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  Chapter One


  WHATS this? demanded Detective Sergeant Devery.


  Its what they call a minute, the C.I.D. clerk explained kindly. Addressed to you.


  I can see that. I wonder whose tomfool idea this is?


  The clerk looked round in simulated terror. Shush, he said. Some very senior officer, I dont doubt.


  And what does he think hes going to gain by it?


  Some of our most conservative seniors have not yet admitted that policewomen are on the strength. He thinks hes saving the services of one detective officer.


  And crippling me by giving me a woman to carry around, growled Devery. What a profession!


  He looked up, and saw the grinning faces of detectives Cook, Cassidy and Ducklin. He ignored them while he perused the minute again. It was from Chief Superintendent Clay, the boss of the
  C.I.D., but he knew that he would have to look higher than that to find the real author. He suspected the First A.C.C. The prowl cars had been his idea originally. It would be like him to suggest
  to the Chief that a car with a man and a woman in it would never be spotted as a police vehicle. To assist a detective sergeant a trained woman would be just as good as a man, he would say. And by
  employing a policewoman for this work, one man would be saved for general C.I.D. duties. As an experiment, of course, sir. A temporary measure, if you like.


  Devery knew all about the A.C.C.s temporary measures. They went on and on, through the summer and the winter too. Which meant that this curse would descend upon Devery for one fortnight
  every six months. Today was the Friday of his first week on the prowl. With Sunday off, he had to spend the next eight working days in the company of a woman whom he had not yet seen. Eight hours a
  day for eight days with a serious-minded policewoman! He scowled at the thought.


  The others saw the scowl. Cook opened the bowling. I must say they picked the best-looking lad in the division for the job, he said solemnly.


  And him a bachelor, Cassidy remarked in his best brogue. Im hoping he dont get the ginger-haired one wid a face like the map of Belfast.


  Hell be running out of petrol in a dark lane, sniggered Ducklin.


  Thats enough from you lot, said Devery, not angry with the men. They were behaving as he had expected. He would have to put up with that sort of thing until the novelty wore
  off.


  He told Ducklin, who had been his working companion until today, to go and get his car and bring it round to the front of the building. He stayed for a few minutes looking at the occurrence
  book, then he went out to the car. Ducklin handed it into his charge with unusual formality, his face wooden. That was because of the girl who stood there. Devery understood him perfectly, being
  able to imagine how he would soon be bursting into the C.I.D. with his news.


  Whether or not the best-looking man in the division had been chosen for this first mixed patrol, the inspector in charge of policewomen must surely have chosen her best-looking girl. Devery did
  not realize that this choice was not accidental. The lady inspector liked to declare that she trusted all her girls within reasonable limits, but she had also been heard to say that in the matter
  of amour she would not trust a C.I.D. man as far as she could throw a Diesel locomotive. Furthermore, in this instance the inspector had a lively awareness of the dangers of propinquity. If
  the experiment was to be continued, the smartest and loveliest girl in the force would have to take her turn on the prowl sometime. That being so, it was safer to give her her turn when she would
  be teamed with one of the few unmarried men in the Criminal Investigation Department. Then if human nature did assert itself, if the worst came to the worst, and so forth, at least there would not
  be an angry or heartbroken wife to complicate matters. The lady inspector was a very wise lady.


  The chosen girl was of medium height, that is to say rather small for a policewoman. She had a good figure, a pretty face, a healthy pallor, brown eyes and brown hair. So why had Ducklin been
  behaving like an idiot? Devery asked himself the question and perceived the answer while he was looking at the girl. The more you looked the more you saw. The medium-sized figure promised an
  incomparable vitality and grace; the face was perfectly moulded; the eyes were unusually large, limpid and appealing; the skin was flawless, of a translucence which revealed an inner glow; the
  hair was really brown, a warm nut-brown. The girls neat suit did not disguise her perfection, and the flat-heeled shoes could not mar the shapeliness of her legs.


