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  Chapter One




  ON THE internal-line telephone, Detective Chief Superintendent Clay’s voice sounded testy. “You’d better nip round to the morgue at

  the General Hospital,” he growled. “They find they’ve got a body too many.”




  Detective Chief Inspector Martineau was taken by surprise. “A what?”




  “Body. Unaccounted for. Some damn silly mistake. Go clear it up.”




  Martineau shrugged as he put down the receiver. He did not see how a mistake by a mortuary attendant could be a C.I.D. affair, but the order to see to it had been definite enough. He rose from

  his chair and reached for his hat. The reach was a long one, across the desk to the top of a bookcase where the hat had been thrown. It was achieved without strain. Martineau was a very big man,

  with powerful shoulders and large hands. At one time he had been the hardest hitter among the eleven hundred men of a city police force noted for the physique of its members. Now, a little over

  forty years of age, he was still formidable.




  He carelessly clapped the hat onto a head of fair hair with some gray in it. The face beneath the hat was rather handsome, in a weathered sort of way. Though he was a city man, some quality of

  his blood gave him the complexion of a huntsman.




  He strode from his own small sanctum into the long room of the main C.I.D. office. Detective Sergeant Devery and Detective Constable Cassidy were there, numbering and checking items of stolen

  property recently found in the home of a shoplifter who had committed suicide.




  “Drop that,” Martineau said as he passed the place where they were working at the long main desk.




  Cassidy said, “Lady’s crocodile handbag, brown, with gold-colored clasp.” Devery said, “Twenty-nine.” He wrote the number, then two documents were hastily slipped

  into two adjacent drawers. By the time Martineau reached the police station yard, the sergeant and the constable were at his heels.




  “Where are we going, sir?” asked Devery, as the three of them climbed into the plain C.I.D. car which was set aside for Martineau’s own use.




  “Hospital. They’ve got too many bodies,” was the answer. It was not given curtly, but Devery asked no further question. It was evident to him that Martineau had no more to

  tell.




  At the Granchester General Hospital they drove round to the mortuary. An attendant was waiting in the doorway of the grim brick building. The three tall men got out of the car. Though they were

  of different physical types, each carried the impalpable yet clearly perceptible aura of his profession. In a manner in which excitement was restrained by deference, the attendant turned his head

  and called through the doorway, “They’re here, sir.”




  Martineau led the way into the mortuary. He was surprised to see that the chief pathologist was there, with two young doctors. He realized that the “mistake,” whatever it was, must

  be a matter of some importance.




  The pathologist was a great man in his own sphere. He had a manner. He indicated the uncovered and completely naked body of a man, which lay on a slab. “No problem with this one,” he

  said without preamble. “He’s been medically and officially examined, found dead, inquested and cremated. And he’s still with us. Dr. Provis here can identify him.”




  Martineau began to perceive what had happened. He made up his mind to have the affair on a proper footing from the start. “That won’t do for me,” he said. “Dr. Provis

  could be mistaken. I want a second formal identification by a near relative.”




  “Ah, now medicine bows its head to the law,” said the pathologist. But instead of bowing his head he raised it thoughtfully, looking at a high window. He was there in person because

  of a fantastically unusual occurrence, that was all. Only the legal side of the affair was left. There was no medical side. That had been charred to ashes and scattered in the wind.




  Having perceived that there was nothing more to say except good-by, he said it and departed. There was a general air of relief among those who remained.




  “Now then,” said Martineau. “Which of you gentlemen is Dr. Provis?”




  Provis was a handsome young medico with an attractive grin. “It was my case, such as it was,” he stated.




  Martineau nodded, and reflected that this was a lad who would create havoc among the nurses. He moved to the body and looked at it. “My word,” he said. “He took a

  beating.”




  Provis explained: “It was an accident in a timber yard. He was driving a truck. He stopped his truck in the wrong place, and had just climbed out when a craneload of heavy planks came

  swinging round and hit the truck. Unfortunately his head was caught between the timber and the truck.”




