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			Introduction

			It’s a pleasure to welcome readers to the latest anthology of stories by members of the Crime Writers’ Association. This is a collection with a difference, celebrating the work of CWA members since the Association was founded in 1953. The aim is to present a wide range of stories which are entertaining in their own right and also demonstrate the evolution of the crime short story during the CWA’s existence, from the Fifties up until the early twenty-first century.

			There are countless gems of crime writing in the CWA archives, as this book demonstrates. Leading names of the past are well-represented, along with several great names of the present. The book also includes a number of hidden treasures by less familiar writers. The first CWA anthology, Butcher’s Dozen, appeared in 1956, and was co-edited by Julian Symons, Michael Gilbert and Josephine Bell; I’ve been the series editor since 1996. Prior to the 1990s, stories in the anthologies were quite often reprinted from other sources; one example here is John Dickson Carr’s contribution, the earliest story in the book, which appeared in the memorably titled The Department of Queer Complaints, published in 1940.

			More recently, the anthologies have focused almost exclusively on newly written fiction. Over the past quarter of a century, the series has yielded many award-winning and nominated stories in the UK and overseas by such luminaries as Ian Rankin, Lawrence Block and Reginald Hill. This book itself includes one story, by Kate Ellis, which was shortlisted for the CWA Short Story Dagger and another, by Robert Barnard, which won the same honour. The CWA has also produced a couple of collections of essays about real life crimes as well as a special anthology, Mysterious Pleasures, to celebrate the CWA’s golden jubilee.

			For this project, the CWA has teamed up with a highly enterprising publisher, Flame Tree Press, and my thanks go to Nick Wells, Josie Karani and their colleagues for their enthusiasm for this project and their work in putting the book together. I’m also grateful to each and every one of the contemporary writers who have graciously agreed to allow the reprinting of their stories, as well as to the estates and agents of the deceased members for their willing co-operation with my attempt to translate an intriguing concept into an enjoyable reality.

			Martin Edwards

		

	
		
			Money is Honey

			Michael Gilbert

			“For the Dear Lord’s sake, go down and deal with Mallet direct,” said Mr. Craine, senior partner of Horniman, Birley and Craine, solicitors, of Lincoln’s Inn, to his young partner Mr. Bohun. “He was on the telephone to me yesterday afternoon for two hours. My left ear still feels the size of a watermelon. You know as much about his blasted companies as I do. Ask yourself down to lunch. It’s only ninety minutes out of Liverpool Street. You’ll like Humble Bee House. It sounds a sort of stockbroker Gothic joke; actually it’s early Victorian and rather nice—”

			Further telephoning followed, and at half past twelve Henry Bohun stood at the wrought iron gates of Humble Bee House. He saw at once what Craine had meant. The place had been built as a gentleman’s residence at a very bad period of English domestic architecture, but time and nature had dealt kindly with it. Myrtle, privet and laurustinus had lost planned formality and had run together to turn the driveway into a funnel of light and shade. Halfway along, on the left of the drive, a formal sunken garden had slipped back to the simple grassy glade from which it had been hewed; its ledges supported a colony of blue-and-white hives, eight or ten small ones clustered round a large one. In the September sunlight the bees were pottering about, making their last preparations for winter.

			Next moment he was startled to see a fox look out at him. He stopped. The fox grinned, crossed the drive, and disappeared silently. Bohun wondered if he ought to do something about it. Would it be correct to shout View halloo? He was too much of a Londoner to feel any certainty about the matter.

			The door was opened by a middle-aged maid. He announced his business, and was shown into a large, dark room intersected with bookcases, and branching out into unexpected window seats and embrasures, so that it had the appearance of three or four separate rooms in one.

			“By the way,” said Bohun, as the maid was about to withdraw, “I don’t know if you knew – but you’ve got a fox in your front garden.”

			“There’s a badger, too,’ said the maid. “They belong to Master Norman. I’ll ask if Mr. Mallet can see you.”

			Reflecting that he had come all the way from London at Mr. Mallet’s express invitation, it seemed to Bohun conceivable that he might. However, he merely nodded and sat down. The maid withdrew and Bohun opened his briefcase and sorted out the papers dealing with the Mallet-Sobieski Trustee and Debenture Corporation.

			Click-click-click-click. Clickety-click.

			Bohun looked up from his papers.

			Click-click. Clickety-click-click-click.

			Too regular for a cricket. Too loud for a death-watch beetle.

			After standing it for a few minutes he put down his papers and moved softly across the carpet. The noise seemed to come from behind a parapet of bookshelves in the far corner of the room.

			When he rounded the corner he was surprised to find that he had not been alone in the room after all. A tall man with a thick moustache and one eye was sitting on the edge of the window-seat. He was rattling three dice in his large, brown right hand, and turning them out on to the table in front of him.

			“Morning,” he said. “You the lawyer?”

			“That’s right,” said Bohun.

			“Bloody house, isn’t it? Poker dice. Fancy a game? My name’s Rix – Major Rix.”

			“Mine’s Bohun,” said Bohun. “No, thank you. I’m just waiting to see Mr. Mallet.”

			“Doubt if you’ll be able to,” said Rix. “He’s pretty ill, you know.”

			Bohun looked surprised.

			“It must have been very sudden,” he said. “He spent most of yesterday afternoon talking to my partner on the telephone. I gather he was in rather strong form.”

			It was Rix’s turn to look surprised. “I wouldn’t know about that,” he said. “He’s been in bed for a week. Had a stroke or something. Oh, there’s that bloody man Morgan. Morgan, I say—”

			“Sir?”

			Although he had heard nothing the voice came from directly behind Bohun’s right shoulder. A middle-aged man, in dark clothes, had come quietly into the room and added himself to the party.

			“Oh, Morgan. Someone has locked the corner cupboard.”

			“Yes, sir. I locked it, on Mr. Mallet’s orders.”

			“Then kindly unlock it.”

			“There was something you wanted?”

			“You’re damned right there’s something I wanted,” said Major Rix. “That’s where the whisky lives.”

			Morgan moved across to the cupboard, selected a key from a ring of keys and opened the cupboard. He then went over to the sideboard, opened that, and took out a tumbler. Into the tumbler he poured a very reasonable quantity of whisky, replaced the bottle in the cupboard, relocked the cupboard, and handed the glass to Major Rix.

			He did all this in the most serious manner possible.

			“There is a syphon of soda in the sideboard – if you require it, sir,” he said. “That is not locked.”

			Major Rix said nothing at all. He simply picked up the tumbler and swirled the whisky round in it.

			“Perhaps you would care to come with me,” said Morgan.

			“Oh – certainly.” Bohun recovered himself with an effort. As he looked back he saw that the major was still sitting in his chair. His single eye had a frosty, faraway look in it.

			Bohun followed Morgan up the stairs. As they reached the top a door opened and a woman came out. Pre-war Oxford, thought Bohun at once. About thirty-five. Bluestocking, but overlaid now with a certain amount of country moss.

			“Good morning?” she said, managing to turn it into a question.

			“This is Mr. Bohun, Miss Rachel. He’s here to see your father on business.”

			“Business.” Miss Mallet sounded upset. “But – is Daddy well enough to see this gentleman?”

			“I expect it will be important business,” said Morgan. “Some matter which has to be attended to. You understand.”

			“Oh – yes, I expect that’s it.” Miss Mallet turned to Bohun, drawing him aside with her glance in a way which seemed to exclude Morgan from the whole conversation.

			“You must be as quick as you can, Mr. Bohun. If you’ve brought something – something for him to sign, get it done as quickly as possible. He’s a dying man.”

			“He’s—”

			“If you’d come this way,” said Morgan loudly. Miss Mallet laid a hand on his arm. “I want you to promise me,” she said.

