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  Chapter One




  GUY Rainer’s escape from prison was an action which followed closely upon an impulse; the chance was seen, and no sooner seen than taken. The

  alarm was sounded within minutes, but he was over the wall and away. In brown prison uniform he disappeared. He did this in a street thronged with people and traffic, because H.M. Prison of

  Granchester, better known as Farways Gaol, is surrounded by the city. The well-planned and oft-tried police cordon was formed, and it was thought that Rainer was trapped. But Granchester is a very

  big city, and therefore a very large trap. The subeditors of newspapers did not appear to regard it as any sort of a trap, “KILLER AT LARGE,” their headlines

  yelled.




  Detective Chief Inspector Martineau was inclined to agree with the newspapermen. “Rainer is a Granchester boy,” he said. “He’s at home here. He won’t try to leave

  until he has somewhere to go and some safe means of getting there. And in the meantime he’ll make himself hard to find.”




  “Don’t you believe it,” said Chief Superintendent Clay. He was head of the city’s Criminal Investigation Department, and a man of even greater police experience than

  Martineau. “He can’t remain at liberty in this town. He’ll have to move out pretty quickly. Too many people know him. Also, in this town he is local news, and people are

  always more interested in local events.”




  “You mean there will be more people on the lookout for him here? Possibly you’re right. Do you think he’ll try to get away by sea?”




  “He was employed by a firm which did electrical work on ships, wasn’t he? He’s familiar with ships and it’s quite likely that he’ll try to get aboard one, either at

  this port or some other. Perhaps he’ll have friends who might help him.”




  The two senior police officers were in Clay’s office, and they had been busy over a map. Now Martineau rose to his feet. He was a tall, strongly built man, quite handsome in a rugged way,

  with a markedly blond head in which gray hairs could be seen if they were sought.




  Clay remained where he was. His thick torso so exactly filled his office chair that he was reluctant to move when he had made himself comfortable. The hard little eyes in his big face seldom saw

  any humor in police work, but now he grinned.




  “If we don’t collar Rainer today, Mrs. Martineau is going to be very annoyed,” he said.




  The chief inspector nodded. The day was Friday. Payday. Fried fish day in the police canteen. The day before the week-end.




  “Yes, it looks as if my week-end leave has gone for a burton,” he said with a sigh.




  It was Clay’s turn to nod. He could perhaps have spared Martineau for the week-end, but he knew that Martineau would not spare himself. Guy Rainer was that officer’s particular

  pigeon. It was he who had arrested Rainer and charged him with manslaughter.




  “I sent him down,” he said. “It’s my job to see that he goes down again.”




  “How are you going to set about it?”




  “Find out who his friends are, for a start-off. His case was such a straight up-and-down job there was no need to dig into his background. Result, we know very little about him. His

  parents won’t tell me anything, but I can try and find his ex-sweetheart. She has no reason to love him, now. She might tell me who his friends are. Also, I’ll go to the place where he

  used to work. I might get to know something there.”




  That was the end of the conference. Martineau went to his own office and sat down at his desk. He reached for the telephone and then sat in thought, with his right hand on the instrument. He

  turned up his left wrist, and looked at his watch. The time was now five minutes past five of a mild, dry April afternoon. All day he had been out of town, on a journey to Leeds to give evidence of

  arrest in the case of a lone-wolf post office raider. He had returned to his own “manor” expecting to have nothing more to do than draw his pay, make up his diary, and start that

  precious and long-awaited week-end leave. “He’s done it on me,” he mused with rueful humor. “The little blighter is getting some of his own back.”




  The man he would soon be seeking had made his escape late in the forenoon. He had got away and gone to earth at the busiest time of the day. How had he managed that? An assisted escape? That was

  not probable. He was an honest man who in a fury had killed another man, and he was not known to have criminal acquaintances. The prison authorities, who usually know such things, had said that he

  had not become friendly with any habitual lawbreakers while he was inside. So, presumably, without help he had remained at liberty in broad daylight for more than five hours. That was

  remarkable.




  In less than three hours the daylight would be gone, and Guy Rainer would have the cover of the night. And in less than half an hour the place where Rainer had once been employed would be

  closing for the day, and perhaps for the week-end. Martineau remembered the name of the firm. He consulted the local telephone directory, and dialed a number. He spoke to the manager of the firm

  and made an appointment, then he rang for a car.




