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  I. THESE ARTISTS!




  POLICE-CONSTABLE JOHN BRAGG was an ambitious young man who intended to rise to

  the highest rank in the Force—Superintendent at least, possibly even Chief Constable. Above that, of course, in the Metropolitan Police Force, there was still this prejudice about bringing in

  outsiders—soldiers and such like. Bragg knew that to achieve his dearest wish he must not only be a reliable and brave policeman, he must also be an astute detective. At present he was in the

  uniformed branch (B Division, Chelsea), and competition for the C.I.D. was keen, but a constable who displayed unusual powers of observation was sure to get in. Systematically Bragg set himself to

  develop those powers; at present they were, he realised, little more than embryonic, but by persistent practice they would develop until his superiors could not fail to notice them.




  As he strolled home on completion of a tour of patrol duty on the afternoon of 8th May, 1935, he was following out his principle: Notice and Remember. This was better practice than anything he

  did on duty, as then he had to take copious notes in case they were wanted as evidence, and Bragg knew that there is no deadlier enemy of memory than a note-book. Off duty, however, he took no

  notes, he Noticed and Remembered. For instance, outside an artists’ colourman’s in the King’s Road stood a low-lying, powerful car, two bucket seats, two minute wind-screens,

  bonnet strapped down—one of these Brooklands aces, no doubt, though it was odd to find it outside an artists’ colourman’s. Arda-Rienzi, registration number AWXZ 54, licensed for

  the quarter only . . . . Bragg noticed these facts; for the rest of the evening he would put them out of his mind, but to-morrow morning as he shaved he would recite them, together with the other

  facts noticed on his way home.




  Partly from curiosity he looked into the pigeon-hole in the dash-board and was surprised to see a woman’s vanity bag squeezed in together with a small pair of high-heeled shoes. On the

  driver’s side, so presumably belonging to the driver. Not a Brooklands ace after all, then—but there, women were in every game now, more’s the pity, thought Bragg.




  Turning down a side-street the young constable found plenty to attract and distract him; a chimney in No. 35 was smoking, No. 42 had a Carter Paterson sign in the window, the front door of 60

  was being painted. Now he was in the region of big studios; the first to catch his eye was the property, he knew, of Frank Franks, the celebrated sculptor, whose groups and portrait busts

  fascinated the few and revolted the many, but from whichever cause were always in the public eye. At the moment controversy raged round the commissioning of Franks to do the National memorial to a

  great soldier. However, that was not Bragg’s business; he knew the studio, with its huge north light and towering blank wall broken only by one small window. At the moment that window was

  clouded with condensed steam; no doubt a bathroom and the artist, contrary to popular belief, having a bath. Or perhaps it was one of those models. . . . Bragg flushed as he thought of

  artists’ models; how any nice girl could stand up there with nothing on in front of a man, artist or no artist . . . how the artist himself could . . . better not think about it.




  And here, three doors off, was the studio of that painting woman, Delia Featherly—no better than she ought to be, people said. And there was Mrs. Featherly’s door opening and a man

  coming out of it—slinking out of it, Bragg would say. A nasty looking customer, Dago of sorts, well built and all that, but . . . another model, no doubt; male model; bah!




  The man carried a parcel and his general appearance and behaviour roused the policeman’s curiosity as well as resentment. He stopped and waited for the man to come through the little

  gate.




  “You a friend of Mrs. Featherly’s?” he asked.




  The man showed a row of white teeth in a nervous grin, but did not answer.




  “What’s in the parcel, eh?”




  Bragg gave it a sharp tap with his knuckle. If it was hard and hollow it might be silver or a box of something; on the contrary it was yielding. Again the man grinned and held out his

  parcel.




  “My dancing shoes,” he said. “After the sitting the lady like to dance—gramophone. I dance well.”




  Bragg was conscious of an unpleasant feeling of nausea. These artists! Well, it was his tea-time and he was hungry, and unless he was mistaken it would be sheep’s brains, a favourite dish.

  Without a word he turned away and made for home. Perhaps he felt rather disappointed that the incident had not provided a little professional excitement. His self-imposed training was all very

  well, but the ordinary course of his duty was inclined to be monotonous and even dull.