			“I’m afraid,” said Bohun carefully, “that there may be some mistake. The business I have to discuss with your father – it isn’t family business at all. It’s to do with his work in London. We’ve got quite a few important decisions to make. However – I’ll certainly be as quick as I can, I promise you that.”

			All the time that he had been speaking she had kept hold of his arm. Morgan had taken a step forward and seemed almost ready to grasp him by the other arm. Penelope and the Suitors, thought Bohun. He was inclined to let the scene develop but it was broken up by a noise from below.

			Major Rix had come out into the hall.

			The drink which Morgan had poured for him must have been stronger than it looked, for even from above it could be seen that he was swaying very slightly on his feet, and he fumbled with the door handle for a few moments as he closed the door.

			Miss Mallet had dropped Bohun’s arm and was looking down into the hall. The expression on her face reminded him of a visitor at the zoo, some adult, intellectual spinster, peering down into the trough of the Reptile House. Detached, intrigued, very faintly nauseated.

			“If you’d come along now,” said Morgan.

			When they had turned the corner of the corridor he halted. It was too dark for Bohun to see his face.

			“I expect you haven’t met Miss Rachel before,” he said.

			“I haven’t had the pleasure—”

			“Nor Master Norman?”

			“No, I’ve never met him.”

			“You don’t want to pay too much attention to what either of them say. They’re both a little bit – you know.”

			Before Bohun could say anything more he had turned, knocked at a big, double door and opened it without waiting for an answer.

			The room was in half-darkness, and what light there was came from a reading lamp placed slightly behind the bed in such a way that it deepened the shadows on the face of the man who lay there.

			Bohun was considerably startled at the picture. But he was even more startled when Mr. Mallet sat up vigorously from his supporting pillows. His voice, when he spoke, showed no trace of weakness.

			“Where are the children, Morgan?”

			“Miss Rachel has gone downstairs. Mr. Norman is out with his birds.”

			“Then draw the curtains back a bit. We must have some light. Fetch Mr. Bohun a chair. That’s right, we can use this table. Now, Bohun – this holding company. I tried to explain it to Craine, but he seemed to find it very difficult to understand. Perhaps I oughtn’t to say so, but he seems to be losing his grip a bit—”

			Fortunately Bohun had met Mr. Mallet before; most people in a certain line of business in the City ran across him sooner or later. Rumour had it that he had been a sergeant major in one of the administrative branches during the First World War and had made a pile out of the barter of vehicle spare parts. Whatever truth there may have been in this was now buried in the drift of time. The early Twenties had been spent in company flotation, as audacious as it was profitable. After this he had transferred his energies to the field of the Trust Corporation. At sixty he was rich and practically respectable.

			“He’s quite a character,” Mr. Craine had warned him. “He shouts and bangs and swears and insults you and roars with laughter and sends you a dozen bottles of Scotch for Christmas. One year he sent me a box of exploding cigars. In some ways he’s got a lot in common with the late Joe Stalin—”

			At the end of two hours, although he had been sustained with a plate of sandwiches and a glass of milk, brought up by Morgan, Bohun felt limpish. The table was littered with papers, and Bohun was beginning to wonder whether it was he who was advising Mr. Mallet on the effect of the latest Finance Act, or vice versa. However, they had reached some sort of conclusion when steps sounded in the passage. Mr. Mallet swept the papers together, stuffed them under his pillow, turned off the second light, and sank back with a loud groan.

			The door opened, and Morgan came in.

			Mr. Mallet came to life at once.

			“Thought it was Rachel,” he said. “That’s all right then. If anything further’s needed, I’ll telephone Craine tomorrow. I think you’ve got a good grasp of it, quite a good grasp.”

			“Thank you,” said Bohun faintly.

			“One other thing. If you happen to talk to either of my children before you go, would you mind remembering that I’m a dying man? I had a stroke at the beginning of the week which paralysed my left side. It hasn’t affected my brain in any way, but if I should have another – which seems very possible – it may well finish me. You understand?”

			“Oh, certainly,” said Bohun. “I’m sorry to hear—”

			“Not at all,” said Mr. Mallet. “Stay to tea if you like. Morgan will drive you to the station in time for the five o’clock train.”

			It was two mornings later before Bohun got round to discussing the Mallet family with Mr. Craine.

			“You’ve never seen such a crazy setup in your life. Either the father’s mad, or the children are mad, or they’re all mad—”

			“I’ve never noticed anything actually mad about Mallet,” said Craine. “You’re certain he wasn’t really ill?”

			‘I’m not a doctor,” said Bohun. “Strokes are funny things. But in my view he was no more ill than—”

			“Blast that telephone,” said Mr. Craine. “Excuse me a moment. Who? Mr. Mallet? Oh, young Mr. Mallet. Put him through, please—”

			The telephone squeaked and bumbled. Whoever was speaking at the other end had a lot to get off his mind, and was determined to unload it fast.

			At last Mr. Craine succeeded in breaking in.

			“I’ve got Mr. Bohun here with me,” he said. “Yes – that’s my partner. He came down to see you two days ago. He knows all about it. When? Oh, right away. If he gets the next train he should be with you before lunch.”

			He rang off.

			“Look here,” said Bohun, “I’ve got Lady Maidsmoreton coming—”

			“Mallet’s dead,” said Craine. “He died this morning. The house is in an uproar. You’ll have to go and cope. Take the will with you. I’ve got it here. I’m sole executor so you’ve got my full authority to spend any money and take any steps you like. I expect you may have to be down there a couple of days, so I’ll get John Cove to look after your work. Miss Thwaites, would you mind getting hold of a taxi?”

			“Oh dear,” said Norman Mallet. “Oh dear. I’m so g-glad you’ve g-got here, Mr. – Mr. Bohun. I’m sure it will make a great difference having you here. I’m sorry you had to walk up from the station. I couldn’t find Morgan and I couldn’t – I mean, he always k-keeps the keys of the car on him, so it was very awkward.” He had a slight, rather pleasant stammer.

			“How did it happen?” said Bohun.

			“Last night. Just as he always s-said it would. Quite suddenly. Like that—” Norman snapped his fingers, then seemed to find the gesture slightly indecorous and restored his hand to his trouser pocket.

			“It was between n-nine and eleven. Rachel saw him at nine. She usually went in to see him last thing at night, to tuck him up and give him his – well, to make him comfortable. When Morgan went up at eleven o’clock to settle him for the night, he found him d-dead. We sent for the doctor, of course. That’s Dr. Runcorn. He’s up there now. You’ll be able to see him.”

			“Did Dr. Runcorn know that your father was ill?”

			“Of course. He’s been father’s d-doctor for years.”

			“But he knew about the stroke?” persisted Bohun.

			“Oh, yes, he knew about that.”

			“Was he attending him?”

			“Well, there was nothing much he could do.”

			The parlourmaid appeared. She had been crying.

			“Will Mr. Bohun be staying?” she inquired.

			“Why, yes – certainly. That is, I hope you’ll be staying—”

			“I’d like to stop to lunch, if it wouldn’t be troubling you,” said Bohun. “I’ve booked a room at the Black Goats.”

			“I expect you’ll be more c-comfortable there,” said Norman, without making a great deal of effort to conceal his relief. “Placket, would you show Mr. Bohun up – he’d like a word with the doctor.”

			“It’s quite all right,” said Bohun. “I know the way.”

			He was halfway up the stairs when the study door opened and Major Rix appeared. He snapped his fingers at Bohun and said, “Come on down here a moment, there’s something I want to tell you.”

			“I must—”

			“It’s important,” said Rix. “You’d better hear it.”

			“Oh, all right,” said Bohun.

