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  Maurice Procter and The Murder Room


   This title is
  part of The Murder Room, our series dedicated to making available out-of-print or hard-to-find titles by classic crime writers.


  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder
  and the emerging science of detection; now we are obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.


  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated
  frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers,
  some of which have been out of print for decades.


  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the
  morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. 
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  Prologue


  Mrs. Sevenoaks awoke at eight-thirty. She looked at the clock, and at her sleeping husband. She did not have to get up yet. Mrs. Spruce the daily help usually arrived about a
  quarter to nine and brought up the tea at nine. Her husband never went to work before ten, if he went at all. He was Martin Sevenoaks, the theatrical producer now in television, and she was Amanda
  Gibbs the rising young actress. There was not an alarm clock in the house.


  But the light beyond the curtains was strong. It was a fine morning. A fine morning in April. Amanda slipped out of bed and went to draw back the curtains. She stood looking out at the garden.
  It looked fresh and dewy in the brilliant sunshine. She did not like this suburban houseshe liked nothing suburbanbut she had to admit that the garden was beginning to look
  very nice. Those lovely daffodils, she thought. The banners of spring.


  So after all it did not always rain in Granchester, she thought with condescension. She was one of those who believed that London was the only city in England, and that Chelsea was the only
  place in London to live. But Martin had to do this job at the Granchester studios, and this house-and-garden was better than a hotel. It was also better for the dog, Macbeth. He roamed about the
  garden in the daytime without doing too much damage, though the postman was so much afraid of him that a mailbox had had to be fixed to the front gate. As soon as Mrs. Spruce arrived, Macbeth would
  be out and about, greeting the day with joyous barks.


  Amanda turned away from the window, and at her dressing table she picked up a hand mirror. She examined her face. Not bad for first thing in the morning, she thought, and tried a pout. She had
  first attracted notice to herself by being able to pose looking like an expensively educated person who had remained completely brainless. She tried the expression, and found that it was still
  available.


  As she put down the mirror she noticed that a drawer of the dressing table had been left some way open. She closed it absently, wondering what Martin had been seeking in there. She looked across
  at him, and noticed that his watch was not on the low table beside his bed. He had gone to sleep wearing it, she supposed. He had been tired, and he had had a few drinks.


  She put on a dressing gown and went downstairs, smiling at the thought that she would have the tea already made when Mrs. Spruce arrived. In the hall, with the door of the big living room
  standing open, she became aware of the coolness of morning in that centrally heated place. She looked into the room, and saw that one of the windows was wide open. That was not only unusual, it was
  ominous.


  Mac! she called. Macbeth!


  A sturdy Airedale dog appeared at the window. He loped over the window sill into the room. His honest eyes and wagging stump of tail told her that he was pleased to see her, but it was not his
  usual boisterous greeting. Whats the matter with you? she wanted to know. She went to close the window, but stopped with hands outstretched. A semicircle of glass had been cut
  away near the catch, and pieces of glass lay on the carpet under the window.


  She did not touch the window. Choking with panic she ran upstairs, and the dog followed her. She burst into the bedroom, startling her husband into wakefulness.


  Burglars! was all she could cry. Burglars!


  He sat up in bed and looked from her to the dog. Burglars? Never. Youre making a mistake.


  Somehow his disbelief calmed her, and she felt safer in his presence. She saw that there was no watch on his wrist. All right, she said. Wheres your watch?


  He looked at the bedside table. Im damned if I know, he said.


  She remembered the drawer which had been open. In frantic haste she ran to it, and found her jewel case. The case was open, and empty. She threw it down, and burst into tears. They took
  my ring, she cried. And all my lovely things.


  Martin found that hard to believe. There must have been some stupid mistake. Women were always losing their stuff. He demanded: How can we have had burglars? What was the damned
  dog doing? He never made a sound.


  She was still weeping bitterly, but she managed to say: Go and look downstairs.


  He went at once. The dog went with him, and returned with him. Yes, he agreed. Weve been done. They didnt touch the safe, but they got the money Id left
  in my study. And my watch, of course. They must actually have been in this room. The nerve of it!