  Superintendent Cleaver, head of B Division, of which Police-Constable Bragg was but a modest pawn, had no such complaint about his duty. Arduous it might be, exasperating it

  often was, but never dull. He did not particularly care for the locality in which his work lay; Chelsea, with its Bohemian colony, was not the milieu best suited for a police-officer who

  had begun life as a soldier; nor was Cleaver, with rigid Army discipline as a background to his official outlook, the type of man best suited to be the guardian angel of men and women whom he did

  not in the least understand. However, he was a conscientious officer and tried to deal fairly with facts and circumstances as they presented themselves.




  On the morning of 15th May he was, so far from finding life monotonous, inclined to consider it overcrowded with incident. He had just satisfactorily concluded his investigation of a stabbing

  affair in which ladies had not behaved as ladies should; he was in the depth of an apparently unfathomable problem connected with the disappearance of pictures from a local show; and now Scotland

  Yard was demanding full and immediate details of the life and habits of that blatant but influential sculptor fellow, Frank Franks.




  It appeared that the Belgian police had discovered Mr. Franks’ passport, sodden with rain, at the side of a road of no great importance ten miles west of Brussels. Mr. Franks had been

  expected a week previously in Dinant, where he was to have executed a commission for a portrait bust of the industrial magnate, M. Jules Pollivet, but he had not put in an appearance. The

  circumstance of the sodden passport was worrying the Belgian police, who had communicated with Scotland Yard, who in turn had passed the job on to Superintendent Cleaver. Well, there was nothing

  for it but a visit to Franks’ studio; an Inspector could do all that was needed equally well, or even a Sergeant, but Franks, for all his Bohemian habits, had influential friends in high

  places; better, thought Cleaver, to go and do the job oneself.




  The great studio sounded hollow and deserted when Cleaver rattled the grotesque knocker on the heavy oak door; there was no bell. Within a minute a window in a modest house next door was thrown

  up and an untidy female head appeared.




  “It’s no use you knocking, Sergeant,” cried a shrill voice. “’E’s aw’y.”




  Slightly nettled at his loss of rank, Superintendent Cleaver ceased knocking and walked across to the window.




  “When did he go? Can you tell me, ma’am?”




  “Well, I’m not ’is auntie, and I don’t count ’is comin’s and goin’s, saucy fellow as ’e is, but ’e ’ad a farewell party a week ago

  yesterday, that’s Tuesday, as I do know, m’sister Gertie bein’ ’ere and took bad and all that noise goin’ on, something crool, constable, and the ladies if you can

  call ’em such, worse than the men . . . these artists!”




  “Tuesday evening last week! That would be the 7th. And did he leave that evening or next day?”




  “’Ow should I know? I’m not ’is love bird. You’d better ask the tridesmen.”




  That was good advice. Enquiries among the neighbouring tradesmen elicited the fact that no milk or bread had been ordered for the morning of Wednesday, 8th, neither had any other goods been

  ordered or delivered later than the 7th. The matter was clinched by inspection of the passport, which had now reached London, and which showed a Belgian stamp, applied on the Flushing boat, dated

  8th May. That settled the time of Franks’ leaving England, though there remained the question, presumably unimportant, as to whether he had slept at his studio on the night of the 7th, or

  elsewhere. Here no doubt the sculptor’s friends could help, and Superintendent Cleaver set about the task of discovering and questioning them.




  It was not a difficult task. Franks was a well-known character in Chelsea; everyone knew him and many knew his friends. Superintendent Cleaver was soon in possession of a list of those who

  attended the farewell party on the 7th May, and from this list it was only a matter of time to select two or three who could give useful information.




  Paula Heldwig, Franks’ reigning favourite of the moment, knew all about the sculptor’s visit to Dinant; she even knew the price he was being paid for the commission, a sum which

  staggered the policeman. She had not been surprised at hearing nothing from Franks; he never wrote a letter. But she was surprised to hear that he had not fulfilled his engagement; behind

  an off-hand manner Franks was, Cleaver gathered, a business man. Paula explained the domestic arrangements of the studio; Franks did not live there habitually; he had a house, complete with

  servants, overlooking Regent’s Park; but he did occasionally, if working late, sleep in the studio, and if that happened a woman—Mrs. Jennings, her name was—was summoned to tidy

  up. Unless Paula happened to sleep in the studio too, and then she generally did the tidying up herself to save paying Mrs. Jennings; Franks did not care to waste his money. The heavy cleaning work

  in the studio itself was done by Mrs. Jennings’ husband, a professional cleaner-up of sculptors’ studios, but he also only came when he was sent for.