			“They’ll tell you Mallet died of a stroke,” said Rix, as soon as the library door was shut. “Nothing further from the truth. The doctor’s an old fool. He wouldn’t know a stroke from German measles.”

			“I—” said Bohun.

			“Just let me tell you this,” said Rix urgently. “Mallet was murdered. Morgan did it. I don’t know how. Poison or something, I should think. There’s enough poison in this house to finish off the French Navy. Herbal muck. Rachel brews it. Another thing. What did Morgan slip up to London for last Thursday? Mallet never sent him. But I saw him. I was up there on business. He was coming out of some place off the Gray’s Inn Road. Lot of shady chemists’ shops in that district. Don’t tell me he was up to nothing.”

			Bohun hardly liked to point out that if there was plenty of poison in the house it seemed a waste of time to go all the way up to London to buy more. But Rix was beyond such considerations. He was also more than a little drunk.

			“Have you any idea,” he said, “why Morgan should want to do that?”

			“Of course,” said Rix. “You know it as well as I do. Mallet had left him five thousand in his will. He was going to change it when Rachel married me. Morgan was afraid he’d get left out of the new one. I needn’t tell you.”

			“Er – no,” said Bohun. He had Mr. Mallet’s will in his pocket and was reasonably familiar with its contents. “Well, I think perhaps you ought to be rather careful about saying things like that to anyone—”

			“I wouldn’t say them to anyone,” agreed Rix handsomely. “After all, you’re just a bloody lawyer. You’re paid to have things said to you.”

			“Quite so,” said Bohun. It was a view of his professional duties which had been expressed to him before, though never quite so bluntly. He went upstairs to find the doctor.

			Dr. Runcorn was just finishing. He was a dignified little sheep with a respectable crown of smooth, white hair, and muddy grey eyes. He shook Bohun’s hand and said, “I’m glad you’ve come. The lawyer takes on where the doctor leaves off. Very sad, a busy man like him. But businessmen often go that way.”

			“It was the stroke, then.”

			“A recurrence of the stroke, yes.”

			That seemed to be that.

			Bohun said, “I know nothing about strokes, of course, but I saw him two days ago and he seemed so alert and vigorous.”

			“Vigorous enough in mind,” said the doctor. “That’s often the way. It attacks the body first.”

			“He seemed comparatively vigorous in body, too.”

			“I’m afraid I don’t follow you,” said Dr. Runcorn.” I saw him myself on – let me see – Monday morning, and he was completely paralysed. He could only move his head and neck.”

			“Then he’d made a remarkable recovery,” said Bohun. “When we were discussing business on Tuesday afternoon he sat up without apparent effort, handled the various papers extremely vigorously and generally behaved like a man who was perfectly well, but happened to be taking a day’s rest in bed.”

			“Did you see him out of bed?”

			“Well – no.”

			“You’re quite sure you’re not exaggerating his other movements?”

			“I’m not in the habit of exaggerating,” said Bohun.

			“Well, it’s very remarkable. But, then, nature is remarkable. It is of academic interest now, poor fellow.”

			“There was more to it than that,” said Bohun steadily. “Once or twice in the course of our conversation he suggested that the whole of his illness was a sham. Something intended to deceive his children.”

			Dr. Runcorn went very red and his mouth tightened disagreeably.

			“Am I to understand that you are suggesting that he deceived his medical adviser, too?”

			“Well, it would be possible, wouldn’t it? Who’s to know? A man says to you, ‘I’ve had a stroke. My mind is quite clear but my body won’t move.’ There’s nothing to show, is there? Or is there?”

			“There can be certain secondary symptoms—”

			“Were these present in Mallet’s case?”

			“To a limited degree. But I’m afraid I cannot see where this is taking us. Are you suggesting that he is not dead now?”

			“No,” said Bohun softly, looking at the sheeted figure on the bed. “No. That is a fact that I think we will have to accept.”

			“Then what do you suggest, pray?”

			“Perhaps a further examination into the cause of death.”

			“I have made my examination.”

			“Then I suggest a second opinion.”

			“And your authority for making the suggestion?”

			“The lawyer,” said Bohun unkindly, “takes on where the doctor leaves off. I act for the sole executor – who happens to be my partner. I will obtain his written directions if you insist.”

			Dr. Runcorn went white. “Really,” he said, “I think you are making a mountain out of a molehill. You realise, I hope, what you are doing. Perhaps you would like the police in the house as well—”

			The door crashed open. The noise and urgency of it made both men jump. It was Major Rix. He looked almost sober.

			“Morgan’s been shot,” he said. “I just found him in the spinney at the back of the house.”

			“Well, now,” said Inspector Franks patiently, “and where do you come into this?”

			Bohun told him where he came in.

			Inspector Franks spelled his name out carefully, and said, “It’s a long shot, but you wouldn’t by any chance happen to know a Superintendent Hazlerigg?”

			“Yes. He was a Chief Inspector when I knew him.”

			“Then you’re the chap who doesn’t go to sleep?”

			“The eye that never closes,” agreed Bohun.

			“Ah,” said Inspector Franks. He thought for a minute, and then said, “I expect it’ll be a help to me, having an independent inside view, as you might say. If you’ve no objection.”

			“None at all,” said Bohun. “But don’t expect too much. I’ve known Mallet for some time, but I only met Rachel when I came down on Tuesday – and I actually saw Norman for the first time this morning.”

			“Norman and Rachel,” said Franks. “Those would be the only children?” He turned back the pages of his book. “I’ve seen both of them, but I couldn’t make much out of them. Both a bit young for their age, I thought.”

			“Retarded adolescence,” agreed Bohun. “Stern parent. Not much contact with the outside world. Norman keeps foxes and badgers. Rachel brews herbs.”

			“Well now,” said Franks. “Herbs?”

			“Just before we go on with this,” said Bohun, “there’s a point I’d like to be quite clear on. Which death are you investigating?”

			“Both, at the moment,” said Franks. “Morgan could be suicide – but I don’t think it is. Mallet could be natural causes. I’m keeping an open mind about that.”

			“Have you got someone doing the necessary?”

			“Police surgeon. Yes. He won’t miss much.”

			“Good,” said Bohun. “As long as that’s settled.”

			“I’ve got one or two other people to see. Perhaps you’d like to listen in. Representing the next of kin.”

			“That’s very good of you,” said Bohun, trying to conceal his surprise. It occurred to him that Hazlerigg must have given him an exceptionally good ticket.

			The middle-aged maid came. Her name was Placket.

			“Such a good master,” she said, “and such a kind father.”

			“Really, now,” said Franks. “No trouble at all?”

			“A happy, united family,” said Placket. “The children stopping at home, and not rushing off the very moment they were out of the schoolroom.”

			“Let me see. Mr. Norman is just forty and Miss Rachel is thirty-five?”

			“She was thirty-five last month. I still make them each a cake on their birthday. Thirty-five candles. It has to be a big cake.”

			“So I should think,” said the Inspector, impassively. “You say they were a happy, cheerful family? I suppose Mr. Mallet spent a lot of time up in town. What did the children do all day?”

			“Employed themselves as country people should,” said Placket, rather tartly. “Master Norman had his studies. He’s a great naturalist. What he doesn’t know about birds and beasts – but there! You’ll have seen for yourself. And Miss Rachel, she collects herbs. She’s published a book—”

			She went over to the shelf and pulled out a volume. It was a solid-looking book and published, Bohun saw, by a well-known firm. The Herbs and Plants of East Anglia: Their Uses in Medicine and Cookery by Rachel Mallet.

			The Inspector looked happier. “I’d like to keep that for a bit.”

			“I expect Miss Rachel would sign it for you if you asked her,” said Placket.