  “Mmmm. Death instantaneous?”




  “I suppose so. He certainly was dead when he arrived here.”




  “And there was an inquest?”




  “Yes. Accidental death.”




  “And a report in the papers?”




  “Yes. There was one in the local evening paper, at any rate. I read it myself.”




  “What was the man’s name?”




  “Edgar Waite.”




  “And after the supposed cremation, where was he found?”




  Provis looked at the mortuary attendant. “Speak up, Briggs,” he said.




  “I found him down there in Number Twelve box,” said Briggs. “It’s one we don’t use until we’re full up.”




  “How did you come to find it?”




  “We was empty, sir. Not a single body in. It sometimes happens like that for an hour or two. But I happened to notice the meter tickin’ over, an’ I thought I’d better

  investigate. I didn’t expect to find a body, though.”




  “What did you expect to find?”




  “I dunno. Sometimes the young doctors an’ even the nurses get up to their tricks. It mighter been a dead cat, or summat like that.”




  “Was there any identification on the body?”




  “None at all.”




  “What identification should there be?”




  “A label tied to the wrist, one stuck on the leg, an’ one on the shroud. There was no label on the body, an’ no shroud.”




  “Did you recognize the body?”




  “Not for sure. I see so many. Dr. Provis recognized it.”




  Provis interposed. “I remembered it. And I checked my notes to the exact nature of the injuries. It’s Waite, all right.”




  “Mmmm. How long has he been under refrigeration?”




  “Well, he came in last Wednesday, and he was identified and examined on Thursday. The inquest was on Friday. He was on ice then till Monday morning, when some undertaker came and put him

  in a coffin, and he was cremated Monday afternoon. Yesterday, that is.”




  “You mean somebody was cremated yesterday.”




  “Of course. Sometime between Thursday evening and Monday morning Waite was stripped of his labels and moved from Number Five to Number Twelve. We checked everything before we called the

  police. There has been no clerical error. The only thing we can suppose is that sometime between Thursday and Monday the body of an unknown person was put in Waite’s place, with Waite’s

  shroud and Waite’s labels, and was eventually cremated with due ceremony in Waite’s name.”




  “Friday, Saturday, Sunday,” Martineau muttered. Then he asked, “Is this place locked at night?”




  Provis did not look at Briggs when he answered. “It’s supposed to be locked at any time when there is no one in attendance, but in practice I doubt if it is ever locked. It’s a

  busy place, you know. New arrivals at all times of day and night. Quite often the attendant has to go into a ward and bring out a body, and he doesn’t bother to lock up for the short time

  he’s away.”




  “Wasn’t it likely that the substitution would be discovered before the cremation? Some near relation might have wanted to take a last look at poor Edgar.”




  “Not in his condition. Once he was identified, no relation would want to take another look. And if the body which was substituted also had severe head injuries, it isn’t likely that

  any of the mortuary staff would notice.”




  “The substitution wouldn’t take long?”




  “Not if the people concerned knew whose body they were going to move. Just a few minutes, I’d say.”




  “And they could have known if there had been a report in the paper.”




  “Yes. So you see how it could become a job for the police?”




  “I do indeed. Somebody wanting to get rid of a body with a battered head. Murder or manslaughter.”




  “Somebody might be missing from home.”




  “Somebody is,” said Martineau dryly. “Somebody certainly is. We’ve been seeking him for the last two days.”




  Back at Police Headquarters, Martineau initiated certain inquiries. Taking nothing for granted, he instructed Devery to go carefully over the case of Edgar Waite’s

  accidental death and instructed Cassidy to see the Waite family and arrange a second formal identification of the body. He also sent out other members of his staff on other inquiries. The supposed

  murder or manslaughter could have been a mob killing, and he wanted to know if any hooligan or criminal was missing from his usual haunts. He also wanted a check on local men recently let out of

  jail, to be sure that they were alive and well. He also ordered a closer scrutiny of the normal list of runaway sons, runaway husbands, military absentees, and absconding offenders.




