
  
    
      
    
  


BY DOROTHY L. SAYERS



Whose Body?

Clouds of Witness

Unnatural Death

The Unpleasantness at the Bellona Club

Lord Peter Views the Body

Strong Poison

Five Red Herrings

The Documents in the Case (with Robert Eustace)

Have His Carcase

Hangman’s Holiday

Murder Must Advertise

The Nine Tailors

Gaudy Night

Busman’s Honeymoon

In the Teeth of the Evidence

Striding Folly



MORE LORD PETER WIMSEY NOVELS

BY DOROTHY L. SAYERS AND JILL PATON WALSH



Thrones, Dominations

A Presumption of Death



BY JILL PATON WALSH



The Attenbury Emeralds

The Late Scholar


  Have His Carcase


  


  


  Dorothy L. Sayers


  


  


  [image: TitlePg_2Line_logo]


  


  


  www.hodder.co.uk


  First published in Great Britain in 1932 by Victor Gollancz Ltd


  First published in paperback by New English Library in 1974


  Hodder and Stoughton: An Hachette Livre UK Company


  


  4


  


  Introduction © Lee Child 2016


  


  The right of Dorothy L. Sayers to be identified as the Author


  of the Work has been asserted in accordance with the


  Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


  


  All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced,


  stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any


  means without the prior written permission of the publisher,


  nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other


  than that in which it is published and without a similar


  condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


  


  All characters in this publication are fictitious


  and any resemblance to real persons,


  living or dead, is purely coincidental.


  


  A CIP catalogue record for this title


  is available from the British Library


  


  Epub ISBN 978 1 848 94374 2


  Paperback ISBN 978 1 473 62136 7


  


  Hodder & Stoughton Ltd

  Carmelite House

  50 Victoria Embankment

  London EC4Y 0DZ


  


  www.hodder.co.uk


  NOTE


  


  


  In The Five Red Herrings, the plot was invented to fit a real locality; in this book, the locality has been invented to fit the plot. Both places and people are entirely imaginary.


    All the quotations at the chapter heads have been taken from T. L. Beddoes.


    My grateful acknowledgements are due to Mr John Rhode, who gave me generous help with all the hard bits.


     Dorothy L. Sayers
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    INTRODUCTION

    This novel can be counted two different ways: it’s the seventh of eleven in the Peter Wimsey series, and it’s the first of the last five. The distinction is significant. If you line up the original editions on your bookshelf, you’ll notice this one is much fatter than the first six, as are the final four. A dendroarchaeologist, thinking in terms of tree rings, might conclude that in about 1931 something changed for the better in Dorothy Sayers’ life, because tree rings get wider as the weather improves and conditions become more clement. But in fact the opposite was true. Life got worse.

    Dorothy Sayers was a complicated person. She was christened in Christ Church Cathedral, was taught Latin from the age of six by her clergyman father, was confirmed in Salisbury Cathedral, and took an excellent first-class degree at Oxford University. She said her surname as if it rhymed with ‘airs’ – as in ‘airs and graces’, we’re tempted to think. But she was also bawdy and profane, and intensely interested in sex, believing it should satisfy the woman as much as the man – even though she remained a virgin until the age of thirty. She smoked heavily and loved food and drank pints of beer. She swore and flirted and spent hours in the pub.

    Those earthy interests required two components – money and men. Both were a problem. Unless she married, she would have to live alone, which she didn’t want, and without a second household income, she would be poor, which she didn’t want. But jobs and especially men were thin on the ground. Casualties in World War One had left a numerical imbalance between the sexes. Her first love affair – intense but chaste – was with the Russian Johann Gregorievitch Korshoon, who had immigrated to England via America and changed his name to John Cournos. He was a writer and a journalist, a pretentious, self-important and self-pitying man – and an affected bohemian who abjured marriage, until he didn’t, when he married someone else. We will see a faint and surprisingly generous echo of him in this book.

    Meanwhile, Sayers’ initial employment possibilities were in practice limited to school teaching, which she tried but hated, so she quit, and like unemployed people everywhere, she wrote a book. She aimed to mine the evident public appetite for detective stories, and she invented Lord Peter Wimsey. He just came to her, she said later, ‘complete with spats’. He had money because she didn’t. To write ‘rich’ cost no more in fountain-pen ink than ‘poor’, and she said she enjoyed spending his wealth for him. He was a relative success, in a pinched 1920s-author kind of way. Financially, he kept her head above water, but only just.

    Again meanwhile, her next romantic fling – and her first sexual relationship – was with a motorcycle mechanic named Bill. Inevitably, she got pregnant. Inevitably, Bill disappeared. She had the illegitimate child – a boy – and hid him with a cousin. She took the emotional repercussions in her stride, and seemed largely unaffected by them. By that point she was working at an advertising agency, professionally fulfilled, writing more Wimsey novels at the weekends, spending raucous evenings in the pub with her colleagues. She met a journalist named Mac Fleming. He was a veteran of World War One, alive, damaged by shell shock and gas, but functioning. They fell in love and got married, and lived in Bloomsbury as a 1920s-style two-income-no-kids couple. At that point, life for Sayers was about as good as it was likely to get. Accordingly, she decided to ditch Wimsey, who up until then she had seen only as a stopgap financial necessity – a nice little earner when times had been tough, but never really her heart’s desire. She planned to marry him off, after the fifth Wimsey novel, Strong Poison – to Harriet Vane, an arch version of herself – and then let him disappear to pipe and slippers.

    But things went wrong. Mac’s fragile health collapsed, both physically and mentally. He stopped earning, his morale evaporated, he became surly, violent, bad tempered, and resentful of her having to fund him. Presciently Sayers had written about such behavior – distressingly common after World War One – in the fourth Wimsey novel, The Unpleasantness at the Bellona Club. Now she was living it for real. Wimsey went back to the front burner, as a matter of renewed financial necessity, of course, but more deeply and urgently, I think, as a matter of simple emotional compensation. Her real-life man had proved a dud, so she would lose herself in her fictional man. Her own life was now a mess, so Harriet Vane’s – her alter ego’s – would blossom and flourish. Home life was now unbearable, so she would escape to an imagined life with new and unprecedented immersion and enthusiasm. Now Wimsey really was her heart’s desire.

