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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

    


    The Plan


  

    

      Chapter One

    


    The night the news broke about Sally Morland I was feeling pretty sorry for myself. Not, I hasten to assure any reader, that self-pity is to be the keynote of this history. Far from it. I just happened that night to be in an acutely depressed mood, for two good and separate reasons – and if I hadn’t been, there’d have been no story to tell.


    I’d been dining with my agent, John Borley. John was the host – which was just as well, since we were eating at the legendary and expensive Giglio’s, the in-place over many years for theatrical big-shots and their associates. Giglio – tall for an Italian, handsome, iron-haired – was courteous to me, deferential to John. He had – and who can blame him? – sensitive antennae for status, influence, and a credit card in good standing, none of which I could currently lay claim to. He ushered John, as a matter of course, to the alcove table, which in the unanimous view of the habitués was the most desirable in the restaurant. You could be noticed there but not easily stared at, and you had a commanding view of everyone else. In better days I’d been given the alcove quite often myself.


    John was a plump, relaxed, and unmistakably prosperous man, somewhere short of sixty. He was rather more to me than the shrewd ten-per-center who had handled my bookings through several good years to our mutual profit; he was by way of being a friend and counsellor as well.


    As the Martinis arrived, I said in a phoney-casual tone, ‘Anything from Friedman yet?’


    There was the briefest pause. Then John said, ‘Yes, Bob – he rang me this afternoon. Misery, I’m afraid … It seems he’s changed his mind.’


    I said ‘Oh’, and took a gulp of Martini. It was a bitter blow. I’d been hoping, almost praying, that Friedman would come through with a firm offer. It would have meant resurrection for me. It would have meant a good role in thirteen episodes of a TV crime series – and I’d had the impression it was almost in the bag.


    ‘Do you know who gets the part?’ I asked.


    John toyed with an olive. ‘Yes. Probably Felix Grant.’


    ‘Grant, eh?’ Grudgingly I added, ‘He’ll do it well.’


    ‘Not as well as you could have done, Bob … Of course, he had certain advantages.’


    I thought I knew what John meant. Grant was known to have inherited a sizeable fortune. He could afford to be seen in the top places with the top people. Money gave him the confidence, the independence, that impressed producers and directors. He didn’t have to seek jobs – he could wait to be approached. So naturally he was approached. It was as simple as that. If you’re known to be a struggling man, you’re by-passed. If you don’t need the job, you get it. Nothing succeeds like success. If I’d had a million dollars in the bank, I’d have been approached, too.


    John said, ‘I’m terribly sorry about it, Bob. I did everything I could. I pulled out all the stops.’


    ‘I’m sure you did, John …’ I took another swig of Martini, wishing it were hemlock. ‘It’s such a bloody bore, though, doing nothing. I’m not cut out for inactivity. It’s been months now, apart from the seaside shows. Months, John … And it isn’t as though I was fussy. You know that. I’d do anything. I’d carry a spear at Stratford. I’d be the clock in the crocodile. Anything. I’m getting desperate.’


    ‘Something will come along,’ he said.


    The Micawberish paraphrase didn’t kid me. ‘I’m beginning to wonder … There are hundreds of us jostling for jobs. Why should I be chosen? After all, I’m no more than a run-of-the-mill actor. Average talent, average looks, average bloody everything.’


    John shook his head. ‘That’s not true. You’re that very rare bird, an intelligent actor. You can talk sense without a script … And in your own line, you’re one of the finest in the business.’


    ‘In my own line? What does that amount to? Nobody can expect to make a living forever, taking off top politicians.’


    ‘Look, Bob – eighteen months ago, Robert Farran was a household name. People talked and laughed about you on buses, in pubs, over the garden fence. “Did you see Bob Farran last night – he was super.” And it’ll happen again, I’m sure of it. In the end, it’s personality that counts. Just now, the entertainment business is going through a bad patch – we all know it. Come to that, isn’t everybody? But it won’t last. You’ll get another break before long … The thing is, of course, to keep yourself in good shape for the opportunity when it comes. Know what I mean?’