  All that was routine, and when he had arranged it Martineau sat in his office and meditated upon the disappearance of (a) £29,000 and (b) a man called Verney Barton. Though

  they had not disappeared together, the two items were connected. Barton was, or had been, the head wages clerk of the enormous Northern Steel Corporation, and the £29,000 had been the payroll

  of one of Northern Steel’s mills. The cash had been lost sight of on Friday morning, and Barton had vanished on Saturday night. Now it was Tuesday morning, and there had been so few leads to

  either the money or Barton that Devery and Cassidy, Martineau’s right and left hands, were still messing about with small items of Property Recovered.




  The chief inspector marveled that even now, when British crooks had realized how easy it was to seize money in transit, and when big payroll snatches were occurring daily, men carrying large

  sums of money were caught napping, and unarmed. In spite of the holdups so frequently reported in the daily papers, the possibility of attack and financial bereavement still seemed to be remote;

  something that “happened in the paper,” to other people. The four men carrying the Northern Steel money had been a burly but elderly driver, two husky young members of the firm’s

  office staff, and small, spare, forty-five-year-old Verney, the man in charge. Their vehicle had been an ordinary saloon car, and they had gone to the bank for the wages at eleven o’clock on

  Friday morning as they had always done. To confuse the enemy Verney had two routes. If he went to the bank by No. 1 route he always returned by No. 2 route, or the other way round. So, thieves who

  had been studying the situation had only to watch him go to know which way he was coming back.




  Martineau calculated that the Northern Steel holdup had been perpetrated by six men, or at the most seven. They had been masked. There had been four club men armed with lengths of heavy lead

  piping, and two or possibly three wheel men. There had been nothing original in the method of attack. A large fast van—stolen—had been skillfully maneuvered so that it

  “accidentally” blocked the way of the payroll car on the quietest part of the return journey. From the flank a three-tonner—also illegally borrowed—had rammed the car so

  violently that one of the driver’s legs had been broken. The club men had poured out of the van and attacked the crew of the car. Having no time to waste, they had pulled Verney out into the

  road, tapped him on the head, and forgotten him. They had shattered every window of the car in a successful effort to get their clubs to the heads of the two men on the back seat. The youngsters

  had fought well with their fists, and as a reward for their resistance each had suffered a fractured skull. The driver also had been hit on the head, because he had tried to obstruct the thieves in

  spite of his broken leg. Only Verney had been comparatively uninjured.




  Though noisy, the encounter had been remarkably brief. Well trained in their parts, the thieves had got the whole of the Northern Steel payroll into their van and had piled in after it. Later

  the van had been found abandoned and, with regard to fingerprints, as clean as a whistle.




  Because of his slight injuries, of the four guardians of the payroll Verney was the one most closely interrogated.




  “Were you knocked out of time?” Martineau asked him.




  “No,” Verney replied without hesitation, “but after I was hit I lay where I fell, acting dead.”




  “Why?”




  “So’s they’d leave me alone, and I could give the alarm straight away when they’d gone.”




  “Didn’t it occur to you to get up and help your friends?”




  “Against those fellows? They were all three times as big as me. I wouldn’t have lasted half a minute.”




  “Did you recognize any of them?”




  “No. Not yet.”




  “What do you mean by ‘not yet’?”




  “I kept my eyes open when they weren’t looking my way. I keep trying to remember things about them.”




  “Do keep trying,” Martineau said.




  That was the substance of the interview. Naturally, the police did not overlook the possibility that Verney was in league with the thieves. Inquiries were made with regard to the sort of life he

  led when he was not studying time sheets. It was found that he was a gay dog, in a harmless sort of way. On the evenings when he could escape from his own fireside he spent his time in places where

  adventurous girls could be found. There was some likelihood, but no proof, that he had been spending more money than a man in his position could afford.