    The result was this book, Have His Carcase, and it’s magnificent. It’s a book about people more than plot. It’s multi-layered, with delightful strands of romantic suspense between Harriet and Wimsey, with clever in-jokes about what it means to be a mystery writer, with perceptive social commentary, with a sharply drawn portrait of a lost England, with its tea dances and watering holes and itinerant barbers, all built around a classically intricate Golden Age story about time of death, and time and distance, and timetables and tide tables, with a final reveal as convincing and satisfying as any in the canon. Hours could be spent arguing between this and The Nine Tailors and Gaudy Night as the quintessential if-you-could-only-read-one Wimsey novel, and it’s notable that all three were written after the tree rings widened. Dorothy Sayers’ distress was of course tragic for her, but as so often in the literary world, we readers benefitted from it, enormously.

    

    Lee Child, New York, 2016


  I


  THE EVIDENCE OF THE CORPSE


  ‘The track was slippery with spouting blood.’


     Rodolph


  Thursday, 18 June


  The best remedy for a bruised heart is not, as so many people seem to think, repose upon a manly bosom. Much more efficacious are honest work, physical activity, and the sudden acquisition of wealth. After being acquitted of murdering her lover, and, indeed, in consequence of that acquittal, Harriet Vane found all three specifics abundantly at her disposal; and although Lord Peter Wimsey, with a touching faith in tradition, persisted day in and day out in presenting the bosom for her approval, she showed no inclination to recline upon it.


    Work she had in abundance. To be tried for murder is a fairly good advertisement for a writer of detective fiction. Harriet Vane thrillers were booming. She had signed up sensational contracts in both continents, and found herself, consequently, a very much richer woman than she had ever dreamed of becoming. In the interval between finishing Murder by Degrees and embarking on The Fountain-Pen Mystery, she had started off on a solitary walking-tour: plenty of exercise, no responsibilities and no letters forwarded. The time was June, the weather, perfect; and if she now and again gave a thought to Lord Peter Wimsey diligently ringing up an empty flat, it did not trouble her, or cause her to alter her steady course along the south-west coast of England.


    On the morning of the 18th June, she set out from Lesston Hoe with the intention of walking along the cliffs to Wilvercombe, sixteen miles away. Not that she particularly looked forward to Wilvercombe, with its seasonal population of old ladies and invalids and its subdued attempts at the gay life, seeming somehow themselves all a little invalid and old-ladyish. But the town made a convenient objective, and one could always choose some more rural spot for a night’s lodging. The coast-road ran pleasantly at the top of a low range of cliffs, from which she could look down upon the long yellow stretch of the beach, broken here and there by scattered rocks, which rose successively, glistening in the sunlight, from the reluctant and withdrawing tide.


    Overhead, the sky arched up to an immense dome of blue, just fretted here and there with faint white clouds, very high and filmy. The wind blew from the west, very softly, though the weather-wise might have detected in it a tendency to freshen. The road, narrow and in poor repair, was almost deserted, all the heavy traffic passing by the wider arterial road which ran importantly inland from town to town, despising the windings of the coast with its few scattered hamlets. Here and there a drover passed her with his dog, man and beast alike indifferent and preoccupied; here and there a couple of horses out at grass lifted shy and foolish eyes to look after her; here and there a herd of cows, rasping their jawbones upon a stone wall, greeted her with heavy snufflings. From time to time the white sail of a fishing-boat broke the seaward horizon. Except for an occasional tradesman’s van, or a dilapidated Morris, and the intermittent appearance of white smoke from a distant railway-engine, the landscape was as rural and solitary as it might have been two hundred years before.


    Harriet walked sturdily onwards, the light pack upon her shoulders interfering little with her progress. She was twenty-eight years old, dark, slight, with a skin naturally a little sallow, but now tanned to an agreeable biscuit-colour by sun and wind. Persons of this fortunate complexion are not troubled by midges and sunburn, and Harriet, though not too old to care for her personal appearance, was old enough to prefer convenience to outward display. Consequently, her luggage was not burdened by skin-creams, insect-lotion, silk frocks, portable electric irons or other impedimenta beloved of the ‘Hikers’ Column’. She was dressed sensibly in a short skirt and thin sweater and carried, in addition to a change of linen and an extra provision of footwear, little else beyond a pocket edition of Tristram Shandy, a vest-pocket camera, a small first-aid outfit and a sandwich lunch.


    It was about a quarter to one when the matter of the lunch began to loom up importantly in Harriet’s mind. She had come about eight miles on her way to Wilvercombe, having taken things easily and made a detour to inspect certain Roman remains declared by the guide-book to be ‘of considerable interest’. She began to feel both weary and hungry, and looked about her for a suitable lunching-place.


    The tide was nearly out now, and the wet beach shimmered golden and silvery in the lazy noonlight. It would be pleasant, she thought, to go down to the shore – possibly even to bathe, though she did not feel too certain about that, having a wholesome dread of unknown shores and eccentric currents. Still, there was no harm in going to see. She stepped over the low wall which bounded the road on the seaward side and set about looking for a way down. A short scramble among the rocks tufted with scabious and sea-pink brought her easily down to the beach. She found herself in a small cove, comfortably screened from the wind by an outstanding mass of cliff, and with a few convenient boulders against which to sit. She selected the cosiest spot, drew out her lunch and Tristram Shandy, and settled down.


    There is no more powerful lure to slumber than hot sunshine on a sea-beach after lunch; nor is the pace of Tristram Shandy so swift as to keep the faculties working at high pressure. Harriet found the book escaping from her fingers. Twice she caught it back with a jerk; the third time it eluded her altogether. Her head drooped over at an unbecoming angle. She dozed off.


