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Chapter One




Mrs Ogmore-Davies had not been looking for a dead body. What she said later about a premonition was regarded by many as embellishment, but not by older Panty residents who respected Mrs Ogmore-Davies’s much advertised psychic powers.


There were others who remained undecided about the whole business. If she had known there was going to be a body in the harbour, why had she not said so to Dai Rees, instead of telling him her parrot Gomer had been blown away again and she was going to fetch him from the harbour to save his having to walk home. That was understandable, especially with the Easter holidays on and the children about: it was well known that Gomer bit children.


If Mrs Ogmore-Davies had said to Dai Rees, ‘Dai, there’s a body in the water,’ it stood to reason he would have stopped delivering post and gone with her; in any case, it was mostly circulars he had in his bag—nothing that couldn’t have waited. But Dai had been definite: it was only the parrot she had mentioned—that and the wind and the time of day. Even the village elders had to accept as much. They trusted Dai. His grandfather had been a deacon in the days when there had been chapel deacons—and a chapel.


Mind you, Mrs Ogmore-Davies did not state categorically she had told Dai that supernatural forces were impelling her towards the harbour. She only thought she might have implied—through her manner, even—that there was more than Gomer at stake. So there were no other witnesses and you could hardly blame Police Constable Lewin for taking the whole thing with a pinch of salt—psychic powers and all. As it happens, Constable Lewin was wrong, at least about the existence of a body.


It was six-thirty in the morning when Mrs Ogmore-Davies pulled on her late husband’s oilskin coat and set off from Mariner’s Rest in the direction of the harbour. Her cottage, at the old and top end of Panty High Street, is perched two hundred feet above sea level. Although it had offered the once retired and now deceased Captain Ogmore-Davies a nostalgically commanding view of St Brides Bay, as well as a good deal of the surrounding West Wales coastline, it had been the steep climb back on the next to shortest route from the Boatman Inn, executed twice daily, that had finally precipitated enduring rest for that particular merchant mariner, ten minutes after closing time on a wet night in the previous November.


Tragic as it had been for Mrs Ogmore-Davies to be deprived of her soul-mate through the intervention of fate and the demon drink—officially he had succumbed to heart failure while falling down some area steps—it was not long before she had re-established communication with the departed over what she referred to as the ether. She was thus able to make up for years of frustration and confer with him during opening hours, and if his reported responses were to be credited, then she permitted him a much larger role in the conversation than he had ever enjoyed during nearly half a century of marriage.


Mrs Ogmore-Davies chose the longest route to the harbour, following the descending High Street to sea-level at the head of the cove. She then had to walk back along the recently cobbled track skirting the river estuary to the landlocked and half-tidal harbour directly below her own property. The cobbles—or popple-stones, to use the local name—were as uncomfortable underfoot as some had predicted, but there was a grudging consensus that they added colour and credibility.


In the words of Edwin Egor, Estate Agent and Chartered Surveyor, ‘the village of Panty sits astride the coast road ‘twixt Haverfordwest and the ancient cathedral seat of St David’s. Until very recent times, it has not so much been long forgotten as never remarked at all. Historically, economically and strategically, it lacked any firm reason for being. Its shallow harbour, approached from seawards via a cliffhung, twisting inlet, had lent itself to clandestine enterprise such as the export of stolen cows in the sixteenth century and the import of illegal Irish immigrants in the nineteenth, but nothing had happened in between or after.


When the shipment of lead and later iron ore offered other ports in the area periods of reasonable prosperity, Panty had been tried and found too shallow. It had been too far west to profit when coal became the staple export of Wales. Even the lifeboat station established in 1860 had been abandoned two years later, when it was admitted there were too few fishermen in the area to muster an adequate crew.


The emergence and advertisement of Panty as a picturesque old fishing village in the latter part of the twentieth century thus owed more to the property speculators than to historical fact: hence the popple-stones.


The transformation had begun the day after The Mistake. A Panty ploughman, living in an officially condemned and near-derelict dwelling, had been in the act of moving his family and chattels to a new Council house in St David’s, when a passing and opportunist tourist from London had made him an offer for the property. The ploughman, a simple and honest fellow, was also a man of few words—and most of those were Welsh. Having shaken hands on what he had understood to be three hundred pounds—a sum in excess of the compensation due to him from the Local Authority—he was so overcome with his good fortune on receiving a cheque for three thousand that he revealed all to the local butcher, who normally obliged with the processing of cheques for those of his customers without bank accounts.


