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  Chapter One




  At eleven o’clock on the night of Tuesday the twenty-sixth of September, Sam Glover decided to make a telephone call. He made the call, to the A Division headquarters of

  the Granchester City Police. It concerned his father, Luke Glover. If his father’s name had been new to the ears of the police switchboard operator, he would probably have been told to call

  again when the matter became serious enough to take up a policeman’s time. But Luke Glover was a millionaire, as near as made no difference. Furthermore—a matter of importance to the

  police—he was a city councilor and a member of the Watch Committee. The call was put through to the station sergeant.




  “Yes, Mr. Glover,” the sergeant answered patiently, when he had listened to the complaint. “Your father did not get home at his usual time of seven o’clock. It is now

  eleven o’clock, and he has not telephoned or sent word. Very well, I’ll have inquiries made.”




  “You don’t seem to be terribly interested,” Sam said crisply. “I might save you a bit of time if I tell you about the inquiries I’ve already made. To start with, my

  father never fails to inform my stepmother when he isn’t going to be home for dinner, or when he’s going to be late. He hasn’t been at his club this evening, and he

  hasn’t been to the Town Hall. He hasn’t been seen at any of his favorite restaurants, and he never goes into a pub. In fact, he doesn’t seem to have been seen by anybody since he

  left the club after lunch.”




  “What time was that, sir?”




  “Around half past two.”




  “Does anybody know where he intended to go from there?”




  “Not his immediate destination. I phoned his secretary’s home. She didn’t see him at all this afternoon, though he’d said he’d be back at the office soon after

  five. He told her he had a small private matter to attend to after lunch, then he was going to the new factory site at Dodsbury. I phoned Hardwick, the contractor. Hardwick was on the site all

  afternoon, but he never saw my father, or heard any mention of him. So it’s reasonable to assume he wasn’t there.”




  “So he’s actually been missing since half past two this afternoon,” said the sergeant, very alert now. “I assume he was driving a car?”




  “Yes. A sage-green Silver Cloud.”




  “That’s a Rolls-Royce, isn’t it?”




  “Yes. It’s practically new. Only done about a thousand. I don’t know the number, but I’ll get it for you and ring you back.”




  “Thank you, Mr. Glover,” the sergeant said. “Now will you give me a description of your father and, as far as you know, what clothes he was wearing?”




  In this way the search for Luke Glover was taken over by the police. Receptionists at local hospitals heard his name and description, but their replies were negative.

  Descriptions of the man and his car were given to all members of the Granchester police, and to the county police, and to the police of the boroughs and county boroughs which surrounded the big

  city. That was all, for the moment. It was generally understood that there was nothing to get excited about. The old fellow would turn up, and then somebody would be in trouble for forgetting to

  transmit some message he had left.




  Jonty Blades first saw the Rolls-Royce at a quarter past four on Tuesday afternoon. It was standing in Grimwood Road, near the front gate of Grimwood Cemetery. He could see

  that the car was unattended, nor was there any person in sight. He approached, and peered inside. He hoped to see a rich leather briefcase, or some other valuable article, but there was nothing

  movable except the ignition key. The key was golden, with a golden tag. Noting the immaculate condition of the car, he assumed that the key would be of solid gold. Walking round the vehicle he

  found that the door beside the driver’s seat was not locked. He looked doubtfully at the key and decided not to touch it. It would not be an easy thing to sell.




  He looked from the car to the cemetery gate, and saw that it was padlocked, as usual. If the owner of the car was mooning about in the cemetery, he must have gone in by the side gate. It was

  then that Jonty narrowed his keen brown eyes to read the name on the tag of the ignition key. He read it, and whistled, and looked over the locked gate at the roof and chimneys of Cemetery

  Lodge.




  “Aha,” he said to himself. “Trouble, Jonty. He’s found out.”




  As his small, spry legs moved him along the cemetery frontage, he tried to rehearse the role he expected to play. Normally he was capable of simple constructive thought, but by the time he was

  halfway along the short lane which led to the side gate, his incurable optimism had led him into a dream of sudden affluence. “He’s a millionaire,” he reflected gleefully.

  “Four or five hundred nicker ’ull be naught ter him.”