			“Happy family?” said Major Rix. “Don’t you believe it. I’ve never seen such a little hell-kitchen in my life. Wogs, Wops and Wuzzies – I’ve seen them all. Believe me, for real hating you want to come to the English Shires.”

			“Well, now; that’s very interesting—”

			“Old Mallet was a pirate, you see. He’d got the pirate mentality. When he’d made his haul, he liked to put it in a chest and sit on it. He liked his bits and pieces all round him, where he could see ’em. Rachel and Norman were bits and pieces. If he’d had his own way, he’d just like to have had them sitting round, quietly, as if they’d been carefully preserved and put under glass. Only human nature doesn’t work out like that. All it did was to make ’em branch out in other ways. Norman and his birds and bees, and Rachel and her herbs. That sort of thing. The more they tried to lead lives of their own, the more he tried to stop them. First he tried to argue them out of it – no good. Then he tried to laugh them out of it. Do you know, he got a chap to write a sort of skit of Rachel’s herb book – not very funny really. I read some of it. I reckon he had to pay through the nose to get that published—”

			“Rather an elaborate joke,” said Franks.

			“Oh, he was like that. Go to any lengths for a laugh. As long as it made someone else uncomfortable. Very like a man I once knew in Jamaica – trained a tortoise to drink rum. However, that’s another story. Lately it’s been leg-pulling. Country superstitions and that sort of thing. Norman knows ’em all. Swallows go up at night, good weather coming. Rooks fly round the trees, it’s going to rain. Norman believes in ’em all.”

			“There are certain scientific explanations—” began Bohun, but he caught a look from Inspector Franks and subsided.

			“Well, I don’t know about that,” said Rix. “Prefer a barometer myself. However, Mallet used to pull his leg about it properly. When they had visitors. Particularly when they had visitors. I’ve heard Mallet say, ‘Oh, Morgan, when I was out in the garden this morning, I saw the bees flying backwards round the hive. What do you suppose that means?’ And Morgan would say, solemn as a judge, ‘I am given to understand, sir, that it signifies that Consols will rise two points before the next account.’ And so on. The more he bullied ’em the quieter they hated him.”

			“Not a very happy family,” said Franks.

			“You’re telling me.”

			“But you were proposing to marry into it?”

			“Yes. But I wasn’t going to live with them afterwards.”

			“You didn’t anticipate any trouble, then.”

			“Marriage always leads to trouble,” said Major Rix frankly. “It’s just one of those things you’ve got to put up with. My last wife used to shoot at me with an air gun.”

			“Hmph,” said Inspector Franks. “Now, about the evening of Mr. Mallet’s death.”

			“I know just what you’re going to say,” said Major Rix, “and I know it didn’t sound good, all that stuff I was telling you about Rachel and Norman hating their father. But it doesn’t mean they killed him. It wasn’t them at all. That sort of hating doesn’t lead to killing. You can take my word for that. It was Morgan. I never trusted him an inch myself. Then, after he’d done it he got cold feet and went out and shot himself. I’ve seen that happen before.”

			“Yes,” said Franks. “No doubt it’s one of the solutions we shall have to investigate. Thank you very much for what you have told us. Meanwhile—”

			“There was one thing,” said Bohun. “When you found Morgan this morning – were you certain he was dead?”

			“Of course I knew he was dead. I’ve seen lots of dead men before.”

			“Did you disturb the body in any way?”

			“Did I – certainly not.”

			“To be quite specific,” said Bohun. “Did you take a key from the ring of keys in his hip pocket?”

			Involuntarily the Major turned to look over his shoulder at the corner cupboard. It was ajar.

			“All right,” he said. “Very smart of you. I borrowed the key of the drink cupboard.”

			“Why did you do that?” said Franks sharply.

			“Well, really,” said Rix. “Just because the bloody man had shot himself, I saw no reason to put all the whisky into pawn.”

			“Well, now,” said Franks. “You’ll be doing me a service if you tell me what you make of all that?”

			It was evening, the oil lamp had been trimmed and lit, and they were alone in the coffee-room of the Black Goats, an ancient apartment approached by so many twisted stairs and winding corridors that it seemed improbable that anyone else should ever find his way to it.

			“I don’t mean the routine bits,” he went on. “I shall have to wait for the reports to come in tomorrow. There’s the doctor’s report on Mallet and on Morgan and I’ve had an expert look at the gun which killed Morgan – it’s an ordinary twelve-bore sporting gun from the case in the gun room, but it might tell us something. And there’s the fingerprints and photographs and so on. They might be useful.” He spoke as a man who has not got a great deal of faith in fingerprints and photographs, but Bohun was not deceived.

			He did not know much about police routine, but he did know that most cases were solved by simple hard work on matters of detail by a great number of policemen.

			“It’s the shape of the thing that rattles me. Usually you can see which way a thing goes, right at the start. Man or woman gets killed – in nine cases out of ten it’s the husband or wife who did it. That’s one of the things about marriage. You do know where you are. Or else perhaps it’s a professional – breaking and entering and so on. You just look up the list. But this—” He spread his hands despairingly.

			“It is a bit confusing,” agreed Bohun. He got up, trimmed the lamp, and sat down again sympathetically.

			“First of all you’ve got Mallet, if that was murder. Even allowing for it being an inside job, you’ve got plenty of candidates. Norman and Rachel who hated him – according to Rix. Morgan who wanted his money—”

			“Oh, there’s nothing in that one,” said Bohun. “I’ve got the will here. So far as I know it’s the only will Mallet made, and he never had the slightest intention of changing it. Morgan got five hundred pounds in either case – not five thousand.”

			“It’s not always what’s in a will that causes the trouble,” said Franks. “It’s what people think may be in it. Can you tell me what happened to the rest?”

			“Oh yes, I think I can do that. There are a few other little gifts – five hundred pounds to Placket – the others are people in his London office. Then the rest goes into two parts. One half to Norman and one half to Rachel. Only she can’t touch her capital. It’s tied up in the usual way to prevent a husband getting hold of any of it.”

			“Do you suppose Rix knew that?”

			“Even if he did, he was on to quite a good thing when Mallet died. They couldn’t touch the capital, but Rachel’s income would have been about six thousand a year. That would have done very nicely to pay the bills – he’d have had free board and lodging, food and drink for the rest of his life. Particularly drink.”

			“So far as money goes, then, Rix and Morgan both had motives. Only Morgan’s may have been smaller than he imagined.”

			“That’s about it,” said Bohun.

			“When you look at the means,” said Franks, “there’s nothing to choose between them. We make it as difficult as we can for people to buy poison, but the law hasn’t yet got round to stopping them making it for themselves. Mallet used to have a hot whisky at nine o’clock. Almost anyone got it ready and took it up. There was no rule about it. Norman and Rachel say Morgan took it up that night. Placket says she thinks Norman did. Rachel certainly went up to see him at nine o’clock.”

			“And what about Morgan’s death?”

			“There’s even less there. The gun was in a cupboard with the cartridges – not locked. Anyone could pick it up, follow Morgan into the spinney – and shoot him. No one would take any notice. The fields are full of those automatic bird-scarers. They go off about once an hour.”

			“Then perhaps Morgan did shoot himself.”

			“If he did,” said Franks. “All right. He’s the obvious candidate for Mallet. Then the thing’s reasonably straight. But if he didn’t – it doesn’t seem to have any shape at all. There’s a piece missing somewhere.”

			“I’m only here to make suggestions,” said Bohun. “You do the work. I’m under no delusions about that. I quite agree with what you said – the middle piece is missing, and the other pieces won’t match up till you find it. All I’ve got at the moment is three questions in my head. The first’s a tiny matter of fact. What was Morgan doing up in London last Thursday?”