Pausing only to advise the ploughman to keep the whole affair secret, the butcher had closed his shop and promptly applied himself to the ready cash acquisition of other condemned properties in the village, as well as a few that were not. It was only a matter of weeks before the whole story was out, but they were profitable ones for the butcher.


What came to be known as The Mistake was soon established as part of local legend, and the expectancy of all Panty property owners increased forthwith not ten but twentyfold—a tribute to the enduring quality of Welsh optimism despite centuries of disappointment.


At the time of The Mistake, a decade ago, Panty had comprised a cluster of dwellings, most of them high above the harbour, and, as Edwin Egor was to put it, ‘atop the proud and rugged coastline’, and exposed to the prevailing north wind which blew off the land with such ferocity that even the local oaks grew to resemble inverted giant umbrellas snagged in the act of hurtling seawards.


The few other occupied houses were arranged, Italian style, on irregular terraces between the High Street and the harbour and served by a minor labyrinth of lanes, paths and steps. For the most part, though, the cliff-top heart of Panty had been oriented to connect with the fertile land behind the village, the local bread-winners being mostly employed in agrarian rather than maritime pursuits. The Mistake had changed all that.


Within a year of the famous error ‘old fisherman’s cottages’ were being erected on a wholesale basis. White-washed, pink-washed and unwashed stucco dwellings in ‘traditional style’ sprang up by the dozen, offering maximum untraditional comforts at matching prices to the foreign—meaning English—weekend sailors queuing to buy them. The harbour acquired a marina complete with a prefabricated wooden yacht club. Disused shops reopened as boutiques, ships chandlers and outlets for the sale of antique and ‘antiqued’ brassware. There was a brisk trade in fish netting for adorning walls and patios—plain for indoors and tarred when there was any risk of it getting wet.


Although the buildings in Old Panty had been the first to change hands, and suffer the modernizing process, their numbers were limited and, while they provided a degree of authenticity, they were hardly convenient for those newcomers whose interests centred on the marina and the moorings off shore. Thus it was that New Panty was created—a fresh and alien community clustered around the river estuary close to the bridge at the bottom of the High Street with the broad popple-stoned link to the pleasures of the sea.


It would be an overstatement to say that all who survived (inevitably to be dubbed as Old Panties) were hill dwellers, while all New Panties languished in the river valley, but the division roughly worked that way. Old Panties were, in any case, very much a minority. They consisted in the main of freeholders whose optimism had been so divorced from reality that two property booms had come and gone leaving them and their asking prices still in situ, together with those tradespeople who had eschewed short-term gains in favour of the rich rewards offered from the long-term exploitation of the affluent new arrivals.


There remained the Old Panty carriage trade—the doctor, the vicar, and a handful of gentlefolk, who had enjoyed a quiet and fulfilling existence in Panty since before The Mistake. Although they were not exploitable, they were not themselves exploiting. They deserved honouring on both counts.


Numbered among these last was the Judge, who had long since retired from administering justice in the Colonies—and rather earlier than expected at the time, due more to the increasing eccentricity of his judicial pronouncements than to the decreasing size of the British Empire.


What the original inhabitants lacked in numbers they made up in homogeneity. The newcomers at best had a hobby in common plus a shared and growing distaste for being fleeced by the locals—loosely binding influences not exactly scenting of the stuff that built nations. In contrast, Old Panties were held together by an influence older than Cadwaladr. They were Welsh, a fact that transcended all other considerations—allowing for a modicum of licence where large sums of money might be involved.


‘Go-mer! Go-mer!’ Mrs Ogmore-Davies’s powerful mezzo-soprano summons carried seawards and echoed against the cliffs as she progressed along the quayside in the half-light and the morning drizzle, her substantial figure swaddled from neck to ankle in black oilskin. She peered closely through pebble-lenses into the porch of the Boatman and further along at the doorway of the yacht club. Gomer often homed in on licensed premises, redolent of the scent familiar to any who had lived in close proximity to the late Captain.


