s just that he may
be able to help in another enquiry 'm making—"

“That’s what I was afraid of, sir,” remarked the officer gloom-
ily. “Being a first offender doesn’t always mean it’s a first offense,
does it? Only the first that’s been found out. Well, I'm really
sorry about that. I was hoping 657 would be transferred to an
open prison—seemed a suitable type to me. Just shows how
wrong one can be.”

“Heathfield isn’t under any suspicion, officer,” said Henry.
“On the contrary. As a matter of fact, what I'm interested in is
trying to trace that missing dog ef his.”

The officer brightened at once. “Well, that’s good news and
no mistake. Buck him up like a weekend at Brighton, that will.
Ah, here we are, sir. I'll just tell the governor you're here.”

The governor was a bluff, upright, ex-military man, with a
bristling mustache. He was clearly a just and efficient adminis-
trator—Dbut, listening to him talk, Henry was aware of a sense
of chill. When the portly prison officer had spoken about “men,”
it seemed to underline the common humanity of the inmates
and their guards; when the governor used the same word, it
conjured up ranks of faceless units on a parade ground. As far
as the governor was concerned, Harry Heathfield had been
fitted neatly into a slot which read, “First Offender, not an
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“No—she hasn’t been found yet,” said Henry. He added,
“When did you last see her—the greyhound?”

“Let’s see—ah, here’s the key, like I said—yes, it would have
been the morning poor Mr. Heathfield went off to the police
court and never come back. He was feeding the dogs in the
backyard like he always did, and I had a word with him over
the fence, ‘Best of luck, Mr. Heathfield,” I said. ‘T'm ever so
sorry I have to give evidence,’ I said, but I'll do my best for
you.” ‘Don’t you worry, Mrs. Donovan,” he said. T1l see you
back here this evening.’ And then they sent him to prison. I had
to go straight to work from the court, but I knew something
was wrong when I got back here, and all the dogs was barking
and yelping, poor dumb creatures, and no sign of Mr. Heath-
field. So I telephoned P.C. Denning, and he told me what
happened.”

“And you didn’t see the greyhound that evening?”

“No. I mean, I thought she’d be in the shed, like he always
left her if he had to go out. And then the Cruelty ladies came,
and said there was just the two dogs. The poor thing must have
escaped and run off.”

“Well, we're hoping to trace her,” Henry said cheerfully.
“Thanks for the key, Mrs. Donovan. I'll let you have it back in a
few minutes.”

As it turned out, Henry need hardly have bothered Mrs.
Donovan for the key. Harry Heathfield’s front door was secured
by the flimsiest sort of lock, which any enterprising amateur
housebreaker could have opened, given two minutes and a sheet
of Perspex. Inside, the house was depressing. It was immedi-
ately obvious that Mrs. Donovan’s good intentions had not been
translated into action. The place was exactly as Heathfield had
left it the previous week, sublimely confident of being back
by the evening. Unwashed crockery in the kitchen sink showed
that he had eaten a good breakfast before going off to court.
A pair of comfortably worn slippers waited, somehow pathet-
ically, beside the deep, tattered armchair in front of the cold
gray ashes in the fireplace.

Henry did a quick tour of the little house. Upstairs was a
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One piece of evidence, however, had proved impossible to
remove. This was a long, lightweight and new-looking chain,
which was bolted securely onto an iron ring in the wall above
the bench. The ring was slightly askew, and it looked very much
to Henry as though somebody had attempted to wrench it out of
the wall and failed. The other end of the chain terminated in a
springhook of the sort usually found on dog leads, and intended
to clip onto the animal’s collar. Here was definite proof that
Lady Griselda had neither slipped her collar nor broken her
chain. She had been deliberately released—by someone who
had then tried to obliterate the traces of her occupancy of the
shed, but had not had enough time to do the job properly.

Henry returned the house key to Mrs. Donovan, and drove
slowly back to Cherry Tree Drive. As he went, he tried to re-
construct in his mind the movements of the unfortunate Lady
Griselda. It seemed at least a possibility that Larry Lawson had
been on his way to steal the greyhound when he met his death.
Steal, or perhaps substitute. Heathfield had only recently ac-
quired the bitch, and might not have noticed the difference, if
the substitute had been sufficiently similar in appearance.
Heathfield—who had been kept away from his home and plied
with drinks by Major Weatherby and his friend, so as to leave
the coast clear; Heathfield—who, by a nice piece of irony—
had then driven drunkenly into the wall and killed Lawson.

Had Lawson already switched the greyhound for a sub-
stitute when he was killed? Had the real Lady Griselda fled,
terrified, into the darkness after the accident—leaving Heath-
field to cherish the substitute from that day until his imprison-
ment six weeks later? Whatever the truth, the fact remained
that the greyhound bitch, fawn with a white star and forefeet,
which Harry Heathfield had left in his shed when he went for
trial, had been stolen. Stolen during the day of the trial, when
Mrs. Donovan was either in court or, as she put it, up the
biscuit factory.

It also seemed a reasonable assumption that one or the other
of the dogs had been kept for a couple of days in the garden
shed at 18 Sandown Avenue, disturbing Nanny’s rest and caus-
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ing her to complain to Mummy. It infuriated Henry to think
that the bitch might well have been in the shed when he first
visited the house, and had been whisked off in the blue van
by Shorty Bates under Henry’s very nose. Where was Lady
Griselda now? How much did Marlene Lawson know? And
who had shot Red Dicky Marsh? Questions buzzed like angry
bees in Henry’s head, and he did not know the answers.

It was shortly before eight that Henry arrived back at Cherry
Tree Cottage, with a pre-prepared excuse for his lateness hover-
ing on his lips. He need not have worried, however. The pale
blue MG sports car parked outside the gate told him that the
Spences had a visitor, and the latter’s identity was made plain
by the fact that Tess, Ginger, and the other dogs were ac-
companied—indeed, overshadowed—by the huge, leaping fig-
ure of Wotan when they rushed to the gate to greet him. Sure
enough, Amanda Bratt-Cunningham was drinking sherry in the
drawing room, talking earnestly to Jane about her home-grown
produce stall for the village féte. Henry was duly introduced,
and noticed with some gloom that Emmy was being drawn, inch
by inch, into the discussion. Remembering an earlier and
disastrous féte in East Anglia, he hoped that she might at
least be spared the Fortune Teller’s Tent and the Lucky Dip.

Bill Spence, Henry noticed with sympathy, had retired into
the garden, where he was making a pretense of weeding an al-
ready immaculate flower bed.

“Sorry I'm a bit late, Jane,” Henry remarked.

The three women barely looked up. “That’s OK,” said Jane.
“Now, Amanda, the thing we've got to decide is whether you
can combine your vegetable stall with Mrs. Pickworth’s home-
made jams, or whether she should go in with Lady Drake’s
cakes and pastries. I should have thought—"

Henry did not even bother to ask if he might use the tele-
phone. He went into the hall and looked up the number of
Hilltop Kennels in the telephone book. A moment later, he was
talking to Bella Yateley.