    She was awakened suddenly by what seemed to be a shout or cry almost in her ear. As she sat up, blinking, a gull swooped close over her head, squawking and hovering over a stray fragment of sandwich. She shook herself reprovingly and glanced at her wrist-watch. It was two o’clock. Realising with satisfaction that she could not have slept very long, she scrambled to her feet, and shook the crumbs from her lap. Even now, she did not feel very energetic, and there was plenty of time to make Wilvercombe before evening. She glanced out to sea, where a long belt of shingle and a narrow strip of virgin and shining sand stretched down to the edge of the water.


    There is something about virgin sand which arouses all the worst instincts of the detective-story writer. One feels an irresistible impulse to go and make footprints all over it. The excuse which the professional mind makes to itself is that the sand affords a grand opportunity for observation and experiment. Harriet was no stranger to this impulse. She determined to walk out across that tempting strip of sand. She gathered her various belongings together and started off across the loose shingle, observing, as she had often observed before, that footsteps left no distinguishable traces in the arid region above high-water mark.


    Soon, a little belt of broken shells and half-dry seaweed showed that the tide-mark had been reached.


    ‘I wonder,’ said Harriet to herself, ‘whether I ought to be able to deduce something or other about the state of the tides. Let me see. When the tide is at neaps, it doesn’t rise or fall so far as when it is at springs. Therefore, if that is the case, there ought to be two seaweedy marks – one quite dry and farther in, showing the highest point of spring tides, and one damper and farther down, showing today’s best effort.’ She glanced backwards and forwards. ‘No; this is the only tide-mark. I deduce, therefore, that I have arrived somewhere about the top of springs, if that’s the proper phrase. Perfectly simple, my dear Watson. Below tide-mark, I begin to make definite footprints. There are no others anywhere, so that I must be the only person who has patronised this beach since last high tide, which would be about – ah! yes, there’s the difficulty. I know there should be about twelve hours between one high tide and the next, but I haven’t the foggiest notion whether the sea is coming in or going out. Still, I do know it was going out most of the time as I came along, and it looks a long way off now. If I say that nobody has been here for the last five hours I shan’t be far out. I’m making very pretty footprints now, and the sand is, naturally, getting wetter. I’ll see how it looks when I run.’


    She capered a few paces accordingly, noticing the greater depth of the toe-prints and the little spurt of sand thrown out at each step. This outburst of energy brought her round the point of the cliff and into a much larger bay, the only striking feature of which was a good-sized rock, standing down at the sea’s edge, on the other side of the point. It was roughly triangular in shape, standing about ten feet out of the water, and seemed to be crowned with a curious lump of black seaweed.


    A solitary rock is always attractive. All right-minded people feel an overwhelming desire to scale and sit upon it. Harriet made for it without any mental argument, trying to draw a few deductions as she went.


    ‘Is that rock covered at high tide? Yes, of course, or it wouldn’t have seaweed on top. Besides, the slope of the shore proves it. I wish I was better at distances and angles, but I should say it would be covered pretty deep. How odd that it should have seaweed only in that lump at the top. You’d expect it to be at the foot, but the sides seem quite bare, nearly down to the water. I suppose it is seaweed. It’s very peculiar. It looks almost more like a man lying down; is it possible for seaweed to be so very – well, so very localised?’


    She gazed at the rock with a faint stirring of curiosity, and went on talking aloud to herself, as was her rather irritating habit.


    ‘I’m dashed if it isn’t a man lying down. What a silly place to choose. He must feel like a bannock on a hot girdle. I could understand it if he was a sun-bathing fan, but he seems to have got all his clothes on. A dark suit at that. He’s very quiet. He’s probably fallen asleep. If the tide comes in at all fast, he’ll be cut off, like the people in the silly magazine stories. Well, I’m not going to rescue him. He’ll have to take his socks off and paddle, that’s all. There’s plenty of time yet.’


    She hesitated whether to go on down to the rock. She did not want to wake the sleeper and be beguiled into conversation. Not but that he would prove to be some perfectly harmless tripper. But he would certainly be somebody quite uninteresting. She went on, however, meditating, and drawing a few more deductions by way of practice.


    ‘He must be a tripper. Local inhabitants don’t take their siestas on rocks. They retire indoors and shut all the windows. And he can’t be a fisherman or anything of that kind; they don’t waste time snoozing. Only the black-coated brigade does that. Let’s call him a tradesman or a bank-clerk. But then they usually take their holidays complete with family. This is a solitary sort of fowl. A schoolmaster? No. Schoolmasters don’t get off the lead till the end of July. How about a college undergraduate? It’s only just the end of term. A gentleman of no particular occupation, apparently. Possibly a walking tourist like myself – but the costume doesn’t look right.’ She had come nearer now and could see the sleeper’s dark blue suit quite plainly. ‘Well, I can’t place him, but no doubt Dr Thorndyke would do so at once. Oh, of course! How stupid! He must be a literary bloke of some kind. They moon about and don’t let their families bother them.’


    She was within a few yards of the rock now, gazing up at the sleeper. He lay uncomfortably bunched up on the extreme seaward edge of the rock, his knees drawn high and showing his pale mauve socks. The head, tucked closely down between the shoulders, was invisible.


    ‘What a way to sleep,’ said Harriet. ‘More like a cat than a human being. It’s not natural. His head must be almost hanging over the edge. It’s enough to give him apoplexy. Now, if I had any luck, he’d be a corpse, and I should report him and get my name in the papers. That would be something like publicity. “Well-known Woman Detective-Writer Finds Mystery Corpse on Lonely Shore.” But these things never happen to authors. It’s always some placid labourer or night-watchman who finds corpses. . . .’


    The rock lay tilted like a gigantic wedge of cake, its base standing steeply up to seaward, its surface sloping gently back to where its apex entered the sand. Harriet climbed up over its smooth, dry surface till she stood almost directly over the man. He did not move at all. Something impelled her to address him.


    ‘Oy!’ she said, protestingly.


    There was neither movement nor reply.


    ‘I’d just as soon he didn’t wake up,’ thought Harriet. ‘I can’t imagine what I’m shouting for. Oy!’