Gomer had been reared in the Tropics and had never ceased to be irritated as well as surprised by the northerly gusts that caught him in mid-flight between kitchen and greenhouse, whisking him seawards. True, he had developed a free-falling technique that facilitated a rapid if unnerving descent before the land gave out beneath him, but the experience was always upsetting as well as undignified.


‘Go-mer!’ Mrs Ogmore-Davies descended the steps that led from the old quay to the marina boardwalk and its berthing sprigs. It was still early in the season, but already most of the berths were occupied by bobbing, tall-masted sailing boats.


‘Come, pretty. Come to Mammy, then. Go-mAAHH!’ What the final exclamation lacked in musical quality, it made up for in volume. The sudden weakness in Mrs Ogmore-Davies’s knees was not transmitted to her vocal cords. She had found Gomer—perched on the prow of a cabin cruiser and gazing quizzically at the contorted, sandalled but otherwise naked body of a man, draped across the foredeck of the same craft and apparently petrified in the act of crawling aft.


The torso of Gomer’s macabre shipmate lay on its right side, chest exposed to Mrs Ogmore-Davies standing rooted to the boards. The head was turned away from her. The right arm was fully extended as though attempting to reach a handhold further along the deck. The left knee was bent up tight towards the stomach and covering the groin. Mrs Ogmore-Davies was later quite explicit on this point—and on one other. A thin wooden stake protruded from the victim’s back in the vicinity of the left shoulder-blade. This she noted with a shudder when she stepped forward to scoop up Gomer. There was no blood—not to speak of or not that she could later remember—but then, if there had been any, it would surely have been dispersed and diluted by the rain on the deck. This was to be Constable Lewin’s theory up to the point where he ceased to accept the existence of a body at all. It was the Constable who was to be next on the scene for, although Mrs Ogmore-Davies’s scream was loud enough to wake the dead, it was mostly carried seawards by the wind, and those few of the living it roused from their slumbers assumed it to be the anguished cry of a seabird. Nor did Mrs Ogmore-Davies attempt to find assistance close at hand.


Idwel Pugh, the landlord of the Boatman, and his stuck-up wife, lived on the premises, but they were the last people she would have turned to—especially with a nude man on her hands, dead or alive. She was panic-stricken, but she hadn’t lost her reason. Nobody lived at the yacht club nor at any of the few other buildings along the harbour, so it was Dai Rees the Post she hurried to fetch from near the bridge. But Dai had long since continued his rounds along River Street, and it was the Constable Mrs Ogmore-Davies sighted at the door of the new police house he occupied, rent free, at the foot of the High Street.


‘Come quick, bach,’ she cried from across the road. There’s a dead body. Murdered.’


‘Go on,’ said Lewin, more in irritation than rank disbelief. He had only come out to look at his daffodils while the kettle boiled. His police responsibilities didn’t rightly start until eight o’clock; up to then, it was the County Force that was supposed to keep law and order. The sight of Mrs Ogmore-Davies with a parrot on her shoulder and sounding like the prophet of doom made an unpromising start to the day. ‘Where is it, then?’ He began buttoning up his tunic, the first slight indication that he was preparing for action.


‘In the harbour. In a boat—STABBED to death.’ The shouted emphasis caused Gomer to re-arrange himself on his perch. ‘Are you coming or not?’


‘’Course I’m coming. Let me get my cap.’ Constable Lewin went indoors reappearing a few moments later fully equipped for official business—or nearly. The drizzle had turned into quite heavy rain, so he went back for his raincoat.


‘Took long enough,’ complained Mrs Ogmore-Davies, nearly running to keep up as the Constable strode out along the popple-stones. He was shorter than she was but half her age. He increased his pace.


‘In my experience,’ he observed gravely, ‘dead bodies don’t go anywhere. Haste is no substitute for method, Mrs Ogmore-Davies. My wife is ringing the doctor.’ He glanced down at his companion. ‘You did take the pulse?’


‘Pulse? What pulse? Didn’t I tell you he’s dead as mutton? Knew that as soon as I got there … before I got there,’ Mrs Ogmore-Davies added darkly.


Lewin disregarded the last remark There was no point in complicating police reports with references to the alleged psychic experiences of witnesses. He knew what Mrs Ogmore-Davies was leading up to and he had no intention of humouring that particular whim.


They reached the marina. ‘There,’ said Mrs Ogmore-Davies, pointing to the cabin cruiser a few yards ahead.