“It’s about Griselda,” Henry said. “Can you tell me the name
of the track where she ran her one and only race?”
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There were going to be two home produce stalls. From the
garden, the gentle whirring of the lawn mower indicated that
Bill Spence had grown tired of pretending to weed, and was
now pretending to cut the grass instead. At last, Bella’s voice
came on the line again. “Sorry to keep you waiting.”

“Not at all,” said Henry politely. “I thought you were re-
markably quick.”

“Well, luckily Tommy happened to remember. She ran at
Doblington in the 2:30 race on June 18th last—that’s almost a
year ago. They call it the Novices' Silver Collar—a sort of
imitation of the Catford Gold Collar, I suppose, and run over
the same distance, 440 yards flat. Open only to dogs who
haven't raced before, as the name suggests. Poor Griselda came
last—I can remember that for myself. As to which dog won, I
can’t help you, but Doblington should have it on record.”

Amanda Bratt-Cunningham departed at half-past eight, ac-
companied by Wotan, who sat beside her in the passenger seat
of the tiny car, looking like Falstaff riding in a perambulator.
Jane and Emmy promptly fled to the kitchen, and a quarter of
an hour later a very creditable supper was ready. Afterward,
over coffee, Jane said, “I heard you calling Bella Yateley. Any
news of Griselda?”

“Not for the moment, I'm afraid,” Henry said, “but I've a
great favor to ask of you, Jane. May I use your telephone?”

Jane’s eyebrows went up. “Of course. You've been using it all
day.”

‘)"I know. But this time I want to make a long-distance call.
To Doblington in Yorkshire.”

Henry was in luck. There was a race meeting at Doblington
Greyhound Stadium that evening, and a helpful girl from
Directory Enquiries soon had Henry connected with the Race-
course Manager's office. After a certain amount of secretarial
stalling, Henry at last found himself speaking to the Manager
himself—a Mr. Pomfret, whose rich Yorkshire accent came
rolling down the wire.

“Last June? Novices' Silver Collar? Ay, so ’appen I do re-
member. Well, ‘twere the first race she wun. Marleen’s Fancy.
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“So the house is empty at the moment, with Marsh in the
hospital and Smith in prison?”

“I imagine so, sir.” Reynolds sounded puzzled.

Henry said, “It’s a long shot, but it might produce something.
I'll just have a word with the Wimbledon Police.” He reached
for the telephone. A few moments later, he was speaking to a
polite young duty constable at Wimbledon Police Station.

“Yes, Chief Superintendent. Certainly, Chief Superintendent.
Right away, Chief Superintendent.” The young man, whose
name was Hawthorn, was obviously overwhelmed by Henry’s
rank. A minute later he was back on the line. “Nothing very
interesting, I'm afraid, Chief Superintendent. Parson’s Drive,
you said? No, nothing . . . oh, here’sa . . . no. That wouldn’t
interest you, sir.”

“That’s for me to say,” said Henry. “I'm interested in anything
that happened in Parson’s Drive last Thursday night.”

“But this is only old mother—I mean, Mrs. Rundle-Webster,
sir.”

“Who’s she?”

“She’s the old lady who lives in 131. Over the street from 128.
She’s always making complaints to us, sir. You know the type.
Neighbors’ radios playing too late, parties going on after eleven,
dogs barking—"

“Dogs barking?” Henry asked sharply.

“Well, sir . . .” The young constable’s embarrassment came
clearly down the line. “I was speaking figuratively, like. She has
complained about dogs barking, that’s for sure, but that par-
ticular night it was suspicious personages.”

“Suspicious personages?” Henry echoed.

“Yes, sir. Seems she woke up in the night and saw a car
parked on the opposite side of the street—which is perfectly
legal, incidentally. This was pointed out to her by the duty
sergeant, whereupon she went on to say that this was a sus-
picious vehicle. The sarge asked what she meant by that, and
she said she had seen a figure lurking in the garden of No.
128. Well, I'm sorry, sir, but we’ve had so much of this sort of
thing from her, we really didn’t pay any attention. The news of
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with Albert Pennington. It was a warm day, and the insistent
rhythms of pop music floated through open apartment windows
onto the still air. It seemed a stiffer climb than last time to
reach the second floor.

For some seconds, Henry’s pressure on the bell-push went
unanswered; at last, the door opened a crack to reveal Mrs.
Bertini, very cross and bleary-eyed, wearing a flowered house-
coat and with her brass-blonde hair screwed up in rollers.

“What is it now?” she demanded petulantly. “I was trying
to get a bit of a zizz—" She broke off as she recognized Henry.
“My God. You again. I thought you were going to leave us
alone.”

“I'm afraid not, Mrs. Bertini,” said Henry pleasantly. “Just
a few questions—"

“Marlene isn’t home. You'd best come back later.”

“It’s not your daughter I want to see, Mrs. Bertini. It’s you.”

“Me? Whatever about?”

“About your greyhound.”

For a moment, Henry thought that Mrs. Bertini was going to
faint. Her face, which already looked sallow and unhealthy
without its thick makeup, turned to whitish-green, and she put
out a hand to steady herself against the door jamb. Then, re-
covering, she said in a whisper, “I dont know what you mean.
I've got no greyhound.”

“I think you know perfectly well what I mean, Mrs. Bertini.
May I come in?”

Behind Henry, a door opened slightly. He needed no eyes in
the back of his head to sense an inquisitive neighbor.

“Come on in then, if you must,” said Mrs. Bertini. She almost
dragged him into the apartment, and slammed the door be-
hind him. In the narrow hallway, she confronted him. “I've
never had a greyhound. You must be off your rocker.”

“You're too modest, Mrs. Bertini,” said Henry. “Marlene’s
Fancy is becoming quite a well-known racer. Since that first
win of hers at Doblington last June, she’s gone from strength to
strength. A champion in the making, I'd say. You must be very
proud of her.”

113

































through a small barred window behind the driver’s left ear.
Very much, in fact, like a police van, or Black Maria—but on a
smaller scale.

Henry was still contemplating his next move—purely as a
matter of form, because as far as he could see no move in any
direction was possible—when the van slowed down and began
to move tentatively, as though the driver were unsure of his
way. From the darkness inside the van, and the occasional
flickers of light through the barred window, Henry judged
that it was deep twilight outside, and that the van was being
driven along lamplit streets—although the absence of traffic
roar indicated that they were not on a main road. '

At last, the van slowed to near-stationary, and then swung to
the right, as if into a narrow alley or driveway. With his hands
tied behind him, Henry was incapable of bracing himself
against the turn, and rolled helplessly over the hard metal floor.
Then the van turned right again, and finally stopped. There was
a double slamming of doors as the driver and passenger
alighted. Then Henry heard footsteps approaching the double
doors at the back of the van.

It was no moment for heroics. He was outnumbered by two
to one, he was securely trussed hand and foot, and the twofold
right turn had undoubtedly brought the van to a secluded back
alley, well hidden even from the small street on which it had
been traveling. Henry slumped onto the floor of the van, muscles
relaxed, eyes closed; as far as his captors were concerned, he
decided, he had not yet recovered consciousness.