  He turned reproachfully to the dog. Macbeth, he said. You let us down completely. Ive a good mind to give you the hiding of your life.


  Macbeth wagged his tail, and looked apologetic. He doesnt know what you mean, Amanda said. Its only because youre being stern with him.


  Martin still regarded the dog. I dont understand it at all, he said. Hes always as keen as mustard.


  Perhaps they drugged him, somehow.


  How? Normally he would have raised all hell before they could get the gate open. You know what hes like. Macbeth does murder sleep. 


  He went to the wardrobe, and found his wallet had been taken. His diamond cuff-links had been taken too.


  Ah well, he sighed. Id better call the police.


  The police came promptly: two C.I.D. officers. Macbeth dived through the open window and went roaring down to the gate when he heard their car stop outside it. They had to wait there until
  Martin came to hold the dog, who was so determined to tear those two detectives to pieces that he had to be chained. Mr. and Mrs. Sevenoaks said that this was normal, so that they could not
  understand about the burglars. They told the officers so. The two men smiled ruefully. They had met this situation before.


  



  Chapter One


  It was, of course, the Dog Man again.


  It has me beat, said Detective Sergeant Devery, as he drove the C.I.D. car back to Headquarters. Airedales, Alsatians, Collies, Corgis, Poodles and Poms. Theyre all
  the same. Not a murmur.


  Detective Constable Cassidy was in the passenger seat. He glanced sidelong at the sergeant. Casually intent on his driving, that young man looked really handsome in profile. It had been said,
  years ago, that he was too handsome to make a good policeman, but that verdict had been proved to be wrong. Cassidy, a powerful, snub-nosed Irishman, respected him, and envied neither his good
  looks nor his rank. Cassidy was older, and he could have been a sergeant years ago if he had wanted to bother his head with the examinations. He took orders from Devery, and was content with a sly
  dig now and again. He liked to prod the English, and he often had an airy Irish answer to an English problem.


  It must be the fairies, he said now, with sarcasm.


  Ah, said Devery, mocking his accent. Would it be the leprecorns and the banshees, now?


  Or it could be the gypsies, said Cassidy, more seriously. You remember Gabriel Lavengro? He could charm the birds from the trees, and we saw him charm a horse. Why not a
  dog?


  Gabriel Lavengro failed to charm the hangman, said Devery shortly.


  And his brother, Lucifer?


  Shut up tight. As mad as a March hare. I checked on it days ago.


  Ah, you thought of gypsies, then?


  Naturally. And of every other type who might have a knack of quietening strange dogs. He must have an aura, or a certain smell. Whatever it is, it acts like magic. The dog gets it before
  it hears him coming, and it doesnt even make a preliminary growl.


  But hes no peterman. He hasnt touched a safe yet. He doesnt get all he can out of his jobs.


  All right, call him a brilliant amateur, or a clever mug. He doesnt need to open safes at the rate hes going. Added up, hes got away with ten thousand quids
  worth of watches and jewelry, and more than a thousand in cash. Look what he got in this mornings effort. The Guvnorll go scatty when he hears of it.


  Cassidy thought about that. He also reflected that he was the subordinate here.


  Youll have to tell him, Sergeant, he said smugly.


  Devery grinned. Well do it together, Cassidy. I might want to stand behind you.


  Detective Chief Inspector Martineau was the head of A Division C.I.D., and he merely sighed when Devery went into his office and gave him the news.


  Have you got any ideas yet? he asked.


  None that are any good. Ive made every possible inquiry.


  So have I. And Ive read everything I could find.


  Devery nodded. Aniseed had been talked of, and liver both raw and cooked. Martineau had tried these so-called pacifiers in attempts to approach the canine guardians of houses which had been
  burgled. None of them had soothed the savage breast. One dog had succeeded in biting his leg, and another had torn his trousers. All the animals at the raided houses had been males, and the
  possibility of using a bitch in season had been suggested. Martineau had asked around, and was waiting for the time when someone would be able to let him use such an animal.


  As a matter of routine, several of the police dog handlers were instructed to approach Macbeth separately on his own ground. It was no use. He threatened all of them, and would undoubtedly have
  attacked them had he been free to do so. That was one more indication that the elusive Dog Man was not just a man who understood dogs and did not fear them. It seemed certain that, if he did not
  use a bitch, he must have some very special and secret charm for dogs.


