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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. 


  


  The Murder Room


  Where Criminal Minds Meet

  

  themurderroom.com


  


  Man in Ambush


  Maurice Procter


  [image: ]


  


  Contents


  Cover


  The Murder Room Introduction


  Title page


  


  Chapter One


  Chapter Two


  Chapter Three


  Chapter Four


  Chapter Five


  Chapter Six


  Chapter Seven


  Chapter Eight


  Chapter Nine


  Chapter Ten


  Chapter Eleven


  Chapter Twelve


  Chapter Thirteen


  Chapter Fourteen


  Chapter Fifteen


  Chapter Sixteen


  Chapter Seventeen


  


  Outro


  By Maurice Procter


  About the author


  Copyright page


  


  Chapter One


  THE STIPENDIARY MAGISTRATE wrapped up the Leon Crow case for delivery to the Assizes. The police did not
  oppose bail. They were not vindictive. Crow was an old man rich in property, and he loved his wealth too much to run away and leave it. His bail was fixed at a substantial sum, and he put up the
  money himself. He had to. Not one man among the millions of a great city and its environs would be surety for him.


  After the summary trial, Detective Chief Inspector Martineau and Detective Sergeant Devery walked from the Magistrates Court to the C.I.D. office. The case against Leon Crow, receiver of
  stolen property, was their particular pigeon.


  Hell get five years, said Devery.


  I wouldnt be surprised, his superior replied. And thats as it should be. Its taken us a longer time than that to nail him.


  Well, weve got him right. It gives me great satisfaction to restrain the liberty of a man like that. I wonder how many years hes been swindling honest burglars.


  Too many, said Martineau.


  They strolled on in the mild sunshine of an April morning, two very tall men. Devery was well-built, lithe, dark-haired and handsome. Martineau, older and more powerfully made, was moderately
  handsome, too, in the way that a head carved in granite may be handsome. And his surprisingly blond hair, greying at the temples, gave him an appearance of somewhat rugged distinction. In good grey
  suits, and good felt hats carelessly worn, both men were dressed with the intention of being inconspicuous. But their profession had marked them. In stamp and style they were unmistakably
  policemen.


  Devery had more to say about Leon Crow, but Martineau scarcely listened. Now that the Crow case was finished until the Assizes, he had other things on his mind. And one thing in particular. Last
  night a detective inspector of Headquarters C.I.D. had failed to report off duty. And this morning, when Court began, he had still been missing.


  I wonder what can have happened to old Mick, he remarked, with a frown of concern.


  Its a rum do, sir, the young sergeant answered. But I dont think we need worry. The job hes on doesnt warrant any rough stuff.


  That was true. Inspector Robert McQuade, naturally nicknamed Mick after the famous brand of tobacco, was engaged in the prosaic business of unearthing evidence in the case of a
  swindling stockbroker. Hailing from Liverpool, and belonging in fact to that race of people known as the Liverpool Irish, he was a brilliant policeman of varied and sometimes unsuspected talents.
  He had, among other things, a qualification in accountancy. He was the obvious man to take on the stockbroker, who was proving himself to be a very slippery client. Very slippery, but physically
  harmless. It was hardly probable that McQuade had come to harm following the path of duty.


  Still, McQuade was missing. He had not been home all night. His daughter, who had kept house for him since the death of her mother, was reported to be in a state. Martineau had
  known McQuade for a very long time, and he liked him a lot. He was really worried.


  In the Criminal Investigation Department Martineau went to his own office. He sat down at his desk and wondered if Detective Chief Superintendent Clay would still be upstairs, making his daily
  report to the Chief Constable. He buzzed the chief clerk on the intercom.


  Martineau here, he said. Is Clay still up there?


  No, Harry, he isnt, was the reply. Hes just run downstairs. Theres hell on. Theyve found poor old Mick.


  Martineaus heart turned over. Where? he wanted to know.


  In the river. Hes at the mortuary now.


  Whats the cause of death? Drowning?


  I dont know. I only got half the tale. Theres a devil of a flap on.


  Thanks, Bert, said Martineau. He rang off, and no sooner had he done so than the intercom buzzed again.