  Superintendent Cleaver interviewed both Jennings and his wife, but neither had been to Franks’ studio since 4th May. They had expected to be summoned to clear up the débris of the

  farewell feast, of which they had heard, but had not been surprised at the omission; nothing an artist did or did not do surprised the Jenningses. Franks was usually good-tempered and pleasant,

  with occasional fits of rage and a permanent trait of meanness.




  No, they had no key to the studio. Mr. Franks was always present himself when any tidying or cleaning was done. He had once experienced wholesale destruction of embryo masterpieces at the hands

  of a charwoman who suffered, he had said, from spasmodic fits of religious mania; Mrs. Jennings, however, thought the simpler explanation was that Franks had bilked her in the matter of wages.




  Of Franks’ male friends two, John Durward and Piers Tomblin, seemed to Cleaver most likely to prove useful; Durward because he also was a sculptor and therefore might be expected to know a

  good deal about Franks’ professional life, Tomblin because he was by common consent Franks’ greatest friend. As it happened, too, these two men shared a studio, Tomblin being a subject

  painter; moreover they had been the last to leave after the farewell party. Franks, they were able to say, intended to spend that night in the studio; he had his luggage there, together with the

  tools of his trade which he would require at Dinant, all ready packed. They had left him, in his usual good spirits, soon after midnight and were under the impression that he intended to travel by

  the 9.30 a.m. Harwich train from Liverpool Street the next morning.




  There could be little doubt that Franks had done that. His large body and auburn beard made him a striking figure; both a ticket collector and a restaurant-car steward on the Harwich train

  remembered seeing a man answering the description given by the police, though neither knew who he was, nor could say for certain on which day he had travelled. However, the date stamp on the

  passport settled that point.




  As to the fact of his departure, Superintendent Cleaver felt that the evidence was conclusive, but no amount of enquiry provided any explanation of his non-appearance at Dinant, and the curious

  discovery of his passport. Tomblin did so, so far as to admit that though Franks was always apparently in boisterous spirits he believed that he suffered corresponding periods of depression, when

  he shut himself up in his studio and, on the pretext of work, refused to see anyone. That might, Cleaver realised, lead to melancholia, and he put it up to Scotland Yard as the only apparent reason

  for Franks’ disappearance, if disappearance there had been. For his own part Cleaver thought it just as likely that Franks had picked up a ‘friend’ somewhere on the journey and

  was spending a pleasant holiday with her; he suggested that careful enquiries should be made in the neighbourhood where the passport was found, and put the matter from his mind.




  Police-Constable Bragg had heard nothing of all this story while Superintendent Cleaver and his divisional detectives were carrying out their investigations. It was not till he

  got home and found his wife reading the evening paper that he learned what had been going on more or less under his own nose. Not unnaturally piqued that he, the budding C.I.D. star, should have

  remained so completely in the dark, Bragg read the meagre story that an enterprising journalist had been able to create from scraps gathered from the tradesmen and artists who had been

  interrogated; there had been no police statement.




  Bragg was not impressed by the story, but one small point did attract his attention: the date of Franks’ departure. Something tucked away in his memory caused him to get his wife’s

  confirmation of the fact that sheep’s brains were fresh on Wednesdays. He was thoughtful and silent for the rest of the evening and on the following morning repaired to the police station a

  quarter of an hour earlier than was necessary. Seeking out one of the detective-constables, Bragg learnt from him sufficient further details to justify him in applying for ‘a word with the

  Super.’




  Cleaver was busy with his picture case and not at all anxious to discuss one that he had put out of his mind, but experience had taught him that in police work it was never safe to refuse to

  listen to a story. He pushed aside a report he had been reading and told Bragg to go ahead and make it snappy.




