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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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  Chapter One


  MARTINEAU DID NOT LEARN ABOUT IT UNTIL HE opened his paper one fine morning in August. The people who decided such things had sent Rafe Tyrrel to H.M.
  Prison of Granchester, more commonly known as Farways jail. Tyrrel was already there, right in the middle of Martineaus patch. From the size of the headlines it appeared that this was
  something which the entire nation needed to know.


  When Martineau reached his office in A Division C.I.D., there was nothing about Tyrrel on his desk. Youd think theyd tell a fellow, he grumbled when a clerk brought
  in last nights crime reports. Theyre after us fast enough when they want to know something.


  The clerk had also seen a paper, and he understood. But he uttered a discreet Yes, sir, and withdrew. Martineau reached for one of his telephones, the one which did not go through
  the switchboard. He dialed the Farways number, and found that it was engaged. He swore. It would be engaged. Reporters. Wanting to know if Tyrrel had had a good breakfast.


  He spoke to the switchboard. Martineau, he said. I want to speak to Mr. Kenny at Farways, as soon as you can get through.


  Five minutes later he got his call. What do you want? Kenny demanded, with the brusqueness of old acquaintance.


  Cant you guess? the policeman queried.


  You mean this character theyve dumped on me?


  Sure. Dont you think you and I ought to have a little private chat?


  You think thats necessary?


  I certainly do, said Martineau firmly.


  Detective Chief Inspector (D.C.I.) Martineau met Chief Prison Officer (C.P.O.) Kenny that same evening in a small, respectable inn called the Green Archer. They went into the
  snug behind the bar, and they had the tiny room to themselves. The landlord was a quiet sort of man. Probably he recognized Kenny and he certainly knew Martineau, but he gave no sign of knowing
  either. Nevertheless it was not often that he had a top copper and a top screw in his place. He gave them prompt and personal service when they asked for it, and the rest of the time he
  saw to it that they had peace and quiet.


  Martineau ordered beer for both of them, with the comment, He serves a good pint here.


  The C.P.O. merely nodded. He was a reticent man, who looked like an ascetic and wasnt. He was the epitome of one type of prison officer: tall, spare, very erect, quiet-spoken and
  tolerant, hard when he had to be, but hardly ever violent.


  The policeman was taller than he, and indeed bigger in every physical way. Though he was now of an age and rank where muscle was no longer of importance, he carried no excess fat and was still a
  formidable man. In keeping with his physique he had a rugged face, moderately handsome and by no means humorless, but of forbidding aspect in repose. He was greatly feared by the habitual
  wrongdoers of Granchester. The one crook who was not in awe of him nevertheless took the greatest care with any activity which might draw his attention.


  When the beer had been tasted and approved, the D.C.I. asked, Hows business?


  The answer was dry. We arent paying a dividend this year.


  Youve got a lot of capital tied up.


  Tyrrel, you mean. Yes, Ive got him, to my sorrow. The money is your concern.


  Not exactly mine. Scotland Yards. How long have you had Tyrrel?


  Less than forty-eight hours. Somebody in the Metro must have let it out to the papers yesterday.


  They didnt trouble to let our lot know anything. You didnt either.


  Kenny shrugged. Not my business.


  Well, its mine, isnt it? Tyrrels in my territory now. I expect the Yard sent somebody to see the Governor before the prisoner arrived?


  The C.P.O. allowed himself a faint grin. The other man did not fail to notice, and to make an accurate interpretation. He pursued: Im guessing the Yard men brought a ready-made
  stool pigeon for Tyrrel. One of their Aids to C.I.D. boys, reckoning he was a hard case transferred from the Scrubs or someplace.


  Kenny nodded. We let them take him back with them. The Guvnor agreed with me that it was far too early in the game to put a pigeon in the same loft as Tyrrel. They didnt see it
  like that. Catch him at the start, they said, before he knows his way around in the nick. They wanted to argue about it. Theyre in a right hurry to find the money.


  Well, its a lot of money. Its a wonder they didnt have a Home Office instruction to force your hand.


  I expect they thought wed want to do everything they asked.


  Well, I dont blame the Yard. Id feel right poorly if all that money was on my recovery average. But I cant see that a stoolie would have done any good.
  Tyrrel isnt going to talk to any mug who happens to be sharing his cell. Hes in Maximum Security, I suppose. Who is sharing his cell?