  So, when Verney’s worried wife reported that he was missing, Martineau got out of bed and went to take charge of the search of his house. Only one item of interest was found: a curious

  item, hidden in an amateurish way. Martineau carefully replaced it in its hiding place and made no comment about it to members of Verney’s family.




  Verney’s wife reported him missing at three o’clock in the morning of the Sunday following the robbery, because, she said, he had never stayed out so late before. Since that time he

  had not been heard of, or seen.




  And now, on Tuesday morning, when it could be assumed that Martineau was up to his neck in the investigation of the Northern Steel job, Clay had instructed the chief inspector to go personally

  to the General Hospital with regard to a body. Actually, that instruction should have been given to the coroner’s officer. But Clay had not put into words any thought that a body at the

  hospital might have some connection with the Northern Steel job.




  Nevertheless, the thought must have been in his mind. Had it not been, he would not have sent a busy senior officer to the hospital.




  “Happen he’s guessing right,” Martineau mused. “It’s the first thing I thought of, too. It could be that Mr. Verney Barton is now a cinder.”










  Chapter Two




  WHETHER or not the Northern Steel case and the Spare Body job were connected, Clay showed no intention of putting the files of either onto the desk of

  any other officer. Martineau had them both, and he was not consulted as to his wishes in the matter.




  But there were other consultations, and after discussion it was decided that the Spare Body affair was a case in which publicity would be more important than usual. Because the coroner had

  stated that a second inquest on Edgar Waite would not be necessary, it might have been possible to keep the matter out of the papers. The hospital authorities wanted it so, but the police were

  compelled to have it otherwise because of their great need for information. Clay issued a statement which was cunningly designed to arouse the interest of newspapermen by allowing them to draw

  their own conclusions. He did not suggest that there was any connection between Verney Barton and the unknown person who had been cremated. He knew very well that the press would soon do that for

  him. The press did, and the headlines grew.




  While he waited for the spate of letters, phone calls, and direct visitations which would be the public reaction to newspaper reports, Martineau directed a last-minute probe of the city’s

  underworld. Tomorrow his men would be busy following up hundreds of items of information, most of them useless. Tonight they could harass known wrongdoers or listen quietly to the hoarse whispers

  of informers. The informers were on the lookout for flash money, and lavish spending was not the only sign of it. A thief can betray a state of unusual affluence merely by being seen with the wrong

  sort of woman—the sort he cannot normally afford.




  And Martineau was uneasily aware that it was not only the police who were watching for signs of flash money. While £29,000 was not the biggest tickle in the world, it was big enough to

  excite the envy of professional mobsters. In Granchester there were certain individual criminals and groups of criminals who would be even more anxious than the police to know what had happened to

  the Northern Steel plunder. And those people had sources of information which were denied the police. Dog eat dog. If any of them found the money, they would take it in a lightning raid, and that

  could make the business of finding it much more difficult for the police.




  The following day the story of the Spare Body was prominent on the front page of every national daily, and late in the afternoon, in the working-class suburb of Bearsdyke, a woman stopped a

  uniformed P.C. in the street. She stated that she and her husband had heard some commotion late on Saturday night, on the site of a building which would be a petrol filling station when it was

  finished.




  “It were a fight of some sort,” the woman said. “I wanted to ’ave a look, but me ’usband said it were Teddy Boys very likely, an’ we’d better keep away.

  So we went on ’ome. But wi’ seein’ that thing in the paper I thought, ‘Eeh, I wonder.’ ”




  The constable’s name was Joe Ainslie. He was one of the bigger sort of bobbies, and he was young, smart and very serious about his work.




  “What time was this, madam?” he asked.




  “ ’Appen about ten past eleven. We’d been ’avin’ an hour at the Griffin, like we do every Sat’day night. We sat talkin’ for a while after closin’

  time, then we come ’ome. Yes, it ’ud be about ten past when we were passin’ the new garridge.”