  He went out into the main C.I.D. office, where Detective Sergeant Devery was waiting for him. The sergeant’s smile of greeting was genuine. “Are we off now, sir?” he asked, as

  eager for the chase as a young foxhound.




  Martineau nodded, and walked toward the main entrance. Devery matched his long stride with ease. He was equally tall, and ten years younger. He was also, in a manner of speaking, ten years more

  agile, and though not so heavily muscled as his companion he could still be described as a formidable man. On the very rare occasions when masculine beauty was the parade room topic, other

  policemen had to admit that Devery was a good-looking fellow, because their wives had told them so. The wives spoke freely on this matter because Devery was a bachelor, no woman’s property

  and therefore a legitimate subject for speculative discussion.




  A plain C.I.D. car was waiting outside the main entrance. “You drive,” said Martineau to Devery. “Maracaybo Street, down by the docks.”




  The manager of the Moderna Marine Engineering Company could not answer Martineau’s question, but he found a reluctant foreman who could. “Now Andrew,” he

  said. “You’ve got to help the police in this matter. Rainer is a menace while he’s at large. He’ll be desperate. He’ll trample on anybody who gets in his

  way.”




  “I realize that, Mr. Brady,” said Andrew without enthusiasm. “I’ll help if I can.”




  “How did Rainer get on with his mates when he worked here?” Martineau wanted to know.




  “He got on all right. He was a bit moody, like, but he weren’t a bad lad.”




  “Was he particularly friendly with any of them?”




  Andrew hesitated, then he said: “Two of ’em were real pals of his. The three of ’em used to go about together. At nights, I mean, when they weren’t working.”




  “Do those two work here now?”




  “No, they both left.”




  “Why did they leave?”




  “They left as fellers do sometimes. Thinking they might do better with another firm, happen.”




  “Did they leave together?”




  “No. They went at different times.”




  “What are their names?”




  “One is called David Barber. He’s a tall, slim lad with light hair. He has light eyes too; blue or gray.”




  “Where does he live?”




  “With his parents. His father keeps a pub somewhere in Burnside.”




  “What is the name of the other man?”




  “Alan Clare.”




  “What’s he like?”




  “A medium sort of chap, well made. Just about the same size as Rainer, in fact. He has a darkish coloring and dark eyes.”




  “Where does he live?”




  “He lives somewhere in Burnside an’ all. Or at least he did do the last I heard.”




  “Thank you,” said Martineau. “It would be better for everyone, including yourself, if you kept absolutely quiet about this interview. See what I mean?”




  “Don’t fret yourself about that,” said Andrew with feeling. “I shall say nowt, at no time.”




  The manager nodded in dismissal, and the foreman went away. Martineau asked for the addresses of Barber and Clare, from the books. These were supplied. At the time of leaving the firm, Barber

  had been living at the Dog and Duck Inn, Jasmine Street, Burnside. Clare had been living in Carmarthen Street, Burnside.




  After a further expression of thanks, the two detectives made their departure. “Well, that’s a start at any rate,” said Devery, as they walked out of the building.




  “Yes,” Martineau agreed. “Now we can have those two discreetly watched. If Rainer tries to contact either of them, his name’s McCoy.” And as they got into the car

  he said: “Stop at a phone box.”




  Three minutes later he was passing on his information to Clay. The C.I.D. boss wrote down descriptions, and said: “Right, I’ll see to it. What are you going to do now?”




  “Parkhulme. The Grayson family.”




  “Very well. Keep in touch.”




  Devery did not need to be directed to the Grayson home. He knew the address, Thirlmere, 49 Avon Road, Parkhulme, Granchester. He also knew the house. A man called Herbert Shell had been killed

  there, by Guy Rainer, when all the family except Patricia Grayson were out. Devery could still remember seeing the body lying in its own blood on the front room carpet. He wondered if that memory

  still troubled the Graysons in their home.




  Avon Road was a wide suburban bypass. On one side of it the land was only partly developed, on the other side it was lined by neat, modern, semidetached houses. Across the road from the Grayson

  home, a new building was under construction. A big sign bearing the name of a well-known make of petrol indicated that when work was completed the building would be a filling station. Work was

  finished for the day, and the site was deserted. Martineau looked at it speculatively as he got out of the car, and he turned to look at it again after he had pressed the bell button on the front

  door of No. 49.




