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      Andrew Garve

    


    Andrew Garve is the pen name of Paul Winterton (1908–2001). He was born in Leicester and educated at the Hulme Grammar School, Manchester and Purley County School, Surrey, after which he took a degree in Economics at London University. He was on the staff of The Economist for four years, and then worked for fourteen years for the London News Chronicle as reporter, leader writer and foreign correspondent. He was assigned to Moscow from 1942–5, where he was also the correspondent of the BBC’s Overseas Service.


    After the war he turned to full-time writing of detective and adventure novels and produced more than forty-five books. His work was serialized, televised, broadcast, filmed and translated into some twenty languages. He is noted for his varied and unusual backgrounds – which have included Russia, newspaper offices, the West Indies, ocean sailing, the Australian outback, politics, mountaineering and forestry – and for never repeating a plot.


    Andrew Garve was a founder member and first joint secretary of the Crime Writers’ Association.


  

    

      

    


    

      PART ONE

    


  

    

      Chapter One

    


    Detective Chief Superintendent Joseph Burns made a graceful cast and dropped the Greenwell’s Glory on to the fragment of newspaper forty feet away. If the lawn had been a pool, a trout could have been lurking there. Burns’s twelve-year-old grandson stood by, watching the action of the expert with intent approval.


    ‘Right,’ Burns said, ‘now you try again. And remember to let the rod do the work. Make it bend.’


    The boy tried again, with his own rod—the birthday rod that his grandfather had given him. This time his fly landed within a couple of yards of the newspaper.


    ‘That’s much better,’ Burns said. ‘You’re still jerking a little on the back cast but you’re beginning to get the knack. How are the muscles?’


    ‘Aching a bit,’ the boy said, with a grin.


    ‘They’re bound to, to start with—but they’ll soon ease up. And you’re doing fine, Tim. A couple of hours’ practice a week, and you’ll be a creditable fly fisherman by the end of next season.’ Burns paused to re-light his pipe. He had the relaxed air of a man whose cares would soon be behind him. His appearance was benign. With his balding head fringed at sides and back by curling grey hair, his bushy grey moustache, his plump jowls and his expression of wise good humour, he looked more like an elderly cherub than a policeman. And, today, a particularly contented cherub. Instructing an ardent young angler-to-be in the garden of his Nottinghamshire home was a most satisfying way of spending a fine October Sunday morning. Almost as satisfying as being actually on a river bank …


    Fishing—and especially dry fly fishing—was not less a passion with Burns because his demanding profession had given him only rare opportunities to indulge in it. It was a pastime that wholly suited his temperament and his needs. It required close study and concentration; the habit of attention and observation; foresight and intelligent planning; self-control and endurance. It afforded incomparable delights—whether the quiet satisfaction of putting a dry fly perfectly to a trout in a difficult place or the supreme excitement of playing a fish that contested every inch of the line. It could be enjoyed in beautiful surroundings—sometimes tranquil, sometimes dramatic, but always a welcome contrast to the sordidness and squalor that a policeman so often had to face in his job. And, even if a day ended with an empty basket, there were always agreeable associations to look back on …


    ‘Right, young Tim,’ he said, ‘let’s have another go, shall we?’


    In the kitchen, his wife, Alice, was lightening the chore of washing up by pleasurably watching their progress through the open window. As a girl, Alice had been a pretty redhead; slim and vivacious; now, in her late fifties, her short curly hair was whiter than white, but—in Buras’s eyes, at least—the prettiness was still there. Nor had she put on any weight; her waist was still what it had been at nineteen. Small bones and delicate features gave her an appearance of fragility which was wholly misleading, for in fact she was wiry and tough. She had enjoyed excellent health throughout an unusually active life; she had produced three strapping sons, and she was still full of energy. Burns had found her to be the best of companions in the outdoor life he loved.