  Though it was a cool, damp afternoon, the back door of Cemetery Lodge stood wide open. But there was no sound of angry voices, and Jonty interpreted that as a good sign. Perhaps the millionaire

  was a reasonable man. “He can get off wi’ payin’,” he chuckled.




  But there was no stranger in the kitchen of the lodge. The Blades family was at peace. Mrs. Blades was sitting in one of the imitation-leather armchairs, darning a sock. Sitting on the bare

  boards at her feet little Carrie was childishly engaged with a similar task. Across the hearth from her, Uncle was sound asleep in the other chair, and for a change he was not snoring. The boy

  Gaylord was sitting on the settee, staring at the log fire; which he frequently did, for long periods. Twenty-two-year-old Ellie, whom Jonty’s glance instinctively sought, was standing at the

  kitchen table, serenely busy with scissors, pattern and material, cutting out a dress.




  Jonty was disappointed. “Has nobody been?” he asked.




  His wife showed surprise. “Should somebody a-been?” she asked.




  “There’s a car at front gate.”




  “Well, nobody’s been,” she said without ill-humor. “I wish somebody had. I’m fed up wi’ t’ same owd faces.”




  Jonty turned and went out of doors. He rounded the house and stood on the straight main drive of the cemetery, and gazed around. He could see no movement among the graves, the ancient graves of

  people long forgotten. He went to the gate and then he walked the full length of the drive, looking this way and that. He saw nobody. He stared suspiciously at the trees beside the cemetery wall,

  and then he told himself not to be a fool. The driver of that splendid car outside would not waste his time in watching the half-ruined lodge of a disused graveyard.




  In the kitchen again, Jonty grumbled that it was a funny do. There was that posh car outside. There wasn’t a Rolls went along Grimwood Road once in a blue moon, let alone one being left

  there.




  “It was there just after three,” said Ellie calmly, without looking up from her work.




  “And was there nobody with it?”




  “No, not a soul.”




  “Were you comin’ back from a meetin’ wi’ yer boy friend?”




  “Yes.”




  “Did he see the car?”




  “No. He went the other way.”




  “On his own?”




  “Sure. He’s always on his own, isn’t he? What on earth is the matter with you?”




  “Naught,” Jonty replied. “It’s a funny do, that’s all.”




  Two hours later Jonty went out of doors again. The Rolls-Royce was still in Grimwood Road, and the ignition key was still in its socket. He returned to the lodge, pondering.

  There was a chance of profit in reaching the rich man on the telephone and letting him know where his car was to be found. Then, probably, a chauffeur or somebody would be sent, with a tip for

  Jonty in his pocket. And the chauffeur would keep the tip for himself, as likely as not. Or he might keep four pounds fifteen out of a fiver and part with a dollar. No, that move was no good. Nor

  would it be wise to drive the car to its owner’s residence. He might not like that.




  Sitting looking at his family and possessions, Jonty lowered his sights and decided that he would have to be satisfied with a small advantage. The previous day an employee of the City Parks

  Department had discovered the Blades family in residence at the lodge. Since the building had been condemned as both unsafe and unfit for habitation, he had informed Jonty that he would have him

  out of there as soon as he could get an eviction order. Fortunately, Jonty had another deserted building in mind, and he had made the usual preparations for a move. He had bought furniture on hire

  purchase, so that he could vanish into the blue with it before the first monthly installments became due. He would sell it and acquire some more furniture as soon as he became convinced that the

  credit firm’s investigators had ceased to hunt for him. He would not commit a criminal offense until he sold the furniture.




  That afternoon Jonty had been to see about the hire of a handcart for Sunday morning, to move his furniture and bedding to the new place. Now, he calculated that the handcart would have to be

  brought to Grimwood, and used for at least two trips with a full load, and then returned to its owner. It would have to be pushed for at least fifteen miles by the male members of the Blades

  family. A grim prospect. And suppose it was raining!