  “I understand it was last Wednesday, the 8th, sir, that Mr. Franks left for the continent. That would be the morning train?”




  “Yes, 9.30 Liverpool Street. As a matter of fact we got word late last night of a milk-roundsman who saw him leave the studio soon after seven; earlier than one would expect, but he

  travelled by the 9.30 all right; we know that.”




  “Locked up his studio, sir, didn’t he? No one went in after he left?”




  “No; so far as we can find, no one did.”




  “Someone was having a bath there, sir, at 5.45 p.m. that afternoon.”




  Superintendent Cleaver stared.




  “How the hell do you know that?” he asked.




  “I was passing, sir, and I saw steam condensing on that little window in the north wall. I took it to be a bathroom.”




  “You’re sure it was steam? not dirt?”




  “Sure, sir; I saw the moisture trickling down. I thought it was Mr. Franks having an afternoon tub or”—the blush reappeared—“maybe one of those models.”




  That re-opened the whole question. It could not have been Franks who was having a bath in Chelsea at a time when his boat had just landed him at Flushing, but, in view of the Yard’s

  enquiries it was essential to find out just who had been in the studio at a time when all the evidence pointed to its having been empty and locked. Cleaver and his detectives spent the day

  re-covering the whole ground; the Jenningses, the friends, the tradesmen, the servants at the Regent’s Park house—all were questioned again but no one admitted having been in

  Franks’ studio at any time on Wednesday. Superintendent Cleaver himself paid a visit to Scotland Yard, and learning from Chief Constable Thurston that the Belgian police were still without

  news of Franks and that the Commissioner himself was interested, decided that the time had come to enter the studio.




  It would not be an easy matter, without attracting undesirable attention. The door was of solid oak, nobody knew of a duplicate key. . . . Cleaver decided that the small hours of the morning

  were indicated. As a reward for his contribution, Police-Constable Bragg was allowed to deprive himself of half his night’s sleep and join the party which assembled outside the studio at 4.30

  a.m. on a cold and misty morning.




  “That’s the window, sir,” he said rather unnecessarily, pointing to the only aperture in the great north wall; it was ten feet up and about two by three in size.




  “It’s open,” said Cleaver, conscious that he had not at his former visit noticed the window at all.




  “It wasn’t open when I saw it, sir.”




  Superintendent Cleaver was not pleased with himself.




  “Well, that’s the way you’ve got to get in,” he said crossly, “and see if you can open the door from the inside.”




  Helped by a ‘back’ from Detective-Sergeant Ainsworth, Bragg was soon inside and, finding that the lock was of the ‘slam’ type, had no difficulty in admitting his

  colleagues. His first sight of the great studio had given him a nasty turn; in the centre, towering almost to the thirty-foot ceiling, stood the gigantic figure of a horse, white and somehow

  frightening in its immobility. On its back, as Bragg now had leisure to observe, sat the rough beginnings of the figure of a man, minus a head and one arm which were represented by mere rods of

  metal. Even to Bragg’s untutored eye, the man’s body appeared small and insignificant in comparison with the horse which, whatever horrors of inaccuracy might duly be attributed to it

  by equine anatomists, did seem to be a fierce and noble animal. By contrast the man, even without his head, appeared puny and strutting; Bragg knew just enough about the artist’s

  reputation to realise that this representation of a national hero was probably his idea of a joke.




  Superintendent Cleaver and Sergeant Ainsworth made a careful examination of the studio, its screened ‘bedroom’ and the tiny bathroom, without discovering anything of significance.

  Cleaver studied the sculptured model for a minute of disgusted silence and then turned to a modelling stand on which was some object covered with a cloth. As he removed this Cleaver made a grimace;

  Bragg imagined this to be caused by the artistic imperfections of the head which was now revealed.




  “That’ll be the Field-Marshal, sir, no doubt,” said Sergeant Ainsworth, pleased with his own perspicacity.




  The work, though still in the rough, did show an unmistakable resemblance to the great commander whom his country was delighting to honour. It was not, thought Bragg, nearly so bloody awful as

  most of the Franks masterpieces which he had seen.