    As she put the last of the breakfast things in the rack to drain, the telephone rang in Burns’s work-room. Alice dried her hands and went to answer it. ‘Four two nine eight seven,’ she said briskly. ‘Oh, good morning … Yes, we’re fine, thank you … Yes, of course I’ll tell him.’ She hurried back to the kitchen and called through the window. ‘Telephone, Joe.’ As her husband came in she said, ‘It’s Ivison. I expect it’s about your presentation.’


    Burns went through to his room and picked up the receiver. ‘Morning, sir.’


    ‘Morning, Joe,’ the chief constable said. ‘I apologize for disturbing you, but we’re in rather a spot. I’ve just had word that Robert Quarry’s been murdered.’


    ‘Really?’ Burns said, after only the shortest of pauses. ‘Where, sir?’


    ‘Heavens, man, doesn’t anything ever startle you …? A few miles outside Lowark. His body’s been found in the boot of a car. I’d like you to take charge.’


    For the first time in his professional life, Burns demurred at an instruction. ‘You haven’t forgotten, sir, that I’m being put out to grass in just over a week?’


    ‘I know that, Joe—but at least you can make a start on the case. It’s clearly a job for a senior man, and you’re the only one available. Bryant and Ellis are up to their eyes, and Pickering’s still down with pleurisy. And you may find you can clear the whole thing up in a week … It could be the last big feather in your cap.’


    Burns grunted. ‘Well, I’ll do it, of course, sir. Can I have Sergeant Ryder?’


    ‘I knew you’d ask that. He’s already on his way to the scene.’


    ‘And Williams?’


    ‘If you need him. You can have anyone who’s free, do anything you like. I want results, that’s all.’


    ‘Very well, sir. Where’s the place?’ Burns reached for an inch-to-the-mile of the district and spread it out.


    ‘Take B 1184 out of Lowark—the Illingham road. At four miles you cross a stone bridge over a stream. Immediately beyond the bridge there’s a track through a wood on the left.’


    ‘I’ve got it,’ Burns said.


    ‘You’ll find the car some way along the track. I’ve alerted Carson and Bell—they’ll be joining you later.’


    ‘Very good,’ Burns said. ‘I’ll be over there in half an hour.’


    He hung up, and went to tell Alice.


    Burns had cultivated over the years an air of philosophic calm where his job was concerned. There were so many sudden developments in police work, so many sensations and crises and alarms, that a certain phlegm was necessary for health and sanity. Even murder—even the murder of a well-known figure—had to be taken coolly.


    Alice’s reaction was less professional. ‘Robert Quarry!’ she exclaimed. ‘Good heavens, what a terrible thing!’ She looked very shocked.


    ‘Yes,’ Burns said, methodically checking the contents of his murder bag. ‘It’ll be quite a responsibility.’


    ‘It certainly will!’ Her concern was of a different kind now. ‘Well, I do think that’s mean … Giving you a big job like that when you’ve only a few more days to go.’


    Burns smiled wryly. ‘Ivison said it could be the last big feather in my cap.’


    ‘You don’t need more feathers. What does he think you are—a Red Indian?’ Alice began to put the china away, the concern in her face deepening. ‘Joe,’ she said after a moment, ‘it won’t affect our holiday, will it?’


    Burns raised his right hand. ‘It won’t, dear. I swear.’


    ‘I shall hold you to that,’ Alice said.


    As he drove sedately along in his Ford Zephyr, bowler hat on head, murder bag beside him and emergency overnight case in the back, Burns recalled what he knew about the dead man and his activities.


    Robert Quarry was an industrialist, chairman of a light engineering company named Crowther’s which had a head office in London and some half-dozen factories scattered around the country. One of the factories, located at Lowark, made motor-car components. At this plant there had been, for the past six weeks, a bitter unofficial strike over the sacking of a shop steward. At Quarry’s insistence, the Lowark management had taken a strong line. The three thousand workers had been laid off, the plant temporarily closed, and talks with the strike committee ended. There had been a succession of angry meetings and demonstrations outside the works, and some ugly clashes with the local police. Quarry had been denounced by the militants as a tight-fisted capitalist, the workers’ enemy, in a crescendo of abuse.