  Ainslie knew all about the new filling station. He had watched its construction from the laying of the foundations and the digging of the tank pits. He remembered now that the walls had been

  built, but that there were as yet only rectangular holes for doors and windows, and the gray Granchester sky for a roof. A fight in there? It was likely enough.




  “Do you mean the place with the sign ‘Dykeside Garage’?” he asked, just to be sure.




  “That’s it.”




  “Did you see anything of the disturbance?”




  “No. I can’t see through a brick wall.”




  “What did you hear?”




  “Thumps an’ grunts and groans. An’ somebody cursin’.”




  “Quite loudly?”




  “No. I couldn’t ’ear any words, but it was cursin’.”




  “Did your husband hear it more clearly?”




  “Not ’im. ’Is ears aren’t as good as mine.”




  “I see. Would you tell me your name?”




  The woman did not try to conceal her dismay. She had yearned to tell some official about the trouble at the filling station, and now that she had done so she remembered that it was one thing her

  husband had forbidden her to do.




  “I’d rather not give me name,” she said.




  Ainslie could have let the woman go, and made a note that she had declined to give her name. Normally he would have done so. The thing was probably a false alarm anyway. But she had mentioned

  the Spare Body job. Possibly that was simply because she had been excited by newspaper headlines. And possibly it was because she knew a little more than she had told.




  “You’ve read the papers. There might have been a murder Saturday night,” he said. “You come to me and make a report. You may turn out to be an important witness.

  You’d better tell me your name.”




  The last words were a piece of advice uttered in the tone of a command. “Oh dear,” the woman said. “It’s Lockyer. Mrs. Vera Lockyer.”




  “And the address?”




  She gave her address, and her husband’s name and occupation. “Thank you,” said Ainslie. “Someone may come along to take a statement from you.” He closed his

  pocketbook and bade Mrs. Lockyer good morning, and turned away. Rather disconsolately the woman resumed her homeward journey. When she had gone a little way Ainslie turned again and followed her,

  thus discreetly making sure that she did go to the address she had given.




  P. C. Ainslie’s next duty was to “ring in” the information to his division, where it would come under the heading of a Suspicious Occurrence. “I don’t know whether

  it’s worth putting through to the C.I.D.,” he concluded.




  “They’re run off their feet already,” said the clerk at Div. H.Q.




  “All right. Make a marginal note. Attention by B. 182 Ainslie.”




  “Right,” said the clerk. “You’ll be engaged for—how long?”




  “Oh, an hour. If there is anything, I’ll take a statement to round it off.”




  “Right,” the clerk repeated, and Ainslie made his way to Dykeside Garage. He walked briskly, but without haste. In his six years’ service he had attended many occurrences which

  had promised excitement and ended with a commonplace explanation. But he had a sanguine nature. “You never know,” he told himself. “This might be it.”




  As he walked, Ainslie remembered that there had been no men working on the building site when he had passed it earlier that morning. And, now that the memory might be important, he recalled that

  the site had also been deserted on Monday and Tuesday. No doubt there had been some hitch, to do with finance probably, which had made the contractor withdraw his men. It was possible that there

  had been nobody on the premises since Saturday night.




  As he stepped over the threshold of a doorless doorway Ainslie thought about the weather of the last few days. It had been typical of early April in that region, cold and dull, with very little

  rain. The interior of the roofless building was quite dry. The concrete floor was gritty with builder’s sand and littered with broken bricks, trowel droppings, and other debris of the trade.

  The path made by dirty boots from doorway to doorway could be clearly seen.




  P. C. Ainslie moved around. There were, or would be, four main rooms in the single-story building. He presumed, by their size in relation to each other, that they would be showroom, office,

  repair shop and storeroom. In the back part of the building, in a corner of the repair shop, he found what he was looking for. There was a space which might have been swept clean of debris by

  scuffling feet. On the concrete were a number of dark-brown spots and smears. One of these was very large, and Ainslie assumed that the head of a dying man had lain there while his assailants were

  deciding what to do with him.