  Superintendent Cleaver did not, however, appear to be greatly interested in the question of likeness. He was holding the cloth which had covered the model gingerly to his nose; he now handed it

  to Sergeant Ainsworth, who obediently did likewise.




  “Stinks, sir.”




  “What of?”




  “Dead Hun.”




  Ainsworth’s whole outlook on life reflected the year of horror carved from his impressionable youth.




  Bragg started at the words and found his Superintendent staring at him. By common consent all three men drew farther away from the modelling stand. Cleaver was the first to speak.




  “Fetch me that brandy out of the cupboard.”




  He lit a pipe and, having swallowed a stiff peg of brandy, approached the model. Seizing the head in both hands, with a sudden heave he wrenched it from the iron pin on which it was moulded.

  Instantly a strong stench of putrefaction filled the room. Cleaver put his nose to the pin, then laid the model hurriedly down and made for the bathroom.




  The cloth which had covered the head was quite dry, so that the clay (or was it putty? Bragg was uncertain) had become too hard to yield to the fingers, but with the help of a chisel and mallet

  ten minutes’ careful work disclosed what all three men had expected to find—the skull of a human head with scraps of flesh adhering to it.




  Another hour revealed the rest of the body, or rather the skeleton draped with scraps of flesh, under the clay coating of the roughly sculptured figure which had straddled the horse.




  “Where’s the right arm?” asked Cleaver.




  Search failed to discover it.




  “That’s why he bolted, then,” said the Superintendent. “Killed some poor devil and covered his body with clay—then lost his nerve.”




  “Man with one arm, sir,” suggested Sergeant Ainsworth brightly. “What about the flesh, sir?”




  “Burnt it; have a look in the furnace.”




  A faint smell of burnt flesh seemed to confirm Cleaver’s theory. Bragg had remained thoughtful.




  “I beg your pardon, sir,” he said at last, “but I don’t think Mr. Franks did that head.”




  “Eh?”




  “I . . . I’ve noticed some of his work, sir, and this isn’t like it—too . . . representational, I think they call it. I think that head is Franks.”




  “My God! But he was seen to leave; seen on the train!”




  “Someone like him, sir.”




  “Then who did this modelling? . . . the other sculptor—Durward!”




  An hour later the party proceeded to the studio shared by Franks’ two cronies—the sculptor Durward and the painter, Tomblin. The door was opened by a large,

  clean-shaven man to whose chin Cleaver at once attached in fancy an auburn beard, and found it satisfactory.




  “Good morning, Mr. Tomblin,” he said; “sorry to trouble you again. Any news of your friend?”




  “Durward? He’s out—marketing.”




  “Early, eh?”




  “That’s the time to market. You’re a bit early yourself, aren’t you?”




  “Not many people about in this neighbourhood at seven, are there, Mr. Tomblin?”




  The artist stared.




  “Why do you ask me?”




  Superintendent Cleaver strolled across to an easel on which stood an unfinished picture of some Low Country peasants.




  “I just thought you might know,” he said, peering at the picture as if the brushwork interested him. “You travel abroad yourself, I fancy?”




  “Obviously.” The big man’s tone was hostile, but Bragg thought there was a note of nervousness in it. “You don’t think I paint those people from

  imagination?”




  “Can I have a look at your passport, sir?”




  Tomblin, who was in the act of lighting a pipe, stood with the match in his fingers till he dropped it with a curse. He seemed uncertain what to do, then walked to a bureau and extracted the

  passport from a drawer. Superintendent Cleaver idly turned over the pages.




  “You’ve been abroad lately, I see—Belgium.”




  “Yes, only a flying visit—literally. I had business in Brussels.”




  “So I see. Here’s the date stamp for your return journey—9th May. Curious that there’s no stamp for the outward journey, Mr. Tomblin; how do you account for

  that?”




  The big man was white now and his hand trembled as he held it out for the passport, but he forced a careless note into his voice.




  “They forgot, I suppose. Done with it?”




  Cleaver took no notice of the outstretched hand but slipped the passport quietly into his pocket.




  “There will be several questions I shall have to ask you, sir,” he said. “I think it will be best if you accompany me to the station.”