    Without in the least pre-judging the matter, Burns wasn’t entirely surprised that he had been murdered. As the Americans said, it figured.


    One thing was very clear—this was going to be an important, a sensational case. It was certain to be reported prominently in the national newspapers. Quarry had been a big shot in the manufacturing world, an outstandingly dynamic figure—and the pressmen would come swarming into Lowark. They’d be wanting interviews, they’d be clamouring for quick results. They’d have the spotlight on the man in charge. There’d be a feathered cap, indeed, for success—but a cap with bells for failure. At any other time, Burns would have welcomed the challenge. But at this penultimate moment in his career, he was concerned much more about the trip to France that was scheduled to start on Wednesday week.


    He and Alice had always had the desire to travel. They were by inclination open-air people, and within the narrow limits of Burns’s annual holiday and slender purse they had followed their inclination. Year after year, when the boys were young, they had taken them on exciting and sometimes arduous expeditions—camping and fell-walking in the Lakes, climbing in Snowdonia, caravanning in the Highlands—with water and fishing always at hand. One and all, they had enjoyed themselves. Later, when the family had grown up and departed, Burns and Alice had begun to go abroad occasionally—but with time and money still short, these holidays had been little more than tentative sorties. Now, with Burns’s coming retirement, an entirely new prospect had opened up. Time would be of no account—and to explore exotic places in a modest way would be hardly more expensive than to stay at home. So, with the aid of innumerable maps and guides, and with enormous shared enthusiasm, they had planned their first trip for the days of unlimited leisure. They would go first to the Dordogne—where the fishing was said to be excellent—and visit Lascaux and the great cavern of Padirac and the antiquities at Les Eyzies; and then they would work their way down to the warm south and explore Provence, which they’d dreamt and talked of doing for more than thirty years. That was the plan—and it would be carried out. The arrangements were made, the Dormobile was hired, the passage was booked—and there definitely wasn’t going to be any postponement.


    That being so, Burns thought, it was almost certain that someone else would have to take over the case in ten days’ time. Which wasn’t a very satisfactory state of affairs. Not that the murderer would benefit from a handover in mid-course—he wouldn’t. One good detective could cope as well as another—or so Burns modestly believed. But from his own point of view it was unsatisfactory. He knew very well what might happen. Routine inquiries, tedious probing and no results for several days. Then, suddenly, an exciting break and an absorbing problem. If that was the way the case went, Burns was well aware that he’d want to see it through.


    The ancient market town of Lowark was lively with traffic on this fine Sunday morning. Burns crossed the Trent, skirted the impressive ruins of the castle, threaded his way through the narrow streets, and turned off with relief along the minor road to Illingham. He had no difficulty in locating the opening in the wood beyond the stone bridge that Ivison had mentioned. The track was about twice the width of a car, overgrown with short grass and flanked on both sides by scrubby trees. He followed its winding course for a hundred yards or more before he came upon the police party. There was a radio patrol car, with a uniformed sergeant and constable; Detective-Sergeant Thomas Ryder with his Hillman; and, a little way beyond, a beige-coloured 3-litre Rover parked beside the track.


    Burns said ‘Good morning’ to the uniformed men, both of whom he’d met. The sergeant, he recalled, was named Conway; the constable was Jim Pearce. Burns greeted Ryder with a smile and a friendly grasp of the arm.


    The detective-sergeant was a complete contrast to Burns in almost every way. He was young, vigorous, darkly good-looking and—by the standards of the Force—trendily turned out His plain clothes were not nearly as plain as Burns’s old-fashioned dark suit, and he had black sideboards reaching well down his cheeks in the transient fashion of the day. In temperament, too, he was very different from the superintendent. Burns was reflective, analytical, logical. Ryder was imaginative, an ideas man, ever ready to gallop away on a theory and see where it led. Burns had worked with him successfully on two murder cases and had found him a valuable foil to himself as well as an agreeable colleague. Ryder, for his part, had a profound respect for Burns, whose quiet and patient approach he had twice seen culminate in a sharp and deadly interrogation. Ryder’s ranging ideas might bring a suspect to light, but there was no one like Burns to nail him. Sergeant and superintendent complemented each other like hand and glove.