  Mrs. Grayson opened the door. She was a plump, middle-aged but still pretty woman with a face which showed her feelings as clearly as if she were putting them into words. When she saw the two

  policemen her face showed fear.




  “Mr. Martineau!” she said. “What brings you? Has something happened? Is it Pat? Is it Dad?”




  Martineau smiled. “Neither, as far as I know,” he said. “You haven’t seen an evening paper, then?”




  She moved the door a little and looked behind it. “No, it’s here,” she said. She stooped to pick up the paper. “What is there? What’s happened?”




  “Guy Rainer has got out of jail.”




  “Oh!” Her hand went to her mouth. The mouth was open in horrified surprise. “What will he do if he sees Pat?”




  “Run away, probably. I wouldn’t worry too much about Pat. That isn’t the reason why I want to see her.”




  “She’ll be home any minute. Will you come in? Dad is out too. Will he be all right? Would Guy hurt him?”




  “He has no reason to,” said Martineau, as he stepped hat in hand through the doorway. “You worry too much, Mrs. Grayson.”




  She went ahead of the two policemen, leaving Devery to close the door. “Sheila,” she called as she entered the living room. “Guy Rainer has escaped!”




  Martineau was on her heels. He saw the younger Grayson girl, whom he had not seen for four years. She was a handsome, fair-haired girl; a schoolteacher, he remembered. Now she would be

  twenty-two or twenty-three years of age, he thought. While he made that guess he watched her reaction to the news.




  She put a hand to her throat. She lost color. That was natural, he supposed. But there was a sudden glint in her eyes which he could not quite understand. It looked almost like excitement or

  triumph. Then it faded, and was replaced by unmistakable dismay. He waited to hear what she would say.




  “Oh, the fool!” she cried. “The utter, utter fool! Now he’ll lose his remission and everything.”




  “Serve him right,” said Mrs. Grayson. “Frightening everybody to death.”




  The girl made no reply to that. She appeared to have regained control of her feelings. And Mrs. Grayson, after her meaningless outburst, remembered the conventions of hospitality. “Do sit

  down,” she said to the visitors. “Would you like a cup of tea?”




  Martineau declined the offer of tea. He said: “I wonder if either of you could give me some information about Rainer. I’m trying to find out who his friends were.”




  “We’ll help if we can, won’t we, Sheila?” said Mrs. Grayson.




  Sheila smiled faintly, and remained silent. The silence was noticed. Martineau said: “He’ll be caught sooner or later. For his own sake it had better be sooner.”




  “My word, yes,” Mrs. Grayson agreed. “The sooner the better.”




  “Who were his friends?” Martineau persisted gently.




  “Eeh, now then,” said Mrs. Grayson, deep in thought. “There were two of them. The Three Musketeers Pat used to call them. She was a bit jealous, I think, the way girls are

  sometimes. She didn’t want Guy to have friends. Now what did they call them, Sheila?”




  “I don’t know,” said Sheila.




  “Of course you do. One of them, his father kept a pub. Eeh, what was his name?”




  Nobody mentioned the name. Martineau asked: “Were there any other friends, besides those two?”




  “Not that I ever heard tell of, but Sheila will know.”




  “I don’t know,” said Sheila. “Guy was engaged to Pat, not me.”




  Mrs. Grayson stared at her daughter in surprise, but she did not argue against the blank denial. “Well,” she said helplessly. “We’ll just have to wait till Pat comes

  home. Are you sure you won’t have a drink of tea, Mr. Martineau?”




  “Since I’m waiting, a cup of tea would be very nice,” the chief inspector said, and the good lady bustled away to the kitchen.




  The tea had been drunk and a cigarette smoked before Patricia Grayson arrived. She entered breezily, slamming doors with careless vigor. She was a big, redheaded girl of startling attractions.

  Her vivid personality was shown by her every look and action. The sight of the two detectives rising to their feet kindled green fire in her eyes.




  “Yes, I’ve heard,” she said aggressively to Martineau. “I don’t see that it’s any reason for you to be here. Why the hell should we have to be dragged into

  everything?”




  Martineau understood her perfectly. Once she had been a naughty girl. She might still be a naughty girl. Her unfaithfulness to Guy Rainer had led to a young man’s death. She still lived in

  the street where that had happened, and she lived in defiant contempt of gossips. She held her head high. If she suffered, she did not show it.