The back doors of the van swung open, and Henry was aware,
through closed eyelids, of the momentary brightness of a torch
beam as it flickered over him. Then a voice said, “Still out cold.
Just as well. Don’t want any trouble.” Without either difficulty
or surprise, he identified the speaker as Harold “Shorty” Bates.
The voice continued. “All right. You take his shoulders and
I'll take his legs. That way, if he does come round, he won't see
your ugly mug. And whatever happens, keep your trap shut.”

With a certain amount of grunting and groaning, Bates and
his companion lugged Henry’s inert body across the floor of the
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if to assure himself that the limb in question was still intact.

“All this talk about gamblers and greyhound races,” Jane
went on, serenely. “You surely must know that Bella Yateley
only gave the dog to Harry because it was no good at all for
racing—and my brother-in-law is interested simply because he
shares my concern for lost animals. He is an official of the
RSPCA, you know.”

Mr. Thacker gasped a little. “I understood he was an officer
of the C1.D.”

Jane gave him a withering look. “It is possible to be both,” she
said. “As to the poor man who was killed, I believe he was a
junior clerk in the Inland Revenue service. Who on earth has
been fooling you with all these stories, Mr. Thacker?”

The clergyman had the grace to smile sheepishly and hang
his head. “Oh dear, oh dear,” he said. “I suppose I am somewhat
gullible and she always had a mischievous sense of humor. I
fear I—

“Who?” Jane’s question was so brisk and businesslike that
Mr. Thacker apparently found nothing strange in it.

“Why, Amanda, of course. The naughty little miss. I can see
now that she was twitting me.”

“Well, I hope you haven't been repeating this talk all over
the village, Mr. Thacker,” said Jane, “because if you have, I'm
afraid you're going to look very foolish indeed.”

“Yes, yes, I quite see that . . . if I have given any misleading
impressions . . . correct any misapprehensions at once . . .
most grateful to you, Mrs. Spence . . .” The Reverend Mr.
Thacker cleared his throat loudly, and emerged from his con-
fusion in good order. “And now, my dear Mrs. Tibbett, may
I come to the point of my visit here this evening? A little bird
. . . that is, I feel sure that you would not deprive us of your
talents when it comes to a matter of deathwatch beetles.”

“I'm sorry,” said Emmy, bewildered. “I'm afraid I don’t—"

“The féte,” said Mr. Thacker, snappishly. “Surely your sister
must have told you that our object is to raise money to eradicate
deathwatch beetles from the chancel beams?”

“Well, no. Actually, we haven’t discussed—"



“And so, Mrs. Tibbett, I feel absolutely confident that you
will not turn down my heartfelt appeal to you to preside over
the Hoop-La stall next Saturday. Every hoop cast will spell
destruction for another beetle, and a square inch of our English
heritage preserved for future generations. Now, first you should
contact Mrs. Claverton at the White Bull . . .”

Emmy wriggled feebly in an attempt at escape, but she knew
that she was well and truly corralled and might as well submit
with a good grace. Anyhow, Hoop-La didn’t sound too bad, and
for the moment she was far more concerned with what had

happened to Henry.

The darkness retreated minimally as Henry’s eyes grew accus-
tomed to the gloom. He could now make out enough of his
surroundings to see that he was in some sort of windowless
shed. Around the edges of the locked door crept a faint, pinkish
glow, as if the lights of a town were being filtered into his prison,
and from some way away he could hear the distant rumble of
traffic and the occasional car horn. Henry tried to recall the
details of his visit to Sandown Avenue, and the interior of the
garden shed. He could not be sure that he was in the same place,
but the size and general layout seemed to be the same, and
after all, it had been used before by Shorty Bates as a temporary
dumping point for livestock. Henry hoped that Nanny was alert
and awake next door, and wondered how he could best attract
her attention.

Meanwhile, the important thing was to free his hands. After
an agonizingly slow wriggle across the hard floor, he reached
the far wall of the shed, where a selection of garden implements
stood haphazardly in the corner. It was too dark to identify
them, and it seemed an age before Henry located a reasonably
sharp edge—apparently the tine of a garden fork. It took the
best part of another half hour to maneuver the implement to
such a position that it was wedged firmly against the wall, and
he was able to chafe the cords on his wrists by rubbing them up
and down on the metal edge.

He was still busily engaged on this task, and had had the
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Webster? . . . Just a few moments . . . I see . . . you don’t
think it could have been a car backfiring? . . . Well, cars do
sometimes backfire twice, you know, madam . . . No, Mrs.
Rundle-Webster, I didn’t mean to imply . . . I'm sure you
know the difference, but all the same . . . well, Parson’s Drive
is not exactly the sort of place . . . you've heard nothing since?
No shouts or footsteps or . . . yes, yes, I'm sure you would,
Mrs. Rundle-Webster . . . oh, really? How long ago was that?
. . . About half an hour . . . You're sure it was the same one?
. . . No, no, madam, I simply meant that there are a lot of
small vans about . . . you didn’t notice the registration num-
ber? . . . Isee . . . A taxi? Justa few minutes ago? . . . well,
that would probably be the owner returning . . . ah, you rec-
ognized him? . . . yes, I quite understand you are worried

. naturally we’ll make enquiries, madam . . . of course we
take you seriously . . .” A long pause, during which the duty
sergeant indulged in much eye rolling and sign talk with his
companion. At length, seizing the opportunity of breaking the
flow, he said, “Now, madam, please don’t misunderstand . . .
duty of every citizen, I quite agree . . . no, please don’t hesi-
tate . . . yes, welll investigate right away . . . yes, I should
do that, madam . . . yes, a hot water bottle is a great comfort
. . . good night, Mrs. Rundle-Webster . . .”

He replaced the telephone and went into a great pantomime
of mopping his brow.

“Old Mother R-W again, I gather,” remarked the constable.
“What's it this time, Sarge? Communists under the bed?”

“Just about as silly. Gunshots in Parson’s Drive. Obviously a
car backfiring, but you know the old biddy . . .” The sergeant
shook his head.

“Where were these gunmen supposed to be operating—in
her garden? Ah, hello, young Hawthorn,” he added, as another
young constable came into the office. “About time you showed
up for duty, my wife’s fair fed up with me being home late for
supper.” He stood up and began assembling the papers on his
desk.

“Anything happening, sir?” Hawthorn asked the sergeant.
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man had been putting up a game fight, armed only with a
garden fork, but he could not have held out much longer, and
Smith would undoubtedly have killed him.

At least, Hawthorn reflected, the sarge had been decent
enough to keep him on the case by detailing him to wait at
the hospital and take a statement from the victim when he re-
covered consciousness.

“Now, be careful how you handle him, Constable,” the ser-
geant had admonished him. “Smith says he is one of the Lawson
mob, which means he’s a petty villain himself—these small-
timers are always getting into fights with each other. He'll like
as not be scared silly when he finds a copper by his bed. Or
worse, he'll be one of the sort that refuses to talk at all. Honor
among thieves, dog doesn’t eat dog, all that nonsense. It'1l be
quite a test for you, young man. You come back with the in-
formation we want, and I'll put in a good report on you. Your
precious Chief Superintendent Tibbett might even get to hear
of it. You were saying you wanted to transfer to the C.I.D.,
weren’t you?” The sergeant smiled genially. “Off you go, then,
and good luck.”