  Until someone had, apparently, abandoned a big car on his doorstep, Jonty had seen no alternative to this hardship. He could not engage a reputable furniture remover to transport his goods,

  because credit investigators always went to the removers for information when there had been a moonlight flit. And anyway, he could not bear to think of the cost. But he had looked at the

  Rolls-Royce and seen that it had wide doors, a large luggage compartment and a sunshine roof. With the roof open, dismembered bedsteads could be carried. The settee could be roped across the open

  trunk. The armchairs could be taken on a second trip. Mattresses and smaller chairs would go inside the car. The table was one of the recent purchases. It was of the type called

  “gate-legged.” When closed it would go inside the car.




  Jonty went out to the car again. Attached to the tag of the ignition key there was a second key, and this fitted the glove compartment and the trunk. He looked up and down the road. There was no

  one in sight. And soon it would be dark. He got into the driver’s seat, started the car and found the reverse gear. Carefully he backed the vehicle to the lane, and along to the side gate of

  the cemetery.




  He returned to the lodge. “All right,” he announced. “Yer can all start packin’. We’re flittin’ tonight.”




  An hour later, when it was quite dark, Jonty and Gaylord went with the first load of furniture to the new place. Jonty avoided main roads as much as possible, and he instructed

  his son to have a sharp eye for policemen and police cars.




  But he was gleeful. “This’ll save us five bob an’ a right lot o’ leg work,” he claimed. “It’s just the job, this is.”




  Gaylord made no reply, and Jonty glanced at him uneasily. The boy enjoyed any unusual activity, and particularly he enjoyed a flitting. But tonight when he had helped Jonty to take down the

  beds, his mind had obviously been wandering. He had smiled wanly at some of his father’s sallies, and some he had not seemed to hear. He was always clumsy, but tonight his hands and feet had

  seemed to be no part of him. And when not given a specific task, he had stood helpless, as if he did not know what had to be done.




  That was strange. Gaylord had flitted before, many a time. As a rule, he knew exactly what to do.




  “Yer quiet, lad,” Jonty commented. “What ails yer?”




  “Naught,” Gaylord replied.




  “Feelin’ poorly?”




  “No.”




  “Look, I know yer liked it at cemetery. But this place where we’re goin’ is better. Plenty firewood fer yer ter chop. Lots an’ lots a-trees. Yer can’t see t’

  place fer trees. Yer’ll like it all right, an’ so will our Carrie an’ Uncle. I know yer will.”




  Gaylord did not reply. Jonty sighed. The boy had always been dreamy and moody. Children like that generally had brains of some sort, but not Gaylord. He was definitely backward. Jonty had to

  admit it. Gaylord knew that two ha’pennies made a penny, and twelve pennies made a shilling. His ambition in life was to be a firewood dealer, at a time when fewer and fewer people were

  buying firewood. Ah well, happen he would be able to make some sort of a living.










  Chapter Two




  The Rolls-Royce was found soon after midnight, by a constable on his beat. It was standing in a side street, in the poor, rough neighborhood of Churlham. The place was central

  enough to be in A Division. Detective Sergeant Devery, the officer temporarily in charge of A Div. C.I.D., heard the news and considered the significance of a Silver Cloud apparently abandoned in

  Churlham. The assumption was that the car had been illegally borrowed, used for some purpose and then left in a place convenient for the borrower. If that was the offense which had been committed,

  it was not really a C.I.D. matter. But Devery was curious, and not too busy. He asked himself why the unlawful taking away of such a valuable car had not been reported by the owner. There was a

  smell of trouble about every answer which occurred to him. He went to Churlham, taking Detective Constable Hearn with him.




  In the ill-lit street of grimy brick houses the Silver Cloud shone with dim resplendence, as incongruous as a crystal chandelier in a cowshed. There was a uniformed constable guarding it.

  “You found it?” Devery asked.




  “That’s right. Couldn’t miss it, could I?”




  “When are you taking it in?”




  “Inspector says leave it a while, till we’re sure it’s been abandoned,” the P.C. replied. “He’s trying to find out if the owner is still somewhere around

  here. What a hope! What would Luke Glover be doing around here?”




  “You never can tell,” said Devery absently. He was looking into the car.




  The P.C. said, “Ignition key’s still there.”




  “So it is. That’ll be Glover’s key. Car thieves don’t have spare keys for Rolls-Royces.”




  “Not made of gold, they don’t.”