  She stood, a little uncertain about this new experience; slightly nervous perhaps, and slightly embarrassed. Her big eyes were fixed on the man who was to be her partner. A little late, he
  realized that she was no more pleased with the partnership than he was. She was not the sort to build it up into a romance before it started. Probably she already had a young man. Well, that was
  all right. He already had a girl.


  Im Sergeant Devery, he said.


  Yes, I know, she replied. My name is Valentine.


  What other name have you?


  The clear skin showed a touch of colour. Rosamund.


  He started a grin and changed it into a smile. Two nice names, he said. Do I call you Rosamund or Valentine?


  Her glance was level. The big eyes were not at all appealing. You call me Valentine, Sergeant.


  So its going to be that way, eh? Man to man.


  You do your job, and Ill do mine.


  Fair enough. Have you passed the Advanced Driving Course, Valentine?


  No, Sergeant. Just the ordinary police course.


  Devery waved towards the car. A bit more practice wont do you any harm, he said. You be the wheelman.


  That meeting occurred at two oclock on Friday afternoon, the beginning of a two-to-ten tour of duty. But, though it was a form of patrol duty, it was still C.I.D. work,
  and Devery and the girl understood that they would be lucky if they were able to sign off at ten oclock and go home.


  The prowl cars were new ones, battleship-grey Jaguars. There were two, set aside for their specific purpose. They were floaters, augmenting the Area Patrol cars and the men on the
  beats, the difference being that they did not look like police vehicles. It was hoped, too, that their occupants would not look like police personnel. Each car had half the city for its territory;
  half the business and shopping districts, half the warehouses and factories, half the docks, half the inner suburbs of soot-blackened brick rows of workers houses, half the clean outer
  suburbs and half the residential districts within the city boundary. So far, Deverys car was the only one which carried a woman.


  Devery and the fair Rosamund prowled conscientiously throughout the afternoon and early evening, and by eight oclock they knew all about each others birthplace and schooldays.


  At nine oclock Devery remarked cautiously: It looks as if were going to get away with it.


  At twenty-five minutes past nine the cars duplex radio gave tongue: British Medicaments Ltd., it rasped. The watchman says hes got thieves in. Any cars near
  there?


  Devery was driving the Jaguar. Tell him its ours, he said, putting on speed. Well be there in three minutes.


  Attention by P.C.P. One, Sergeant Devery and P.W. Valentine, the girl crisply told Headquarters. Give us three minutes.


  At that time, an hour before the theatres, cinemas and public houses closed for the day, the city streets were comparatively clear of traffic. Making the most of the cars notable
  acceleration and braking power, Devery required less time than the three minutes Rosamund had asked for. Even so, as he listened to the voice of Headquarters issuing instructions to other cars, he
  doubted if he would be first on the scene of the crime.


  The Granchester warehouse of British Medicaments stood among other warehouses in a business district close to two main railway stations. The high rectangular buildings were set in streets which
  were all straight lines, with corners which were all right angles. The buildings had no yards. Doors opened straight on to the street, and each warehouse had loading bays which ran deep into the
  building. At night, with all doors locked and the big roller doors of the loading bays made secure, there was not much cover for a loiterer. To the uniformed men who policed the area on foot, that
  beat was considered to be a doddle.


  Deverys headlights swept the short, straight streets, and his tyres screamed as he took the ninety-degree corners. His destination, Arundel Street, was deserted. Except for a small light
  in the general office, the B.M. factory was dark and quiet. As Devery stopped the Jaguar, an Area Patrol car pulled up behind it.


  He was greatly relieved to see the two men from the A.P. car. Now at least he could keep all exits from the building under surveillance. He turned to the men and pointed. You there, and
  you there, he said tersely. Watch two sides each. Ill try and find how they got in.