    ‘Perhaps he’s in a fit or a faint,’ she said to herself. ‘Or he’s got sunstroke. That’s quite likely. It’s very hot.’ She looked up, blinking, at the brazen sky, then stooped and laid one hand on the surface of the rock. It almost burnt her. She shouted again, and then, bending over the man, seized his shoulder.


    ‘Are you all right?’


    The man said nothing and she pulled upon the shoulder. It shifted slightly – a dead weight. She bent over and gently lifted the man’s head.


    Harriet’s luck was in.


    It was a corpse. Not the sort of corpse there would be any doubt about, either. Mr Samuel Weare of Lyons Inn, whose ‘throat they cut from ear to ear’, could not have been more indubitably a corpse. Indeed, if the head did not come off in Harriet’s hands, it was only because the spine was intact, for the larynx and all the great vessels of the neck had been severed ‘to the hause-bone’, and a frightful stream, bright red and glistening, was running over the surface of the rock and dripping into a little hollow below.


    Harriet put the head down again and felt suddenly sick. She had written often enough about this kind of corpse, but meeting the thing in the flesh was quite different. She had not realised how butchery the severed vessels would look, and she had not reckoned with the horrid halitus of blood, which streamed to her nostrils under the blazing sun. Her hands were red and wet. She looked down at her dress. That had escaped, thank goodness. Mechanically, she stepped down again from the rock and went round to the edge of the sea. There she washed her fingers over and over again, drying them with ridiculous care upon her handkerchief. She did not like the look of the red trickle that dripped down the face of the rock into the clear water. Retreating, she sat down rather hastily on some loose boulders.


    ‘A dead body,’ said Harriet, aloud to the sun and the seagulls. ‘A dead body. How – how appropriate!’ She laughed.


    ‘The great thing,’ Harriet found herself saying, after a pause, ‘the great thing is to keep cool. Keep your head, my girl. What would Lord Peter Wimsey do in such a case? Or, of course, Robert Templeton?’


    Robert Templeton was the hero who diligently detected between the covers of her own books. She dismissed the image of Lord Peter Wimsey from her mind, and concentrated on that of Robert Templeton. The latter was a gentleman of extraordinary scientific skill, combined with almost fabulous muscular development. He had arms like an orang-outang and an ugly but attractive face. She conjured up his phantom before her in the suit of rather loud plus-fours with which she was accustomed to invest him, and took counsel with him in spirit.


    Robert Templeton, she felt, would at once ask himself, ‘Is it Murder or Suicide?’ He would immediately, she supposed, dismiss the idea of an accident. Accidents of that sort do not happen. Robert Templeton would carefully examine the body, and pronounce –


    Quite so; Robert Templeton would examine the body. He was, indeed, notorious for the sang-froid with which he examined bodies of the most repulsive description. Bodies reduced to boneless jelly by falling from aeroplanes; bodies charred into ‘unrecognisable lumps’ by fire; bodies run over by heavy vehicles, and needing to be scraped from the road with shovels – Robert Templeton was accustomed to examine them all, without turning a hair. Harriet felt that she had never fully appreciated the superb nonchalance of her literary offspring.


    Of course, any ordinary person, who was not a Robert Templeton, would leave the body alone and run for the police. But there were no police. There was not a man, woman or child within sight; only a small fishing-boat, standing out to sea some distance away. Harriet waved wildly in its direction, but its occupants either did not see her or supposed that she was merely doing some kind of reducing exercise. Probably their own sail cut off their view of the shore, for they were tacking up into the wind, with the vessel lying well over. Harriet shouted, but her voice was lost amid the crying of the gulls.


    As she stood, hopelessly calling, she felt a wet touch on her foot. The tide had undoubtedly turned, and was coming in fast. Quite suddenly, this fact registered itself in her mind and seemed to clear her brain completely.


    She was, as she reckoned, at least eight miles from Wilvercombe, which was the nearest town. There might be a few scattered houses on the road, but they would probably belong to fishermen, and ten to one she would find nobody at home but women and children, who would be useless in the emergency. By the time she had hunted up the men and brought them down to the shore, the sea would very likely have covered the body. Whether this was suicide or murder, it was exceedingly necessary that the body should be examined, before everything was soaked with water or washed away. She pulled herself sharply together and walked firmly up to the body.


    It was that of a young man, dressed in a neat suit of dark-blue serge, with rather over-elegant, narrow-soled brown shoes, mauve socks and a tie which had also been mauve before it had been horridly stained red. The hat, a grey soft felt, had fallen off – no, had been taken off and laid down upon the rock. She picked it up and looked inside, but saw nothing but the maker’s name. She recognised it as that of a well-known, but not in the best sense, famous, firm of hatters.


    The head which it had adorned was covered with a thick and slightly too-long crop of dark, curly hair, carefully trimmed and smelling of brilliantine. The complexion was, she thought, naturally rather white and showed no signs of sunburn. The eyes, fixed open in a disagreeable stare, were blue. The mouth had fallen open, showing two rows of carefully-tended and very white teeth. There were no gaps in the rows, but she noticed that one of the thirteen-year-old molars had been crowned. She tried to guess the exact age of the man. It was difficult, because he wore – very unexpectedly – a short, dark beard, trimmed to a neat point. This made him look older, besides giving him a somewhat foreign appearance, but it seemed to her that he was a very young man, nevertheless. Something immature about the lines of the nose and face suggested that he was not much more than twenty years old.


    From the face she passed on to the hands, and here she was again surprised. Robert Templeton or no Robert Templeton, she had taken for granted that this elegantly-dressed youth had come to this incongruous and solitary spot to commit suicide. That being so, it was surely odd that he should be wearing gloves. He had lain doubled up with his arms beneath him, and the gloves were very much stained. Harriet began to draw off one of them, but was overcome by the old feeling of distaste. She saw that they were loose chamois gloves of good quality, suitable to the rest of the costume.


    Suicide – with gloves on? Why had she been so certain that it was suicide? She felt sure she had a reason.


    Well, of course. If it was not suicide, where had the murderer gone? She knew he had not come along the beach from the direction of Lesston Hoe, for she remembered that bare and shining strip of sand. There was her own solitary line of footprints leading across from the shingle. In the Wilvercombe direction, the sand was again bare except for a single track of footmarks – presumably those of the corpse.