  Nobody. Weve got him on his own for the time being. He takes his exercise at the same time as the other Max Sec prisoners, but hes not exactly mixing with em. He has
  a screw to talk to if he wants to talk.


  Of course youve met him. Whats he like?


  Quiet. Sensible. No trouble yet. Hes a lot better-looking than his pictures in the paper.


  How does he talk?


  Like youd expect an actor to talk. BBC.


  Thats an Irish accent these days.


  Well, public school then. Hes done a lot of Shakespeare, hasnt he?


  Yes, but it didnt make him rich and famous, did it? I expect hes had to make ends meet with small parts from time to time.


  Hes famous now, anyway.


  Notorious, Martineau corrected.


  There was a brief silence. Then Kenny said with sudden feeling, I wish to hell he was someplace else.


  The policeman nodded. So do I.


  Youve no need to worry.


  Havent I? While hes in those four walls hes your problem, but the minute he gets out hes mine.


  What makes you think hes going to get out?


  Half a million pounds makes me think so. I met a Yard man called Hanks at the Conference. He told me that every C.I.D. man whos had anything to do with the Pleasant Hill job is of
  the same opinion, that Tyrrel is the only one who knows where the money is. And it stands to reason. None of the others would trust each other with half a quid, never mind half a million. They
  relied on Tyrrel, and he had a bit of bad luck. Now theyve got to get him out if they want the money.


  Farways is a place they dont get out of.


  It has been known.


  Not out of Max Sec.


  Martineau shrugged. Therell be a damn good try, at any rate. Half a million quid is enough to set every thief in England dreaming about steam yachts in the Mediterranean.
  Theyll all be wondering what they can do about it. And all they can do is get hold of Tyrrel.


  You mean somebody who wasnt one of his mob? Somebody whos never even met Tyrrel?


  Why not? Drag him out of jail against his will. At gunpoint, if necessary. Then keep on hurting him till he talks.


  No. I dont think their minds work that way. Theyll leave it to his mob.


  I know a few whose minds work every which way. Youll have to be on your toes. And so will I.


  I think youre starting at shadows. Anyway, I cant do more than Im doing now.


  Perhaps you cant. But you can keep your ear to the ground. And so can I. Well exchange notes from time to time.


  Fair enough. Lets have another beer.


  The beer was ordered and served. The landlord picked up the money and left the two alone again. Martineau asked casually, Hows Goosey Bright getting on?


  Goosey. Hes as quiet as an old sheep.


  I thought he was Max Sec.


  He is, nominally. Thats because he tried a break or two when he was younger. He wouldnt try to jump now. Too old and fat.


  Whats he doing?


  The library job. Hes good at it.


  I expect Tyrrel will be a reader when he gets his privileges.


  I expect so, being an actor and that. Every book will be examined when he gets it, and when he turns it in.


  Id see that done thoroughly, if I were you.


  Youre making a connection between Goosey and Tyrrel?


  No. Just thinking about it. Goosey knows every top crook in the country, and they know him.


  He was in with Costello when he copped his last lot, wasnt he?


  Yes. Costello got away with it, blast him. But I think he parted friends with Goosey.


  Well, there are bigger men than Costello who could use half a million.


  Not in this town there arent. His whole organization is right here, where Tyrrel is. And half the prisoners in Farways know him, or know one or two of his boys.


  I suppose thats true. Ill be on my toes. Im not underestimating anything you say, but its early days yet, isnt it?


  We want to be one jump in front, if its possible.


  Kenny nodded, but not with enthusiasm. There was another pause. Martineau said pensively, Tyrrel sounds like an interesting character, from all Ive heard. An actor suddenly turned
  big-time thief. I wish it were possible for me to meet him and talk with him.


  That could be arranged easily enough.


  No! said Martineau with something like alarm. Its not possible. Dont mention me to him, or to anyone else except your Governor. I dont want
  Tyrrel to know I exist.


  



  Chapter Two


  SURPRISING AS IT MAY SEEM, THE MAJORITY OF the British public was neither outraged nor alarmed when a gang of thieves succeeded in taking two and a half
  million pounds from a Royal Mail train. The robbery made the papers more interesting for a time, and there was a certain amount of sporting admiration for the audacity and cleverness of those who
  had committed it. Nobody except the people involved was worried about who would stand the loss.


  But when the Train Robbery was closely followed by the Pleasant Hill Post Office job, citizens began to ask each other what things were coming to. Also, what were the police doing?


