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  Chapter One




  ‘THIS is going to be a real comic job,’ Detective Chief Inspector Martineau said bitterly, as he looked at the two bodies on the ground.

  ‘Nobody is going to come shouting the odds about these characters.’




  The bodies had been men in their early thirties, above medium height and strongly built. Their clothes were good, but in style and hue not quite in good taste. Both men had been shot. Each of

  them still had a short, leather-covered club attached to his right wrist by a thong. They were lying some eight yards apart.




  The police surgeon of the division was on his knees beside one of the bodies. He stood up and turned to Martineau. ‘This one has had his head battered and his knuckles rapped, but not

  seriously,’ he said. ‘I think we’ll find that bullets were the cause of death in both cases. Do you know this fellow?’




  ‘Bert Kaplan,’ the policeman growled, looking down at the body without pity. ‘And the other one is Joe Ray. A couple of deadlegs.’




  ‘Dead is the word,’ said the doctor as he turned away. ‘I’ll see them later.’




  Martineau stood watching his subordinates doing routine work with cameras and tape measures. He was a big, strong man, one of the most formidable of a thousand big men in the Granchester police.

  He wore a good suit of darkish grey, and, perplexed, he had pushed his hat to the back of his head. A sodium light overhead made his strong, not unhandsome face seem more than usually forbidding,

  and it showed his hair to be so blond that the grey in it could hardly be discerned even in daylight.




  He looked up and down the wide, brightly-lit street, which was deserted except for the group of detectives, and empty of traffic except for police cars. He looked at the second-rate shops with

  the glimmering windows of dingy offices above them. He thought of the little side streets which were so busy in the daytime, with offices, workshops, warehouses and small factories all

  higgledy-piggledy, solid businesses and struggling, shaky concerns mixed up anyhow. The side streets would be excellent avenues of escape for a slinking murderer who knew his way, with not a soul

  to see him go, and no residents to be awakened by the sound of his shots. A real comic job.




  Detective Sergeant Devery approached. He was as tall as the chief inspector, but younger and slimmer. A cruiserweight. It had been said in the past, by men since proved to be wrong, that Devery

  was much too handsome to make a good policeman.




  ‘Well, sir,’ he asked. ‘Do we go and do the obvious?’




  ‘See Costello, you mean? He’ll be having a party with a popsie.’




  ‘While somebody strews the streets with the bodies of his boys?’




  ‘I’m betting he doesn’t know about this do yet. If I could get it quick, I’d like to have something to work on when I talk to him.’




  They were joined by the motor patrol officer who had discovered the bodies. ‘Headquarters would like to speak to you, sir,’ he said to Martineau.




  The detective went to sit in the car. He announced himself. ‘Yes, sir, one moment,’ said the disembodied voice of Headquarters. Then: ‘Here it is. A phone call reporting the

  shooting in Burleigh Street. At twelve fifty-seven.’




  ‘One of our own men found the bodies at twelve forty-three.’




  ‘That is so, sir. I asked this man why he hadn’t reported the matter sooner, and he said that he hadn’t had the time.’




  ‘Oh, he did, did he? What’s his name?’




  ‘He declined to give name or address, sir.’




  ‘Mmmm. Where was he calling from?’




  ‘He refused to say. I made every effort to elicit the information.’




  ‘A public telephone box?’




  ‘Yes sir. I heard him press Button A.’




  ‘What did he give you?’




  ‘The time of the shooting, for a start. He said: “Twelve-thirty, as near as dammit”.’




  ‘That’s about right according to the vet. What else?’




  ‘He claimed to be an eye-witness. Briefly, sir, he said he saw two men chasing another man along Burleigh Street. The man who was being chased was carrying a brown fibre suitcase. When the

  others caught up with him he turned and shot them, and ran away. The witness said that it looked like a case of justifiable homicide.’




  ‘A what?’




  ‘A case of justifiable homicide.’




  ‘He used those actual words?’




  ‘Yes, sir. I asked how he knew that the suitcase was of fibre, and not leather. He did not reply immediately, then he said: “I’m sure it was fibre”. This is his

  description of the man with the gun: “A man in his twenties, of medium height, slim but nicely built, rather a lot of dark hair, dark trousers, a jerkin or jacket which looked like brown

  leather, probably crêpe-soled shoes because he made no sound when he was running, no hat”.’




  ‘Well, that’s something if it’s true. How did it seem to you?’