    The man, then, had come down to the beach, and he had come alone. Unless his murderer had come by sea, he had been alone when he died. How long had he been dead? The tide had only turned recently, and there were no keel-marks on the sand. No one, surely, would have climbed the seaward face of the rock. How long was it since there had been a sufficient depth of water to bring a boat within easy reach of the body?


    Harriet wished she knew more about times and tides. If Robert Templeton had happened, in the course of his brilliant career, to investigate a sea-mystery, she would, of course, have had to look up information on this point. But she had always avoided sea-and-shore problems, just precisely on account of the labour involved. No doubt the perfect archetypal Robert Templeton knew all about it, but the knowledge was locked up within his shadowy and ideal brain. Well, how long had the man been dead, in any case?


    This was a thing Robert Templeton would have known, too, for he had been through a course of medical studies among other things and, moreover, never went out without a clinical thermometer and other suitable apparatus for testing the freshness or otherwise of bodies. But Harriet had no thermometer, nor, if she had had one, would she have known how to use it for the purpose. Robert Templeton was accustomed to say, airily, ‘Judging by the amount of rigor and the temperature of the body, I should put the time of death at such-and-such’, without going into fiddling details about the degrees Fahrenheit registered by the instrument. As for rigor, there certainly was not a trace of it present – naturally; since rigor (Harriet did know this bit) does not usually set in till from four to ten hours after death. The blue suit and brown shoes showed no signs of having been wet by sea-water; that hat was still lying on the rock. But four hours earlier, the water must have been over the rock and over the footprints. The tragedy must be more recent than that. She put her hand on the body. It seemed quite warm. But anything would be warm on such a scorching day. The back and the top of the head were almost as hot as the surface of the rock. The under surface, being in shadow, felt cooler, but no cooler than her own hands which she had dipped in the sea-water.


    Yes – but there was one criterion she could apply. The weapon. No weapon, no suicide – that was a law of the Medes and Persians. There was nothing in the hands – no signs of that obliging ‘death-grip’ which so frequently preserves evidence for the benefit of detectives. The man had slumped forward – one arm between his body and the rock, the other, the right, hanging over the rock-edge just beneath his face. It was directly below this hand that the stream of blood ran down so uninvitingly, streaking the water. If the weapon was anywhere it would be here. Taking off her shoes and stockings, and turning her sleeve up to the elbow, Harriet groped cautiously in the water, which was about eighteen inches deep at the base of the rock. She stepped warily, for fear of treading on a knife-edge, and it was as well that she did, for presently her hand encountered something hard and sharp. At the cost of a slight cut on her finger, she drew up an open cut-throat razor, already partially buried in the sand.


    The weapon was there, then; suicide seemed to be the solution after all. Harriet stood with the razor in her hand, wondering whether she was leaving finger-prints on the wet surface. The suicide, of course, would have left none, since he was wearing gloves. But once again, why that precaution? It is reasonable to wear gloves to commit a murder, but not to commit suicide. Harriet dismissed this problem for future consideration, and wrapped her handkerchief round the razor.


    The tide was coming in inexorably. What else could she do? Ought she to search any pockets? She had not the strength of a Robert Templeton to haul the body above high-water mark. That was really a business for the police, when the body was removed, but it was just possible that there might be papers, which the water would render illegible. She gingerly felt the jacket pockets, but the dead man had obviously attached too much importance to the set of his clothes to carry very much in them. She found only a silk handkerchief with a laundry-mark, and a thin gold cigarette-case in the right-hand pocket; the other was empty. The outside breast-pocket held a mauve silk handkerchief, obviously intended for display rather than for use; the hip-pocket was empty. She could not get at the trouser-pockets without lifting the corpse, which, for many reasons, she did not want to do. The inner breast-pocket, of course, was the one for papers, but Harriet felt a deep repugnance to handling the inner breast-pocket. It appeared to have received the full gush of blood from the throat. Harriet excused herself by thinking that any papers in that pocket would be illegible already. A cowardly excuse, possibly – but there it was. She could not bring herself to touch it.


    She secured the handkerchief and the cigarette-case and once more looked around her. Sea and sand were as deserted as ever. The sun still shone brightly, but a mass of cloud was beginning to pile up on the seaward horizon. The wind, too, had hauled round to the south-west and was strengthening every moment. It looked as though the beauty of the day would not last.


    She still had to look at the dead man’s footprints, before the advancing water obliterated them. Then, suddenly, she remembered that she had a camera. It was a small one, but it did include a focusing adjustment for objects up to six feet from the lens. She extracted the camera from her pack, and took three snapshots of the rock and the body from different viewpoints. The dead man’s head lay still as it had fallen when she moved it – canted over a little sideways, so that it was just possible to secure a photograph of the features. She expended a film on this, racking the camera out to the six-foot mark. She had now four films left in the camera. On one, she took a general view of the coast with the body in the foreground, stepping a little way back from the rock for the purpose. On the second, she took a closer view of the line of footprints, stretching from the rock across the sand in the direction of Wilvercombe. On the third, she made a close-up of one of the footprints, holding the camera, set to six feet, at arm’s-length above her head and pointing the lens directly downwards to the best of her judgement.


    She looked at her watch. All this had taken her about twenty minutes from the time that she first saw the body. She thought she had better, while she was about it, spare time to make sure that the footprints belonged to the body. She removed one shoe from the foot of the corpse, noticing as she did so that, though the sole bore traces of sand, there were no stains of sea-water upon the leather of the uppers. Inserting the shoe into one of the footprints, she observed that they corresponded perfectly. She did not care for the job of replacing the shoe, and therefore took it with her, pausing as she regained the shingle, to take a view of the rock from the landward side.


    The day was certainly clouding over and the wind getting up. Looking out beyond the rock, she saw a line of little swirls and eddies, which broke from time to time into angry-looking spurts of foam, as though breaking about the tops of hidden rocks. The waves everywhere were showing feathers of foam, and dull yellow streaks reflected the gathering cloud-masses further out to sea. The fishing-boat was almost out of sight, making for Wilvercombe.