    ‘I’m not sure that I do.’


    John lit a cigarette. ‘Then I’d better give it to you straight,’ he said. ‘The word is that you’re hitting the bottle pretty hard these days.’


    I looked at him uncomfortably. I couldn’t deny it.


    ‘Casting directors don’t like that, you know.’


    I toyed with my empty glass. ‘Are you telling me the word reached Friedman?’


    ‘I wouldn’t be surprised, Bob.’


    So that was it. It was the booze, not the lack of a million dollars, that had cost me the job. Humiliating! Though I still thought that a million dollars might have helped.


    ‘The days are empty,’ I said. ‘And the nights are lonely.’


    ‘I know, Bob. Believe me, I do understand. It was a hell of a thing to happen. The most appalling bad luck. Dreadful … But directors are hard men. They don’t make allowances for private grief. All they’re interested in is results. If they think someone is slipping, if they think the skids are under him, they look the other way … You’ve got to snap out of it, my dear fellow. Take a grip on yourself. If not … Well, I don’t need to dot the i’s.


    You know the form as well as I do.’ He picked up the outsize menu. ‘Let’s choose, shall we?’


  

    

      Chapter Two

    


    It was after eleven when I got back to my scruffy Pimlico flat, high up under a Victorian slate roof. I glanced at the thermometer in the sitting-room and it showed 83°F. It had been like that all through the sweltering summer – and the first days of September had brought no relief. I stripped to my underpants and got some ice from the fridge. I filled up the glass with scotch and swallowed a mouthful and sat glooming about the out-turn of the evening.


    John had meant well – and of course he was right. The way I was going, I was a man with a past and no future. A bum. I knew it. Every day I was sliding a little further downhill. Drinking into my small capital at an alarming rate. Rapidly approaching destitution. Falling apart as a person … Oh yes, John was right. But I needed more than advice – I needed something to do, something to take my mind off things, something to concentrate on …


    Maybe if I went along to the labour exchange they’d find me some unskilled job to keep body and soul in proximity – though these days, with a million and a half unemployed and everyone cutting down, you couldn’t even count on getting taken on as a road sweeper. Anyway, I didn’t want to be a road sweeper. Even less did I want public relief for doing nothing. I wanted, desperately, to do the job I’d been trained for. In any capacity …


    I looked blearily across at Mary’s picture. Time would heal everything, friends had said. Maybe they were right – but how much time? Half a year hadn’t helped. The hurt was as sharp, the memory as poignant as ever. We had been so happy – so positively, exuberantly happy – and then suddenly the dark … Perhaps, I thought, I should put her picture away in a drawer. It did nothing for me now, except to bring maudlin tears to my eyes when I was full of drink. Soon, with its sculpted look and static smile, it wouldn’t even do that. ‘Forever wilt thou love and she be fair.’ What a lot of cock …!


    I downed the rest of the whisky. I wasn’t drunk, but I was muzzy. Well on the way, now, to a few hours of blessed oblivion. My watch, if I read the hands aright, showed just on midnight. I switched on the radio, more from habit than interest, and caught the tail end of a news item that the announcer said had just come in. Some woman had been found shot dead in remotest Suffolk, and fears were being entertained for the safety of Mrs Sally Morland. The name meant nothing to me – but the idea of fears being entertained set me off giggling. In the state I was in it seemed as funny as a final income tax demand I’d once had – ‘steps would be put in hand’. Hilarious …! After I’d stopped giggling I switched off the radio, and groped my way to my unmade bed.