  ‘Hard to say, sir. He might be our man, throwing pepper at us.’




  ‘Only too likely. Anyway, I suppose you’ve put out the word on it?’




  ‘Yes. I kept asking the man questions, trying to detain him in the box till I could have him picked up, but he wouldn’t wear it. He hung up on me.’




  ‘Too bad. You did very well. This number to stand by,’ said Martineau, then he turned and spoke through the open window of the car to Devery: ‘So we’ve got a suspect, we

  hope.’




  The sergeant listened to the description of the young man in the leather jacket. ‘Never heard of him,’ he said.




  ‘Me neither,’ the senior man said. ‘Leather jacket. He won’t be wearing it any more.’




  ‘A medium sized lad with a lot of dark hair. There’s a million of ’em.’




  ‘I’m afraid so,’ Martineau sighed. ‘Come along, let’s go see Costello.’




  Dixie Costello lived in the middle of the town, in a flat above a restaurant he owned. It was a good restaurant, and a luxurious flat. When Martineau and Devery arrived there at twenty-five

  minutes past one, Costello’s white Rolls-Royce was standing outside his private entrance. There were lights in several rooms of the flat, and there was music too. Somebody was thumping a

  piano with verve, vigour and ability.




  Martineau pressed the bell button. He received no answer. He waited until the pianist came to the end of a popular chorus, then he pressed the bell insistently. Almost immediately the curtains

  were drawn back from a window, and Costello appeared. He opened the window, and looked down.




  ‘Who’s there?’ he demanded. ‘Whaddyer want?’




  ‘Police,’ Martineau replied. ‘A word with you, Dixie.’




  Costello was disgusted. ‘Coppers at this time of night! Come and see me in the morning.’




  ‘We’ll see you now. It’s important.’




  ‘It couldn’t be. What’s it about?’




  ‘Do you want me to shout it out?’




  ‘You can if you like. I’ve got nothing to hide. But wait a minute, I’ll let you in.’




  The policemen waited. ‘He seems half cut to me,’ Devery murmured.




  ‘Yes,’ his companion agreed. ‘But half cut he’s smarter than most fellows when they’re cold sober.’




  The street door was opened by a burly man of forty or so. He had a face which was both tough and sly. He was Ned Higgs, Costello’s right-hand man for many years.




  ‘Evening, Inspector,’ he said with a grin.




  ‘Lead on, or get out of the way,’ Martineau growled.




  The grin remained on the face of Higgs. ‘Dearie me, he’s cross tonight,’ he mocked as the callers followed him up the stairs.




  They entered a large room with furnishings which gave the impression of comfort and careless luxury. The doors of a well-filled liquor cabinet stood wide open. The air was heavy with the odour

  of cigar smoke.




  The girl who had been punishing the baby grand now reclined with an elbow upon it, and beside the elbow there was a spirit glass which had been generously filled. She was a tall, shapely redhead

  typical of Costello’s taste, and though she was very young she obviously was not recently from a convent, or any other ladies’ seminary. Her dress indicated that she had some taste but

  not much money. Therefore, it appeared, Dixie was not yet buying her clothes. She was a new girl and not yet a kept woman.




  Apparently, as far as she was concerned, the party was not spoiled by the arrival of two policemen. She smiled at them with muzzy alcoholic friendliness.




  Martineau glanced at the girl, nodded to Dixie, and turned to look at Higgs. The man’s presence in the flat at that time of night had some significance, he was sure. Higgs was not there

  for social reasons, not when Dixie had a new girl for company.




  ‘Are you the chaperone?’ he asked drily. ‘Or are you waiting for news?’




  ‘News of what?’ Dixie demanded.




  ‘News of success, of course. Good news.’




  ‘We’re always ready for good news, but we’ve never known a copper ever bring any.’




  ‘I hope that will always be true as far as you’re concerned, Dixie. But of course you weren’t waiting for the police, were you? You were waiting to hear how Kaplan and Ray had

  managed tonight.’




  ‘Bert and Joey? What they been up to?’ Dixie asked with just the right touch of nonchalant interest.




  Martineau was nonchalant too. He very carefully concealed his growing excitement. There had been no tremor in Dixie’s voice, but he had turned pale. Something had happened to make Dixie

  Costello turn pale!