The constable stepped forward. ‘Where?’ he asked, staring at the empty deck. There was a moment’s embarrassed silence.


‘It was there five minutes ago,’ Mrs Ogmore-Davies offered defensively. ‘We should have been quicker getting here.’


Constable Lewin lifted his eyebrows. It was hardly necessary to point the irrelevancy of time when discussing the disposition of a dead body. ‘Nobody else saw it, then?’


‘Gomer saw it, didn’t you, my lovely?’


The policeman made a mental note definitely to include that observation in his report. ‘Pity he can’t tell us,’ he commented wryly.


Mrs Ogmore-Davies hesitated. ‘He doesn’t talk.’ Her lips tightened.


Gomer moved crab-wise along his owner’s shoulder. ‘Sod it,’ he said, with perfect articulation.




Chapter Two




‘One in four people have smelly feet. Well, bless my soul.’ Lord Grenwood, Chairman of Grenwood, Phipps the well-known merchant bankers, treated each of his three luncheon companions to a stare of undisguised appraisal. ‘Never had problems in that direction, I’m happy to say. Waterworks, now that’s an entirely different—’


‘Not one in every four, Lord Grenwood.’ Whatever physiological confidence the aged banker had been about to share was lost to the interruption from the big, earnest American on his right. ‘Statistics prove—’


‘Almost anything, in my experience.’ This time, the interpolation came from the urbane Mark Treasure, Vice Chairman of Grenwood, Phipps, who considered a discourse either on human olfactory problems in general or Grenwood’s prostate in particular as unpromising accompaniments to Dover sole. ‘I doubt Rigley & Herbert have needed to bother much about statistics over the years,’ Treasure added lightly. ‘Or am I doing you an injustice, Mr Crutt?’ he smiled confidently at the fourth member of the party.


Albert Crutt, Managing Director of Rigley & Herbert Limited, manufacturing chemists and the makers of Rigley’s Patent Footbalm, shook his head in agreement. He could do little else while coping with a mouthful of gristle.


The Perceval Club in London’s Pall Mall is celebrated for many things—notably the number of distinguished if superannuated politicians it counts among its members. Culinary excellence has never been high on the Committee’s list of priorities. The provision of a three-course lunch at a price that does not make too large a hole in the daily attendance allowance at the House of Lords is a prerequisite for the majority of habitués.


Lord Grenwood invariably brought Americans to the Perceval in the usually erroneous belief that the venerability of the premises-matched by that of the members—was for them ample compensation for the short-comings of the chef. He applied the same principle to ‘provincial visitors’ which broadly covered anyone normally domiciled north of Watford.


Edgar J. Crabthorne Jnr, President of the Hutstacker Chemical Corporation of West Virginia, seemed impervious to both the surroundings and the fare. He was noted for his impassivity and had not registered dismay even on being advised that tea was available only at tea-time.


The normally nervous, self-effacing and undersized Crutt was largely preoccupied with the various aspects of his personal and business predicament.


His train from South Wales had been late. There had been no taxis available at the station. He had completed the journey in a bus going the wrong way, by Underground and, finally, on foot—all in an unfamiliar city, in pouring rain.


Since no London club of the gentlemanly kind sees fit to identify itself, ensuring thus that strangers need to enter in the role of grovelling supplicants, Crutt had been redirected by the hall porters of two such establishments before fetching up, wet and winded, at the right one.


Decades before as a student pharmacist morbid physiology had held him academically enthralled. There had been nothing academic about his drumming pulse, his uncoordinated knee movements or his steaming torso as he had floundered up the Perceval steps. He had tried to think of Bronwen who made it all worthwhile: in the circumstances this only made it worse.


An urgent but hasty visit to the washroom had resulted in his jamming a generous portion of shirt in the open zip of his trousers—something neither remedied nor much improved by some frantic ministrations with a pair of nail scissors firmly attached to a washbasin by an inadequate length of stoutish chain.


The titled member who had come upon the hapless Crutt contorted over the basin, apparently performing one of several possible but unspeakable acts, had retreated immediately, consoled only by the conclusion that the fellow was unlikely to be British. 