			“I’ve got an inquiry going,” said Franks. “I circulated a photograph. Unfortunately it’s not a very good one – and there are quite a lot of shops in and around the Gray’s Inn Road.”

			“All right,” said Bohun. “It may be nothing.”

			The lamp was smoking again, and he got up to adjust it, first turning the flame right down, then carefully up again, talking as he worked. “The second question is, were the two deaths connected? I don’t necessarily mean, did the same person do both. But were they logically connected? And, if so, how? The third point seems to me to be the oddest of the lot. Suppose that the postmortem on Mallet shows that his stroke was a fake. Then what was the point of it? Mallet was a notorious joker, but his jokes always seemed to end with a big belly laugh for Mallet and someone else feeling all kinds of a fool. This one doesn’t seem to have worked out quite like that. What went wrong?

			“First report,” said Franks next morning, “from the doctor, on Mallet. No sign of any cerebral congestion or haemorrhage. In plain English, no stroke.”

			“So much for old Uncle Runcorn.”

			“Yes. Not very good. But there’s more to it than that. Equivalent of three grains of hyoscine or hyoscyamine in the stomach and digestive organs. Not materia medicastuit. Vegetable origin. Derived from distillation of the seeds of henbane, alias hogsbean, alias stinking nightshade. Probable that the dose was taken after Mallet had his evening meal but before midnight. To be continued.”

			“Quite enough to go on with,” said Bohun.

			“I thought you’d like it. Second report. Doctor on Morgan. Suicide barely possible, but most unlikely. Position of wounds – direction of wounds – powder burns, etc., etc. You can read it for yourself.”

			Bohun did so.” It certainly sounds acrobatic,” he agreed. “Muzzle at least twenty-four inches away from the head, but pointing practically straight at it. I really think you can rule out suicide.”

			“I had already done so,” agreed Franks. “Listen to this. Report number three. Absolutely no fingerprints on the gun of any sort. Morgan wasn’t wearing gloves. Tell me how he could shoot himself without leaving any prints on the gun.”

			“All right,” said Bohun. “That’s that. Anything else on Morgan?”

			“General state of health. State of clothing. Contents of pockets—”

			“Let’s have that one.”

			“Wallet, money, old letters, bills. Nothing recent. Handkerchief, packet of fags. Lighter. Large pocketknife. Key ring—”

			“Key ring?”

			“That checks up with Rix’s story. The key of the drink cupboard was missing – and we picked up half a possible Rix fingerprint on one of the other keys. He probably touched it when he was removing the first key.”

			“A cool customer,” said Bohun. “What other keys?”

			“Two house doors, cellar and two safe keys.”

			“Hmph,” said Bohun. “House. Cellar. Safe. Hmph?”

			“One other small point. He’d got three recent bee stings. Two on his right arm, one on his left wrist.”

			“Had he though?” said Bohun.

			He went off to telephone Craine.

			“You’d better stay down there,” said Craine. “I suppose there’s bound to be an inquest. When they’ve finished cutting him up perhaps you can get him buried. The instructions are in the envelope with the will.”

			After lunch Franks reappeared. He had a look in his eye which meant more news.

			“I’ve got a good identification of Morgan on his shopping expedition,” he said. “The shop assistant picked the photograph straight out of a dozen without even stopping to think, bless him. I’ll give you three guesses what he went up to London to buy.”

			“I’m not that good,” said Bohun. “You tell me.”

			“A dictaphone. The sort of thing a businessman keeps on his desk to breathe his secret thoughts into. Not very big” – Franks demonstrated with his hands – “a small dispatch-case would hold it. But powerful, and up to date. Records on a roll and the typist plays it back later into earphones.”

			Bohun digested this.

			“Have you found it yet?”

			“I’ve got every man I can lay hands on, busy now taking the house apart. If it’s there I’ll find it before dusk.” Dusk came. And dark. But no dictaphone.

			At one o’clock in the morning Bohun was sitting by himself in the wheel-back rocking chair in the coffee-room. He had got the wick of the lamp adjusted to a nicety now and the oil flame spread its low, warm, kind light over the dingy old room.

			He was not asleep, nor even sleepy, because he suffered from para-insomnia and rarely slept more than an hour in any night. None of the doctors who had examined him had agreed about any point in his rare complaint except that one day he would drop down dead.

			He knew, by experience, when he was due to sleep and until that moment it was a waste of time even to go near his bedroom. He found the night hours useful. Sometimes he wrote, sometimes he read, sometimes he thought – a luxury which few normal people can fit into their crowded waking lives.

			He was thinking at that moment and he was making quite reasonable progress. For example, he was certain, now, that the double murderer was Norman Mallet. He was the only man with a real motive. As Major Rix had pointed out, people often got angry over their family’s idiosyncrasies, but they very rarely killed each other on account of them. With Norman it was different. If he believed that his father was using his money to coerce Rachel into a loveless marriage with Rix, then he might well think it his duty to stop it. More particularly if he was convinced that his father was dying already. And most particularly if he saw a lawyer coming to the house. Lawyers meant settlements and new wills or codicils. From that point of view his own visit had probably timed the murder. It had set it off. And this despite the fact that both Norman’s assumptions were false. His father had not been dying, and Bohun’s visit had been nothing to do with his will.

			Where motives were concerned, as the Inspector had so truly remarked, it wasn’t what actually happened, but what people thought was going to happen that produced results.

			As for the killing of Morgan, Norman had given himself away at his very first meeting. Bohun had not observed the fact at the time, but had remembered it afterwards. Apologising for not coming to the station to fetch him, he had said, “Morgan always keeps the keys of the car on him.” Now that was not true. A search of Morgan’s body had shown a number of keys, but they were house keys, not the garage key, and not the car key. It seemed logical to suppose that the reason Norman had been unable to meet him was that he had been too busy murdering Morgan.

			Why he had done so, and what sort of connection it could have with the death of Mr. Mallet, was the final step in this tangled business.

			Franks had been right about that. There was a piece missing. It was the middle piece of the jigsaw puzzle, and when he saw it, all the other little edges and twists would fall into position, and a recognisable whole would appear.

			What had been the point of Mallet’s last great pointless practical joke?

			What connection had it, if any, with his previous jokes? His ridiculing of his children’s love of birds and animals and country life and country superstitions?

			What use had he for a dictaphone? Why had it to be obtained secretly? And where was it now if it wasn’t in Humble Bee House?

			How had Morgan managed to get his wrists and arms stung three times?

			There is enormous virtue in sequence. It is conceivable that if Bohun had asked himself these questions in any other order he might not have spotted the truth which, by now, was staring him in the face.

			Feeling a little shaken in spite of himself he got to his feet and made his way to his bedroom. From his suitcase he took a torch and from the pocket of his coat a pair of gloves. It would be dark but there would be light enough for his purpose. And in any event, night was the best time, as Morgan had no doubt discovered. As he was leaving the inn he saw, in the corner of the hall, a heavy stick, and after a moment’s hesitation he added this to his equipment.

			Half an hour later he was standing once more at the gate of Humble Bee House. The driveway was a tunnel of darkness. It was the hour of false dawn, and, standing quite still, he could hear life moving in the thickets which bordered the drive. He opened the gate as quietly as he could, and the ghost of a wind set the leaves whispering, so that the news of his arrival seemed to run ahead of him up the drive.

			He went silently, on the turf edge, and presently he found himself by the glade of beehives. The large one in the middle was clearly the place. He could have wished that he knew more about bees.

			Putting down his torch and stick he grasped the roof very gently with both hands. It came up, in one piece, together with the top section of the hive. Underneath was nothing more alarming than a folded blanket.