  The detective studied him, seeing a broad but compactly built man of middle height; strong and obviously formidable. He was about the same age as Higgs but much better looking, and recently

  – since an increasing amount of legitimate business had put him occasionally into the company of men of breeding – he had learned to conceal some of his ineradicable vulgarity. Nowadays

  the clothes he wore were quietly elegant, and diamonds no longer flashed on his fingers and his tie. His rasping voice no longer needed to carry the unspoken threat of razor and knuckle-duster. A

  shadowy authority had been his for a long time now, and an air of command seemed to be natural to him. He looked all right, the detective thought. He looked all right considering that he was a man

  who would conspire to any villainy to increase his wealth.




  Martineau realized that he had prodded his man in a place where it hurt. The murder of two of his followers? That was something which might make him angry and vengeful: it would not make him

  lose colour. If he had had a hand in the killings, he might be perturbed if he thought that the police had evidence against him. But he would have to hear the evidence, and pretty conclusive

  evidence at that, before the ruddy glow of health and whisky faded from his cheeks. So what could it be? What could make Dixie Costello go white in a night? Material loss? Ah yes!




  Dixie had received a hint that the police had made contact somewhere with Kaplan and Ray. That had upset him. If he did not know that the two men were dead, he probably had reason to think that

  they were under arrest, and that their arrest involved him in a heavy material loss. Which meant that he thought the police now had something which he considered to be his, but which he could not

  or dared not legally claim. Drugs? Jewels? Money? Stolen property in some form?




  Something which could be carried in a fibre suitcase?




  If Headquarters’ anonymous informant was telling the truth, Dixie’s men had been shot while trying to rob somebody. In all probability they had been acting under Dixie’s

  orders. Not knowing that they had been killed, and assuming that they were under arrest, Dixie would suppose that they had been caught in the act of robbery. Would the mere thought of that make him

  turn pale, even if the intended booty had been extremely valuable? Martineau decided that it would not affect him at all. Dixie was a gambler. Heavy losses might make him look sick, but failure to

  win the other fellow’s money would not.




  Putting the thing the other way round, if Kaplan and Ray had been carrying something valuable, and the mere notion that the police had picked them up turned Dixie white, then the something would

  be stolen property, which Dixie would regard as his own as soon as it came into his possession. Its loss would be a real loss to him. So it could be that Mr. Anonymous had shot and robbed Kaplan

  and Ray, and was now for some reason of his own trying to sell the police a revised version of the crime. Mr. Anonymous might be a thief, a liar, and a murderer.




  So it seemed, but it was only a theory. And as a theory it had one great weakness. The weakness was in the fact itself, if it was a fact. Two of Dixie Costello’s men had been robbed of

  some of Dixie’s property. That was hard to believe. Dixie was in the habit of managing things better than that.




  ‘What were Kaplan and Ray doing for you tonight?’ Martineau asked, and then he immediately realized that he had made a mistake. Dixie’s colour returned. If the police did not

  know what Kaplan and Ray had been doing, then everything might yet be all right for Dixie.




  ‘They weren’t doing anything for me,’ he replied. ‘If they’ve got theirselves locked up, it’s their own funeral.’




  ‘How right you are. Have you had any new recruits to your mob lately?’




  ‘No. Things are quiet. And I don’t like that talk about a mob. All my business is above board.’




  ‘Oh sure. Haven’t you had any young fellow hanging around, hoping for a job?’




  ‘That happens all the time. Kids hang around.’




  ‘I don’t mean all the time. I mean in the last week or two.’




  ‘Well, I can’t bring anybody to mind.’




  ‘You might, when I tell you what it’s all about.’




  ‘I’m waiting for that. I thought I was going to have to wait all night.’




  ‘Kaplan and Ray are dead.’




  There was a small, meaningless cry from the girl. That was all. The faces of Costello and Higgs were so set in guarded immobility that they seemed not to have heard. There was silence, and then

  Martineau said drily: ‘An expression of sympathy is customary.’




  Dixie shrugged. ‘What happened?’ he asked quietly.




  ‘They were shot. In Burleigh Street. They both had knobkerries in their hands when they were found. That could have been arranged by the man who shot them, of course.’




  Dixie nodded. ‘Sure, a fake.’




  ‘Now will you tell me what they were doing for you?’




  ‘They weren’t doing anything for me. I’ve already told you that.’




  ‘You can tell me again, and I still won’t believe you. Give me the truth.’