  The men knew what to do. They went off, each to a corner of the building. Devery, with Rosamund beside him, went straight to the main office door. It was locked, and the light of his torch
  revealed that it was unmarked. Though he had the place surrounded, he was afraid that he might still have a problem when he discovered the point of entry. Assuming that the
  watchmans message was not a false alarm due to a mistaken interpretation of a noise, thieves were inside the building. What were they seeking? Money from the office, or stock from the
  warehouse itself? That all depended on whether they were wide boys or mugs. If the thieves were in the stock-rooms, they probably would be wide boys who knew exactly what they wanted. They would
  not be seeking money in the premises of a firm which dealt mainly with manufacturers and wholesalers. But a backward boy, a mug, would assume that a big concern must have a lot of cash on the
  premises. Mugs had television ideas about crime. They had notions about the toughness they ought to display in emergencies, and they were inclined to act without regard for consequences. Devery did
  not greatly fancy leading a woman to an encounter with such men. Something would have to be done to keep her out of harms way. This was a situation which the A.C.C. had not visualized.


  As he moved along the front of the building, examining doors and windows, Devery pondered briefly about thieves and British Medicaments. In a factory full of medicines and the raw materials of
  medicines, what was there to attract thieves? Undoubtedly this was one of those jobs where the plunder was sold before it was stolen. But what? How much did the thieves intend to take away? What
  weight of material?


  The last question made the sergeant pause at the great steel door of a loading bay. It was secured on the inside, he discovered. Getting down on hands and knees, he laid his cheek on cool,
  gritty concrete and tried to look under the door. He could not see much. There was a light, but it was faint and distant. Probably it was a small bulb left burning all night to illuminate the
  loading platform. He sniffed, and detected the garage smell. There was a van, or a number of vans, parked in the bay beside the platform. The thieves might be able to roll up the door and drive a
  van out of there, loaded with stolen goods.


  He got to his feet and looked around. Another A.P. car was arriving.


  Valentine, he said. See that car? Tell the crew I want it parked right here across this doorway, as close to the building as they can get. I want to block it, see? Then I
  want the men to go to the two uncovered corners of the building. Then I want you to get the Jag and block that other loading door. Got it?


  Yes, Sergeant, said Rosamund, and she sped away.


  Devery resumed his inspection of the building, paying particular attention to basement gratings. When the girl rejoined him he had worked his way round to the rear, and he was stooping over the
  circular metal cover of a fuel chute. The cover was let into the pavement beside the building. He raised it, and replaced it. He was pleased. Here was a duty for P.W. Valentine. It would keep her
  occupied, and keep her safe.


  It looks like a mugs job, he said. They found they could raise this lid, and they went in to see what they could find. They might try to come out this way. I want you
  to stand on the lid, and if you feel anybody trying to lift it, blow your whistle.


  He went on his way and completed his circuit, and then he waited at the front door for the keys to arrive. Everything was under control. The thieves could not get out of the building without
  being seen, and minute by minute more police officers were arriving to make the trap more secure. Headquarters would have looked up the address for keys, and some under-manager would be arriving to
  unlock a door and let the police into the premises without a lot of noise.


  Left standing on the iron cover, Rosamund could be clearly seen in the light of street lamps by the two policemen who were stationed at the rear corners of the building. She suspected that she
  had been put there to be kept out of mischief, but she was determined to do as she had been told, and not disgrace the women police. She was rather more excited than Devery because she also
  suspected that this was not an ordinary crime. Mugs job, indeed! What would a thief want from British Medicaments Ltd.? Drugs, of course. The East had its opium and the West its heroin, but
  in England there was not enough use of the narcotic under either name for it to be a social menace. And information concerning traffic in drugs derived from the poppy seldom came to the ears of the
  rank and file of the British police. Consequently the ordinary officer was inclined to assume that such traffic was virtually non-existent in his district. To a practical thief-taker like Devery
  the thought of opium had not occurred. Hes too much down-to-earth, mused Rosamund, who already had some respect for the sergeants acumen. Well, hell know
  soon enough what this is.