  “It didn’t take long to break down that story, of course,” explained Superintendent Cleaver to the Treasury Solicitor. “And when he heard that

  his pal had saved the hangman trouble he lost his nerve and confessed. Must have spotted us taking Tomblin away, that Durward, and knew the game was up. Not much in the confession that we

  hadn’t guessed at, sir, but it might have taken some proving. A nice couple of friends, I must say. They stayed on after the rest of the party had gone, knocked Franks on the head and then

  started to cut him up. Durward, as a sculptor, had studied anatomy, so that wasn’t too difficult. They thought they could drain the blood out of the body—there was a lot of talk about

  that in the Ruxton case—and then burn the flesh in the furnace, but a dead body doesn’t bleed much and they were stung over that. Anyway, when they tried to burn it the stink was so bad

  they were afraid the whole neighbourhood would smell it. So they wrapped the bits up in little parcels and put ’em in Franks’ suitcase, and Tomblin dropped them out of the porthole of

  his cabin, one by one.”




  “Risky job, in daylight.”




  “They were up against it, sir, and had to take risks. Of course Tomblin was the chap who was seen by the milkman on Wednesday morning. He’d bought a beard, and in Franks’ cape

  and hat he passed muster with anyone who didn’t know him well, but that was why he left so early—before other artists were about; there aren’t many go marketing before seven.

  Tomblin went as far as Brussels, dumped the suitcase and cape and hat and beard, and took a plane back. But they had to prove that Franks had really crossed on the 8th, so Tomblin dropped

  Franks’ passport out of the plane, trusting to its being found—date stamp and all. The snag was that he hadn’t been able to get his own passport stamped on the outward journey;

  that wouldn’t have mattered if we hadn’t got curious.”




  “Surely his absence from home was bound to attract attention?”




  “In a normal home, yes, sir. But these artists don’t have what you and I would call a home. These two chaps lived together in their studio, did their own catering, an occasional

  woman in to tidy up, nobody to notice their comings and goings, nobody to ask questions. They were both away all Tuesday night, all Wednesday, and most of Wednesday night, when Durward got

  back, but did anyone notice that? Not a soul.”




  “Durward stayed in the studio to deal with the bones, eh?”




  “That’s it, sir, and a hell of a time he must have had fitting ’em round the metal framework and then getting the clay on top and making a decent model all in a day’s

  work. Fortunately for him it was a more than life-size figure or it couldn’t have been done. As it was, the head and the right arm beat him. He couldn’t get the head to stay firmly on

  the torso and he didn’t dare risk its falling off, so he left it on the stand. The arm was supposed to be up in the air, but that wouldn’t stay either.”




  “Why didn’t he change the position, then?”




  “Because it had to conform with the small model passed by the Memorial committee. He had to wrap the arm up and take it away with him, tucked inside his coat—nice, it must have felt.

  Dumped it in the river with a bit of iron-work attached. Crept out in the small hours of Wednesday night, he did.”




  “Motive?” asked the solicitor.




  “Ah, there I think Tomblin’s lying. He swears it was Durward who killed Franks in a drunken quarrel about the memorial and that he had to help his pal out of the hole. What about the

  beard? Had had it a long time—went to a Chelsea Arts Club Ball in it—that happens to be true. But it’s my belief that Tomblin was jealous about the woman Paula, just as Durward

  was jealous about the commission. I’m making enquiries.”




  “I beg your pardon, sir,” interposed Police-Constable Bragg, who was present at the interview in order to give his evidence. “Did you gather why Durward left that window

  open?”




  “Ah, yes, I’d forgotten that window. They used the bath to try and drain the blood away—opened arteries and that sort of thing; got enough out to make a foul mess of the bath

  and that’s what Durward was doing when you saw the steam—trying to wash away the stains. But he told Tomblin that the smell of blood was so strong even after the marks had gone that he

  had to open the window in the hopes of its clearing away. Bit of luck your happening to notice that steam, Bragg.”




  “Luck be damned!” said Police-Constable Bragg. But he said it to himself.