  Dixie looked up to heaven, or at least to the ceiling, as if he would find patience there. He had taken his shocks and recovered his usual hard composure. He asked: ‘Any idea who did

  it?’




  ‘I was hoping you might tell me.’




  ‘How would I know? You’re supposed to be the detective, not me.’




  ‘Yes, but I’m not on the inside – yet.’




  ‘So you say. Then why ask me about this kid? The kid hanging around.’




  ‘That doesn’t put me on the inside. It may be a wrong tip, anyway.’




  ‘Tell me, and see if I can help.’




  ‘At this stage I couldn’t if I wanted to. I’m handicapped by my official position.’




  Dixie roared with laughter. ‘You’re handicapped!’ he jeered when he could speak. ‘Hell, your official position is all you’ve got. If you were working on a

  commission basis you’d starve.’




  Martineau had to grin. Dixie was amusing sometimes. ‘Let’s keep the chatter on the main subject, shall we?’ he suggested.




  ‘Sure, sure. Let’s see. You came here hoping I’d tell you who did a shooting job I know nothing about. So I can’t tell you.’




  ‘So?’




  ‘Well, I shall certainly make inquiries. I want to find that cowboy as much as you do. I can’t afford to have my friends seen off in bundles of two.’




  ‘That’s something I wanted to talk to you about. If you happen to find this fellow, I want him. In one piece, not carved up.’




  ‘You’re prehistoric. We’re not racecourse boys these days.’




  ‘Come off it. You’re not talking to the Daily News. I know every one of those roughriders of yours.’




  ‘They don’t use guns,’ said Dixie softly.




  ‘Not until now, they don’t. I’m warning you, Dixie. I think you know all about this job, already. I think you’ll start looking for one certain person as soon as

  I’ve turned my back. You can please yourself about that, but if there’s any unlicensed butchery, I’ll make you cry.’




  The boss mobster did not raise his voice. ‘Inspector,’ he said, ‘neither you, nor the sergeant there, nor your whole bloody police force can make Dixie Costello cry.’




  Martineau grinned. ‘Just one bobby will do it, Dixie,’ he said. ‘Just the single one.’




  





  Chapter Two




  DETECTIVE SUPERINTENDENT CLAY always started work at nine o’clock in the morning. Usually he went

  home at six, but sometimes at eight and sometimes at eleven, and occasionally at two in the morning. Nevertheless, he was always on duty at nine.




  Martineau, who had climbed into bed at four o’clock on the morning of the Burleigh Street killings, was also on duty at nine o’clock the same morning. He gave Clay five minutes to

  settle his thick, solid body at his desk, then he went to see him.




  Clay had a thick sheaf of crime reports in front of him, and he had already looked at the headings. ‘Ah, Martineau,’ he said. ‘Come in and sit down. You’ve got a job, I

  believe. There’s no report here.’




  ‘I was on it till three-thirty, sir.’




  Clay nodded. ‘All right. Tell me about it.’




  Martineau told him. ‘No surgeon’s report yet,’ he concluded.




  Again Clay nodded. ‘We know they’re dead, and that will do to be going on with,’ he said. ‘That’s two villains who’ll give us no more bother.’




  ‘They might give us a lot, before we’ve cleared the job.’




  ‘Troublesome alive and troublesome dead, eh? I don’t know. Costello might get things moving for us. He has his reputation to think of. Nobody is supposed to touch any of his

  mob.’




  ‘I’m tolerably certain that he knows more than we do. He didn’t really try to get any information from me, he only tried to find out how much I knew.’




  ‘You and Costello trying to pump each other is my definition of wasted energy. You did well to make him show anything at all. We can take a small chance on the theory that Kaplan and Ray

  were operating on his behalf and not on their own. We can also assume that there was some big stuff involved. The only big stuff which has disturbed my nights recently is the twenty thousand pounds

  from the Northern Counties Bank job. Inspector Pearson isn’t making much headway with that, though he’s trying hard enough in all conscience.’




  ‘Twenty thousand in new one-pound notes, not yet issued and all the numbers known? Would Costello touch anything like that?’




  ‘You know him as well as I do. Ask yourself, don’t ask me.’




  ‘He might have a channel for new money. So long as he didn’t have to touch anything with his own dirty fingers, he might have a bash at it.’




  ‘I can’t see Costello behind the bank job. If he stole so much money it wouldn’t be carried about the streets by two of his men. I see Costello as the man who tries to rob the

  bank robbers. That would be right up his street.’