The same member was now eyeing Crutt suspiciously from across the dining room, a circumstance that left no recourse but to swallow the gristle whole. Transferring the offending mouthful to his napkin would have nullified the usefulness of that linen square as cover for the gaping trouser front and frayed shirting beneath. Crutt had managed well enough standing at the bar and had marched stiffly to the table, one hand clasped across his lower stomach, in the manner of one about to throw up—as it happened, a common enough posture in the Perceval dining-room. Sitting down created entirely different problems. And he had yet to explain about the Judge.


Crutt took a large draught of not very good burgundy. ‘We … we keep very careful sales figures, Mr Treasure,’ he offered apologetically. ‘It’s never been company policy to commission … er …’


‘Market research?’ Treasure suggested helpfully. CP


‘That’s right.’ Crutt nodded. ‘Nor …’


‘Nor retail audits, up-dated packaging, spinoff products, advertising or merchandising, or any other damn thing to put go in the business.’ Edgar J. Crabthorne Jnr shook his head gravely.


‘There was the aerosol version of the Foot-balm. We introduced that seven years ago.’ The tone was still apologetic. ‘And we do a certain amount of advertising. Trade advertising, that is. But certainly we’re very behind the times. We just have—’


‘Seventy-two point four per cent of the UK market,’ said Crabthorne in the tone of a Pope pronouncing on a heresy, and in his real capacity as a proprietor of Sweet-Feet Spray, a product that though regularly re-packaged, lavishly advertised, savagely merchandised and meticulously researched, had failed dismally to acquire a market share remotely approaching two digits.


‘Our view has always been that extensive advertising tends to call attention to the product …’


Crabthorne regarded the speaker with the kind of interested amazement normally reserved by tolerant persons for those who contend the earth is flat.


‘… and, of course, the condition,’ Crutt continued earnestly. ‘We feel sufferers are familiar enough with Rigley’s Footbalm. Wider advertisement—to people in general, I mean—would be pointless and would only increase the embarrassment of requesting it.’


Lord Grenwood leant across the table. ‘Like asking for French—’


‘Quite so.’ Treasure put in quickly and in deference to the susceptibilities of the craggy old female retainer, who, having brushed away the table crumbs, was now attempting to snatch up Crutt’s napkin to go with the three she had already collected, but in the face of stern and inexplicable resistance from its temporary owner.


‘I think you may have a point there, er … Albert,’ said Crabthorne, who thought nothing of the sort, but who considered magnanimity would best serve his purpose. ‘Maybe we can learn something from you people. Said so when you looked over our plant that time’—a reference to what for Crutt had been a totally bewildering experience two years earlier and which he was still doing his best to blot from his mind. ‘Yes, sir. You can surely teach us something about the British market,’ Cranthorne added: there was no point in overdoing it. ‘Once we get that merger through, with your know-how here and ours everywhere else, we can … er … we can really get going.’


The hesitation was justified. Crabthorne had firmly decided that if the so-called merger ever did get consummated the first person going anywhere would be Albert Crutt.


Sweet-Feet was only one range of products manufactured by the Hutstacker Chemical Corporation through its many factories across the world. Most of these products were market leaders. When Hutstackers met strong competition in any product area, the Corporation was usually powerful enough to beat it into second place by what it referred to as scientific marketing methods and the expenditure of a great deal of money. In the United Kingdom, Rigley’s Footbalm had failed to be quelled by the scientific approach.


For nearly three years, Sweet-Feet had been subjected to every marketing strategy known to the Harvard Business School and other lesser centres of great learning. It had been repackaged, re-priced and re-formulated. It had been the subject of qualitative and quantitative research, preceded by structured in-depth discussions, all of which had been considered useful at the time. Free samples had been mailed to a wide variety of peer group leaders in the potential user categories. These had included chiropodists, pedicurists, policemen and ramblers, most of whom had regarded the largesse as some kind of calculated insult. Due to an error, samples had also been sent to dog-breeders, one of whom had irritatingly reported excellent results in the deodorizing of wet Labradors.


Sweet-Feet was advertised seriously in the press, conspicuously on posters and humorously on television. In response to all this effort, the market for foot deodorants had expanded dramatically. Nothing much happened to the sales of Sweet-Feet, but Rigley’s Footbalm had gone from strength to strength.


It was not in the nature of the Hutstacker Chemical Corporation to admit defeat. When it couldn’t win in a selling situation, it adopted a new strategy: this it called creating a buying situation.