  “Take it easy,” he said with a smile. “I’m just making a routine inquiry. Nobody is going to drag you into anything.”




  “I’ll damn well make sure they don’t. What do you want?”




  “Rainer will have to get food, money and clothes. He might do that by robbery, or he might seek the help of friends.”




  “You don’t think anybody in this house would help him, do you?”




  “No. But you might help me. Who were his friends?”




  “Alan Clare and David Barber.”




  “Any other close friends?”




  “Not that I know of.”




  “H’m. He has no brother or sister, but what about other relations? Was he particularly fond of a cousin or an uncle?”




  “No. They weren’t that sort of a family. They didn’t bother with relations. At least, Guy didn’t.”




  “Thank you,” said Martineau. He was silent for a moment, then he said: “This question may be a waste of time, but I must ask it. Was he friendly with any other girl? Is there

  any woman who might help him?”




  “Only his mother,” said Pat drily.




  Martineau picked up his hat. “I don’t think you’ll be troubled again,” he said, then he and Devery made their departure.




  Outside, he looked again at the half-built filling station. “A man could watch the house from there,” he said. “Let’s have a look round.”




  The two men searched the building site, then returned to their car. “Telephone,” said Martineau as he climbed in.




  From the nearest public kiosk he again spoke to Clay. “The Grayson family told me what I knew already,” he reported. “I think we ought to have a man watching the

  house.”




  “Never mind that now,” said Clay unexpectedly. “I’m putting you on another job.”




  “But I was going over to Burnside to—”




  “You’re going to Burnside all right, but you can forget Guy Rainer. There’s a nine-year-old girl missing. Her name is Desiree Kegan. Does that ring a bell?”




  “No.”




  “Never mind, it will in a minute. Got your book handy? Right, here’s the description. Desiree Kegan, nine years, medium size for age, plump but not fat, dark hair, brown eyes, rosy

  cheeks. Wearing blue school coat, tan beret, tan shoes and white socks. The address is 28 Mold Street, off Wales Road somewhere. A P.C. 942 Vincent got the complaint from the kid’s mother.

  She’s two hours overdue from school. The division has taken over the general search, but I’m putting you on to work independently until the child is found. You see, there are one or two

  funny angles to this. The parents don’t live together, and the father wants custody and hasn’t got it. He once actually snatched the child, and had to give her up. If he’s

  snatched her again, our part of the job should be easy, but there’s another side of the story which I don’t like at all. Do you remember reading in the paper, a few weeks ago, about a

  little girl in Burnside winning a thousand pounds with a Premium Bond which somebody had bought her for her birthday?”




  “I remember something about it,” said Martineau.




  “Well, Desiree Kegan is that girl. If the worst happens to her, she represents a thousand nicker to her next of kin, namely her parents. A thousand is a lot of money in Burnside. Anything

  might have happened. That’s why I want you nosing into the job, whether the div likes it or not.”




  “Very good, sir. While I’m looking for the kid I can keep one eye and one ear cocked for Rainer.”




  “The primary job is the child,” came the harsh dictum from the other end of the line.




  “Yessir. Has the father been interviewed yet?”




  “No. That’s for you.”




  “I’d better see the father first, I think. Where does he live?”




  





  Chapter Two




  THE district of Burnside was roughly a mile square, and its innermost fringe was about a mile from the city’s center. It was a place of mills,

  factories, foundries and engineering works. In residential terms it was called “working class,” and most of its houses were small, and old without the attraction of antiquity. They

  stood in rows, all more or less alike; smoke-darkened, slate-roofed brick boxes, with tiny back yards and front doors opening straight onto the street. Burnside was not far from Granchester’s

  inland port, and from some of its longer streets the masts and superstructures of big ships could be seen. Being near to the docks, it had a considerable colored population. Sikhs, Lascars,

  Levantines and Chinese were commonly seen in its byways, and there were also many Jamaican and Nigerian immigrants. Sometimes these people made work for the police, but they made not half so much

  work as the native Burnsiders, whose English blood was strongly laced with Irish and Welsh. English-Irish-Welsh can be a very potent mixture. In many parts of Burnside the policemen patrolled in

  pairs.




  In Burnside also there were small neighborhoods and groups of streets which were “respectable.” Martineau happened to be aware that in Mold Street, where Desiree Kegan lived, there

  were scrubbed doorsteps, clean windows and clean curtains, and the inhabitants were not in the habit of fighting with either friends or strangers.