  Both crimes were made possible by a bureaucratic ruling that old, soiled paper money should be returned still usable to the place whence it came, there to be pulped with due ceremony by the
  proper persons. After the bigger robberya number of consignments from the Northit became apparent that the notes could have been indelibly defaced by bankers before dispatch,
  and that this practice should have been adopted a long time ago. The obviousness of this did not stir the authorities. The Civil Service mind, not necessarily slow, insists on having a leisurely
  look at all sides of a question before recommending any sort of change. So the banks were still sending good dirty money to be pulped when the Pleasant Hill job occurred. And, so far as one knows,
  they are still doing so.


  The Post Office has always resented police interference in its security arrangements. Neither have the police any influence with the Treasury in the matter of transporting soiled notes. Neither
  had they been informed that an unusually large number of these notes were about to be sent to the pulping machines. So the police could not really be expected to carry any blame for either robbery.
  All they had to do was to recover the money and arrest the thieves.


  This task the police tackled with all their resources. The Train Robbery was a County Police case in which Scotland Yard assisted, and what happened is public knowledge. The Pleasant Hill
  robbery occurred at the biggest postal sorting center in London, and in the heart of the Metropolitan Police District. It was a Scotland Yard job from the start butas will be seennot
  to the finish.


  The operation was a jammy one because nothing went wrong for the robbers. It was a much more simple effort than the Train Robbery, and perhaps for that reason it was, within its
  scope, more successful. It was an afternoon job, well-organized and smartly carried out, and at first it had seemed to be entirely professional. There had been, of course, knowledge of Post Office
  affairs and routine, but whether this was acquired through observation or through an inside man was never ascertained. The timing was perfect. When the last few sacks of money were ready to be put
  into the van, a number of men in postmens uniforms appeared very suddenly, apparently from nowhere. This number was later estimated by witnesses at as low as six and as high as ten. The men
  were armed with clubs of various sorts, and pistols which they showed but did not need to use. Before the postman-driver and his mate had ceased to wonder why these other postmen were
  wearing smog masks, they were seized and knocked silly. The other postal workers on the scene were also mercilessly clubbed.


  While this was going on, a huge gray van was backed into the entrance of the post-office yard. A man alighted from it and hastened to let down a heavy tailboard, to form a ramp. One of the
  club-men had already climbed into the drivers seat of the treasure van, but the ignition key was not present. Apparently there was no time to search the drivers pockets for it. He
  shouted something and released the brake, and all the rest of the gang pushed the van at a run down the yard. When it reached the gate it was going fast enough to be pushed up the ramp into the
  gray van. The men followed it into the van, except for one who stayed to help put up the tailboard and close the rear doors. This man and the gray vans driver then climbed into the cab, and
  the huge vehicle was driven away.


  There were eight other post-office vans parked in the yard, and a postman who had arrived late on the scene ran to the nearest one, with the intention of following the gray van. He found that
  the ignition key had been removed. Two minutes later he knew that eight ignition keys had been removed.


  The loading of one van into another had been seen from the street by several people. Most of these passers-by had merely wondered why postmen were wearing smog masks on a clear day, but one man
  was shrewd enough to realize that he was witnessing a crime. His small Morris car was at the curb. He followed the van eastward for a short distance; then he was knocked off his course and pushed
  into the side of a building by a much bigger car which came up from behind. Both cars were wrecked, but the driver of the big car seemed to be unhurt. He alighted and ran away.


  By this time police patrols were looking for the gray van. It was found in a dead-end street less than half a mile away. It still contained the mail van, now empty, and a number of
  postmens tunics and caps. One good thumbprint was found on the lowered window of the cab, beside the passenger seat. A witness was found who had seen a lot of men stowing sacks into a red
  van which may or may not have been a mail van, and apparently all the men had ridden away in the van.


  A stolen van answering this description was later found in a quiet street off the Commercial Road. It was quite empty, and it bore no identifiable fingerprints. In that region it was not easy to
  acquire information about something which had very clearly been part of a gang action. Until it was pointed out to them, local residents had found it safer not to notice the red van at all. So
  there were no witnesses, and no clue as to where the men and the money had gone, or in what type of vehicle.