  While she stood meditating at her post, she heard the unmistakable metallic rumble of a big roller door. There was a shout, and then a crash which made her shudder. There goes our lovely
  Jaguar, she thought. Well be prowling on foot next week. She noticed that the policemen on the corners did not move from their positions.


  Two or three minutes passed, and then some strong person began to press upward on Rosamunds cover. The thieves, baulked in their attempt to escape in a B.M. van, had rushed through the
  building to try and get out at the point of entry. The cover moved slightly, and the girl began to fear that someone below was strong enough to lift both herself and the lid. She remembered her
  instructions, and blew her whistle.


  The two policemen at the corners, who were probably wondering what she was doing there anyway, could only see a woman who appeared to be blowing a police whistle for no reason at all.
  Nevertheless, their training demanded that at least one of them must answer the call. One of them did, at a rather bored jog-trot. He assumed quite logically that Rosemary had given way to
  unreasoning panic. Steady, steady, he said when he arrived. Dont get ysterical.


  Rosamund pointed down at her feet. Somebody just tried to raise this lid, she said. This is the way they went in.


  Stand aside, the constable said. Lets have a look.


  Rosamund moved. The P.C. lifted the cover and directed the beam of his flashlight into the chute. Nobody there now, he said gruffly. I wonder if I ought to go in.


  I wouldnt, Rosamund advised. Id wait for instructions.


  Happen youre right, the man said, after some thought. Ill put this lid back and get back to me corner.


  He replaced the cover. Happen wed a-caught em climbing out if you hadnt been stood on the lid, he said.


  Sorry, the girl said without contrition. Orders.


  Ah, the man began, but the rest of his remark was lost. A great crash of glass was followed by a tinkling shower of falling fragments. The broken window was about thirty yards
  away, near the corner which the P.C. had just vacated. The window-sill was some six feet from the ground, and poised on the sill was a darkly clad figure with a face which appeared to be white and
  featureless. The man jumped to the ground and ran.


  Godammit, said the P.C., and he pounded in pursuit, followed at a distance of fifty yards by the policeman from the other corner.


  Other policemen would soon be arriving at the scene of the break-out, Rosamund knew. She walked to the window, and stared curiously at the damage. A masked man appeared in the window, and a
  cardboard carton landed at her feet. The man stood on the window-sill and jumped, and Rosamund moved to get between him and the carton. He came to brush her aside, a big, strong, active man who
  thought nothing of a girls opposition. She got the correct hold of lapel and sleeve and should have thrown him, but it is one thing for a girl to throw a smiling instructor on a
  wrestling-mat, and quite another thing to throw an unchivalrous heavyweight in a hurry. Moreover, the man was a wrestler. Rosamund never knew exactly what happened, but she flew through the air and
  landed with no breath in her body. The man picked up the carton and ran away.


  As she struggled to raise herself, Rosamund watched the mans departure. Someone passed her at speed, following the man and gaining a little. It was Devery. He had a nice action.
  Hell get a shock when he catches him, the girl decided. She was not too pleased with the sergeant. A girl typical of her class and generation, she was inclined to measure a man
  by the yardstick of success. Deverys arrangements had not been wholly effective.


  An Area Patrol car turned the corner and stopped beside her. She got to her feet, and looked at the two grinning faces in the car. Just having a rest? one of them asked.


  Get on! she snapped. There are two big men. Running. That way. Get busy with your radio.


  The car went away, with the drivers mate already speaking to Headquarters. A cordon would be formed around the neighbourhood. A little late, Rosamund thought.


  She went to the nearest street light and raised her skirt to look at her legs. Her sheer stockings were ruined, but the skin of her knees was not seriously abraded. Her suit was not torn, but it
  was scuffed and dirty. She felt as if she had bruises all over her body.


  Well, if thats what they call police work, she said aloud, give me a job chasing naughty girls, any time.
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