    Not quite sure whether she had done the right thing or the wrong, Harriet gathered up her belongings, including the shoe, hat, razor, cigarette-case and handkerchief, and started to scramble up the face of the cliff. It was then just after half-past two.


  II


  THE EVIDENCE OF THE ROAD


           ‘None sit in doors,


  Except the babe, and his forgotten grandsire,


  And such as, out of life, each side do lie


  Against the shutter of the grave or womb.’


     The Second Brother


  Thursday, 18 June


  The road, when Harriet reached it, seemed as solitary as before. She turned in the direction of Wilvercombe and strode along at a good, steady pace. Her instinct was to run, but she knew that she would gain nothing by pumping herself out. After about a mile, she was delighted by the sight of a fellow-traveller; a girl of about seventeen, driving a couple of cows. She stopped the girl and asked the way to the nearest house.


    The girl stared at her. Harriet repeated her request.


    The reply came in so strong a west-country accent that Harriet could make little of it, but at length she gathered that ‘Will Coffin’s, over to Brennerton’, was the nearest habitation, and that it could be reached by following a winding lane on the right.


    ‘How far is it?’ asked Harriet.


    The girl opined that it was a good piece, but declined to commit herself in yards or miles.


    ‘Well, I’ll try there,’ said Harriet. ‘And if you meet anybody on the road, will you tell them there’s a dead man on the beach about a mile back and that the police ought to be told.’


    The girl stared dumbly.


    Harriet repeated the message, adding, ‘Do you understand?’


    ‘Yes, miss,’ said the girl, in the tone of voice which makes it quite clear that the hearer understands nothing.


    As Harriet hurried away up the lane, she saw the girl still staring after her.


    Will Coffin’s proved to be a small farmhouse. It took Harriet twenty minutes to reach it, and when she did reach it, it appeared to be deserted. She knocked at the door without result; pushed it open and shouted, still without result; then she went round to the back.


    When she had again shouted several times, a woman in an apron emerged from an outbuilding and stood gazing at her.


    ‘Are any of the men about?’ asked Harriet.


    The woman replied that they were all up to the seven-acre field, getting the hay in.


    Harriet explained that there was a dead man lying on the shore and that the police ought to be informed.


    ‘That do be terrible, surely,’ said the woman. ‘Will it be Joe Smith? He was out with his boat this morning and the rocks be very dangerous thereabouts. The Grinders, we call them.’


    ‘No,’ said Harriet; ‘it isn’t a fisherman – it looks like somebody from the town. And he isn’t drowned. He’s cut his throat.’


    ‘Cut his throat?’ said the woman, with relish. ‘Well, now, what a terrible thing, to be sure.’


    ‘I want to let the police know,’ said Harriet, ‘before the tide comes in and covers the body.’


    ‘The police?’ The woman considered this. ‘Oh, yes,’ she said, after mature thought. ‘The police did ought to be told about it.’


    Harriet asked if one of the men could be found and sent with a message. The woman shook her head. They were getting in the hay and the weather did look to be changing. She doubted if anybody could be spared.


    ‘You’re not on the telephone, I suppose?’ asked Harriet.


    They were not on the telephone, but Mr Carey at the Red Farm, he was on the telephone. To get to the Red Farm, the woman added, under interrogation, you would have to go back to the road and take the next turning, and then it was about a mile or maybe two.


    ‘Was there a car Harriet could borrow?


    The woman was sorry, but there was no car. At least, there was one, but her daughter had gone over to Heathbury market and wouldn’t be back till late.


    ‘Then I must try and get to the Red Farm,’ said Harriet, rather wearily. ‘If you do see anybody who could take a message, would you tell them that there’s a dead man on the shore near the Grinders, and that the police ought to be informed.’


    ‘Oh, I’ll tell them sure enough,’ said the woman, brightly. ‘It’s a very terrible thing, isn’t it? The police did ought to know about it. You’re looking very tired, miss; would you like a cup of tea?’


    Harriet refused the tea, and said she ought to be getting on. As she passed through the gate, the woman called her back. Harriet turned hopefully.


    ‘Was it you that found him, miss?’


    ‘Yes, I found him.’


    ‘Lying there dead?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘With his throat cut?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Dear, dear,’ said the woman, ‘ ’Tis a terrible thing, to be sure.’


    Back on the main road, Harriet hesitated. She had lost a good deal of time on this expedition. Would it be better to turn aside again in search of the Red Farm, or to keep to the main road where there was more chance of meeting a passerby? While still undecided, she arrived at the turn. An aged man was hoeing turnips in a field close by. She hailed him.


    ‘Is this the way to the Red Farm?’


    He paid no attention, but went on hoeing turnips.


    ‘He must be deaf,’ muttered Harriet, hailing him again. He continued to hoe turnips. She was looking about for the gate into the field when the aged man paused to straighten his back and spit on his hands, and in so doing brought her into his line of vision.


    Harriet beckoned to him, and he hobbled slowly up to the wall, supporting himself on the hoe as he went.


    ‘Is this the way to the Red Farm?’ She pointed up the lane.


    ‘No,’ said the old man, ‘he ain’t at home.’


    ‘Has he got a telephone?’ asked Harriet.


    ‘Not till tonight,’ replied the ancient. ‘He’s over to Heathbury market.’


    ‘A telephone,’ repeated Harriet, ‘has he got a telephone?’


    ‘Oh, ay,’ said the old man, ‘you’ll find her somewhere about.’ While Harriet was wondering whether the pronoun was the one usually applied in that county to telephones, he dashed her hopes by adding: ‘Her leg’s bad again.’


    ‘How far is it to the farm?’ shouted Harriet, desperately.


    ‘I shouldn’t wonder if ’twas,’ said the old man, resting on the hoe, and lifting up his hat to admit the breeze to his head, ‘I tell’d her o’ Saturday night she hadn’t no call to do it.’


    Harriet, leaning far over the wall, advanced her mouth to within an inch of his ear.