    Conway led the way to the Rover. The lid of the large boot was open, revealing the body of a middle-aged man, dressed in a grey tweed country suit. The body was lying on its right side in a hunched position, the legs drawn up to the stomach. The left arm was flung outwards, and protruded from the boot almost to the bumper. The face, with its pallid lips, glassy stare and dropped jaw, had the ugly look of death. Face and head were contused, and the side of the throat that was exposed by the angle of the head had a dark purple patch that also looked like heavy bruising. There was no sign of blood anywhere.


    Burns said, ‘Who decided it was Quarry?’


    Pearce, the constable, spoke up. ‘I recognized him, sir. I’d seen him several times at the factory.’


    ‘Ah! And is this his car?’


    ‘Yes, sir. The one he always drove.’


    ‘Fair enough.’ Burns turned to Conway. ‘Right—put me in the picture, Sergeant, will you? Who found him, and when?’


    Conway reported. ‘A group of hikers came upon the car just before 9.30 this morning, sir. The boot lid was shut, but they saw an arm sticking out. One of them ran on till he found a house with a phone, and dialled the station. Constable Pearce and I arrived on the scene at 10 a.m. The hikers said they hadn’t touched anything apart from lifting the boot lid to look inside, and closing it again.’


    ‘Good—that’s something …’ Burns stood for a moment, eyeing the boot. Then he drew on a pair of gloves and carefully lowered the lid by its edges till it rested on the arm. Nearly a foot of arm protruded. He raised the lid again and tested the arm for stiffness. Rigor had begun to set in.


    He stood back. ‘What did he weigh, I wonder—a little over twelve stone? Quite a job getting that sort of dead weight into a boot.’


    ‘You’re right,’ Ryder agreed. ‘No joke at all. The sort of thing they do better in the movies than in real life. You get a shot of someone heaving at a body. Then, next shot, it’s safely in.’


    ‘The murderer could have had help, of course,’ Burns said. He continued his investigation. The cadaver would be for the pathologist to examine, and he left it alone, concentrating on externals. The tip of a wallet showed at the dead man’s breast pocket where the jacket had fallen open, and he extracted it and looked through its contents. There were eight five-pound notes and three singles; an RAC membership card; a driving licence and a gun licence; and a couple of credit cards. The licences and the cards were in the name of Robert Quarry, and the address was given as The Hillocks, Harpenden, Herts. There was also a letter, a brief note on a single sheet of paper without an envelope, dated December 4th of the previous year and, by its frayed appearance, much read. It ran:


    

      Darling Robert,


      It was such a wonderful, wonderful evening and I’m quite deliriously happy. I know it’s silly to write when I’ll be seeing you the day after tomorrow but it makes me feel near you just to write ‘darling’ and to say again ‘I love you’, as I do so desperately. I’m counting not just the hours but the minutes until Wednesday, and still pinching myself to make sure it’s not just a dream and that after that we’ll really be together all the time, for ever and ever. I love you so much, darling …


      Your own


      Alma


    


    Burns passed the note to Ryder. Ryder looked at it, and pulled a face, and said, ‘Sounds like she was just going to marry him. Only ten months ago, too. Poor woman!’ Burns nodded, and took the note back, and replaced it carefully in the wallet, and the wallet in the jacket.


    Then he turned his attention to the car. In the travel dust on the bonnet, the word BASTARD had been scrawled in rough capitals. Against a background of murder, it seemed a superfluous bit of graffiti. He opened one of the doors and looked inside. The interior of the car was wrecked. The passenger seat had been forced back and broken away from its mounting. The internal upholstery was ripped in several places, the front offside window was cracked, and the clock face was smashed. The clock had stopped at 2.31. Burns eyed it in a slightly jaundiced way, but didn’t comment.


    ‘Looks as though there was quite a punch-up,’ Ryder said.