  





  II. THE SEAGULL




  POLICE-CONSTABLE JOHN BRAGG’S ambitions had been

  in no way lessened by the rather grudging thanks which he got from his chief for his contribution to the Studio murder case. One could not expect Superintendents to realise at once the true worth

  of their junior constables; in any case no good would come of arguing. Bragg decided to continue his private training scheme—‘Notice and Remember’—and trust to another

  opportunity occurring for him to establish himself definitely in the official eye. It was not to be expected, of course, that another murder case would crop up in Chelsea for some time; even

  artists might be expected to learn a lesson from the hanging of Piers Tomblin and the suicide of his confederate, Durward. But crimes of a less grave nature were sure to be committed and if he kept

  his eyes open he might see something. . . .




  Bragg was strolling along Chelsea Embankment near Battersea Bridge at seven o’clock on a fine June morning, as he recited his creed for the nth time. About a hundred yards ahead

  of him walked a young woman with a basket in her hand and something hanging from her shoulder by a strap; no doubt on an early shopping expedition, thought Bragg, though no shops were to be found

  on the Embankment. Suddenly, however, the young woman turned sharp to her left and disappeared, apparently through the stone wall of the Embankment.




  For a moment Bragg was startled, but quickly realised that she had gone down the steps leading to the little floating pier used by those who had their business upon the waters of Father Thames.

  Approaching silently in his rubber-soled boots the aperture which led to the steps, Bragg looked over and saw on the little flat halfway down the steps a man seated at an easel upon which was a

  large canvas. The artist was engaged upon a picture of the river at low tide, with Battersea Bridge in the middle distance and a glimpse of the four chimneys of Lotts Road Power Station in the

  background. Bragg was near enough to see that the picture was well advanced, though its quiet colours and dim outlines did not lead him to suppose that it was practically a finished

  masterpiece.




  Beside the artist stood the young woman who had first attracted Bragg’s attention. She was pouring coffee from a thermos into a large mug; the basket stood on the stones at her feet and an

  open paper bag in it displayed well-browned penny buns. Having hurriedly drunk the coffee and stuffed a bun into his mouth the artist returned to his work and the young woman, whom Bragg now saw to

  be a good-looking brunette but not so young after all, quietly stepped back and drew from the case hanging from her shoulder a folding camera. With considerable care she proceeded to focus this, as

  Bragg first thought, at the artist’s back, a proceeding which struck him as an extravagant display of devotion, but more careful scrutiny showed him that the lens was pointing past the

  man’s shoulder at the canvas. As long as the brush was at work on the canvas the photographer remained at the ‘ready,’ but as soon as the painter turned his attention to the

  palette, leaving the picture free of obstruction, the young woman exposed her film.




  Wondering idly whether the picture would ‘come out,’ Bragg realised that at any rate the sun was in the right place and this led him to the further realisation that this would

  probably account for the artist’s early rising. The shadow of the mast of a mud-stranded boat, falling boldly upon the grey wall of the Embankment, was a striking note in the picture, and

  Bragg knew just enough about art to realise the important part played by shadow and the artist’s necessity to subordinate his natural habits to the exigencies of the still more natural habits

  of the sun.




  However, he could not stay here developing theories on art; he had a ‘point’ with his Sergeant and time was getting on. Over his tea that evening, however, Bragg described the

  picture to his wife; Jane Bragg had been the daughter of an artists’ colourman before she married into the police, and liked to keep in touch with the artistic world.




  “What was he like?” she asked, coming at once to the point that interested her.




  “Him? Oh, I didn’t much notice him; I was looking at the painting. Small man, straggly moustache going grey, weak sort of eyes, dark suit of sorts and a stiff white collar, upright,

  not what you’d expect from an artist; got a thickish overcoat on too, more than you’d think necessary on a June morning, but there, I daresay he’d been up some time and sitting

  about on the stones. . . . Now the girl, she was a good looker, not pretty, you know, and not so young but . . . well, the sort that catches your eye. One of those coppery complexions . . . warm;

  not a pretty pink and white one like yours, Jennie, but attractive all the same. Legs rather thick, perhaps, but a good shape. Strong hands that looked as if they knew all about work. . .

  .”




  Jane Bragg laughed.




  “I thought you were looking at the picture,” she said.




  “Well, I’ve told you about that. I suppose I just noticed the people sort of automatically—part of my training.”




  “Like to know who he is?”




  “D’you know him?”