  Keeping his large, glossy boots well clear of the scene of the “commotion,” the policeman squatted and peered at the rubbish on the perimeter of the cleared space. There were some

  broken bricks. He carefully picked up the ones within reach, and then as carefully replaced them. None of them seemed to be bloodstained. Well, some handier weapon than a brick might have been

  used.




  He got up and made for the street, conscious that he dared not leave his discovery unguarded. If he went away for ten minutes or so, the reverse side of his lucky seam might bring along a gang

  of rowdy boys to make a mess of things. He stood on the edge of the site until a responsible person came along. This happened to be a bus driver, off duty, whom he knew by sight.




  “How do,” said the bus driver as he was passing.




  “How do. In a terrible hurry, mate?”




  The bus driver frowned. Was this bobby going to start questioning him, who was well known to be an honest man?




  “I’m goin’ somewhere,” he said. “But I’m not runnin’, am I?”




  Ainslie grinned. “Do me a favor. Stop at that phone box on the corner of Parkin Street and dial nine-nine-nine. Give your name and ask for police and tell ’em P. C. Ainslie requires

  assistance at the new garage site in Dykeside. That’s all.”




  The bus driver looked at the outwardly unruffled officer and then peered past him at the incomplete building. “Assistance?” he queried.




  “Right. And I’m not kidding,” the P. G. replied. He jerked a thumb over his shoulder. “It’s in there and I daren’t leave it.”




  The bus driver was impressed. Happen another body had been found. Well, if the bobby had wanted to broadcast such a discovery he would have said so. So it was no use asking.




  “I’ll tell ’em,” he said, and he went on his way at a quicker pace.




  Ainslie waited five minutes, during which time he went five times to see that his find was undisturbed. Then an Area Patrol car arrived, with a crew of two. Ainslie knew the two very well. If it

  were a matter of taking credit for police work, they would steal a blind man’s last penny. Joe’s excitement mounted. Here was competition. If he left these two in charge while he went

  to a telephone to contact Division, they would nose around and find the blood and then perhaps they would get ahead of him by going straight through to H.Q. by radio. He wouldn’t put it past

  them.




  “Now then, Joe me lad,” the driver called cheerfully as the car stopped. “What’s up? Somebody been hittin’ you?”




  This was Donny Styles, a proper bastard in Joe Ainslie’s opinion. But he also spoke lightly as he replied, “All I want is for one of you two birds to get off his arse for a change,

  so’s I can use your radio.”




  “I’ll put your message through,” said Styles kindly. “What is it?”




  The driver’s mate was an intelligent, ruthless Scot called Armstrong, born to achieve high rank in whatever profession he chose to take up. He got out of the car and was striding

  purposefully past Joe when the beat man reached out and caught his arm.




  “So far and no farther,” he said. “I’m senior to you by six months, and them’s my orders.”




  Armstrong appraised him coolly. “I don’t take orders from you,” he said.




  “Please yourself then. But if you go in there you’ll drop a clanger. I’ll see to it you do. I’m telling you straight.”




  Armstrong thought that over. “I don’t drop clangers either,” he said, and he returned to the car with Joe.




  “Now don’t waste any more of my time,” Joe said firmly to Styles. “Put me through and let me give my message.”




  “This boy hasn’t had his cooling powder today,” Styles grumbled, but he made the contact with Headquarters.




  The opposition had increased Joe’s determination to make the most of his luck. Since he had been compelled to bypass his own division and speak to Headquarters, he decided that he would

  get into touch with the man who mattered. To the clerk in the Information Room he said, “This is B. 182 Ainslie. I have an urgent and personal message for Chief Inspector Martineau. I am

  speaking from the site of an incomplete garage in Dykeside. There is evidence which requires his personal attention, and it is evidence which might be impaired or destroyed if anybody starts

  blundering about.”




  “Evidence of what?”




  “Of grievous bodily harm, at the very least. This message is from B. 182 Ainslie.”




  “I got the name,” said the clerk coolly. “I’ll pass your message on to Sergeant Devery.”