With this briefing, P.C. Hawthorn approached the door of
the hospital room in a mood of determination mingled with a
certain apprehension. He decided that he would use a nice mix-
ture of firmness and reassurance. He would gain the man’s
confidence, while at the same time giving no quarter. The iron
hand in the velvet glove, reflected Hawthorn, who could turn
a neat phrase with the next man.

Consequently, he was more than a little taken aback when,
the moment he entered the room, the man on the bed said
sharply, “There you are at last! What's your name? I hope you've
got your notebook, because you're going to need it.”

This, Hawthorn felt, was distinctly unfair. The man was
asking him, Hawthorn, the very questions which he intended to
ask the man. He wondered how the sergeant would have coped
with this situation. For his own part, he sat down with deliber-
ate slowness and took out his notebook.

“For God’s sake, man, we haven’t got all night!” There was
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porter studied the document solemnly, then handed it back and
said, “Room 319. Third floor, turn right out of the lift and it’s on
your left.”

“Thank you so much,” said Emmy. “Come on, Jane. We'll—"

“Wait a minute, wait a minute.” The porter raised his hand.
“Mrs. Tibbett only.”

“But this is my sister. She drove me up from the country—"

“Your sister, madam? Well, in that case . . . she can go up
with you, but don’t blame me if she’s not allowed to see Mr.
Tibbett.” And, having divested himself of responsibility, the
porter returned to his desk.

Half an hour later, the man who had been watching the hos-
pital entrance ever since Henry’s arrival in the ambulance was
in a nearby public telephone box, making his report.

“Well, they've been and gone . . . yes, two of them . . .
must have been her sister, I reckon . . . yes, the car number
checked with our info from Gorsemere . . . they got here at
twenty past oue . . . parked outside Emergencies, both went
in . . . came out again at ten to two, and by the look of them
I'd say things was going our way, all right . . . well, what I
mean, the wife was all upset, weeping and so on . . . quite
chirpy she was going in, too . . . left it to her sister to do
the driving home, such a state she was in . . . I reckon the
busy’s in a bad way . . .” The man in the telephone booth
sniggered unpleasantly. “Cal Smith’s not half going to cop it
this time, shooting a copper to death. I can hardly wait . . .
no, of course I didn’t mean . . . what d’you think I'd do, shoot
my bloody mouth off? . . . I'll tell you where I'm going, and
that’s home for a bit of a zizz . . . yeah, I know . . . I'll be
there . . .” He hung up, and pushed open the door of the
telephone box. A passerby, had there been one, might have
heard him mutter to himself the words, “Bloody women . . .”

The porter at the Emergency Door was really quite distressed.
Such a nice lady, she’d seemed—couldnt have had any idea
how bad the Tibbett character was. The porter had seen him
being brought in on a stretcher, unconscious . . . but that
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didn’t always mean it was a serious case. Must be, though, for
a sensible lady like that to leave in floods of tears, with her
coat just thrown anyhow over her shoulders and leaning on her
sister’s arm like she could hardly walk. Staggering, almost, she
was. For a moment, the porter harbored an unworthy suspicion
—Dbut he put it aside at once. She’d been as right as rain when
she arrived, certainly hadn’t been drinking. Maybe the doctor
had given her a slug of brandy to help her pull herself to-
gether, and being a lady unaccustomed to strong drink . . .
The porter shook his head sadly, and went back into his cubby-
hole to await the next emergency.

Bill Spence had slept only fitfully since the departure of his
wife and sister-in-law. He was fond of Emmy, always had
been, and he got on well with Henry. He was sorry the poor
chap had had an accident. All the same, Bill's conservative soul
resented the fact that Jane should be involved in these goings-
on. He remembered only too vividly the night, some years
~ago, when he and Jane had sat up, gray with anxiety, in the
Tibbetts’ London apartment, waiting for news of their daughter.
Oh, he knew it had been Veronica’s own fault—she had in-
sisted on indulging in some amateur sleuthing, against her
Uncle Henry's express instructions, and had nearly got her-
self murdered as a consequence. He could not blame Henry.
Nevertheless, lying there in the empty house, Bill remembered,
and resented, and worried.

Twice during his sleepless hours, cars passed up Cherry Tree
Drive—the sound of their engines raising his hopes, only to
dampen them again as they roared past the house and faded
into the distance. The third car, however, stopped. The engine
was switched off, and Bill heard the sound of doors opening.
He was out of bed in a flash, and pulling back the curtains to
look down from his bedroom window onto the path which led to
the front gate; and what he saw made his heart turn over.

Emmy was walking slowly up the path, supporting Jane. The
latter was leaning heavily on her sister, and walking uncer-
tainly and with difficulty, as if in pain. Her head was bowed
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“Well, that's what Henry said in the car. Another murder,
and the victim would be somebody here in Gorsemere. A friend
of yours.”

“That’s ridiculous,” Bill said flatly. “Who on earth would
want to murder somebody here? We're just a quiet little coun-
try village.”

Emmy shrugged. “Don’t ask me. I'm only telling you what
Henry said. He also said it was tremendously important for all
of us to keep up the deception for a day or so.”

“What deception?”

“That Henry’s at death’s door and hasn’t recovered con-
sciousness. I'm to creep around looking like death—in fact, I'm
to stay indoors most of the time, and you and Jane are to talk
in hushed whispers about the family tragedy.” Emmy grinned.
“At least,” she added, “itll probably get us all out of Mr.
Thacker’s fearful féte. He can hardly ask a prospective widow
to run the Hoop-La.”

From the hall outside, they could hear Henry talking on the
telephone—talking and listening. Phrases and snatches of con-
versation drifted through the doorway. “Yes, it’s bound to be
tomorrow . . . hard to say, but I'd guess somewhere in the
south . . . that’s right, what they call a flapping track . . . I
suggest you get hold of one of the sporting papers, to begin
with . . . find out where races are being held tomorrow, then
get hold of lists of runners, but be absolutely certain nobody
knows which dog you're interested in . . . no, that’s right, you
don’t, do you? All the better, I shan't tell you . . . just a com-
plete list of all runners . . . yes, probably I could, but it’s too
risky . . . call me here tomorrow, and for heaven’s sake remem-
ber to go round with a long face, because I'm supposed to be on
the danger list . . . I don’t think that remark was in the best
of taste, Sergeant Reynolds . . . above all, let it be known that
I'm still unconscious and you haven’t been allowed to see me

. . and, by the way, don’t let any fool of a magistrate let Cal
Smith out on bail this time . . . now, I want you to listen very
carefully . . . just a moment . . .”
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stressed, to have the cover story well worked out, because calls
were certain to come. He also gave instructions on how the
various callers were to be handled.