  ‘So, as Mr. Anonymous tells us, Kaplan and Ray were trying to do a hold-up job when they were shot.’




  ‘That’s the way it looks to me.’




  Martineau pondered aloud. ‘The anonymous yarn about a fibre suitcase has given us all the idea that something of value was being carried by somebody. Also it provides a feasible motive or

  reason for the crime. We might be thinking exactly as someone intends us to think. The brown fibre suitcase might be entirely imaginary.’




  There was a knock on the door. ‘Come in,’ Clay called.




  The door was opened by one of the gaolers on duty. ‘There’s something here addressed to you, sir,’ he said. ‘I found it behind the main gate in the yard.’




  He was holding a battered suitcase, obviously made of cardboard or fibre, brown in colour. There was a tie-on label attached to the handle. He brought the case to the desk, and both the C.I.D.

  men read the writing on the label: ‘For Det. Supt. Clay. Evidence re the Burleigh Street shootings’.




  ‘Well, that beats cockfighting,’ said Clay. ‘When did you find this?’




  ‘Just a minute ago, sir. It can’t have been there long. Somebody would have seen it.’




  ‘I knew this was going to be a comic job,’ Martineau muttered, and the remark went unheeded.




  Clay was frowning in thought. ‘We’ll put up a notice, asking if any of the men have seen a suspicious-looking person near the gate,’ he said. ‘That’s all we can do

  in the way of immediate inquiry.’ He nodded to the gaoler. ‘Open that thing and see what’s inside.’




  The gaoler slipped the two catches on the case and raised the lid. ‘Empty, sir,’ he said. He closed the case, and at a further nod from the C.I.D. chief he withdrew.




  ‘Somebody knows who you are and what your job is, at any rate,’ Martineau observed.




  ‘Any ordinary local tea-leaf knows that.’




  ‘You can hardly call this client ordinary, or the job either. First we have an anonymous informer. Then we have, apparently, a murderer who supplies us with evidence. It’s

  barmy.’




  ‘He’s not going to be traced through his writing,’ said Clay, looking at the label. ‘Block letters and a ball-point pen.’




  ‘It might be a good idea if we looked at the actual report of the man who received the tip-off from Anonymous. The words “justifiable homicide” were used, I believe. That

  doesn’t sound like the language of the man in the street.’




  Clay spoke on the internal line, and the report, which would later be the second item in the Burleigh Street file, was brought to him. He and Martineau perused it. There was no more direct

  information in it than had been given to Martineau on the telephone, but there were verbatim phrases which interested him. ‘Look at this,’ he said. ‘ “I wish to report a

  shooting affray in Burleigh Road!” ’




  ‘I’m with you,’ said Clay. ‘See here, when he was asked for his name. “I prefer to remain anonymous.” ’




  ‘And here, when our man tried to detain him in argument. “You’ve got your information and your suspect, you don’t need my evidence yet. You’re not going to clear

  the job in five minutes.” ’




  ‘It’s proper police jargon. He was excited or nervous, and he gave himself away. He doesn’t talk like a crook, he talks like a policeman.’




  ‘A policeman or an ex.’




  ‘Either way, we’ve got a chance of finding him. I’ll make every man in the force prove where he was at the time of the shooting. Anybody who can’t satisfy me is in for a

  warm session.’




  ‘This man talks as if he might come forward when we really need him. A serving officer wouldn’t do that, after he’d refused to give his name in the first place. He’d know

  he’d get the sack for that.’




  ‘How about a policeman on pension?’




  ‘Possible. But bobbies on pension don’t make a practice of acting the goat. A pension can be forfeited. My fancy is an ex-policeman with no pension to lose. He’s drawn his

  superannuation contributions and he’s clear. Neither the police authorities nor the Home Office can touch him until he actually breaks the law.’




  ‘Why is he behaving in this damn silly way? A man who has been a policeman! It’s downright disloyal.’




  ‘Happen we’ll understand his motives when we’ve talked to him. First, let’s find him.’




  ‘All right. You go to work on the ex-policemen. I’ll attend to serving men and pensioners. Also, I’ll set Sergeant Bird to work on this suitcase, and then it can go to the

  laboratory. We’ll see if it can tell us any sort of a story.’