  “It’s a gold key?”




  “Looks like it to me. I’ve not touched it, mind you.”




  Hearn said, “It’s a wonder somebody else hasn’t, in this street.”




  “Which makes it look as if it hadn’t been here a long time when it was found,” Devery rejoined. “Was the radiator warm?”




  “Eeh, I never noticed,” the P.C. said lamely.




  The sergeant opened the door beside the driver’s seat. The questing beam of his flashlight came to rest on the floor of the car. “Look at this muck,” he said to Hearn.

  “Glover’s shoes never left dirt like this. It looks as if a couple of farmers have had their feet in here.”




  It had been a damp day, with a little rain in the evening. The dirt was not gray and dusty, it was moist and new.




  Devery reached for the keys. “Have you looked in the trunk?” he asked.




  “Inspector did. Nothing in there.”




  Devery opened the boot. His light moved around the interior and picked up a glitter of bright metal in a far corner. Hearn saw it too. He leaned forward and reached to secure the gleaming

  object. He looked at it, and handed it to the sergeant. It was a steel-and-brass castor or runner, of the sort used to give some mobility to armchairs and settees. It seemed to be new.




  “If somebody has been using a car like this to move furniture about, he certainly has a nerve,” Devery commented. He put the castor in his pocket.




  “Oy!” the P.C. protested. “Inspector won’t like you taking that away.”




  Devery replied coolly, “Tell him I’ll give him full and frequent reports of the progress of my inquiries.”




  The two detectives returned to their own car. The P.C. watched them go. He was conscious of missed opportunities. “Bloody C.I.D.,” he muttered. “Buttin’ in where

  they’re not wanted.”




  On the morning of Wednesday the twenty-seventh of September, Detective Chief Inspector Martineau rode down to Headquarters in good humor. Things were quiet: not much doing. His

  department’s crime clearance average was unusually high, and the average of property recovered was good. That day there would be no need for him to harass any of his subordinates or be

  harassed by any superior. With that peaceful prospect he was able to dwell pleasantly on an item of yesterday’s news, delivered not by a newsboy but by a copper’s nark called Pot Eye

  Walker. Pot Eye had brought information of a crime. The crime had been committed in Martineau’s manor, a part of the city where crime was his immediate responsibility. But this crime was

  unusual in two important respects: Martineau could laugh about it, and he did not need to bestir himself in the clearance of it. Its details would be filed in his readily evocative memory and

  nowhere else. Also, through a habit of reticence, he intended to keep those details to himself. It was a good joke which he had no desire to share.




  With regard to the crime, he thought now of the excellent cover which so-called legitimate business could give to a thoroughgoing crook. His old enemy Dixie Costello, a rogue who had been

  successful enough to become a sultan among thieves and swindlers, had been using that sort of cover for years. Patiently and discreetly he had occupied himself in acquiring modest concerns with

  good reputations, and afterward he had nursed those reputations carefully. He had used nominees like a smoke cloud. Martineau had heard whispers and speculative comment but, until yesterday, he had

  no real knowledge. He did not know who were Costello’s accountants, or his solicitors, or his bankers. He did know, with certainty, that Costello would not cease to be an active criminal

  until he was put away for a term of years, or laid in a coffin.




  He had dwelt wistfully upon Costello’s opportunities. The premises of a wholesale tobacconist can be used for the storage and disposal of a million stolen cigarettes. An outwardly

  respectable wine and spirit business can handle much stolen whisky. Merchants of various sorts can handle ill-gotten goods of the kinds in which they are accustomed to deal. Costello had criminal

  connections throughout the country, and goods in transit were being stolen every day. The possibilities were endless.




  Yesterday Martineau had learned from the reliable Pot Eye that Costello was the owner of a firm called Palmer Radio. The Palmer business consisted of a central warehouse and workshop, and a

  number of radio and television shops. And Costello had acquired five hundred transistor radios valued at more than twenty pounds each, which had been stolen in Birmingham.




  So it seemed that Martineau should have been taking some action about the transistors. But not so. The story had a punch line. Somebody had stolen Costello’s stolen transistors. They were

  in his possession no longer. The whole consignment had been taken.