    ‘How far is it?’ she bawled.


    ‘There ain’t no need to shout,’ said the old man. ‘I bain’t deaf. Eighty-two come Michaelmas, and all my faculties, thank God.’


    ‘How far—’ began Harriet.


    ‘I’m telling ’ee, amn’t I? Mile and half by the lane, but if you was to take the short cut through the field where the old bull is—’


    A car came suddenly down the road at considerable speed and vanished into the distance.


    ‘Oh, bother!’ muttered Harriet, ‘I might have stopped that if I hadn’t wasted my time on this old idiot.’


    ‘You’re quite right, miss,’ agreed Old Father William, catching the last word with the usual perversity of the deaf. ‘Madmen, I calls ’em. There ain’t no sense in racketing along at that pace. My niece’s young man—’


    The glimpse of the car was a deciding factor in Harriet’s mind. Far better to stick to the road. If once she began losing herself in by-ways on the chance of finding an elusive farm and a hypothetical telephone, she might wander about till dinner-time. She started off again, cutting Father William’s story off abruptly in the middle, and did another dusty half-mile without further encounter.


    It was odd, she thought. During the morning she had seen several people and quite a number (comparatively) of tradesmen’s vans. What had happened to them all? Robert Templeton (or possibly even Lord Peter Wimsey, who had been brought up in the country) would have promptly enough found the answer to the riddle. It was market-day at Heathbury, and early-closing day at Wilvercombe and Lesston Hoe – the two phenomena being, indeed, interrelated so as to permit the inhabitants of the two watering-places to attend the important function at the market-town. Therefore there were no more tradesmen’s deliveries along the coast-road. And therefore all the local traffic to Heathbury was already well away inland. Such of the aborigines as remained were at work in the hayfields. She did, indeed, discover a man and a youth at work with a two-horse hay-cutter, but they stared aghast at her suggestion that they should leave their work and their horses to look for the police. The farmer himself was (naturally) at Heathbury market. Harriet, rather hopelessly, left a message with them and trudged on.


    Presently there came slogging into view a figure which appeared rather more hopeful; a man clad in shorts and carrying a pack on his back – a hiker, like herself. She hailed him imperiously.


    ‘I say, can you tell me where I can get hold of somebody with a car or a telephone? It’s frightfully important.’


    The man, a weedy, sandy-haired person with a bulging brow and thick spectacles, gazed at her with courteous incompetence.


    ‘I’m afraid I can’t tell you. You see, I’m a stranger here myself.’


    ‘Well, could you—?’ began Harriet, and paused. After all, what could he do? He was in exactly the same boat as herself. With a foolish relic of Victorianism she had somehow imagined that a man would display superior energy and resourcefulness, but, after all, he was only a human being, with the usual outfit of legs and brains.


    ‘You see,’ she explained, ‘there’s a dead man on the beach over there.’ She pointed vaguely behind her.


    ‘No, really?’ exclaimed the young man. ‘I say, that’s a bit thick, isn’t it? Er – friend of yours?’


    ‘Certainly not,’ retorted Harriet. ‘I don’t know him from Adam. But the police ought to know about it.’


    ‘The police? Oh, yes, of course, the police. Well, you’ll find them in Wilvercombe, you know. There’s a police-station there.’


    ‘I know,’ said Harriet, ‘but the body’s right down near low-water mark, and if I can’t get somebody along pretty quick the tide may wash him away. In fact, it’s probably done so already. Good lord! It’s almost four o’clock.’


    ‘The tide? Oh, yes. Yes, I suppose it would. If’ – he brightened up with a new thought – ‘if it’s coming in. But it might be going out, you know, mightn’t it?’


    ‘It might, but it isn’t,’ said Harriet, grimly. ‘It’s been coming in since two o’clock. Haven’t you noticed?’


    ‘Well, no, I can’t say I have. I’m shortsighted. And I don’t know much about it. I live in London, you see. I’m afraid I can’t quite see what I can do about it. There don’t seem to be any police about here, do there?’


    He gazed round about, as though he expected to sight a constable on point-duty in the middle-distance.


    ‘Have you passed any cottages lately?’ asked Harriet.


    ‘Cottages? Oh, yes – yes, I believe I did see some cottages a little way back. Oh, yes, I’m sure I did. You’ll find somebody there.’


    ‘I’ll try there, then. And if you meet anybody would you mind telling them about it. A man on the beach – with his throat cut.’


    ‘His throat?’


    ‘Yes. Near some rocks they call the Grinders.’


    ‘Who cut his throat?’


    ‘How should I know? I should think he probably did it himself.’


    ‘Yes – oh, naturally. Yes. Otherwise it would be murder, wouldn’t it?’


    ‘Well, it may be murder, of course.’


    The hiker clutched his staff nervously.


    ‘Oh! I shouldn’t think so, should you?’


    ‘You never know,’ said Harriet, exasperated. ‘If I were you, I’d be getting along quickly. The murderer may be somewhere about, you know.’


    ‘Good heavens!’ said the young man from London. ‘But that would be awfully dangerous.’


    ‘Wouldn’t it? Well, I’ll be pushing on. Don’t forget, will you? A man with his throat cut near the Grinders.’


    ‘The Grinders. Oh, yes. I’ll remember. But, I say?’


    ‘Yes?’


    ‘Don’t you think I’d better come along with you? To protect you, you know, and that sort of thing?’


    Harriet laughed. She felt convinced that the young man was not keen on passing the Grinders.


    ‘As you like,’ she said indifferently, walking on.


    ‘I could show you the cottages,’ suggested the young man.


    ‘Very well,’ said Harriet. ‘Come along. We’ll have to be as quick as we can.’


    A quarter of an hour’s walk brought them to the cottages – two low thatched buildings standing on the right-hand side of the road. In front of them a high hedge had been planted, screening them from the sea-gales and, incidentally, helping to cut off all view of the shore. Opposite them, on the other side of the road, a narrow walled lane twisted down to the sea’s edge. From Harriet’s point of view the cottages were a disappointment. They were inhabited by an aged crone, two youngish women and some small children, but the men were all out fishing. They were late back today but were expected on the evening tide. Harriet’s story was listened to with flattering interest and enthusiasm, and the wives promised to tell their husbands about it when they came in. They also offered refreshment which, this time, Harriet accepted. She felt pretty sure that the body would by now be covered by the tide and that half an hour could make no real difference. Excitement had made her weary. She drank the tea and was thankful.