  Preliminary police inquiries at Pleasant Hill Post Office revealed that the thieves had not sprung from nowhere, but from one of the mail vans parked in the yard. The van which
  they had used should actually have been parked at another postal sorting office in London. It had been driven away from there, then somewhere it had been quietly lined up with the rest of the
  parked vehicles at Pleasant Hill. At what time this had occurred, nobody could tell, because nobody had noticed the vans arrival. The interior of the van reeked like a taproom of tobacco
  smoke, but there was not a cigarette end to be found. Apparently all such stubs had been conscientiously extinguished and pocketed butit was discovered laternot in the pockets of the
  abandoned postmens tunics. It occurred to investigating officers that the wearing of those uniforms had not really been necessary for the purpose of a sudden onslaught but, it was decided,
  if something had gone wrong with the operation they might have been very useful indeed. Obviously, there had been a careful planner at work.


  The smog masks worn by the raiders seemed likely to have made identification impossible. Nevertheless, when suspects were found, witnesses would be shown certain sections from books of criminal
  photographs. The driver of the gray van and the driver of the guard car had not been masked. Witnesses from the street would be invited to go through the books in an effort to
  identify them.


  The Metropolitan Police went into action as policemen have to do in apparently hopeless investigations. If there were no leads or no suspects, then one or the other would have to be found by
  methods of elimination. Each chief of divisional C.I.D. set about the business of shaking up his own manor. This stirring of criminal elements consisted of seeking out all possible suspects and
  taking note of those who were missing from their homes and their usual haunts. In this connection it was hopefully assumed that even the smartest of mobs could not dispose of a half-million of
  plunder and be back in their favorite bars in a couple of hours.


  The Londoner born is a parochial fellow. He is inclined to think that his is the only city in England. And yetunless he is a man whose daily work takes him about the cityhe may
  know less about London than a man from the provinces who visits the place on business. He may often live the whole of his life in the London borough in which he was born, and it is possible for a
  Notting Hill boy to grow to maturity without knowing the precise location of London Bridge.


  These Londoners, whom visitors seldom see, know their own neighbors and neighborhoods very well. They have their own shops, cinemas, clubs, public houses and so forth, and they may not go into
  the West End as often as once a year. As it is with the people, so it is with the lesser criminal gangs. They remain local in character, though they do not necessarily work their own
  localities. There are the Camden Town mobs and the Bermondsey mobs, and mobs of a sort in nearly every one of the twenty-seven boroughs. They are not organized quite as American racketeers are
  supposed to be, nor is territory strictly apportioned. Neither do they fraternize. Very often a local mob will not even be acquainted with a mob in an adjacent district.


  This sort of exclusiveness is a help to detective officers. They know where to look for the men they want, and if they find out that one man has been involved in a crime they can usually make a
  good guess as to who will be his accomplices. So, in the different divisions of the Metropolitan Police the turning up of local men with their names in the form book was a routine
  matter to be carried out with unsympathetic thoroughness. This pursuit became so hot that certain rascals who had reason for being unable to explain their recent movements were heard to wish that
  they were safe in Wandsworth or the Scrubs for a short stretch.


  At first there was confusion, as the reports of interviews piled up on the desks of senior officers. But Scotland Yard, waiting and watching, was more interested in a division which could report
  a significant lack of interviews. In this respect attention became focused on Islington, one of the inner suburbs of north London. Between noon and midnight of the day of the Pleasant Hill
  robbery, a number of the divisional C.I.D.s occasional customers were missing entirely from then-resorts around the Angel.


  Soon after this fact became apparent, a superintendent at Central Office remembered that the Post Office Stores were in Upper Street in Islington, and, he asked, hadnt those villains worn
  postmens tunics? Had there been a recent break-in at the stores?


  He started inquiries which revealed that there had indeed been a break-in at the stores, three weeks earlier. A window had been clumsily broken, on a Sunday evening apparently, and a certain
  amount of damage had been done inside the premises. In one department uniforms had been strewn about. It was a big department with a lot of uniforms. Nobody had expected any uniforms to be missing,
  and without a stock-taking it was not possible to find out about this. The break-in had been attributed to mischievous youngsters, marked nothing stolen, and only very reluctantly
  recorded as a crime.


  So Scotland Yard descended upon Islington, and a list of names was examined. They were names of men known to the police, and known to be known to each other. The men were Henry Hampson, Donald
  Lord, William ONeill, William Wilkes, and Herbert Walker.


  To the police and their acquaintances they were known as Harry-boy Hampson, Donnie Lord, Peggy ONeill, Nipper Wilkes and Creeper Walker.
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