  Martineau wondered which thief or gang of thieves had had the impudence, or the blissful ignorance, to rob Dixie Costello. Of course the goods had been taken when the premises were closed, and

  apparently nobody had seen the vehicle which had been used. Also, according to Pot Eye, it looked as if it had been a duplicate-key job. This meant that Dixie would now be regarding the staff of

  Palmer Radio with a very cold eye indeed. Martineau could imagine his wrath. He would calculate his loss not by the price at which he had bought the transistors, but by the selling price. Five

  hundred at twenty pounds. Ten thousand of the best. What would Costello do for ten thousand pounds? Anything, literally anything. He would seek first to recover the stolen property, using an

  intelligence system which Martineau knew to be superb. If he found out who had robbed him, and the robbers failed to make good in cash or kind, then somebody would be killed, or blinded, or maimed

  for life. Death or permanent injury was the price of flouting Dixie Costello.




  Martineau had little hope of being informed that Dixie had recovered the transistors. Pot Eye was a brave little man in his way, but he was not a suicidal type. To be the means of sending Dixie

  to prison was to invite an early and uncomfortable demise. Nevertheless, the chief inspector was pleased with what he had already learned. It might lead to something. This time it had been

  transistors. Another time it might be television sets.




  With that comforting reflection, Martineau walked into Headquarters. In the C.I.D. main office, the first person he saw was Sergeant Devery. “Hello,” he said. “What are you

  doing here at this time? I thought you were on evening duty.”




  “I am,” Devery replied. “I stuck my neck out last night. I’ve got to get busy as soon as the shops open.”




  “Tell me about this chance you took.”




  Devery gave all the information he had about Luke Glover’s disappearance, about the Rolls-Royce, about the metal castor. He showed Martineau the castor.




  “And Glover is still missing?” came the question.




  “I’ve heard nothing to the contrary.”




  Martineau looked at his watch. “Luke Glover,” he said thoughtfully. “The boss will be hearing about him any minute now. He’ll get into a tizzy. You’d better get

  cracking with that castor right away. Take a man with you.”




  Devery nodded, and turned away. Martineau went into his own office. The internal-line telephone buzzed. He picked up the receiver and heard the voice of Chief Superintendent Clay, the head of

  the Granchester C.I.D.




  “Martineau,” Clay said. “I want you. Immediately.”




  Immediately, Martineau went to Clay’s office. The stout superintendent was frowning over the call book. “Have you heard about Luke Glover?” he asked.




  “Just this minute,” his subordinate replied.




  “Can you imagine the headlines when the press gets hold of it?”




  “Sure, ‘Missing Millionaire,’ and all that.”




  “Inspector Bradley has had the job all night. He’s still on with it. He’s complained to Superintendent Anderson about Sergeant Devery removing some evidence from Glover’s

  car.”




  “Yes, sir. A castor from a chair or a sofa. It was Devery who found it. He felt justified in removing it in order to make inquiries about it.”




  “And he’s done that?”




  “He’s doing it now, sir.”




  “Good enough. I’m going to treat this as partly a C.I.D. matter. I’ll see the chief as soon as he comes in and get his word on it. Glover may have lost his memory, or something

  of the sort, but he’s such an important man that all branches of the service must be engaged in finding him. Drop anything you’re doing and attend to it. Divisional boundaries

  don’t count. Get hold of Bradley and see what he’s done. Then get busy on the Glover family. See the wife first, then the son.”




  “Yes, sir,” said Martineau.










  Chapter Three




  Taking Detective Constable Cassidy with him, Martineau drove out to Broadhulme, the residential suburb where the Glover house stood. The house had the somewhat unimaginative

  name of “The Beeches,” but it was a beautiful dwelling. Regency, Martineau guessed as he admired its perfect proportions.




  At the front door, his pressure on the bell button was answered by a middle-aged housemaid. It could be reasonably assumed that never before had she opened that door to two such visitors. Both

  were very big men, both obviously very hard men. Martineau was moderately handsome in a craggy sort of way, Cassidy, with his quick eyes, snub nose and long lip, was the Irishman of the type

  pugilistic. But the maid was a hard case herself. She looked at them severely. They were the sort of people who ought not to be there.