As financial advisers to Hutstacker’s in Europe, the firm of Grenwood, Phipps had been briefed to purchase all the stock of the family-owned Rigley & Herbert at an irresistible price. What Crabthorne referred to as a merger was more accurately intended to be a takeover—submerger would have been more accurate still.


There were no Rigleys and only a few Herberts surviving as descendants of the nineteenth-century founders of the firm. Although shareholders, they were none of them engaged in the company, and all of them—save one—only too pleased to sell their interests for princely sums. Nor had they jointly considered it necessary to employ expensive financial advisers to transmit this simple truth to Hutstacker’s without delay, which was why Crutt had been nominated emissary. There remained the problem of the one Herbert who had so far proved unwilling to part with his holding.


The aged waitress retreated, grumbling under her breath. Crutt seemed temporarily more relaxed, napkin still in place. ‘The Judge hasn’t said no. On the other hand—’


‘He hasn’t said yes,’ put in Treasure, reminded of a song. ‘And with fifty-one per cent of the equity he can create—’


‘A blocking situation,’ pronounced Crabthorne portentously. ‘I could see him myself.’ He produced a complicated-looking diary. ‘I’m not due in Paris till Monday.’ ‘If I may say so—’Crutt was sounding less confident—‘he doesn’t … er …’


‘Like Americans?’ Crabthorne joked, attempting to refold the diary whose concertina folds had got out of control.


‘Lot of people don’t,’ Lord Grenwood volunteered dispassionately. ‘Can’t imagine why. My grandmother came from Boston. Perfectly decent woman. I remember …’


‘It’s not that’ Crutt dared to interrupt not so much in the cause of Anglo-American amity as in the interests of fulfilling a firm obligation. ‘He did most specifically state he was willing to discuss the matter with Mr Treasure and no one else.’ Unthinkingly, he raised his napkin to wipe his glistening brow.


‘Your fly’s open,’ Grenwood observed loudly enough to cause two passing members swiftly to glance downwards.


‘And he wants me to go to him.’ Treasure sounded less than enthusiastic.


Crutt was now doubly embarrassed. ‘If you would be so good, Mr Treasure.’ He fumbled beneath the table. ‘He’s writing to invite you. He said a night or two … the house is most comfortable, and commodious, um …’ His right arm gave a sudden jerk upwards and a beam of satisfaction appeared on his face.


‘Got it done up have you?’ enquired Grenwood. ‘Tricky things, zips. Gone back to buttons myself,’ he confided, more in the direction of the returned waitress than his luncheon companions. ‘We’ll have coffee in the smoking room, Elsie.’


All four members of the party prepared to leave the cleared table. ‘And the Judge lives in …?’ Treasure asked as he rose.


‘Panty,’ declared the relieved Crutt boldly, and just before becoming aware, as he stood up, that the tablecloth was firmly attached to the top of his trousers.


The letter from His Honour Judge Henry-Nott-Herbert arrived the following morning. Treasure wondered irreverently whether the Judge had journeyed through life having his name invariably mistaken for a protest. ‘I’m Henry not Herbert’ sounded like a promising first line for a music hall ditty.


The invitation was courteous and close to compulsive for a number of reasons. The writer explained that his advancing age and accompanying decrepitude made travelling burdensome. He went on that although a widower, he took pains to maintain a civilized abode and pleasure in having friends to stay in it. He was conscious of the need to treat ‘the business matter’ with due seriousness and would be especially grateful for the opportunity to debate the right thing to do with Treasure in person. A mutual friend had advised that Treasure’s objectivity and discretion were legendary. Thus he would be deeply obliged if the banker and his talented wife would join him for as long as they cared to stay. Golf, sailing, walking and the fascinating cathedral at St David’s were all agreeable distractions close at hand. In a post-script Judge Nott—Herbert had thought fit to add that he had just started on the Latour ’61 and had no hesitation in declaring that Treasure would find it fit for drinking.


The banker promptly decided to accept the invitation—at least for himself. His wife, Molly, better known as Margaret Forbes the actress, was in a season at Chichester and much as she might have enjoyed a day or two in rural Wales, the point was academic.