			He listened very carefully, and in the stillness he sensed rather than saw the legion of sleeping bees. Very gently he raised the blanket and, sure enough, there was the dictaphone, a box-like affair above the first comb-section, with its receiver immediately behind the ventilation grille in front of the hive. Carefully he lifted it, carefully replaced the blanket and hive-top. Then he tiptoed away with his spoil into the thickest part of the shrubbery.

			A quarter of an hour later he was back in the bee glade. He lifted the top and replaced the dictaphone exactly where he had found it. He stood for a moment as if undecided. Then, with a quick, almost abrupt gesture, he pulled a pencil and notebook from his pocket and, using his torch guardedly, scribbled a note. When he had finished it, he tore out the page, folded it in four, and wrote a name on the outside. Then, with the paper in his hand, he made his way up the drive, towards the sleeping front of Humble Bee House.

			It was eleven o’clock on the following morning when Bohun reached Humble Bee House once again, and rang the front door bell. The door was opened by Placket, who had no word to say to him. The Inspector was behind her in the hall.

			“It’s all over,” he said. “Perhaps you’d better come up.”

			Norman and Rachel Mallet were sitting, upright, in chairs on either side of the empty hearth in their father’s room. It was difficult, in the shadows, to realise that they were dead, so quietly and calmly they sat. Almost as if they had been carefully preserved, thought Bohun, and put under glass. The words formed an echo in his head.

			“They took the same stuff as they gave the old man,” said Franks. “Norman left a note – just to say that he was responsible for both his father and Morgan. Not much explanation. He says it was him, not his sister, but she knew about it – afterwards. I don’t suppose we shall ever understand the whole of it now.”

			“On the contrary,” said Bohun. “If you’ll come out in the garden I’ll do my level best to explain it to you.”

			“I wouldn’t try to open it now, not unless you happen to be a skilled apiarist,” said Bohun. “But inside that large central hive you’ll find the dictaphone Mallet and Morgan bought for the consummation of their final stupendous joke.”

			“Joke?”

			“So elaborate. So funny. So much in character. What’s the best-known and oldest superstition about bees? That if there’s a death in the house, they must be the first to be told about it. Can’t you imagine it? After a week or ten days of preparation and preliminary fun, getting everyone in the mood for it, Morgan suddenly comes down last thing at night with the news that the master has had a second stroke and passed away. Chaos and confusion and the doctor to be sent for, and the lawyers to be telephoned. And in the middle of it all, Norman creeps down to the hive and whispers the news to the bees.”

			“I see,” said Franks. “And the message is picked up on the dictaphone.”

			“That’s right. To be preserved, forever and ever as the joke of a lifetime. I think it must have been due to take place that very evening. You can imagine Morgan’s feelings when he went along to arrange for the culmination of the jest – and found his master really dead.”

			Franks thought this out. He brushed off a bee which had settled on his coat.

			“Later,” said Bohun, “I don’t suppose he thought of it at once, but later. Perhaps in the early hours of next morning, when things had settled down, it did just occur to him to wonder. So he went off to the hive. The dictaphone had run down by that time, but he wound it back and listened in – and heard what I venture to think was one of the plainest and most singular confessions of murder which has ever been made – a confession unmistakably identified by a slight stutter.”

			“You mean to say,” said Franks, “that after he’d done the job Norman went off and told the bees all about it.”

			“Certainly,” said Bohun. “You must never keep anything from the bees.”

			Another bee came past, and settled on Franks’ sleeve. The Inspector looked at it in silence. The bee looked back, for a moment, impassively, then flew off.

			“After that,” went on Bohun, “Morgan re-hid the dictaphone in the safest place – back in the hive. The bees must have been a bit more active by then. I think that’s when he got stung.”

			“He got stung a lot harder when he tried to blackmail Norman next morning,” said Franks thoughtfully.

			“Yes. Bad tactics to blackmail a desperate man.”

			“That’s not entirely guesswork, I take it.” Franks nodded towards the hive.

			“I’m afraid not. I thought it all out last night. I’ve listened to the confession. You won’t find my fingerprints on the dictaphone, because I wore gloves. But I’m prepared to bet you’ll find Morgan’s.”

			“I see.” The Inspector sat, swinging his legs. He seemed to be in difficulties over something. At last he said, without looking up, “I take it you told him. Sent him a note or something.”

			“Without prejudice to my having to deny it later,” said Bohun, “and since you haven’t found it, I gather he must have destroyed it – yes, I did.”

			“I see,” said Franks. “Best way out, really. I don’t see much of this coming to light now. What exactly did you say to him?”

			Bohun got to his feet, and started down the drive with Inspector Franks beside him. They had reached the gate before he spoke.

			“It is a couple of lines of verse. I’ve known them all my life – though I couldn’t tell you, even now, who wrote them. They go like this:

			‘Money is honey, my little sonny

			And a rich man’s joke is always funny.’”

			Behind them, Humble Bee House dozed in the morning sun.

		

	
		
			Strolling in the Square One Day 

			Julian Symons

			Francis Quarles walked across Trafalgar Square on a clear blustery November day. Wind blew the fountains’ spray towards him, slightly wetting his suede shoes. Round his feet pigeons cooed and strutted. A small girl stood with arms outstretched holding food, unable to contain her laughter as the birds scrambled over her hands, shoulders and head.

			As Quarles watched, smiling benevolently, a pigeon jumped on to his own head. He stood in the Square, a big man wrapped in a teddy-bear overcoat, leaning on his walking stick, a pigeon perched on his head. A photographer clicked his camera.

			“Very nice, sir. Three for five shillings, post-card size. I’ll just take another to make sure.”

			Quarles waved his hand dismissively, shook off the pigeon, and walked away. Two minutes later he was in the lift going up to his office in Soames Buildings, overlooking the Square. He went in from the corridor entrance and pressed down the switch for Molly Player. She came in.

			“We have a visitor,” Molly announced. “Wants to see you, urgent, won’t give her name.”

			“What sort of woman?”

			“Late thirties, I should say. Elegant. You’ll like her.” Molly made a face. “Class. Money. Doesn’t know I exist. Looks familiar, somehow, but it may be just that air of breeding.”

			It was possible to tell a good deal about a woman’s education and background, Francis Quarles believed, by such small things as the way she sat in a chair. The woman who now sat opposite his desk seemed perfectly at ease. The light from the big window that faced her showed smoothly classical features, a little inexpressive perhaps, but that might have been the result of her deliberate self-contained calm.

			She wore a plain blue suit, severe and simple. Yet the impression she produced was, curiously, one of controlled passion.

			An intelligent woman, Quarles concluded, and potentially a dangerous one.

			He offered her a cigarette. She took it and inhaled deeply.

			“Mr. Quarles? I have heard that you are the sort of man who doesn’t betray a confidence.” He merely nodded. “My name is Lesley Riverside.”

			“Of course. Silly of me.”

			Lord Riverside was Under Secretary to the Ministry of Home Security. He had married, about ten years ago, a woman much younger than himself, the beautiful Lesley Stoneham, who had had a reputation for gaiety and wildness. Her name had been linked with those of half a dozen young men; but all that, as far as Quarles knew, was in the past.

			“Mr. Quarles,” she said with faultless composure, “I have been very stupid. I want you to get back a photograph for me – a photograph showing me with a man. It is a perfectly innocent photograph. It was taken out there in the Square.”

			“In Trafalgar Square?”

			“Yes. We were standing under one of the Landseer lions. This little photographer came up to us, clicked his camera, and said that he had taken a snap. We told him that we didn’t want it.” She added in her even voice, “We should have smashed his camera.”

			“Nothing else happened? He took no second photograph?”