  But seven or eight hundred yards of busy Wales Road had to be traversed between Mold Street and Collier Street, where Desiree’s father now resided. At twenty minutes past six on that fine

  Friday evening Wales Road was thick with people and traffic. The two detectives rode along beside a curb thronged with women finishing the day’s or the week-end’s shopping, it being

  understood that this vital business included window gazing and gossiping in groups. The pubs and shops stood cheek by jowl as it were, their close opposing lines broken only in one place by a small

  public park. As Eden Street was approached there was a noticeable deterioration in the appearance of both the shops and the houses along the side streets. The roughest part of Burnside was on the

  right of the crossroads where Holly Road and Eden Street joined Wales Road. In short, Eden Street was the roughest part.




  The two men went along Eden Street to Collier Street, where they saw dirty windows, dirty doorsteps and dirty curtains. The street was shrill with unwashed children. Thin mongrels and thinner

  cats slunk about. Smells emanated from open doorways. Slatternly women sat on doorsteps, and looked at the two obvious detectives with not unfriendly eyes.




  Two middle-aged women sat together. They looked as if they had lived in Collier Street for a long time. Martineau spoke to them through the open window of the car. “John Kegan. Which is

  his house?”




  One of the women moved her head. “Next door but one,” she said.




  “Have you seen him at all this afternoon?”




  Both women shook their heads. This might have meant that they had not seen Kegan, or it might have meant that they refused to give any more information. Devery drove on to next door but one.




  The door of the house was wide-open. There was no sound from within. Martineau tapped on the door. “Come in, whoever you are,” a man called. The two policemen entered the house.




  From the front door they stepped straight into the living room. It was an untidy room. There was a big square table in the middle of it, and the tablecloth was a grease-spotted newspaper. The

  rest of the room’s furniture—armchairs, settee, sideboard—was comparatively fine; cheap modern stuff only a few years old.




  A man and a woman sat at the table, eating fish and chips. A year-old child sat on the thin hearthrug. Wearing nothing but a short singlet he was visibly of the male sex, and he was making his

  face greasy with a chip.




  The man was of medium height and build. He was about thirty-five years of age, swarthy and handsome, but he had the fanatical look of a man with noisy and unshakable opinions. He looked strong

  and virile in his working clothes—soiled blue overalls and an open-necked sweater.




  The woman was ten years younger; palpably in her prime. She was dark-haired, as sleek as an otter. She had a brown-eyed stare and a mouth like a scarlet smear on a pale oval face, and there was

  no doubt that she had a shape. Young Devery’s glance swung to hers like a needle to the north. He was slightly incredulous. She was wearing an old house dress, but he could easily imagine

  what she would look like when she was dressed to appear in public.




  “Mr. Kegan?” Martineau asked. “John Kegan?”




  “That’s me,” said the man: not hostile, but ready to be.




  Martineau introduced himself and Devery. The man nodded. “I knew you were police,” he said. “What do you want? I don’t owe anything.”




  “On account of what?” Martineau queried. “We’re not bailiffs.”




  “On account of maintenance money. I don’t pay it any more. Not since my wife got herself a cock lodger.”




  “I’m not concerned with that. I’m making inquiries about your daughter Desiree. Have you seen her today?”




  Kegan put down his knife and fork. He pushed back his chair and rose to his feet. The woman stared at him without expression. The child held out its mangled bit of greasy potato to him and made

  noises.




  “Are you trying to tell me something’s happened to Dessie?” he wanted to know.




  “She hasn’t arrived home from school,” said Martineau.




  Kegan turned pale, but he kept his emotions under control. “So you’ve come here for her, is that it?” he asked.




  “Your wife seemed to think that she might be here.”




  “Not this time. The next time I take Dessie it’ll be legal. I haven’t seen her since Tuesday. Search the house if you don’t believe me, but make it snappy. We’ve

  got to get cracking. We don’t want to be fooling around in here while my kid is missing.”




  “Do you mind if we look upstairs?”




  “No. Go on. Get on with it.”




  Martineau nodded to Devery, who began to make a quick search of the house. Kegan resumed his seat at the table. He picked up his knife and fork, then he put them down and pushed his plate away.

  He looked straight ahead with unfocused gaze.




  “By God,” he said somberly. “If Lucy has let any harm come to my kid, I’ll throttle her.”