And come they did. As the morning wore on, and more and
more of the residents of Gorsemere found time to read their
newspapers, enquiries and messages of condolence began to
jam the line to Cherry Tree Cottage. Amanda Bratt-Cunning-
ham was the first. Bill spoke to her, explaining that Jane was at
a meeting and Emmy too distressed to talk. Yes, Emmy would
be visiting the hospital later on, he thought. Well, yes, of course,
she had wanted to go at once, but things were rather difficult
. . . “Well,” Bill went on, in a burst of indiscretion, “I suppose
I shouldn’t tell you this, but the fact is that Emmy had a
threatening phone call early this morning . . . yes, very up-
setting on top of everything else . . . well, the upshot is that
Scotland Yard is sending police protection, and she’s not to
leave the house to go to the hospital till her escort arrives . . .
if you ask me, probably a practical joker with a sick sense of
humor, but one has to take these things seriously . . . no, we
don’t have any details about what happened . . . we thought
he was at an Old Boys’ Dinner . . . yes, thank God they caught
the man, according to the paper, but that phone call could
mean there was another one who got away . . . yes, of course
I'll tell her . . . very kind of you to call, my dear . . . and—"
Bill gave an embarrassed little laugh—“if you see a police car
outside our house, you'll know we haven't fallen foul of the

law . . . quite the reverse . . . good-bye, Amanda . . .” And
that, reflected Bill, as he hung up, should ensure circulation for
that particular story.

Close on Amanda’s heels came the Reverend Mr. Thacker,
and Emmy was persuaded to come to the telephone to receive
the consolations of the Church.

“I do appreciate your thoughtfulness, Mr. Thacker . . . yes,
well, all we can do is hope . . . it’s most kind of you, but I
really think I'd rather be alone for the moment . . . in any
case, I'm hoping to go to the hospital again . . . oh yes, Jane
drove me up to Coombefields last night, as soon as we got the
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“Most kind of you . . . just a very small glass of sherry
would be most refreshing . . . yes, I felt it was my duty to
call . . . of course Mrs. Tibbett is not one of my parishioners,
but since she is out of reach of her usual parson, I must do
what I can in loco rectoris, if I may put it like that . . .”

Bill pulled himself together. “It's very kind of you, Mr.
Thacker,” he said, “but I'm afraid Emmy can't see anybody.
She is resting at the moment. The doctor gave her a sedative,”
he added, with a burst of inspiration.

“Ah, yes . . . that would be the doctor at the hospital, I pre-
sume? She told me she had gone there last night . . . and then
was not allowed to see her husband. So disappointing, a long
journey like that for nothing.”

“Yes, it was disappointing,” Bill agreed stolidly. He measured
the smallest sherry on record into a liqueur glass and handed
it to Mr. Thacker.

“Thank you. So kind. Ah, well, I am glad to hear that your
good lady wife is not feeling any ill effects after her night-
time journey .

“Eh? What?” Bill was taken off his guard. “My wife—?”

Mr. Thacker blinked over the rim of his tiny glass, like a
surprised owl. “Pray don’t misunderstand me, Mr. Spence. I
simply meant that I can hear her busy at work on her sewing
machine at this moment . . . the daily round, the common
task . . . very sensible, and the best way to keep oneself from
brooding . . . if I might perhaps have a word with her be-
fore I go . . . a few details to settle about the féte . . .”

Bill, thoroughly flustered, did his best. “Oh ... no ...
no, that’s not Jane . . . Jane’s in Middingfield . . . RSPCA
meeting, you know . .. no, that’s . .. em . .. that's Mrs.
Denning . . . she comes in and borrows the machine from
time to time . . . making clothes for the kiddies .

As a last-minute inspiration, Bill felt that it was not bad.
It was well known that Mr. Thacker and the policeman’s wife
had not been the best of friends since the day when Mrs.
Denning—who came from an extremely low-church family—
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had denounced Mr. Thacker’s altar candlesticks and vases of
lilies as idolatrous. The memory obviously rankled still, for Mr.
Thacker cleared his throat censoriously, and changed the sub-
ject.

“I couldn’t help noticing, Mr. Spence, that there appears to
be an official vehicle parked outside your house. I hope that
does not portend further bad news?”

“An official—? Oh, you mean the police car. No, nothing
sinister about that. Scotland Yard very kindly sent it, to take
Emmy to the hospital as soon as the doctors say that—"

“The driver,” said Mr. Thacker primly, “seemed an unpre-
possessing young man. He looked at me in the strangest way—
as though he suspected me of some criminal intent.”

“I really can’t help it if you don't like the driver’s face, Mr.
Thacker. I didn’t choose him.” Bill, having negotiated the
dangerous topic of the sewing machine, was back in his stride
again.

gUndel' this attack, Mr. Thacker immediately crumpled and

became humble. “Of course not, Mr. Spence . . . pray don't
think that I meant any . . . nothing could be further from
. . . most delicious sherry . . . must really be going now . . .
all my sympathy to the dear lady . . . trust you will have
good news soon . . .” Mr. Thacker bowed himself out.

It was perhaps fortunate for Bill Spence’s peace of mind
that he was not in a position to follow the clergyman down
the lane, round the corner, and along the road which led past
the police station; or to hear his cheerful greeting—“Good
morning, Mrs. Denning! Busy in the garden, I seel”—for Mr.
Thacker believed that a soft answer turneth away wrath, and
that one should turn the other cheek, even to a nonconformist.

Half-past twelve. Bill Spence, with a prodigious sigh of re-
lief, had escaped from Cherry Tree Cottage on the stroke of
noon, and was now happily leaning his elbows on the saloon
bar of the White Bull, with a pint of the landlord’s best bitter
in front of him, and his good friends Simon and Bella Yateley
on either side of him. Ex-Squadron-Leader Paul Claverton
was busy behind the bar, mixing Simon’s second pink gin, and
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rained, as well as the right to pay rather more for identical
food and drink at a higher altitude; whereas the top price of
sop threw open the enclosed, centrally heated top story, with
its luxury restaurant and cocktail bar, and its ranks of com-
fortable seats—steeply raked like those in a theatre—whence
you could gaze down through a plate-glass partition, not only
on the brilliantly lit oval of the track itself, but also on the lesser
beings braving the elements down below. The possessor of a
top-price ticket, Simon explained, could go slumming in the
lower areas if he wished, but the 10p man was strictly forbidden
to climb above his station. The Yateleys and the Spences agreed
to do the thing in style, and bought four sop tickets, together
with racecards. Soon they were enjoying a drink and a sand-
wich at the plushy bar, consulting their cards and mapping
their plan of campaign.

The first thing to do was to make a formal check of the race-
card: sure enough, there was the entry among the runners
for the 8:30 race—the principal event of the evening. Mr. Henry
Heathfield’s Lady Griselda, trained by Mrs. Bella Yateley.
Bella and Simon then became involved in a somewhat techni-
cal discussion as to which official to approach and how to set
about it, so that Bill and Jane were able to look around them
and study some of their fellow-racegoers.