  ‘Last night it would have told us the story. I wonder who has the contents. That seems like the biggest puzzle of the whole business. A man carrying something valuable in a suitcase. He

  shoots two men to keep the stuff. So it doesn’t look as if anybody can have taken it away from him. Then the case arrives here. If it is the case. The thing doesn’t make sense.

  And furthermore there’s been nothing yet to compel me to believe anything except the bare fact that Bert Kaplan and Joe Ray have shuffled off this mortal coil.’




  Clay grinned. ‘You know what to do,’ he said. ‘Get busy.’




  After a busy day, which would probably be followed by a busy evening, Martineau and Devery went across the street for a glass of beer. On the way Devery bought a local

  newspaper, the Evening Guardian. He tucked the paper unopened under his arm, and it was still unopened when he took the first drink of his second beer. He expected that it would contain news

  of murder coupled with his own name and Martineau’s, but he was in no hurry to read.




  He was soon made anxious to read. A man farther along the bar spoke to the barmaid. ‘I say, Carrie. Somebody in Granchester has found ten thousand quid in the street.’




  The two policemen turned quickly. The man was holding an Evening Guardian. Martineau started towards him, then stopped when Devery began to open his own paper. Both men peered at the

  double page of small advertisements. ‘There it is,’ said Martineau, putting a large forefinger on the ‘Found’ column.




  It had been said of the Evening Guardian that it would announce the end of the world with quarter-inch headlines. On this occasion the tradition was maintained. Calmly, tongue in cheek,

  knowing that he had a sensation which would make the newspapers of the land shout their questions in large type, the editor had taken the opportunity to chalk up one more anecdote about his own and

  his paper’s imperturbability. Upon his instructions the advertisement had been given no more prominence than the announcements concerning gloves, umbrellas, dogs, kittens and spare wheels

  which surrounded it. The item was brief: ‘FOUND in a Granchester street early this morning, ten thousand (10,000) pounds in notes. Claimant will be required to name form of parcel,

  denominations of notes, place, time and circumstances in which they were lost. Apply Box G96, or any police station.’




  ‘Any police station,’ Martineau breathed. ‘The nerve of the man!’




  ‘It’s a dodge,’ said Devery. ‘The man who has the money wants to give the impression that the police have it. He’ll feel safer that way.’




  ‘He’ll feel safer still in clink.’




  ‘On what charge? If he wanted to steal the money, all he had to do was sit tight and say nothing.’




  ‘Where’s a phone?’ Martineau snarled. ‘I see Butler’s fine Italian hand in this. I want to know if he’s still on the premises.’




  By a telephone call to the Evening Guardian offices he learned that Mr. Butler, the News Editor, was still there. ‘Tell him not to go home,’ Martineau rasped.

  ‘I’ll be with him in five minutes.’




  Butler was in his office. Grinning, he rose to meet a fuming Martineau and a serious Devery. He shook hands cordially. ‘Sit down, gentlemen,’ he said. ‘We knew there would be a

  visit from the police, and I volunteered to stay and bear the brunt of it.’




  ‘Why didn’t you let us know as soon as the advert came in?’ Martineau demanded.




  ‘I can think of no reason in favour of that, and one reason against it.’




  ‘Name it.’




  ‘We didn’t want to give the impression that we expected the police to go running around trying to trace the perpetrator of a hoax.’




  ‘That’s a nice line of chatter. I’ll grant you it could be a hoax. But it isn’t likely in view of recent events.’




  ‘Do you mean that this money – assuming that it has been found – has some connection with the murders in Burleigh Street last night?’




  Suddenly Martineau became cautious. ‘I can’t say anything about that, yet. But ten thousand pounds, man! You ought to have tipped us off.’




  ‘Did we have a legal obligation?’




  ‘No, I don’t think so. But there is supposed to be a bit of give and take between the police and the Press, isn’t there?’




  ‘What good would it have done you, to know?’




  ‘That’s something you never know, in police work. You can’t assess the value of information you didn’t get.’




  Butler became candid. ‘We talked it over and didn’t see how it would help, but I’ll admit we all wanted to keep it to ourselves till we’d made our scoop.’




  ‘Is it a scoop? Is there any chance that it will pass unnoticed by other newspapers?’




  ‘Good Lord, no! All our reporters are busy making lineage money, passing the news on to morning papers up and down the country. They’ll all have it tomorrow.’




  Martineau nodded gloomily. ‘I can see what will happen.’