Treasure welcomed the thought of a short and entirely justified business holiday. It was clear that the Judge, enfeebled by age, looked to him for independent counsel. This might be a trifle irregular in the circumstances, but wholly understandable. Like so many of the dwindling band of traditional merchant banks, Grenwood, Phipps had originally been engaged almost exclusively in arranging the disposition of private venture capital. Social and business evolution, plus the ravages of taxation, had drastically altered the reach of the business in recent times, but Treasure was well used to the role of professional counsellor to persons of immense wealth. The Grenwood family itself still constituted a major responsibility in this connection.


In his mind’s eye, Treasure pictured Judge Nott-Herbert as someone not dissimilar to Lord Grenwood. Both were into their seventies and while—according to Who’s Who—the Judge had not been born to exceptional riches, he was now on the way to acquiring them.


Treasure replied to the invitation in longhand, giving the day of his arrival and apologizing about his wife. He added lightly that the tennis elbow which temporarily prevented him from playing golf, happily did nothing to hinder his raising first growth claret to his lips, and that he looked forward to inspecting St David’s.


As he handed the letter for posting to his secretary, the admirable Miss Gaunt, he speculated briefly on the likely identity of the unnamed mutual friend who had briefed the Judge so accurately on the lures that would fetch him to Wales.


There is no way of telling whether he would have been better or less pleased had he been aware that his calling as a banker was quite incidental to the Judge’s purpose, and that the invitation had been prompted through knowledge of his reputation in a severely different guise.






Chapter Three




The man picked up the ringing ’phone in the untidy living room. ‘Two-four-two.’


‘Morning, sir, Patton here.’


‘Yes, Patton?’


‘Suspect checked out half an hour ago, sir. I followed him to Paddington Station where he bought a first-class ticket to Fishguard. He boarded the nine o’clock through train at eight forty-five. He’s wearing his clerical outfit sir.’


‘Any baggage?’


‘Largish suitcase. Doesn’t look like he’s coming back. Anything else sir?’


‘No. Just make sure he leaves with the train. Then he’s all ours. Thanks, Patton. We’ll be in touch.’


Mark Treasure enjoyed railway stations, a characteristic common enough in those seldom obliged to use them.


The drive to West Wales, he had been advised, was long and boring. Panty was not on the railway, but could be reached quickly and comfortably by train to Fishguard Harbour, followed by a short cab ride. The idea of travelling on the Fishguard Express had been irresistible.


Paddington station had an especial attraction for the handsome and still hardly middle-aged banker. He paused on the main concourse unfashionably to gaze up at Brunei’s mighty centre span. Several passers-by emulated his action, failed to recognize a mid-nineteenth century engineering feat of the first importance when they saw it, and hurried onwards; two confirmed their natural as well as untutored imperception by colliding with each other.


In his extreme youth, Treasure’s infrequent visits to London had begun and ended at this same station: memories of innocent pleasures crowded back. As an Oxford undergraduate the journeys here had been more frequent and the pleasures usually less innocent. He gave a half-smile at his own long, good-humoured visage reflected in the glass of a telephone-box with a man in it: the passage of years had not made him intolerant of youthful exuberances—least of all his own youthful exhuberances. Wistfully, he recalled offering a proposal of marriage while waiting for a London connection at Didcot.


The 9 a.m. Fishguard train stood ready to be boarded at Platform Five. True, it no longer oozed steam from every joint, nor would it be hauled by a giant County Class 4-6-0 locomotive in the green livery of the Great Western, brightwork gleaming. Sadly, there was nothing to indicate it was anything out of the ordinary.


No train out of Paddington had ever officially been designated the Fishguard Express; all trains beyond Swansea had been limited since the line opened. Indeed, had it not been the last Friday in May, preceding the Monday Spring Bank Holiday, this train would have gone no further than Swansea, and Treasure would have had to complete the journey by a local connection. Fishguard no longer rated a regular through service. Yet for small boys reared near wayside stations along the iron road to West Wales, there had been no other name to apply to the Irish boat-train that hurtled past, shaking the very rafters of the toothy-eaved platform roofs and rumoured to suck in Saturday train spotters who stood too near the edge. Treasure had been such a boy. He had since visited most parts of the world, but Fishguard—where he had never been—was still, for him, a name redolent of romance and adventure, his boyhood gateway to the west and the unimaginable excitements that lay beyond. The fact that what lay beyond was a slow boat to Rosslare and a rather roundabout route to Dublin had never been material.
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