  

    

      Chapter Three

    


    I woke late, with the thin edge of a well-deserved headache. Sunshine was streaming into the flat, and the bedroom was oven-hot in spite of open windows. I took another look at the thermometer. 8o °F – and still not a hint of any storm to break the endless drought. The English weather pattern seemed to have gone haywire. I made some coffee, swallowed a couple of aspirins, slipped on a light dressing-gown over nothing, and went downstairs to collect my newspaper from the communal hall table. There were several others there besides my Record and they all carried huge headlines – which for once were not about the economic crisis. The Record’s were:


    

      FRANK MORLAND’S WIFE KIDNAPPED NEIGHBOUR SHOT DEAD KIDNAPPERS’ DEMAND – ‘RELEASE TOM LACEY’ TORTURE THREAT


    


    Frank Morland! Now the name did ring a bell – and the large type was explained. Back in the flat, I drank my coffee and read the story. The account ran:


    

      Mrs Sally Morland, wife of Mr Frank Morland, MP, the Minister for Export Promotion, was kidnapped yesterday evening from their country home, Broom Cottage, near Levenham, East Suffolk. A neighbour, Mrs Elaine Jeffries, who lived alone in a house immediately opposite, was found shot dead beside Mrs Morland’s Rover car in the cottage drive.


      A man claiming to be one of the kidnappers telephoned the Post shortly after midnight with the message, ‘We are holding Sally Morland. We will exchange her for Tom Lacey. We shall communicate with the authorities in nine days’ time to learn their decision. Unless they agree to the exchange, Mrs Morland will be tortured to death.’


      Tom Lacey, a self-confessed anarchist, was sentenced to life imprisonment a year ago for the murder of a security guard during a North London payroll snatch by a gang which got away with £75,000. The rest of the gang escaped by car and have never been traced. It is assumed that these men were responsible for yesterday’s outrage.


      Parcels found in the Rover car suggest that the two women had been out shopping together. It is thought they had just turned into the cottage drive and were getting out of the car when the kidnappers attacked, riddling Mrs Jeffries with sub-machine-gun bullets, and carrying off Mrs Morland. The alarm was raised at 11 p.m. by a passing motorist, Mr Fred Angel of Bury St Edmunds, who stopped to investigate after his car lights had picked out the body lying in the drive.


      The Morlands have been married for three years. Mrs Morland, 25, is the daughter of Dr Patrick McQueen, formerly of Belfast, and now in practice in Exeter. She is an active political worker and a very popular figure in her husband’s constituency. Mr Morland, 39, who won the East Suffolk division at the last General Election by the narrow majority of 220, is regarded as one of his Party’s ‘bright hopes’ and a probable future Cabinet Minister. He was appointed Minister for Export Promotion in the reshuffle last April. Before joining the administration he was active in the City and controlled a group of property and finance companies. He is reputed to be a multi-millionaire.


    


    That was the end of the text, but there were also several photographs. One was of Sally Morland, an attractive brunette. One was of Morland, handsome and alert and looking every inch the rising politician. One was of Tom Lacey – a youngish man with a full beard and moustache, eyes of some light colour, and a face of no special distinction.


    As I showered and shaved, I mulled sombrely over the happenings. A few years back – a mere ten years, perhaps – such an item of news would have seemed hardly credible. Times had certainly changed. Now, kidnappings with violence had become almost a commonplace in the world, the routines standardized and familiar. An innocent victim seized, a chance witness quickly disposed of, a telephone call to a newspaper, the terms laid down, the time limit set, the threat spelt out. It was a growth industry, one of the few. Such snatches happened so often that one’s sense of horror became blunted. It was like reading about casualties in a long and bloody war … But, so far, kidnappings had occurred only rarely in comparatively peaceful England – and even more rarely of someone in the public eye, in a quiet English country lane. This was an outrage on one’s own doorstep. So the drama could still grip, the stark headlines still shock.