  Martineau introduced himself, and asked if he and his companion might see Mrs. Glover. The woman’s expression did not soften, but a look of unfriendly satisfaction crept into it. If a

  policeman had to be admitted to the house, it was right that he should be a policeman of rank. She bade them enter, and without a further word left them standing in the hall while she went into one

  of the rooms. Martineau looked at Cassidy with raised eyebrows and a faint grin. The Irishman winked solemnly.




  The woman returned, leaving the room door open. She indicated that the two men should pass through the doorway. She closed the door behind them and, presumably, went away.




  It was a drawing room or lounge, a big room with four tall windows. The chief inspector thought that it was furnished in good taste. He wondered briefly if the taste was that of some interior

  decorator or of a Glover.




  The room had two occupants. A stocky, good-looking young man with crisp dark hair was standing on the hearthrug with his back to the fireplace. Near him, a handsome woman of thirty or so was

  sitting on the edge of an armchair. The woman rose as the policemen entered. “Is there any news?” she asked.




  Martineau shook his head. “No news of Mr. Glover,” he said. “We have his car. It seems to be undamaged except for a few scratches on the coachwork. We’re working on the

  car. We think it has been in the possession of someone other than himself.”




  “You mean somebody stole the car?” the young man asked.




  “Borrowed it more likely, since it was found in Churlham. Or else he had passengers for a while,” Martineau replied. He looked at the woman. “I presume you’re Mrs. Luke

  Glover?”




  “Yes,” she replied. “And this is his son, Sam.”




  “I see,” Martineau had his notebook out. He learned that the wife of Luke Glover was called Diana. She was well named. Diana, a huntress, he reflected: a tall, handsome blonde with a

  perfect figure and glorious coloring. She would do her hunting without moving. When she wanted a man, she would snare him.




  “We’re doing all we can to find Mr. Glover,” he said. “Who was the last member of the family to see him?”




  Sam Glover and his stepmother looked at each other. It was a glance without collusion, a glance which could have passed between two people who knew each other only slightly. It carried an

  unspoken question: who was going to speak first?




  “I saw him at breakfast yesterday,” Diana Glover said. “I haven’t seen him since.”




  “Did he inform you of the day’s intentions?”




  “Only that he was having lunch at his club.”




  “That is the Granchester Club?”




  “Yes.”




  “At breakfast, was he, er, normal?”




  “Quite. He was reading the paper. We don’t talk much in the morning.”




  Martineau smiled. “That’s about normal for everyone, I think. What time did he leave here?”




  “About nine. I didn’t notice exactly.”




  “In the Rolls?”




  “Yes. Driving himself.”




  Martineau looked up quickly. “Isn’t that usual?”




  “No. He usually has Brown, the chauffeur, drive him to town. Then Brown takes the car in when he wants it.”




  The chief inspector turned to Sam. “Did you see your father yesterday?”




  The young man shook his head. “Sorry. I can’t be any help at all. I was in the office early, bang on nine, then straight off to Liverpool. I got back in the middle of the

  afternoon.”




  The next question was addressed to both wife and son. “Can you give me any sort of clue? Any little thing might help. For instance, has Mr. Glover been worrying about business?”




  “Not to my knowledge,” Sam said, and the woman shook her head. Sam added, “Business hasn’t been too good lately, but not bad enough to worry anybody.”




  “I know this may sound a bit dramatic, but did he have an enemy? Was any person likely to do him a physical injury?”




  “Not that I know of,” said Sam, and again the woman concurred.




  “Has he been threatened recently?”




  “No.”




  “Has he ever had a bad lapse of memory?”




  “No.”




  “Has he been deeply worried about anything at all?”




  “No.”




  The questions went on. The sum of the answers was that Luke Glover had been in good health as far as his family knew, and that he had driven away from his club after lunch on the previous day to

  attend to a “small private matter.” From there, nothing but an abandoned car and a chair castor. Martineau’s questions about the possibilities of the castor produced only

  bewilderment.




  Finally he checked with the wife the missing man’s apparel on the previous day, and departed from there. He went to the head office of Glover Domestic Machinery—known throughout the

  country as G.D.M.—and saw Luke’s secretary. The information she had, had already been given to the police by Sam. She did not change it in any way. He returned to his own office and

  sent for Sergeant Bird, whose duty it had been to give the Rolls-Royce a thorough examination.