  ‘But of course. You’ve got two first-class mysteries. The ace sensation-mongers of all the national newspapers will be here at the double, trying to link them together. You’ll

  find reporters floating in your morning tea.’




  ‘Very well. We’ll do what we can before they arrive. What time did the advert come in?’




  ‘The mid-morning post. The envelope was postmarked Granchester, seven-thirty. A one-pound note was enclosed with the letter, and instructions to give the change to a deserving charity.

  Here they are; envelope, letter, and banknote.’




  ‘One crafty client,’ the chief inspector muttered, taking the pieces of paper gingerly. ‘Signed “A. Walker”. Block letters again. Cheap paper and envelope. Can I

  borrow these?’




  ‘Certainly.’




  ‘There’ll be claims and begging letters from every fraud and scrounger in the north of England. One of those claims might be important. I’ll want to see the letters as soon as

  they come in.’




  ‘Over the dead bodies of the entire staff of the Evening Guardian. Those letters will be the property of the advertiser.’




  ‘We’ll see about that. In any case I would like to have two men in the office, out of sight. They can be given the griff as soon as anybody calls for the letters.’




  ‘I think we can agree to that. But it’s my opinion that nobody will call. I think we’ll receive a letter of instructions and a large, stamped-addressed envelope.’




  ‘That’s all the same. Our men can be shown the envelope.’




  ‘That’s fair enough, so long as they don’t try to get possession of it. Anything else?’




  ‘No,’ said Martineau, in a better mood now. ‘You can go home and have your tea, while I slave away through the night, making some more news for you to misinterpret.’




  ‘You don’t make news, you suppress it,’ was the good-humoured retort.




  Martineau and Devery walked the short distance back to Headquarters. Almost every group of people they passed seemed to be discussing the Evening Guardian. There was no

  doubt that the coincidence of a double murder in mysterious circumstances and a matter of ten thousand pounds without an owner would excite great public interest.




  ‘Well, how do you like it now?’ Martineau asked.




  ‘I think we should believe Mr. Anonymous,’ Devery replied without hesitation. ‘He gives us something to work on. Ten thousand pounds in a fibre suitcase, being carried through

  the streets. It wouldn’t be intended to carry it far. A few hundred yards from some place to a car.’




  ‘Yes. Now the fellows working the Burleigh Street district have something definite to look for, and maybe they’ve already found it without knowing it. At about twelve o’clock

  last night there was a meeting in some place around there. If we can find the place, we might be a bit nearer to knowing something. There might have been a meeting for the purpose of splitting the

  Northern Counties Bank plunder. Either Kaplan and Ray, or Leatherjacket got half the takings. Leatherjacket got it eventually, we know that.’




  ‘And then went crackers? Sent the suitcase to the police and advertised the money in the Press?’




  ‘You’ve got me there. But remember that both the suitcase and the advert might be fakes. They might be part of some deep dodge we haven’t fathomed yet. They might have been

  arranged by somebody who’s trying to shake down Leatherjacket. Let’s find that meeting place, and see if it gets us any nearer to the truth.’




  





  Chapter Three




  ON the day following the shooting of Kaplan and Ray, the area around the scene of the crime had been thoroughly covered by a team of detectives. But

  their inquiries had had the object of finding witnesses, finding persons who had seen or heard anything or anybody to make them suspicious, and seeking evidence generally. On the morning following

  that day of toil Martineau called the men before him. There were six detectives, of whom one was a sergeant.




  ‘Now,’ said the chief inspector. ‘You had a good look round yesterday. Did you all have a separate area to work?’




  ‘All except me,’ said the sergeant. ‘I went from man to man, seeing how they were getting on.’




  ‘Very good. Today each man will take the area he had yesterday, and the sergeant will sit in the office with the Post Office Directory under his nose. The object is to find a place where

  there was a divvy-up of plunder a little while before the Burleigh Street job. The place could have been the office of some fly-by-night concern which hasn’t been in existence a month. Do you

  get the idea? The sergeant will fix you up with times to ring in. Any place which doesn’t seem solid, any place you aren’t quite certain about, you’ll put them on your list.

  You’ll ring them in. The sergeant will look them up in the directory. Sergeant, by three o’clock this afternoon I expect you to give me a list of all the little businesses around

  Burleigh Street which are not in the directory. Meaning that they haven’t been there long enough to get in the directory. Is everything understood?’
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