    What stayed in the mind was that gruesome sentence, ‘She’ll be tortured to death.’ Not just got rid of, not just killed – the suffering would go on and on. It was a calculated frightener, of course – putting the maximum pressure on the authorities. Unless the kidnappers were sadists, it was hard to believe they would actually go that far. If their demand was turned down, what would be the point …? Yet could one be sure? If you make threats and don’t carry them out, you lose credibility for the next time. If you do carry them out, you’ve gained ground for the next time. No future decision-maker would be likely to forget how a helpless girl had been slowly and agonizingly destroyed.


    I thought of Morland. He must be living through a private hell. ‘Tortured to death.’ Christ, what a thing to hear about someone you loved. To imagine! Suppose it had been Mary … I’d have been out of my mind. Begging on my knees. Begging for surrender …


  

    

      Chapter Four

    


    On my way out to lunch I bought a midday Star. Its reporters had been able during the morning to fill in some of the gaps in the brief overnight account, and its front and centre pages were entirely given over to the story.


    It was now established, I read, that Mrs Morland had driven Mrs Jeffries into the local market town of Blatchford in the early afternoon of the previous day. Mrs Jeffries was elderly and too arthritic to drive a car of her own, and it had been Sally Morland’s kindly custom to take her into the town at least once a week. On this occasion they had done their usual shopping, and had then gone to a cinema. This information came from the box-office girl and from a municipal car park attendant, both of whom knew Mrs Morland by sight and both of whom had exchanged a few words with her. Assuming the two ladies had seen the programme through, they would have left Blatchford for Broom Cottage at about 8.30 p.m. Apparently someone in the Levenham neighbour- hood had heard what sounded like distant shots just before 9 p.m. – which fitted in with the rest of the evidence. It had, of course, been quite dark by then, which helped to account for the kidnappers’ easy getaway.


    There was an explanatory paragraph about the Morlands’ domestic arrangements which had played their part in the tragedy. It seemed that Sally and Frank Morland had kept up two homes – Broom Cottage in the constituency, practically a ‘must’ for an MP, and a flat in Belgravia which was mainly used as a pied-à-terre by Morland when he was detained by late sittings and departmental duties. He had been at the London flat when, in the early hours of the morning, the police had called with news of the kidnapping. Mrs Morland, because she disliked being alone during the week in a rather isolated cottage, had had for some time a Swedish au pair girl living with her – a Miss Helma Lindquist from Malmö, who was perfecting her English. Miss Lindquist – fortunately or unfortunately – had been invited to stay with friends in London on the night of the kidnapping. It was not unlikely that the kidnappers had been aware of her absence.


    There were various other snippets of news and views. There was mention of a lay-by close to Broom Cottage – a Council dump for road chippings – which the kidnappers might have used as an observation post, noting departures and returns. There was mention of a bend in the lane opposite the cottage, which was why Fred Angel, the passing motorist, had been able to pick out the body in his headlights. There were a few facts about the police investigation on the spot. The cottage drive had been thoroughly examined, but no useful clues had been found. The Rover car was being checked for fingerprints as a routine measure, though it was assumed the raiders would have worn gloves. The man who had telephoned the Post had had ‘an educated accent – which, rare though it might be in an age of do-it-yourself schooling, was hardly an identifying trait. In short, little progress had been made. The kidnappers had got clean away, and no one had the slightest idea who they were or where Mrs Morland was being held.


    On the latter point, the Star’s chief crime reporter somewhat narrowed the field.


    

      There is no reason to doubt [he wrote], that the kidnappers and their victim are still in this country. Although, as probable adherents of what is sometimes called ‘the radical underground’, the gang might have hoped for sanctuary in some country unfriendly to Britain, while they attempted to negotiate their proposed exchange, the fact is that they would have had little chance of getting away. Departure through any of the normal exit channels, with a captive woman, would obviously have been so difficult as to be almost impossible. Theoretically they could have left last night in some unorthodox way, such as by light plane, but they would have been certain to run into refuelling problems before reaching safe territory. An additional pointer is that the man who telephoned the Post after midnight spoke from a British call box. The night switchboard operator at the Post is certain that the pips were of the usual domestic type. Assuming, as the police do, that the kidnappers are still in this country, they have now no choice but to keep their victim here, as all ports, airfields and coastguard stations have been alerted and are on round-the-clock watch.