  Martineau, Clays voice rasped. I want you. NOW!


  Yessir. Right away, said the chief inspector.


  He pushed back his chair and reached for his hat. As he strode through the long main office of the C.I.D., men raised their eyes from their work and looked at him expectantly. They knew that
  something was in the wind, and Martineau was the man for storms. This man had a reputation, even among hardened policemen. He was direct in nature and action, and his level glance showed it. But he
  was direct without being naive. The cunning of an experienced detective is the cunning of a thousand criminals. That direct glance of Martineaus could peel away pretence like a
  surgeons knife seeking the way to malignancy.


  He knocked and entered Clays office. He found the C.I.D. chief pacing about, not in thought but in sheer agitation. Clay turned at his entry, and his eyes were wild. He was furiously
  angry, and deeply hurt.


  Theres a car waiting, he said. Have you heard?


  Martineau nodded, and turned to the door. The two men left the building, the stout superintendent stepping out to match his subordinates long stride. No further words were spoken until
  they were in the car, and then Martineau said quietly, I dont know any details.


  Clay emitted a heartbroken snort. Shot, he said. Shot and dumped in the river. And somebody did a Gutteridge on him.


  Martineau was appalled. The classic case of Police Constable Gutteridge is still remembered in England. It embodies the application of criminal superstition; savage superstition based on the
  uneasy belief that a murdered mans eyes retain after death the image of the last thing he saw, the face of his killer. The man who murdered P.C. Gutteridge afterwards shot out his eyes.


  Hell be a mess, Clay went on. You and I will have to do the official identification of the body. We cant let that daughter of his see him with half his head
  blown off.


  Martineau did not reply because, at the moment, there was nothing to be said. His mind was busy scanning a mental picture gallery of the faces of people who might have cause or desire to kill
  Mick McQuade. He saw no likely suspect. As a detective McQuade naturally had had enemies in those shady regions which men call the underworld, but Martineau could think of no enemy who would take
  such a drastic vengeance. So far as he knew, nobody hated McQuade enough to take the risk of killing him.


  At the mortuary they saw McQuades body. They looked at the powder-burned eye sockets, for eyes there were none. They talked with the police surgeon, who was certain of the cause of death
  but as yet uncertain of the time. McQuade had been shot through the heart, and he had been dead when the two bullets were fired into his eyes. Sometime yesterday, fairly late in the
  day, the doctor concluded. I may be able to give you a more exact time after the post-mortem.


  The two policemen had expected him to say something like that. Because the body had been lying in cold river water, neither temperature nor rigor was a reliable guide for the doctor.
  After the police had discovered the time of McQuades last meal, and after he had examined the contents of the stomach, it was probable that he would be able to give a more accurate estimate
  of the hour of death.


  Clay gave instructions for McQuades clothes to be sent to the forensic laboratory. He watched Martineau gather together the contents of the pockets, then he turned away with a sigh.


  Nothing more to do here, he said. Well go back to the office and see if we can fill in the poor mans day for him. We might find something that way.


  You know whats missing from this lot, dont you? said Martineau.


  I know. His official pocket-book. The murderer has seen that off, just to make it harder for us. Well have to go back to his last report, and start from there. A job for you,
  Martineau.


  Youre giving me the case, sir?


  Of course. Youreyoure not busy with anything else, are you?


  He had been about to say that Martineau was the best man he had. He had refrained. He seldom praised a man to his face.


  Thank you, sir, said Martineau. If he had been the sort of man to make wild statements, he would have said that he would see McQuades murderer hanged if he had to work on
  the job for the rest of his life. That certainly was his frame of mind. It was Clays attitude, too. Each guessed what the other was thinking, but neither made any comment.


  They returned to Headquarters, and Martineau set to work. He studied the bulky file relating to the case of John Bassey, the unjust stockbroker. There were many people involved in the case, and
  many statements had already been taken. Martineau called in Devery, and they perused the statements with the object of discovering the names of men and women from whom statements had not yet been
  taken. Some of these would be people whom McQuade had interviewed on the day of the murder.