    ‘Yes …’


    ‘Quarry was a hefty bloke. I should think the murderer must have finished up with a few marks on him.’


    ‘Yes,’ Burns agreed. ‘We’ll bear it in mind.’


    He walked slowly around the car, studying the ground. There were faint but unmistakable signs that the Rover had been reversed on the narrow track. It had come in from the road, and it had been turned so that it now pointed back towards the road. Burns stood looking at the tyre marks for some moments.


    ‘Where does this track lead to?’ he asked Conway.


    ‘Nowhere very much, sir,’ the sergeant said. ‘It used to be the way to a farm, but the place has been derelict for years.’ He pointed ahead. ‘Just round the corner there, it narrows to an overgrown path.’


    ‘There’s no way through for a car?’


    ‘No, sir, it’s just a footpath. It comes out on the high road after a couple of miles. I don’t think anyone uses it now except the odd hiker.’


    ‘I see.’ Burns looked back towards the bridge, which was hidden by bends and trees. ‘I don’t suppose you noticed what tyre marks there were on the track before we all started driving over it?’


    ‘As a matter of fact we did, sir,’ Conway said, not without complacency. ‘We got out and checked. There were no marks except those of the Rover.’


    Burns gave an approving nod, and continued to gaze around. He could see nothing on the track or beside it to indicate whether there had been any violent activity outside the car; nothing to show whether the murder had occurred here, or whether the car had been driven here with the body already in the boot. The ground itself was hard after a month of drought, and the short grass was so trampled in all directions that it looked as though a herd of elephants had passed.


    ‘How many of these hikers were there?’ he asked Conway.


    ‘At least thirty, sir,’ the sergeant told him. ‘Maybe forty—they were all over the place. A club of some sort, I’d imagine.’


    Burns grunted. ‘Then there’s not much point in bothering about footprints,’ he said.


    They were waiting now for the technical men to arrive. Burns was standing behind the closed boot top, staring at it in a reflective way and frowning a little.


    Ryder said, ‘Something worrying you, sir?’


    ‘Just a bit, Sergeant … I’m puzzled by that arm.’


    ‘You mean the way it was left sticking out?’


    ‘Yes. It seems rather odd … Have you any thoughts about it?’


    ‘Well,’ Ryder said, ‘I wouldn’t imagine anyone would have driven a car with an arm sticking out like that. It would have been spotted at once, by any following car.’


    ‘Yes. We’ll be able to check the point with Carson later, I expect—but for the moment, I agree … So the arm got left that way when the car was already here. How, and why?’


    ‘The murderer must have been in a hell of a hurry,’ Ryder said. ‘He could have opened the lid for some reason, and not noticed the arm slipping out. Or if the murder was done here, he could have bundled the body in so fast he overlooked the arm in the dark.’


    ‘I wouldn’t have thought either of those things very likely, Sergeant. Surely he’d have felt the obstruction when he lowered the lid?’


    ‘Perhaps he just didn’t care,’ Ryder said.


    ‘M’m … Well, that’s possible …’


    ‘Of course,’ Ryder went on, ‘we don’t know for sure just how much of the arm was sticking out when the hikers first saw it. We can’t go by what we see now—the body could have shifted when they opened the lid. If it was just a hand sticking out, the murderer might easily not have noticed it.’


    Burns looked at Conway. ‘Can you help on that?’


    Conway shook his head. ‘I’m afraid not, sir. The hikers said they saw an arm, but I suppose it could have been just a hand. I’ve got an address for one of them—an elderly man, name of Watson. He seemed a reliable sort of chap. He could probably tell us.’


    ‘Good,’ Burns said. ‘We’ll look him up.’


    The specialists began to arrive soon after eleven-thirty. Carson, the county pathologist, appeared first—grumbling about his ruined Sunday morning golf but, once he was on the scene, getting down quickly to a preliminary examination of the corpse in situ. He was followed by Bell, the camera expert, who took close-ups and long shots of everything in sight; and by men with surveyors’ tapes to record the setting of the crime in yards and feet. A mortuary vehicle and a breakdown lorry completed the muster.