			“No. I want the negative of that photograph back, Mr. Quarles.”

			He met her gaze with one as steady as her own. “Why?”

			“It is embarrassing,” she said, but she showed no embarrassment. “Quite a long while ago I had an affair with a man named Tony Hartman. George – my husband – knew about it. I had to promise never to see Tony Hartman again. George is a jealous man – I might even say, pathologically jealous. He said that if I ever met Tony again he’d—”

			“Yes?”

			“George said he would kill him.”

			“And the man with you in the Square—”

			“Yes. The man with me was Tony Hartman.”

			“When was this photograph taken?”

			“A week ago.”

			“It may have been destroyed by now. What makes you think you’re in any trouble?”

			“This came today.”

			Quarles read the letter she pushed across the desk. It said: ‘You and your friend make a lovely pair. A certain person would be interested. Send £20 in ones to James Johnson, c/o Charing Cross Road Post Office.’

			“Are you going to pay it?” Quarles asked. 

			“Certainly not. That’s why I’ve come to you”.

			“All right,” Quarles said, although he thought it was far from all right. “But this will cost you money.”

			She wrinkled her nose distastefully. “As long as it is understood that I am buying it. You can go up to fifty pounds.”

			“That’s not very high.”

			“I have no intention of being blackmailed for a large sum of money, Mr. Quarles. I might go to seventy-five.”

			“Tell me what you can remember about the man who took the photograph.”

			“He was a small man, rather grubby, fair hair, brown suit, very fancy suede shoes, a bad squint in his left eye.”

			Quarles was glad that his own suede shoes were under the desk.

			“You’re very observant, Lady Riverside. Did you notice whether he was wearing a badge?”

			“A badge? No, I’m sure I should have noticed it. Is there anything else you want to know?”

			“I don’t think so. I’ll report to you when I have some news.”

			“By telephone, please, between ten and eleven o’clock each morning. I shall answer the telephone then.”

			She did not extend her hand as she got up to go. Quarles watched her from his window as she crossed the Square, unhurried and unruffled, and waited for a taxi. Molly came in and stood beside him.

			“What was she like?”

			“An intelligent icicle. She says she’s being blackmailed.”

			“And is she?”

			“That’s what I’m going to find out.”

			* * *

			Trafalgar Square is one of the three or four places in Central London (Westminster Abbey and the Tower of London are two of the others) where street photographers cluster, cameras ready, to snap gaping Americans, innocent Europeans and those up from the provinces to see the sights of London. Some of the photographers are licensed by the L.C.C. and wear badges to say so, but others operate independently and without permission.

			Quarles’s guess that the man he was after would prove to be an independent operator was proved correct. Two of the official photographers recognised Lady Riverside’s description as that of a man named Joe James, and one of them, who knew Quarles, was able to give him James’s address.

			“You want to be careful with Joe James, Mr. Quarles. What do you want him for?”

			“It might be blackmail. Would he be up to that?”

			“He’d be up to anything. He only uses this camera pitch as a come-on for mugs. I wouldn’t trust him further than I could throw him.”

			The address Quarles had been given was in Fendy Street, near Paddington Station. Fendy Street proved to be a cul-de-sac of condemned, or at least eminently condemnable, Victorian houses. Children played in the gutters while their older brothers and sisters, drainpiped and lipsticked, lounged against the walls. The eyes that followed Quarles’s bulky figure as he walked down the street wearing his teddy-bear overcoat, carrying his loaded stick, were definitely hostile.

			The number that Quarles had been given was 22. There were five bells outside the house. Quarles pressed one. Nothing happened.

			A small greasy-haired girl in a soiled red frock, her face angelic beneath layers of dirt and dust, said, “They don’t work, mister. Who d’yer want?”

			“Joe James.”

			“He’ll be at the Black Horse round the corner. Least, he usually is, this time of day.”

			“Thank you.” She stared at him as though he were speaking an unknown language, and looked unbelievingly at the shilling he gave her.

			Saloon or Public, Quarles wondered, and pushed open the Saloon bar door. A couple of minutes later an unobtrusive man wearing a grey trilby hat and a threadbare grey suit, who had tailed Quarles from his office, followed him in.

			Quarles recognised Joe James immediately. The photographer leaned against the bar with a glass of beer in front of him. Quarles tapped him on the shoulder.

			“Mr. James?”

			The squint was very marked. “Who wants him?”

			“Or Mr. James Johnson, if you like that better.” Quarles added mildly, “It’s a mistake to use your own initials, or part of your real name, when you’re sending letters like that. Let’s talk, shall we?”

			Joe James was less shaken than Quarles had expected him to be. James led the way to a table in the corner. “Have you brought the money?”

			“No.”

			“Then you can get out. Who are you, anyway? How’d you find me?”

			“My name is Quarles. I’m a private detective, and I’ve got friends who know you. Blackmail is a serious offence.”

			“Don’t give me that. She’d never dare.”

			“Why not?”

			One eye looked at Quarles. The other stared fixedly at the door. “You don’t know much, do you? She’s sent a boy to do a man’s job.”

			“My client wants the negative of that photograph.”

			“She’s got a hope. When I spotted her photo in a picture paper the other day – at my dentist’s it was – I said to myself, Joe, boy, you’re fixed for life. Don’t kill the goose that’s going to lay the golden eggs, I said. A nice steady twenty pounds a month I reckon it’s worth. She can afford it, and that’s what she’s going to pay.”

			“It’s not worth it.”

			The squinting eye roved wildly. “Let her go to the police, then.”

			“Let me see a print of it.”

			“Look.” Joe James’s forefinger jabbed at Quarles’s chest. “You’re not seeing anything. She knows what picture I took, and she knows I’ve only got to send it to a certain party and she’d be—”

			“Yes?” Quarles said, as Joe James stopped suddenly. “What would happen?”

			The little man smacked down his glass on the table. His voice was low but intense. “I don’t believe you know what it’s all about. You just go back and tell her to pack up that money and send it like I said. And if you know what’s good for you, get out of here.”

			“I’m here to buy the negative. Thirty pounds for it.”

			“Don’t make me laugh.”

			“Fifty.”

			“Not for sale.”

			“A hundred.”

			It was a cold day, but the little man’s brow was thick with sweat. He did not answer.

			“Five hundred pounds,” Quarles said softly. “Suppose I offered you five hundred pounds for the negative. Should I get it then, Joe?”

			“Get out.” Joe James’s hand moved downward. The empty glass he was holding broke on the table edge, and he raised the jagged fragment menacingly. Quarles brought up his walking stick and sent the fragment of glass flying. In the hubbub that ensued he left quietly. He did not notice the man in the grey trilby hat and the threadbare grey suit, who stayed on, nursing his half pint of bitter.

			* * *

			On the following morning, just after ten o’clock, Quarles picked up the telephone. The voice at the other end said, “Yes?”

			“Lady Riverside? This is Francis Quarles.”

			“Oh, yes.” The voice became one degree colder. “I won’t require your services any further, Mr. Quarles. If you send in your bill I will see that you receive a cheque.”

			Whatever Quarles had expected, it was not this. “But my report—”

			“Is of no interest to me. The matter has been settled.” The line was disconnected. Quarles stared at the telephone. 

			“I was listening,” Molly Player said when he went to the outer office. Not without malice she added, “Her ladyship doesn’t soil her hands with the lower orders more than is necessary. Where are you going?”

			Quarles’s face was dark with anger. “Back to Fendy Street.” He went out into a London which today was yellow with fog – a fog so palpable that a knife could slice it. The photographers were gone from the Square, buses crawled, even the pigeons were muted.

			When Quarles reached Fendy Street it was empty and silent. Even the teenagers and the children had disappeared. He went to the door of Number 22, ignored the bells, and plied the knocker heavily.