It was Jane who first noticed the two women, and drew Bill’s
attention to them. They appeared to be on their own, without
male escorts. The younger one was strikingly attractive, with
her fine features, deeply tanned complexion, and jet-black
hair. She was slim and petite, and very elegant in a black and
white pants suit, and she was also very cross. The object of her
displeasure seemed to be her companion—a middle-aged,
blousy lady with improbably golden hair and too much
makeup—who was startlingly dressed in a creation of brilliant
purple liberally interwoven with glittering silver threads. The
two of them were perched on stools at the bar, and they were
quarreling in fierce, audible whispers.

“No, you may not, Mum—ijust get that into your head. I
don’t know why I ever let you wear that silly dress.” The girl
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long moment, Bella and the greyhound stared at each other



“Ladies and gentlemen, may I have your attention please?
Will the owner of the bitch Lady Griselda, or his representative,
come to the Racecourse Manager’s office at once? I'll repeat
that. Will the owner of Lady Griselda, entered for the 8:30
race, kindly come to the Racecourse Manager’s office?”

Mrs. Bertini and Marlene Lawson were in the snack bar
eating hot dogs when the announcement was made. Mrs. Ber-
tini dropped her sausage as if it had bitten her, and jumped up.

“Oh, my Gawd! I knew there'd be trouble—"

In a furious whisper, Marlene hissed, “Don’t be silly, Mum.
Sit down and pull yourself together.”

“But Marlene—"

“It was always on the cards there might be trouble. She
warned us, didn’t she? Now you know what you have to do.
Just go quietly and slowly to the ladies’ room and stay there.
Say you've got a headache or something. Then when the next
race is on and nobody will notice, come down to the car park.
You remember where the car is?”

“I don’t remember nothing, I'm that upset,” said Mrs. Bertini,
with a sniff. “I think I ought to go and—"

“You'll do as you're told. The car’s in number 2 Park, Row G.
Got that?”

“I suppose so.”

“Tell me, then. Where’s the car?”

“Number 2 Park, Row G—if you say so.”

“Right. Now, off you go to the ladies’, and when you hear
the start announced over the speakers, you come to the car.
I'll be waiting. OK?”

With a bad grace, Mrs. Bertini got up from the table and
headed for the door marked “Ladies.” Marlene watched her go
impatiently, then got up herself and made her way uncon-
cernedly down to the 10p enclosure. Since she had not habitu-
ally shared in her husband’s criminal activities, she was not
even aware of the fact that she was being followed; and had
she been, she would not have been able to identify her shadow
as Sergeant Reynolds, for she had never met him. Nevertheless,
Reynolds took more than usually careful precautions not to be
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spotted, for he had a shrewd idea of whom Marlene was going
to meet, and Shorty Bates was an old acquaintance of his.

Amanda Bratt-Cunningham heard the announcement as she
sat in the front row of seats upstairs, chatting to Albert Penning-
ton and George Weatherby, who were seated on either side of
her. The conversation came to an abrupt halt as all three lis-
tened to the message. When it ended, Albert Pennington stood
up, without haste, and said, “Excuse me, my dear. I think there
may have been some stupid sort of confusion that I can help
to sort out.” He and Major Weatherby exchanged the briefest
of understanding glances. Then Pennington, too, made his way
to the stairs.

Amanda turned to Weatherby. “What’s all this about?” she
demanded. She sounded nervous.

Weatherby grinned in what he imagined to be a reassuring
manner. “About? My dear young lady, what should it be about?
Just some incompetent official getting things muddled up, I
suppose, as Albert said. No concern of yours or mine, I'm sure.”

“But Lady Griselda—" Amanda began, and then stopped.
She bit her lip. “I wonder where Simon and Bella are?” she
added.

“Simon and Bella?”

“Friends of mine. I'm told they’re here tonight. I think I'll
go and—"

“Now, now, now, no need to panic.” Weatherby’s voice was
smooth, but the hand which he laid on Amanda’s arm was
very firm. “Albert will be back in a moment. Now, what d’you
fancy for the eight o’clock, eh?”

“I—I really don’t know. I haven't looked at the card. Major
Weatherby, I really think I'll go and look for—"

Amanda, appearing definitely nervous now, began to rise
from her seat; but Weatherby was between her and the aisle,
and he showed no signs of budging. In fact, he was leaning
forward to study his racecard, and short of climbing over him—
or over the back of the seat—there was no way out.

He said, “Merry Mick is supposed to be a good runner. But
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realized with a stab of mingled annoyance and alarm that she
had lost him. Oh, well, she thought. He said the other side of
the car park. If I keep going this way . . .

The faint sound of a stealthy step behind her stopped her in
her tracks. She peered into the gloom. Nothing. Must have
been imagination. Wish I had Wotan with me, Amanda
thought—and then laughed at her own timidity. What on earth
was there to be frightened of? All the same . . .

And then, suddenly, she saw the steward again. He had not
gone straight across the car park, but was standing outside a
door leading back into the building on the right-hand side of
the parking lot. He waved, and called out, “This way, Miss!”

“Oh ...so sorry ... I lost you ... coming ...” And
Amanda half-ran out across the open yard between two rows
of parked cars.

The shot split the air with shocking impact, deafeningly loud
in the deserted courtyard. Instinctively, Amanda jerked back
and dodged down behind a parked car, just as the second shot
thudded into its bodywork. Both shots had been aimed at her,
no doubt about it. The steward had disappeared. Somewhere in
the darkness, somebody with a gun was stalking her, hunting
her down. With difficulty, Amanda suppressed a scream of
panic. Quiet. Must be quiet at all costs. Must get away from
here . . . move . . . but in which direction? The shots had
come from ahead of her, to the left—but the gunman was ca-
pable of moving, too. In this maze of darkness and obstacles,
she was as likely to run full-tilt into her attacker as to escape.
Her legs felt as heavy as lead, but she knew that the one thing
she must not do was to stay still.

Amanda sidled around the car, keeping her head low. The
car to her right afforded the nearest shelter, and she allowed
that fact to determine the direction of her move. A quick dart
across the shadowy space between the cars, and she was pro-
tected by the mass of a great Bentley. From here, she could
see the door which led back into the stadium. If she could get
there alive . . . She made another dash, and a third shot came
simultaneously with a sharp, shattering pain in her right leg.
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day. As Lady Griselda, of course. Complete with identity card.
If the same dog is raced twice in forty-eight hours,” he added
to Emmy, in explanation, “the manager of the first track is re-
sponsible for delivering the card direct to the manager of
the second track—it doesn’t have to go back to NGRC head-
quarters in between.”

Emmy exclaimed, “Now I understand! That’s why Henry
said it had to be tonight—"

Murphy nodded slowly. “That’s right,” he said. “They—
whoever they are—they let her win at Kevingfield, had it all
entered on her card, and sent the bitch and the card straight
here for what was to be the big killing, financially speaking.
The fact that she’d won before made her record seem in order,
and she was put in a race which she’d have won easily, but
which wasn’t so far below her apparent form as to cause com-
ment. Kevingfield’s a smaller track altogether, and they wouldn’t
have checked as carefully as we would. If a complete outsider
had won the second race of her career here, having come last
in her first and only other one, we’d have smelt a rat. There'd
have been an enquiry. And I dare say the NGRC would have
cast a fishy eye on that |dent|ty card if it had been sent back to
them between the two races.”