    


    The report added: ‘An unusual feature of the kidnapping is the nine-day gap before a decision on the exchange is required. Most kidnappers are eager to get rid of their hostage at the earliest possible moment, since the difficulties of keeping anyone hidden become increasingly formidable as the days go by. Mrs Morland’s kidnappers appear to be extremely confident about the security of their hide-out.’


    The Star’s Political Correspondent had a reflective piece about possible moves by the Government. He wrote:


    

      An emergency Cabinet meeting was being called this morning to consider the Morland kidnapping. It is understood that Mr Frank Morland was likely to be present. While nothing is yet known of the Government’s intentions, it is clear that Ministers are caught in a hideous dilemma. It is only two weeks ago that the Prime Minister spoke out in the strongest terms against what he called ‘the short-sighted cowardice’ of some (un-named) countries in surrendering to terrorist threats. ‘I would like to make it absolutely plain,’ he said, ‘that whatever the circumstances of the case, this Government will never feed the crocodile.’ In the light of that unequivocal commitment it seems inconceivable that the Government could now hand over Tom Lacey in exchange for Mrs Morland. However, in the past many governments have weakened in the face of intolerable circumstances and unthinkable horrors. The Cabinet’s choice in the Morland case is particularly cruel since Frank Morland is a well-liked colleague and Mrs Morland is personally known with affection both in her husband’s constituency and among Cabinet Ministers and their wives. Will this, therefore, be regarded as a special case? The police would certainly be opposed to any surrender. Though fully realizing what could be at stake, they argue that Tom Lacey is an outstandingly dangerous anarchist, a proved and callous killer who, once released, would be most likely to kill again in association with his gang. One life, one person’s agony, must therefore be weighed against the possible fate of others. It would appear that several members of the Cabinet strongly hold the view that exchanging Tom Lacey for Mrs Morland would also boost the morale of other criminal groups and encourage them to adopt similar methods. In short, there would be no net reduction in human suffering.


    


    It seemed to me a good piece, putting the issues squarely. I felt thankful that I didn’t have to make the decision.


  

    

      Chapter Five

    


    By now, like millions of others, I was hooked on the case, and I tuned in to most of the news bulletins throughout the day. There were one or two fresh items, but they were quite peripheral. Sally Morland’s father, Dr McQueen, had travelled up from Exeter and was seeing Morland, and possibly some Cabinet Ministers. Miss Lindquist, the Swedish au pair, had given a tearful interview to the press which had added nothing except emotion. One or two sinister goings-on had been investigated. Police had followed up a story from Huddersfield that a woman had been carried into a house by two men at night – but it had turned out that the woman was a cripple and the men had been her sons. Until six o’ clock, no development of any significance was reported. Then there came a dramatic announcement.


    Frank Morland, through his solicitors, had offered the kidnappers £250,000 in cash for the safe return of his wife, and was prepared to start negotiations at once for the handover. The BBC’s Political Correspondent commented: ‘It seems likely that the Cabinet have given their reluctant approval to this approach. As a private offer, it doesn’t commit the Government in any way, and if accepted it would certainly be a welcome alternative to the surrender of Tom Lacey. At the same time it can be taken as an indication that the Government has no present intention of giving way on the main issue.’


    As an armchair observer of the drama, I had a few private thoughts about Morland’s offer and its likely reception. It seemed to me that a gang which had so easily acquired £75,000 in a payroll snatch only a year ago, and could doubtless acquire more lolly by similar means at any time, would hardly be tempted by Morland’s financial bait, with all the dangers attendant on the picking up of ransom money. And, as it turned out, I was right.

OEBPS/images/Image1.jpg
B ELLO





OEBPS/images/Image0.jpg





OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