    The companions then resumed their walk, the gentleman from London, whose name was Perkins, complaining of a blistered heel. Harriet ignored him. Surely something would soon come along.


    The only thing that came was a fast saloon car, which overtook them about half a mile further on. The proud chauffeur, seeing two dusty trampers signalling, as it appeared to him, for a lift, put his stern foot down on the accelerator and drove on.


    ‘The beastly road-hog!’ said Mr Perkins, pausing to caress his blistered heel.


    ‘Saloons with chauffeurs are never any good,’ said Harriet. ‘What we want is a lorry, or a seven-year-old Ford. Oh, look! What’s that?’


    ‘That’ was a pair of gates across the road and a little cottage standing beside it.


    ‘A level-crossing, by all that’s lucky!’ Harriet’s sinking courage revived. ‘There must be somebody here.’


    There was. There were, in fact, two people – a cripple and a small girl. Harriet eagerly asked where she could get hold of a car or a telephone.


    ‘You’ll find that all right in the village, miss,’ said the cripple. ‘Leastways, it ain’t what you’d call a village, exactly, but Mr Hearn that keeps the grocery, he’s got a telephone. This here’s Darley Halt, and Darley is about ten minutes’ walk. You’ll find somebody there all right, miss, for certain. Excuse me a minute, miss. Liz! the gates!’


    The child ran out to open the gates to let through a small boy leading an immense cart-horse.


    ‘Is there a train coming through?’ asked Harriet, idly, as the gates were pushed across the road again.


    ‘Not for half an hour, miss. We keeps the gates shut most times. There ain’t a deal of traffic along this road, and they keeps the cattle from straying on to the line. There’s a good many trains in the day. It’s the main line from Wilvercombe to Heathbury. Of course, the expresses don’t stop here, only the locals, and they only stops twice a day, except market days.’


    ‘No, I see.’ Harriet wondered why she was asking about the trains, and then suddenly realised that, with her professional interest in time-tables, she was instinctively checking up the ways and means of approaching the Grinders. Train, car, boat – how had the dead man got there?


    ‘What time—?’


    No, it didn’t matter. The police could check that up. She thanked the gate-keeper, pushed her way through the side-wickets and strode on, with Mr Perkins limping after her.


    The road still ran beside the coast, but the cliffs were gradually sloped down almost to sea-level. They saw a clump of trees and a hedge and a little lane, curving away past the ruins of an abandoned cottage to a wide space of green on which stood a tent, close by the sandy beach, with smoke going up from a campers’ fire beside it. As they passed the head of this lane a man emerged from it, carrying a petrol-tin. He wore a pair of old flannel slacks, and a khaki shirt with sleeves rolled up to the elbow. His soft hat was pulled down rather low over his eyes, which were further protected by a pair of dark spectacles.


    Harriet stopped him and asked if they were anywhere near the village.


    ‘A few minutes farther on,’ he replied, briefly, but civilly enough.


    ‘I want to telephone,’ went on Harriet. ‘I’m told I can do so at the grocer’s. Is that right?’


    ‘Oh, yes. Just across on the other side of the green. You can’t mistake it. It’s the only shop there is.’


    ‘Thank you. Oh, by the way – I suppose there isn’t a policeman in the village?’


    The man halted as he was about to turn away and stared at her, shading his eyes from the sun’s glare. She noticed a snake tattooed in red and blue upon his forearm, and wondered whether he might perhaps have been a sailor.


    ‘No, there’s no policeman living in Darley. We share a constable with the next village, I believe – he floats round on a bicycle occasionally. Anything wrong?’


    ‘There’s been an accident along the coast,’ said Harriet. ‘I’ve found a dead man.’


    ‘Good lord! Well, you’d better telephone through to Wilvercombe.’


    ‘Yes, I will, thanks. Come along, Mr Perkins. Oh! he’s gone on.’


    Harriet caught up her companion, rather annoyed by his patent eagerness to dissociate himself from her and her errand.


    ‘There’s no need to stop and speak to everybody,’ complained Mr Perkins, peevishly. ‘I don’t like the look of that fellow, and we’re quite near the place now. I came through here this morning, you know.’


    ‘I only wanted to ask if there was a policeman,’ explained Harriet, peaceably. She did not want to argue with Mr Perkins. She had other things to think of. Cottages had begun to appear, small, sturdy buildings, surrounded by little patches of gay garden. The road turned suddenly inland, and she observed with joy telegraph poles, more houses and at length a little green, with a smithy at one corner and children playing cricket on the grass. In the centre of the green stood an ancient elm, with a seat round it and an ancient man basking in the sunshine; and on the opposite side was a shop, with ‘Geo. Hearn: Grocer’, displayed on a sign above it.


    ‘Thank goodness!’ said Harriet.


    She almost ran across the little green and into the village shop, which was festooned with boots and frying-pans, and appeared to sell everything from acid drops to corduroy trousers.


    A bald-headed man advanced helpfully from behind a pyramid of canned goods.


    ‘Can I use your telephone, please?’


    ‘Certainly, miss; what number?’


    ‘I want the Wilvercombe police-station.’


    ‘The police-station?’ The grocer looked puzzled – almost shocked. ‘I’ll have to look up the number for you,’ he said, hesitatingly. ‘Will you step into the parlour, miss – and sir?’


    ‘Thank you,’ said Mr Perkins. ‘But really – I mean – it’s the lady’s business really. I mean to say – if there’s any sort of hotel hereabouts, I think I’d better – that is to say – er – good-evening.’


    He melted unobtrusively out of the shop. Harriet, who had already forgotten his existence, followed the grocer into the back room and watched him with impatience as he put on his spectacles and struggled with the telephone directory.
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