    For a moment or two Burns watched the pathologist. Carson’s initial routine was familiar to him. Testing for rigor—the muscles of the eyelids, the lower jaw, the arms, legs and feet. Testing for temperature, with a hand under the shirt—‘not quite cold,’ Carson said. Looking for signs of post-mortem staining—the dark marks caused by blood draining to the lower portions of a corpse. Examining, in particular, the throat …


    Burns said, ‘When you can get the jacket off, Doc, I’d be glad if you’d take a special look at the arm that’s sticking out. We can’t believe the car was driven like that—but if by any chance it was, I’d expect a bruise line where the lid jolted down on the biceps. I’d like to know.’


    Carson nodded briefly. ‘I’ll watch for it, Chief.’


    While the work was going on, Burns strolled back towards the bridge, his mind occupied now with various ways in which Quarry’s killer might have arrived at the track and departed from it.


    The murderer could have come in the Rover—with Quarry also in it, either dead or alive. Or he could have come in a second car, and parked it somewhere close by, and walked up the track to meet a Quarry still alive. Or he could have parked farther away, on the high road, and used the overgrown path for his approach. Or—especially if he were a local man—he could have done without a car altogether and relied on his feet.


    He had certainly left the immediate scene on foot, since there’d been only one set of car tracks. He could have continued to walk. Or he could have returned to the car he’d come in. Or he could have gone to a car he’d parked some time earlier in readiness for his getaway. Or he could have joined an accomplice waiting with a car near by—or been picked up by an accomplice.


    These were all possibilities—and naturally there could be no answers at this stage. But at least, by the bridge, Burns found what might have been a useful facility. There was a large council lay-by, on which a huge pile of road chips had been dumped. Behind the pile a second car could have been left, or could have waited, invisible from the road. Could have—that was all. Because of the scattered chips, the ground showed nothing except a few spots of oil, which might well have been there for some time.


    Carson was finishing his examination as Burns returned to the Rover. The superintendent watched as the body, grotesquely awkward because of the increasing rigor, was manœuvred on to a stretcher and loaded for the mortuary. With the body removed, other things became visible at the back of the boot. Burns put on his gloves again and drew out a smart leather gun-case, which proved to contain, in neat sockets, the double barrel, the stock and the various bits of equipment of a shotgun. A small silver plate on the stock bore the initials ‘R.Q.’ Burns held the barrels to the light and looked through them. They were smooth and gleaming. Evidently they’d been cleaned since they were last fired. He re-packed the gun and returned it to its place, noting that two boxes of cartridges in the back of the boot had not yet been opened.


    The pathologist was preparing to leave, and Burns had a brief word with him. Carson’s grudging and entirely provisional view was that the state of the body seemed consistent with death in the early hours of the morning—in fact, somewhere around the 2.31 shown on the clock. He would give a more considered opinion after the autopsy, which he would be doing next day. Burns promised to arrange for someone from the factory to provide the formal identification.


    By now the photographers and the measurers had completed their tasks. The Rover’s front wheels were lifted, and the car was towed away by the breakdown van. Burns and Ryder followed it to Lowark police station, which would be their headquarters throughout the case.


    From his improvised office, Burns made his first dispositions.


    Ryder was to stay at HQ, carry out a thorough examination of the Rover and its contents, supervise the fingerprinting of the bodywork—and fight off the newspapermen till the position became clearer.


    Constable Williams was to contact the elderly hiker, Watson, and try to get from him the names of other hikers in the party, and bring back the evidence of at least four of them about how much of the arm had been showing when they’d first spotted it.


    Burns himself would concentrate on discovering Quarry’s recent movements—and the obvious first source of information was the wife. A telephone call to the police at Harpenden elicited the fact—after a brief delay for inquiries—that Mrs Alma Quarry was in residence at The Hillocks. Burns said he would break the news to her himself—but he’d be grateful if Harpenden could lend him the services of an experienced policewoman to share the burden. He would pick her up at the local station, he said, in a little over two hours.
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