  John Kegan’s idea of setting out in search of his daughter was to go straight to her home in Mold Street. “I’ll begin there,” he said.

  “I’ll get to know the facts for a start off.”




  “You know the facts already,” said Martineau, who suspected that the man intended to make trouble.




  “You’re the police, you’ll do it your way. I’ll do my way,” was the stubborn reply.




  The inspector reflected that if there were going to be a few home truths spoken, he might as well hear them. “I’ll go with you,” he said. “Just to see if there’s

  anything new. We’ll go on foot. The sergeant will bring the car.”




  During the ten-minute walk, Kegan talked. “I shoulda had my little Dessie all along,” he complained. “But my wife got the custody, on account of I’d left her and gone to

  live with another woman. I did snatch her once—if you can call it snatching a child what’s willing to come with you—but the wife came with the police and I had to give her

  back.”




  “You said she was willing,” Martineau interposed. “Do you think she would be willing to go anywhere with a stranger? Or someone she knew only slightly?”




  “You mean be led away?” Kegan’s frown of worry deepened. “I shouldn’t think so. I hope not.” He made a sudden, impatient gesture. “I shoulda had her.

  I’da looked after her a lot better. And I will have her, legal. I’m saving up to hire a barrister. Since Lucy took Sam Jolly to live with her, she has no more right to the kid

  than I have.”




  “Who is Sam Jolly?”




  “He’s a half-inch bookie. Oh, legitimate, I suppose. He has a bit of a wood hut with a telephone and a tape machine.”




  “No runners?”




  “You’d better ask him. I’m no copper’s nark.”




  Martineau reflected that a small-time bookmaker in that district would have difficulty in staying in business unless he employed runners to collect ready-money bets in factories and pubs, and on

  street corners. Probably most of the bets which Jolly took were illegal, but that did not matter. It was irrelevant to the job in hand.




  “And this Sam Jolly actually lives with your wife, you say?” he asked.




  “He reckons to be only a lodger. Ha! There’s only two bedrooms. You can’t tell me he don’t sleep with her.”




  “How long has he lived there?”




  “A twelvemonth, happen.”




  “And how long since you left your wife?”




  “Four year.”




  So, the policeman thought, Mrs. Kegan had lived a grass widow’s life for three years before she had taken a “lodger.” It would hardly be comfortable living, with a child to

  support and little enough money coming from her husband. Perhaps she had waited three years for him to return. According to the standards of Burnside, that was too long for any woman to wait. Her

  neighbors would not blame her for taking another man. But why hadn’t she got a divorce? Probably she had let the matter slide until she became friendly with Jolly, and that was that. Some

  people had the damnedest, slapdash, haphazard way of living.




  “Is Jolly married to somebody?” he asked.




  “Yes. Parted from his wife. No kids, though.”




  Martineau nodded. It was just as he had thought. What a carry-on!




  “Have you lived in Collier Street for four years, then?” he asked.




  Kegan looked up at him. “What’s this, my life history you’re wanting?”




  “Just background. You’re Dessie’s father, you know.”




  “Let’s find the kid first, and then write the biography.”




  “I’m saving time by getting it now. What is the name of the girl you live with?”




  “Rosa. Rosa Vizard.”




  “Is she married too?”




  “Yes. Her husband’s a dead loss. He’s been in the loony bin.”




  “Really!” Martineau was interested. “Was he certified?”




  “No, persuaded. Voluntary patient.”




  “Who persuaded him? His wife?”




  “How do I know?” Kegan snarled. “His doctor, I suppose.”




  “Were you friendly with his wife at the time?”




  “Well, I knew her.”




  “Did that worry him?”




  “I don’t know what his worries were.”




  “H’m. Have you lived with Mrs. Vizard the whole four years since you left your wife?”




  “Yes.”




  “So the baby on the hearthrug is hers and yours?”




  “Yes.”




  “Any other children?”




  “No.”




  “Where did Mrs. Vizard live before she went to live with you?”




  “Same place as she lives now.”




  “I see. You moved in with her. Was that while her husband was in the mental home?”




  “Yes,” was the reluctant answer.




  “My word, I’ll bet that did him a lot of good.”




  “It didn’t do him no harm. He got better, didn’t he? He’s out now. Been out two or three years.”




  “Was there any trouble when he came out and found you living with his wife?”