  “I know him when you describe his work as well as himself. That’s Barton Snow. He’s the biggest man in that school to-day; his pictures fetch thousands.”




  “Golly. Why, it was only some smudges of brown and grey—you could hardly tell how many chimneys there were at Lotts Road. I believe I could draw better than that.”




  Jane laughed.




  “You stick to your own work, my lad; you can see things, anyway, even if not colours. I expect the girl was one of his pupils. They often go crazy about their masters, no matter how

  flea-bitten.”




  Duty took Bragg along the Embankment again three days later, but at a much earlier hour. The sun had risen at 4.45 that morning, but at 5.30 a.m. its early rays were only just

  beginning to penetrate the river mists as the policeman strode silently along the Embankment. Approaching the pier steps Bragg looked casually over the parapet and saw to his surprise that someone

  was already at work there. A glance showed him that the picture was that which he had seen on the previous Monday, but the painter was not Barton Snow; it was a woman; as she turned from her

  palette to the canvas Bragg saw that it was the girl who, on the previous occasion, had carried refreshments to the artist. What on earth was she doing? Not, surely, daring to tamper with her

  master’s picture.




  His interest aroused, Bragg studied the picture carefully and soon saw that it was not the one which Snow was painting on Monday; it was not so far advanced—for instance, the foreground

  was not yet painted in and the shadow of the mast was only represented by a charcoal line on the grey canvas. That, however, drew the observant young policeman’s attention to an interesting

  fact; at this hour of the morning the shadow of the mast did not fall on the wall at all, but on the mud at its foot; none the less on the canvas the charcoal line fell upon the wall, as it had in

  the master’s more finished picture.




  Presumably, thought Bragg, the pupil was trying her hand on a subject chosen by her master, though why she should get up at this early hour to do it and then paint it as if the sun was two hours

  nearer the south was more than he could understand. Anyway, she was working hard enough. Though he was within twenty feet of her she had not noticed him; of course his approach had been silent, he

  was behind her and above. He thought of saying a friendly good morning, but hesitated to break into such concentration.




  At this moment the girl suddenly put down her palette, opened the basket beside her, and took out a bun, throwing a piece to a seagull that was examining the mud below her. Instantly the air was

  full of swooping birds, appearing from nowhere, diving, wheeling, in quest of further morsels, uttering their plaintive cries and obviously making the artist regret her hospitality. The crowning

  insult came when one gull, swooping nearer to the girl, deposited his contribution to the picture upon its topmost edge. With an exclamation of anger the artist whipped out a palette knife, removed

  the insult, and smoothed over the painted surface with a brush. Chuckling to himself, Police-Constable Bragg went on his way.




  As he walked he continued to ponder the problem of the misplaced shadow and could find no explanation which entirely satisfied him. So intrigued was he that he described it to his wife, who

  thought that the pupil wanted her composition to follow as closely as possible that of her master but that for reasons of her own she could not paint at the hour at which he had painted.




  “If you’re so interested in her,” said Jane Bragg, “you’d better go and talk to Mr. Allingworth. He knows all the artists and most of the pupils.”




  Mr. Allingworth was the director of the Cheyne Galleries, where the most important shows of the year were held. For a young artist to have his picture accepted by Allingworth for his spring or

  autumn show was a sign of imminent ‘arrival,’ and a one-man show at the Cheyne Galleries was allotted only to the elect. As it happened, Jane Bragg’s father, the artists’

  colourman, had been a close personal friend of Mr. Allingworth, and Jane herself was a favourite of his, so that her husband had no great difficulty in persuading the director to talk to him about

  one of his most celebrated exhibitors, Barton Snow. When Bragg mentioned the picture of Battersea Bridge which he had seen Snow painting, Mr. Allingworth chuckled.




  “I know all about that picture,” he said. “I was present when it was commissioned. Snow gave a tea-party—he’s too conservative for cocktails—a fortnight ago

  and invited some of the people who have bought his pictures from time to time. I was there myself and among the others were two Americans, Wilmer Harrick and Johnson Bligh. Bligh, as you probably

  know, is the oil millionaire, and Harrick is curator of the Washburg Art Museum—and incidentally their buyer.”
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