  Martineau discussed the matter, not for the first time, with Sergeant Hildred, the officer in charge of the Granchester City Police dog squad. He remarked: Im wondering what would
  happen if the Dog Man came up against a highly intelligent and specially trained animal, like one of our own.


  Said Hildred grimly: I only hope Im there when he meets one of my dogs in the right circumstances. Id love to see him try it on with Saracen. That old character
  dont charm so easy.


  He might meet a dog like that, one night, Martineau said hopefully.


  Hildred needed only the slightest excuse to talk about dogs. He said: There could be a psychological angle.


  Ah, yes. I remember reading about a scientist who trained a lot of dogs and then got them all confused by doing things a bit different. Now who was it? A Russian sort of a
  name.


  Pavlov, or summat like that, said Hildred, brushing the remark aside. Ive seen an intelligent dog beaten by psychology, where a stupid mutt wouldnt have took
  any notice. You may remember I used to be in the Riding.


  Martineau nodded. Hildred had transferred from the West Riding Police to Granchester City for the sake of his peace of mind. His wife had wanted to be near her mother, in the town where she had
  been born and raised.


  Hildred continued: Up in the dales Ive had as many as a hundred farms on my beat. The dogs were border Collies, black and white usually. The farmers used to call em
  pure bred curs. They were first-class working dogs, and some of em were so clever it was uncanny. But a lot of em didnt see a stranger once a month, and, Boy,
  were they savage? But if you had to go up to a farm to look at some pigs on licence, well, you had to go. Ive had some rough times with farm dogs. The only way I kept em off was by
  pointing my stick. If they got hold of the end of the stick I could lay my feet into em, but most of em were too canny for that. I remember once I was having a real harassing time
  with one of em, and the farmer came out to see what the commotion was about. He leaned on the gate and had a good laugh before he called the dog off. Then he told me: Tha just wants
  to tell it to come to thee. Thats all tha needs to do wi a good dog. 


  And did it work?


  Hildred was not going to let the interruption ruin his story. He went on: I didnt think much of his idea, but I tried it a week or two after. A farm dog came at me showing more
  teeth nor a crocodile, so I said to it: Come ere. Not soft like, but real loud and bossy. Well, it stopped snarling. It put its tail under its backside and went back about ten
  yards, and stood looking at me. When I went up to the farm it followed me, barking, but it kept its distance. All the time I was at the farm, it wouldnt come near me. This farmer
  wasnt as dog-wise as the other one. He said: Did yer manage to reach it wi yer stick? I said: I never touched it, but he wouldnt believe me. He
  said: Yer must a-done. 


  Did the trick always work?


  About four times out of five, and that saved me a right lot of trouble. A real bit of psychology, it was.


  You confused the dog by speaking to him as if you owned him. That made him stay at a safe distance. But he did bark at you.


  Yes. But he was proper flabbergasted. Thats because he was brainy. I couldnt have confused a dog that was stupid enough to be confused already.


  How do you think one of your police Alsatians would react to the sort of command that was given to the sheepdog?


  Hildred pondered, and shook his head. I dont think it would work with one of mine. Theyre too well-trained. When I train my dogs I think they gradually realise theres
  a reason for everything. I never risk spoiling em by acting unreasonable.


  But thats your very argument against the sheepdog. Your own dogs might react the same way to a stranger who spoke out of order.


  Hildred considered that, and decided to scrub round it. He said: Of course any animal can be frightened by summat real strange. Ive heard of a fellow scaring off a real savage dog
  by getting down on his hands and knees and roaring like a lion. Ive heard of it, but I wouldnt like to try it.


  Martineau looked at the sergeant, and reflected on the old belief about people who lived with dogs. With his long lip, heavy jowl, flat cheeks, and brown eyes earnestly asking to be taken
  seriously, Hildred did indeed look a little bit like a Great Dane.


  The C.I.D. man succeeded in looking suitably serious. I dont know, Sergeant, he said judiciously. With your knowledge of dogs, you might be the very man to get away
  with a stunt like that.
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