  “Trouble? With that whippersnapper? I could break him up for firewood.”




  “Where is he living now?”




  “What’s that got to do with anything?”




  “I’m asking you.”




  Kegan scowled, then stopped as an idea struck him. “Do you think that little drip could have hurt Dessie? To get his own back on me?”




  Martineau shook his head. “You said it, I didn’t. Do you think he’s a man who would do that?”




  “A man who’s been in the hatch is liable to do owt. You should know that.”




  It was not much of an answer, but Martineau let it go. “What is Vizard’s full name?”




  “Albert. If he has a middle name I never heard of it. If he’s hurt a hair of my kiddie’s head, I’ll paralyze him.”




  “Where does he live?”




  “With his sister, in Flint Street.”




  Martineau nodded. He knew where Flint Street was. He had by no means finished with Kegan, but he let the man go the rest of the way without further questioning. He did not yet want to mention

  the matter of Dessie’s thousand pounds. That could be discussed later, when he had more knowledge of the people with whom he was dealing.




  When they reached Mold Street, where Devery was already waiting beside the car, Kegan led the way to the open door of his wife’s home. He would have walked into the house without knocking

  if Martineau had not put out a hand to stop him. Martineau knocked, and the woman he guessed to be Lucy Kegan was at the door in an instant.




  She was perhaps thirty years of age, neither pretty nor plain, with a small, neat figure, brown hair and blue eyes. Her hair, while not dressed in the height of fashion, was glossy and well

  kept. The dress she wore was ordinary but becoming. Her eyes were puffy and reddened, and when she saw that the knock on the door did not mean that her child was being restored to her, it seemed

  that her tears would start again.




  Martineau announced his rank and name. “You are Mrs. Kegan?” he asked.




  She nodded, but she was looking at her husband. The question in her glance was met by an accusing glare.




  “Did he have her?” she wanted to know.




  “Apparently not,” Martineau said.




  “Oh, dear!” The tears came. She turned and ran back into the house. Her estranged husband’s face did not soften in sympathy. The hard, intolerant scowl remained.




  Martineau stepped into the doorway. “May we come in?” he called.




  “Sure, come in,” came the answer in a deep masculine voice.




  The three men entered. The room was moderately well furnished, and it had the usual square table in the middle. The table was bare except for a spotless white cloth, which may have been laid in

  preparation for tea before Dessie became overdue from school. Lucy Kegan now sat at the table, with her elbows upon it and her face covered by her hands. In an armchair near the hearth, facing the

  window, sat a short, plump, thin-faced, sallow man, with sleek black hair and a wisp of black mustache. A cigarette hung so naturally from a corner of his mouth that it looked as if it might have

  grown there.




  “Good evening,” this man said, without rising. “Find yourself a chair. She’ll be able to talk to you in a minute.”




  The two policemen sat down. Kegan remained standing. “You’ve found yourself a chair, at any rate,” he said to the sallow man with dislike.




  “I know when I’m well off. You never did,” the man replied calmly. He gazed up without fear at Kegan.




  “Does she know she’s well off?” Kegan gibed.




  “Sure she does. She’s better off now than she was when you were around.”




  “Oh, don’t start a row,” the woman said suddenly, sitting up and drying her eyes. “We have enough trouble.”




  Neither of the men appeared to have heard her. They were watching each other. Kegan was tense. He seemed to be angry enough to swing into action. The other man merely shifted his cigarette with

  an imperceptible movement of his lips. Now the cigarette was cocked upward at a subtly insolent angle, and a small cloud of smoke was blown toward Kegan.




  “Stop it, I tell you!” the overwrought woman cried in sudden anger, and Kegan turned to her.




  “Why didn’t you go to meet Dessie from school?” he demanded. “That’s what you shoulda done every day.”




  “Steady,” said Martineau. “Easy now.”




  But the woman was answering her husband. “Don’t you try to make out our Dessie hasn’t been looked after,” she said with spirit. “She had strict instructions to come

  home every day with Mary Hartley and Annie Steele.”




  “And did she keep to those instructions?”




  “She hasn’t been doing, lately. But I didn’t know.”




  “There you are, you see. She needs a father’s care. If I’d been looking after her she’da done as she was told.”

OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
MAURIGE
PROCTER

KILLER AT LARGE

‘Maurice Procter is a born storyteller’
Sunday Times






OEBPS/html/docimages/blue.png





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