“Wait a minute.” Bella frowned. “This can’t be Marlenes
Fancy. I read that she’s in whelp.”

“I read that, too,” said Murphy. “Obviously, it was just a
story handed out to the sporting press to account for the fact
that she happened to disappear from the track at the same mo-
ment that Lady Griselda made her comeback.”

“Then what about the real Griselda?” Bella asked, anxiously.
“You don’t think they've—"

Simon rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “That would depend,”
he said. “If things had gone according to plan, and they'd
got away with the substitution, they’d need to be able to pro-
duce both dogs to keep the record straight for the future. But
now that the lid’s blown off—well, the fewer greyhounds the
better, I imagine, as far as the gang is concerned. They've
simply abandoned Marlene’s Fancy, for obvious reasons, and
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was displaying every bit as much stubbornness as Penning-
ton, sitting on a hard chair in the charge room like a small,
evil-tempered statue, her pretty mouth clamped shut and her
dark eyes blazing with anger. Mrs. Bertini was having hysterics
in the rest room under the kind but firm eye of a competent
W.P.C. The local Bunstead force was doing its best, but not
being in full possession of the facts, it was difficult for its
members to feel in control of the situation. Sergeant Reynolds
had been extremely reluctant to let Henry go back to Gorsemere
without him, but had eventually bowed to discipline and
common sense. At any moment, one of the suspects—volun-
tarily or involuntarily—might divulge some important informa-
tion, and somebody had to be there to hear it.

Consequently, Henry was being driven back to Gorsemere
by the police driver in the small saloon car in which Reynolds
had driven from London, and which was capable of a turn of
speed quite belied by its modest exterior. It had easily out-
stripped even the Yateleys in their Rover, on the back seat of
which Marlene’s Fancy slept with her usual philosophic ac-
ceptance of whatever life might bring. She was an easy-going
bitch, and asked for no more than two good meals a day, a
warm dry kennel, and the occasional thrill of a race—although
she had found from experience that she could outmatch her
rivals without really trying, so the excitement was minimal.

Some way behind the Rover, the Spences in their station
wagon bowled sedately along, with little conversation. Bill was
brooding on the unspeakable complications which his sister-
in-law and her husband always seemed to bring into his life.
And Jane was worrying about Griselda.

Last of all came Emmy, on her own and driving cautiously,
because the controls of Amanda’s MG were still unfamiliar.
Amanda had pressed the keys on Emmy at the hospital and
begged her to drive the car back; in fact, before the nurse
arrived with her hypodermic full of sedative, Amanda had
pressed something less acceptable on Emmy—her confidences,
or, to be blunt, her confession. As she drove, Emmy pondered
on what Amanda had told her, and wondered how much of it
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Henry knew, or had guessed, and what she should do about
it. At least, certain mysteries were now explained, and Emmy
felt confident that Harry Heathfield would soon be a free man,
back in his little house with Tess and Ginger . . . and Gri-
selda? Emmy wondered about that, too, and wished that she
had put up more of a fight when Henry had issued strict orders
that she was to go straight to Cherry Tree Cottage with Jane
and Bill, and stay there behind locked doors until he, Henry,
arrived. Henry was exhausted, and his right arm was useless.
Emmy had great faith in and affection for Sergeant Derek
Reynolds, but he had stayed behind at Bunstead. In Emmy’s
opinion, the combined efforts of Constables Denning and Haw-
thorn would be a poor substitute. And so she worried.

The village of Gorsemere at eleven o’clock on an early summer
night was not exactly a hive of activity, but at least it still
showed signs of life. Ex-Squadron-Leader Paul Claverton was
putting up the shutters at the White Bull, and the last of his
customers were still chatting and laughing in the pub yard.
A few lights burned in cottage windows, and in a few cars,
a few smartly dressed commuter couples drove home to their
ramblers on their new housing developments, having dined
with identical couples in identical houses on identical develop-
ments on the other side of the village. By contrast, the road
which wound up from the village green toward Hilltop Ken-
nels seemed darker, lonelier, and more deserted than ever.
There was no moon, and the tall hedges overshadowed the
narrow lane like prison walls.

As the driver swung the car around the final bend, the
hedges fell back and the trees thinned out—and there on the
open ground at the top of the hill Henry could see the build-
ings of the Yateley establishment, the low, whitewashed ken-
nels clustered around the tall, ugly, red brick house. He also
saw the stout wire fence, the padlocked gate—and the small
blue van which was parked outside it. Henry told the driver
to stop, let him out, and return to Gorsemere Police Station.
As the engine noise of the departing car dwindled, silence
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watchers that Tommy relaxed, became less nervous and mer-
rier. At least, they could see that he sped the constable on his
way with a light-hearted wave of the arm. Denning mounted
his faithful steed and directed it downhill, around the first
bend in the road, and back through the copse to his waiting
companions.

“Right,” said Henry. “Come on, Hawthorn.” He linked his
good left arm with the constable’s right one. “Here we go.”
Raising their voices in unmelodious harmony, the two marched
out unsteadily into the road.

Inside the Hilltop compound, Shorty Bates was growing im-
patient. “Come on, for God’s sake. Simple Simon’ll be back in
no time—the last race at Bunstead’s the ten o’clock.”

“Gotta be sure the fuzz ‘as gone,” Tommy whispered. His
hand tightened on Griselda’s collar, and she nuzzled his leg
gently. They were old friends. Something in the pit of Tommy’s
stomach turned over, and he felt sick. He said, “What'll hap-
pen to her?”

“To who? Miss Bloody Amanda? She’s had her chips.”

“I meant . . . Griselda.”

Bates sensed trouble. “Nothing. Nothing for you to bother
about. She’ll be OK. Now, for God’s sake, get that gate open.
I got to get out of here, and fast.”

Tommy was just seventeen. Nothing that he had done up
till now had worried him—what'’s the difference, put a few
extra quid in your pocket, what’s Yateley ever done for you,
lad? Little bit of info here and there . . . what’s that to worry
about, eh? That’s how you get on in life, boy. You'll learn.
Well, he was learning. He hadn’t bargained for the rough stuff,
like that poor sod in the van yesterday evening, laid out cold.
Shorty had explained . . . just the result of a business dis-
agreement, had to rough him up a bit, he was all right. Well,
Tommy knew he was alive—could hear him breathing. Just
have to help me get him home, lad, Shorty had said. Leave
him in his own garden shed, he’ll be OK. Tommy had recog-
nized the man—he’d been at Hilltop, talking to the Yateleys
while Black Prince was exercising. That’s right, Shorty said.

199
























what she had seen—and it was then he broke it to her that she
was to testify in court that the car was being driven in a slow,
drunken, weaving way, and that she had positively recognized
Harry Heathfield at the wheel. She was horrified and refused—
whereupon he brought out the big stick. It appears he hadn’t
paid her gambling debts at all . . . I didnt quite understand
how he worked it . . .”