  Lists of names were made, and the two men began to make inquiries by telephone. In two hours they had filled in McQuades day until half-past six in the evening, but they could get no
  information about his movements after that time. The detective inspectors last interview had been with Basseys accountant.


  Did he say where he was going after he left you? Martineau asked, over the phone.


  He did, the accountant replied. He said he was going to get a sandwich in Ellas bar at the Northland Hotel. I asked him if it was the end of his days work and
  he said, No. Not quite.


  Nothing more explicit than that?


  Nothing more. I got the impression that he wasnt a very voluble man.


  No, he wasnt. Mores the pity. If you remember anything at all, let me know, will you?


  I certainly will, said the accountant with feeling. Apparently the news of McQuades murder had shocked him.


  Martineau phoned the Northland Hotel in Lacy Street, and spoke to Frank Horton, the manager.


  No, said Horton. I dont remember seeing Mr. McQuade, but Ill speak to Mrs. Bowie. He usually goes into the lounge bar when he comes in here.


  Put Mrs. Bowie on, will you? Martineau asked.


  You want to speak to her yourself? Certainly.


  A minute later Ella Bowie, the barmaid, came on to the phone.


  Hello, Ella, the policeman said. Im trying to find out where Mick McQuade was last night. Was he in your bar at all?


  I couldnt tell you, Mr. Martineau. I dont remember.


  Now, Ella, came the gentle rebuke. I dont think youre telling me the truth.


  Why wouldnt I tell you the truth? I cant be expected to remember all the fellows who come in here for a drink.


  You rather liked McQuade, didnt you?


  What do you mean, liked?


  Youll get the details when you see your evening paper. Hes dead, Ella. Im not chasing him around for drinking on duty. Im trying to find out who killed
  him.


  Ellas reaction to the news was normal for her. She was an attractive woman, but a tough one. She did not scream or express great horror. Martineau merely heard the quick catch of her
  breath, and then there was silence for a little while.


  I understand, she said quietly. Yes, Mick came in here about six oclock last night. He had a ham sandwich and a wedge of pork pie, and two glasses of beer. I
  dont think it was more than two.


  Were you talking to him?


  For a minute or two. He said he was busy, so I guessed he was on duty. I said, What poor fellow are you after now? and he said, Im not after a poor fellow,
  Im after a rich fellow.


  Did he mention any names, or any place?


  No. I thought he was gently pulling my leg, like he doesused to do. He was a good sort. Oh dear!


  Martineau thought he heard a sob.


  Yes, well all miss him, he said. Did he say anything else?


  Not about where he was going, or who he was seeing.


  No, I dont suppose he would. Did he seem to be worried or depressed about anything?


  No, he was just the same as usual.


  Did he speak to anyone else in the bar?


  No. None of his friends were here.


  How about enemies? Were there any shady types in the bar?


  No. Ill tell you who they were. She mentioned half-a-dozen names, and he wrote them down.


  How long did he stay? he asked.


  About half-an-hour.


  Left at six-thirty. Thanks, Ella.


  Thats all right. Anything I get to know, Ill tell you.


  Good girl. Cheerio.


  Martineau put down the telephone, and sat staring at his notes. He realized that he was at the beginning of a really difficult investigation. But there was no question of calling in Scotland
  Yard. Like a few more of the bigger police forces of England, Granchester City never asked for the Yards murder specialists to be sent to their assistance. They had their own crack homicide
  menof whom Martineau was oneand they had their own forensic laboratory. Moreover, their homicide men had one important qualification which a Scotland Yard man could not have in
  Granchester: a knowledge of the town and its criminals.


  Martineau reflected that, so far, three little facts had been established. McQuade had taken food between six and six-thirty last night, he had been alive at six-thirty, and after that time he
  had intended to follow up some part of his inquiry. Well, that was a start. A start to a long, hard job. In the first place, every person connected with the Bassey case would have to be
  interrogated; every person whom McQuade had interviewed, or had been about to interview. And yet, considering the nature of the Bassey case, it was very probable that the murderer had not the
  slightest connection with it.


  Martineau picked up the telephone again, and began to make calls which would result in appointments. Id better be having a look at some of these characters, he murmured.
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