			The door was opened by the little girl to whom he had given the shilling. Her frock looked a little dirtier, her hair a little greasier, than they had done the day before.

			“Oh, it’s you. Joe James ain’t in.”

			Quarles looked at his watch. “It’s too early for the pub.”

			“That’s right. ’E ain’t out either. What I mean is, there’s his milk. ’E always takes it upstairs for his tea. What I mean is,” she said triumphantly, “’e ain’t ’ere.”

			“I’ll just take up the milk and make sure. He’s first floor, isn’t he?”

			“Second.” This time she accepted the shilling as a matter of course.

			Quarles took up the half pint of milk to the second floor and knocked. There was no reply. He turned the door handle, and the door opened.

			The room was full of fog. Joe James lay on the floor in his pyjamas, his tongue hanging out of a discoloured face. The cord pulled round his neck was so tight that it had cut into his skin.

			Quarles did not touch the body, but he examined the room. It was full of fog because the window had been left wide open. He crossed over to it, looked out and saw, to one side and below, the flat roof of an extension. It would have been easy enough for any moderately active man to climb up on to that roof and thence to this window.

			The room was in utter disorder, with the contents of drawers strewn on the floor and the bedding cut to ribbons. Empty gin and whisky bottles lined the walls. In one corner stood a metal filing cabinet, its drawers gaping.

			Quarles carefully went through the notes and photographs inside, and saw without surprise that at least half a dozen people would have had good reason for wanting Joe James dead. The little man had not confined his photography to the streets.

			But Quarles found no photograph or negative relating to Lady Riverside.

			The papers from the dead man’s wallet were scattered on the floor. Among them was a clipping from a newspaper five days old, headed EXPULSION OF IRON CURTAIN DIPLOMAT. CHARGE OF SPYING. The story went on to say that a particular Iron Curtain country had been notified that the British Government had information to the effect that Max Nafescu, a Third Secretary in the Embassy, had been engaged in espionage activities, and that his presence in this country was no longer acceptable. The Embassy had protested strongly, but Nafescu had been sent home. There was a photograph of him, smiling and looking engagingly boyish, and another photograph which showed him, coat collar up, boarding an aeroplane.

			Quarles read and reread this clipping, and then put it in his pocket.

			* * *

			It took him more than an hour to get back to Trafalgar Square in the fog. He telephoned Lady Riverside, and spoke to a manservant who asked his name, went away, and returned.

			“Lady Riverside is not at home.”

			“I think you’re mistaken. Tell her that it is in connection with a friend in—” and Quarles named the Iron Curtain country.

			“But, sir—”

			“Just tell her that. I’ll hold on.”

			It was just a minute later when he heard her icy voice. “Mr. Quarles? I haven’t the least idea what you’re talking about.”

			“Joe James is dead.”

			“I have never heard the name.”

			“And I am talking about Max Nafescu.”

			There was a silence. Then she said, “What do you want?”

			“To see you. Today.”

			“It is inconvenient. I have a dinner party this evening.”

			“It won’t take more than a few minutes.”

			“Very well. Come here at seven o’clock.”

			The house was in Kensington Square, tall, narrow and elegant. He was shown into a first-floor drawing-room, which had French windows leading out to a balcony. Quarles walked over to these windows, parted the curtains, and stared out at the fog.

			When he turned she was standing in the doorway, and she had spoken his name. She wore a dark blue dress that reached the ground, and there was a blaze of diamonds at her throat. Her cheeks were flushed. She was one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen.

			“Mr. Quarles, I owe you an apology. I should have explained to you this morning why I wanted no further investigation made. I was unnecessarily brusque. Forgive me.”

			He said nothing.

			“Last night I spoke to my husband. I told him about Tony Hartman, about the photograph. I told him that whatever had been between us was over. I had misjudged my husband. He forgave me, he understood. We could afford to laugh at this petty blackmailer. You see?”

			“It won’t do,” Quarles said. “You’re very good, but it won’t do. You’re not worried about Tony Hartman, and you haven’t told your husband anything. You’re worried about a charge of treason, Lady Riverside.”

			She walked across to the mantel and put her bare arm on it. “That is ridiculous.”

			“Let me tell you a story – the story of a beautiful woman who liked excitement, and was bored with her life. Somehow – at a party, a reception – she met a handsome young man, Third Secretary in an Embassy. Was there a love affair between them? Possibly, but it wasn’t important. The important thing was that her husband was in the Government, and she was in a position to pass on secrets. Perhaps at first she did it as a kind of lark, a kind of adventure. Later it became more than that.

			“They met in, of all places, Trafalgar Square. But after all, why not? It is crowded – the people are preoccupied with the birds, the fountains, each other. It was bad luck that a photographer took a snap of them together. But still, this wasn’t important – it became important only when the Third Secretary was accused of espionage, had to leave the country, and the photographer saw the story in the paper. And from then on the bad luck piled up.

			“The photographer saw a picture of her in a glossy magazine, and he remembered the two who had been so insistent that they didn’t want to be photographed. He realised that this photograph was worth a lot of money. By a further piece of bad luck, he was a petty blackmailer. So he wrote a blackmail note.

			“And what was our society hostess to do now? I can tell you what she did.” Quarles’s dark eyes were angry. She did not meet his gaze. “She went to a private detective and told him a cock-and-bull story which he partly believed. She wanted him to find the photographer, that was all. She told somebody at the Embassy, and they had the private detective followed. He found the photographer for them. Then they killed him, and searched for the negative.”

			“I didn’t want—” she began, and stopped. Then she said defiantly, “You have no proof.”

			“They didn’t find the negative, did they?” 

			She stared. “You mean that you’ve found it?”

			“It is in a safe place.”

			“What do you want for it?” Her composure had broken at last. She came over and clutched at his coat. “How much?”

			“It is not for sale.”

			“I don’t understand.”

			He disengaged her hands from his coat. “You can’t understand, can you, that some things are not for sale?”

			“But-but what do you want?”

			“I shall deliver the negative to the proper place tomorrow morning. Unless circumstances make it unnecessary.”

			Her whole body seemed to sag for a moment, then she was all ice and iron again. “I think I understand now.”

			“Scandal is always undesirable. And I should say this: if anything happens to me, it will not help you.”

			In a low voice she said, “Nothing will happen. I’ve done with all that.”

			He left her staring into the looking glass over the mantel. He let himself out of the house and walked into the fog. His footsteps on the pavement were muffled, as though he were walking in cotton-wool.

			* * *

			On the next day the fog had lifted. A watery sun shone from a pale-blue sky. Molly had the paper ready for him when he entered the office.

			“Isn’t it terrible about Lady Riverside?” Quarles raised his eyebrows. “She went out for a walk last night – had a bad headache after a dinner party – and stepped right in front of a passing car. She was killed at once.”

			“It was the end she chose,” Quarles said. He told the story to Molly, who listened spellbound.

			“She was really selling secrets?”

			“Giving them away, I guess – just for the thrill of it. She was that sort of woman,” Quarles said.

			Molly bit one of her fingernails. “There’s one thing I don’t see. How did you get hold of the negative?”

			“I didn’t,” Quarles said. “There wasn’t any negative. I knew that when she first came here and told me that the photographer had clicked his camera just once. These street photographers never take a film on speculation that way – they simply click the camera once to stop you, then go into their sales talk, and if you want a photograph, then they really take one. James didn’t have a picture to sell – he was bluffing, as I found out when I offered him five hundred pounds for the negative. I was bluffing too – but I had more luck.

			“She was a beautiful woman,” he added, and sighed. “And intelligent too. But not quite intelligent enough.”
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