  “Well?” he asked.




  “Lots of dabs,” Bird reported. “There are fingerprints of five different persons. They’re all shapes and sizes. None of them in our files. I’m preparing the usual

  forms for Wakefield and Scotland Yard.”




  “Mmmm. Not so good. Anything else?”




  “I’ve scraped some of the dirt and grit off the floor of the car to send to the laboratory. And, by the way, the bodywork is knocked and scratched a bit.”




  “And that’s all?”




  “There’s a sort of negative evidence. The steering wheel, steering column, dashboard in front of the driver’s seat, driver’s door and driving mirror are all as clean as a

  whistle. They’ve been wiped down.”




  “So the person who drove all the other characters about was being careful. He didn’t want us to find his dabs. He probably has a record.”




  “That’s what it looks like to me,” Bird agreed.




  As the sergeant was leaving, Devery appeared. His face wore an expression of controlled elation which his colleagues knew quite well. “You’ve got something,” Martineau

  said.




  Devery produced the castor. “I found one concern which uses this type,” he said. “There may be others in this town. I got the name and address of the makers.”




  Martineau waited. Devery was not looking like a dog with two tails because of a routine discovery like that.




  “It’s that new place, the Pay Tomorrow shop,” the sergeant went on. “Non-deposit, a lifetime to pay, all furniture guaranteed not to fall apart in the first fortnight.

  The manager was cagey. Details of hire-purchase deals were confidential, he said. I pointed out that some customer had done a moonlight flit with some of his furniture. At last it sank into his

  skull that if we didn’t find this customer, he might eventually have to set about the job himself. I assured him of our discretion, and he opened the books.”




  “He gave names?”




  “He gave names, and I wrote them down. When he came to the name of Jonty Blades I told him I’d got enough.”




  “I think you had. Old Jonty. It must be five years since we heard from him. Nowadays he can only get away with it at a new shop. What address had he given?”




  “Cemetery Lodge, Grimwood Road.”




  “An address which he vacated yesterday, I’ve no doubt,” said Martineau. He took a map from a drawer, and spread it on his desk. “We know that Luke Glover intended to go

  to Dodsbury,” he said. He found the place on the map and said, “If he went through Grimwood to get to Dodsbury he went a damned funny way, or else he came from a most unlikely

  direction.”




  “There was a private matter, you said.”




  Martineau put four fingertips on four adjacent districts on the map. “Luke Glover with private business in one of these places?”




  Devery shook his head. “It doesn’t look like it, does it? But we don’t know yet that he ever went near Grimwood. We’re making an assumption.”




  Martineau sat in thought, about Jonty Blades.




  Jonty had recently made a purchase of Pay Tomorrow furniture, and Devery had discovered a castor—possibly from Pay Tomorrow furniture—in Luke Glover’s Rolls-Royce. That could

  have been sheer coincidence. But coincidence was something which Martineau always regarded with deep suspicion. When men and events had a connection, he looked for a reason. That they might be

  connected by chance he would not believe until all search for a reason had been fruitless. He was now looking for the reason for the slightly fantastic discovery of a component of cheap furniture

  in a new Rolls-Royce. At the moment, the only person he could connect with it—apart from Glover himself—was Jonty Blades, a man who would pick up and appropriate anything which had been

  left lying around. By his habit of finding things before they were lost, Jonty had earned himself a police record: a comparatively harmless one, but still a record. When investigating an offense,

  Martineau liked to hear nothing better than the name of a man with a record. There had been an offense, the taking away of a motorcar without the owner’s consent. Such an offense was well

  within Jonty’s scope. It put him right in the line of fire.




  Could Jonty have moved his sticks of furniture in a Rolls-Royce? Martineau believed he could have done that. It was a big car. Jonty was an inveterate moonlight flitter who was used to making

  hurried and secret removals in vehicles not built for carrying furniture. He could have done it, all right. But how and where he had got hold of the car was a different story, and one which he

  would be required to tell at the proper time.