  “You’ll pass it on to Martineau if you don’t want to be blown right off that buffet. And you’ll do it now.”




  “Brave words, boy. You’re on the crest of a wave, hey? I hope you don’t find yourself all washed up. Hold on a minute.”




  And just about a minute later the reply came. “He’s on his way. Look out for yourself, kid.”




  “Thanks,” said Joe, as he relinquished the microphone to Styles, and with sarcasm, “I’ll do the same for you sometime.”




  There followed an argument between Styles and Armstrong. The Scot wanted to stay. He wanted to have a hand in the thing, whatever it was. But Styles was the driver and the senior man. “I

  know Martineau,” he said. “If he sees us at all he’ll ask us what we’re hanging about here for.” And he started his engine and drove off.




  So, after much anxiety and not too much delay, P. C. Ainslie was left alone to enjoy his triumph, if triumph it was to be. He had waited six years for an opportunity of this sort, and he was

  satisfied that he had exploited it fully. He was also in some fear that he had exploited it too much if it should turn out to be a matter of no importance.




  Well, it was worth the risk. The achievement of recognition in a police force was just as much a rat race as it was in any other organization. Push your luck and trust nobody, that was the rule.

  Perhaps Joe had been a little too anxious to push his luck, but if his effort put Martineau on to a good line of inquiry, the chief inspector would request his services for C.I.D. work until the

  job was cleared. He nearly always did that, because he also liked to follow up a lucky break.










  Chapter Three




  MARTINEAU arrived with horse, foot and artillery; that is to say, with Sergeant Bird and three of his men, and a vanload of equipment for the gathering

  and preserving of evidence in all its material forms.




  As he got out of his car he looked keenly at the waiting constable, and his mood was not apparent to the anxious young man. “Ainslie?” he asked.




  “Yes, sir.”




  “Show me. Bird, you wait out here a moment.”




  Joe showed him, then told him Mrs. Lockyer’s story.




  “Mmmm,” he said. Then he squatted as Joe had done. Then he said, “You’ve done very well, Ainslie. Let us hope it’s what we think it is. Now, go and stand at the

  front and see that nobody comes in here.”




  When the elated but outwardly solemn P. C. had left him, Martineau moved back from the scene of conflict and squatted again, and at an oblique angle he discerned a vague footprint in the

  floor’s powdering of sand. It looked like the print of a rubber sole with a ribbed tread. Good. Bird would put a light on that and photograph it from various angles. He would

  “freeze” it and might even get some sort of impression. He would find other footprints if they were there. A valuable man was Bird.




  The chief inspector stood up and looked around. He could not see the weapon. Half bricks were not good enough for the sort of damage he had in mind. He looked through a window orifice at the

  ground behind the building. It looked promising. There was a huge heap of bricks, not yet neatly piled but lying anyhow as they had slid from a tip-up truck. He called Bird and his men and set them

  to work inside the building. Then he went out the back way and stood looking at the bricks.




  “Ainslie!” he shouted, and the constable appeared.




  “We’ll inspect a few of these bricks,” Martineau said. “A whole brick might have been used, and then thrown on this heap.”




  “Yes, sir,” said Joe, and he stooped and picked up a brick which was lying at his feet. He turned it over and stared at it in silence for a moment, then he said, “This is the

  one, I think.”




  Martineau came to look. The brick was stained on two sides, as if the edge had cut open somebody’s scalp. A few hairs adhered to it.




  “Well, that beats cockfighting,” he said in delight. “First time. This is your lucky day.”




  “Shall I examine the other bricks, sir?”




  “Yes, but I won’t be heartbroken if you don’t find another one. This will do nicely.”




  Joe bent to the task, starting an orderly pile of bricks. Martineau carried the precious exhibit to his car, then he rejoined Sergeant Bird. “Well?” he asked.




  “There were at least three people in here,” the sergeant said. He pointed to the footmark which Martineau had already seen. “We can use that one.”




  “Aren’t the others any good?”
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