Henry said, “I can explain. Pennington’s occupation is listed
as Company Director, and I had Sergeant Reynolds look him
up. His companies are bookmakers and money-lenders—not
under his own name, of course. When he so kindly put on
Amanda’s bets for her, she had no idea that he was, in effect,
taking them himself. Of course, he could suspend them and
tell her he’'d paid them. Equally, he could bring out all the
documentation of unpaid debts and threaten to sue.”

Emmy said, “I think if Amanda had had only herself to think
of, she might have said, ‘Sue and be damned.” But there was
her father. Sir Arthur, fourth baronet, squire of the village,
Chairman of the Board of Magistrates, and a well-known anti-
gambler. Think what the Daily Scoop would make of it—
‘Baronet’s Daughter in Gaming Debt Scandal'—just the sort
of thing they love.”

Jane nodded, slowly. “It would have finished Sir Arthur,”
she said.

“Well,” Emmy went on, “that’s why Amanda finally agreed.
Pennington seems to have half-persuaded her that Heath-
field was guilty anyway and that it was him she saw at the
wheel. Anyhow, once she’d been idiot enough to give per-
jured evidence, Pennington had a real stranglehold on her.”

“And yet he tried to kill her this evening, if I understand
aright?” Bill remarked.

“Yes,” said Henry. “You see, she was the only person left
who could identify Pennington and tie him in with Lawson’s
murder and the business of the greyhounds. She was too dan-
gerous. That's why we had to get him tonight before he got
her, and it was a near thing.”

Jane said, “All right, that seems to take care of Amanda and
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sible—or at least the unlikely—and look around to see if the
cap fits. As soon as I visited Albert Pennington, I could see that
this cap was tailor-made for him.”

“That’s as clear as mud,” said Emmy succinctly. “Try going
back a bit, or something. Tell us what happened to the grey-
hounds.”

“All right,” said Henry. “That’s as good a starting point as
any. The trouble really began when Larry Lawson bought
Marlene’s Fancy, and she turned out to be a champion.” The
bitch in question, her sleeping attention perhaps caught by
the mention of her name, rolled over onto her back and yawned
hugely. Henry grinned at her. “Yes, you started it all, young
lady. You, and your namesake, Marlene. The fact of the matter
was that Larry Lawson was getting above himself. Before,
he’d been a little third-rate crook, and easy for Pennington to
twist round his little finger. Then, a couple of years ago, things
changed. Larry Lawson met and married Marlene Bertini,
who is an intelligent and formidable girl. He also bought this
greyhound bitch, registered in his mother-in-law’s name, and
began to rake in money. Marlene demanded a large house, and
of course Pennington—or rather one of his companies—
financed the buying of the Lawson house in Finchley, which
gave him a hold of some sort on Marlene and Larry—but it
wasn't enough. They were doing well, and they certainly
weren’t going to go on taking orders from any unidentified
female on the telephone. It soon got so that only Shorty Bates
and poor Mrs. Bertini were really impressed by Pennington’s
ridiculous alter ego.”

Jane said, “So that’s the mysterious ‘she’ that the girl and
her mother were talking about in the bar at Bunstead.”

Henry was interested. “You mean you overheard a conversa-
tion between Marlene and Mrs. Bertini? That could be im-
portant. What did they say?”

“I can’t remember word for word. It started with Mrs. Ber-
tini swanking about being an owner, and her daughter shutting
her up. Then they started on about the purple and silver dress,
which I gathered had been a present from ‘her—and then
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Marlene said something about ‘she’ having told them some
scandal about Larry and another woman. That must sound
pretty garbled, but it’s as near as I can remember.”

“It sounds one hundred percent accurate to me,” Henry
said. “It completes the jigsaw neatly. Pennington was in the
process of liquidating both his gangs, which had ceased to
be amusing and had become an embarrassment. He intended
to clean up financially on Lady Griselda’s win, and that was
to be the end. However, there were some awkward loose ends
hanging around. Amanda, who knew there was something
shady in Pennington’s connection with the Heathfield case. And
Marlene and her mother.”

“And Bates?” Emmy suggested.

Henry shook his head. “Too small a fish for Pennington to
worry about. Bates had never seen him, even in drag—and
with the gang thoroughly dispersed, Bates would simply have
disappeared back into the mud, where he came from. No, it
was the women who worried Pennington, and so he thought up
a typical scheme. To murder Amanda and frame Mrs. Bertini
for the crime. He made sure she would be wearing a most
conspicuous outfit, which he duplicated for himself and hid
in his car. He made sure she would be in or around the car
park at the time of the shooting. And to provide a motive, he
fed Marlene and her mother with a tale about goings-on be-
tween Larry Lawson and that attractive girl who gave evi-
dence at Heathfield’s trial. What—he must have asked Mar-
lene—did she think her husband was doing down in Gorsemere
anyway? It’s clear Marlene didn’t know. If he’d got away with
it—slipped off and changed back into his city-gent clothes and
false mustache, having made sure that somebody got a glimpse
of the purple dress—what chance do you think Mrs. Bertini
would have had of being believed when she protested her in-
nocence?” Suddenly, Henry hit his forehead with the palm of
his hand. “Of course. Weatherby. Major George Weatherby, the
eternally convenient witness. Weatherby would have served
a double purpose—he’d have provided an alibi for his friend
Pennington, who never left his side all evening, and he’d have
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back to the NGRC between the two races. Meanwhile, Pen-
nington, Bates, and the two women were quietly placing large
numbers of smallish bets under various names on Lady Gri-
selda to win the 8:30 at Bunstead. Everything seemed to be
going according to plan. And then I got too close behind them.”

“That was the day they kidnapped you?” Emmy said.

“The same. The day of ‘Griselda’s’ first win. I visited Pen-
nington for the first and only time that day—I'm ashamed to
say that up to then I hadn’t considered the possibility that he
might be the missing link I was looking for. Stupidly, I im-
agined that he’d been taken to Gorsemere by Weatherby to
provide a nice, innocent, unimpeachable witness. Of course, it
was the other way around. Similarly, I was thinking that Lady
Griselda—the slow runner—was to be substituted for Marlene’s
Fancy, the champion. I had it all backwards.

“The moment he saw me, Pennington knew he’d have to act
fast to keep ahead of me. He knew from Amanda that I was
staying in Gorsemere, but this was his first inkling that I was
on the warpath. He must have called Bates the moment I left
him, to set up the reception committee at Gorsemere station.”

“No,” said Jane, suddenly.

Henry looked at her, surprised. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, it must have been Amanda he called—in the first
place, anyhow. I had quite forgotten, she came here that after-
noon, walking Wotan, but it never occurred to me that she
was fishing for information. She worked the conversation
around to you, and I told her that you were in London and
expected back for supper. Come to think of it, she actually
offered to meet you at the station, but I said I didn’t know which
train you'd be on, and that you'd be walking back here.”

“So that’s how Bates knew exactly where and when to find
me,” said Henry. “He only had to wait in the station car park
until I arrived.”

“I thought you said Bates had a girl with him,” Emmy said.
“Was that Marlene?”

“No. Not a girl. Bates took young Tommy along to help lug
the body around—which was the first time Tommy realized
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