  The chief inspector rose, and with a long arm he reached for his hat. “As you suggest, we may be assuming too much,” he said. “Let’s go see if we can find

  Jonty.”










  Chapter Four




  While he allowed Devery to drive him along Grimwood Road, Martineau’s thoughts again jumped ahead of the known facts of the case. He wondered what could have been in the

  mind of a man like Luke Glover as he passed through a place like this. The long, dreary length of the railway sidings would offend his sense of order and industrial efficiency, no doubt. He would

  grumble to himself that it was valuable land being put to only partial use. Then there was the cemetery, consecrated ground where no body had been interred in the last fifty years. Being compelled

  to build his own new factory away out at Dodsbury, would he regard the cemetery as a dreadful waste of a good site?




  Devery stopped the C.I.D. car at the cemetery gate. It was a high gate, securely padlocked. The hinges were sound. “We’ll have to find another way in,” Martineau said.




  They found the little lane which led to the side gate. It ran between the side wall of the cemetery and the brick-built premises of a paint manufacturer. Its surface of cinders on clay was muddy

  in places, and tire tracks were clearly visible. The cemetery wall on this side was no more than four feet high, but there was a ragged screen of trees, mostly sycamore, on the other side. Perhaps

  the trees had not been there when the paint manufacturer built his place, because it had its solid brick back turned on the moldering dead. This gave the lane a secluded air. It could be seen only

  from its own entrance.




  The two policemen moved along, pointing out tire tracks to each other. When they had walked a hundred yards they came to the end, which was simply an angle of the cemetery wall with trees

  beyond. Here on the right there was a wicket gate giving access to a path of black and mossy flagstones. The path went straight among old graves until it reached the cemetery’s central drive,

  the main street of the dead. On the drive, near the front gate, stood Cemetery Lodge: empty, neglected, and condemned as unfit for human habitation.




  No smoke came from the chimneys of the lodge, and there was no sign of human tenancy. But the back door had been left unlocked. The policemen entered and stood in the kitchen looking around.

  There was visible evidence of recent occupation: empty food cartons and tins, a crust of bread, crumbs on the kitchen floor. They sniffed. The odor of cooking was faint but definite.




  “Jonty was here, and he skipped,” said Martineau. “Have a look round while I go and see if they know anything at the paint works.”




  To enter the paint works he had to go through a little lobby with an office door and an inquiry window. There was a larger door at the end of the lobby, with a time-card clock beside it. The

  policeman tapped on the inquiry window. It was opened, and he saw the head and shoulders of a girl.




  “Police,” he said. “Could I see the manager?”




  The girl turned away. A stout man of fifty or so appeared at the window. “Ah, Mr. Martineau,” he said. “I’ve seen your picture in the paper.”




  “Are you the manager?”




  “I’m all the manager there is. I own the place.”




  “Were you here yesterday afternoon?”




  “I was here all day, up till half past five.”




  “Did you have any callers?”




  “Only a traveler. Annie, what time did we have Smithson’s man? Aye, that’s right. About eleven o’clock, Inspector.”




  “Did you have a caller in the afternoon?”




  “No, never a one. Did we, Annie? No, that’s right. No callers in the afternoon.”




  “Do you happen to know Luke Glover?”




  “Not to talk to. I’ve seen his picture in the paper, same as yours. Council affairs and such.”




  “Would you know him if you saw him?”




  “I daresay I would, if I happened to look at him. What’s he done?”




  “He’s got lost. Did you see any strangers at all yesterday?”




  “No, I can’t say I did. Did you, Annie? No, she didn’t.”




  “Did you see anything at all out of the ordinary?”




  “Yes, I did. When I went home I saw a car standing at the front gate of the cemetery. When I drove past it, I noticed it was a Rolls-Royce. A Rolls waiting in Grimwood Road is out of the

  ordinary, you can take it from me.”




  “Did you notice the number?”




  “No.”




  “Was anybody with the car?”




  “I didn’t see anybody. There was nobody sitting in it.”




  “What color was it?”




  “Two tones of green. Sage green and a soft olive. That’s definite. I notice color. It’s my business.”




  “Thank you. What do you know about the people who have been living in the cemetery lodge?”
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