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CHAP TER ONE

On the evening of Wednes day, Feb ru ary 25th, 1931, a man
stood in the shadow of the en trance to the grounds of a large
house on the Colnbrook Road, about a quar ter of a mile from
the Lon don end of the by-pass. Be side him, turned to wards
town, was a mo tor cy cle. Its en gine was run ning qui etly, but
the rider made no move to wards leav ing. Sev eral times he
glanced over his shoul der at the white “For Sale” plac ards on
the gate posts, or looked ner vously at the watch on his wrist.
Now and then his hand stole to the packet of cig a rettes in his
coat pocket, but he changed his mind each time.

The il lu mi nated hands of his watch showed ex actly nine-
twenty-two o’clock when he heard the purr of a mo tor car
com ing from his right. He stepped into the mid dle of the
road. As the big Daim ler came into view he held up his hand.
The car stopped a few feet from him. The chauf feur low ered
the win dow, leaned out to see what was wanted, and found
him self star ing into the cold steel cir cle of a re volver muz zle.
An other was pointed steadily at the two peo ple in the back of
the car.

“Get out,” said the man. “Keep your hands up.”
The chauf feur got out, hold ing his hands over his head.
“Stand over there.”
The chauf feur stepped promptly over to the side of the

road.
“Now you get out and put that satchel on the ground.”
The heav ily built man, grey-haired, in evening clothes,

moved clum sily to wards the door of the car. The woman with
him started to fol low.

“You stay where you are.”
The man took one step back from the car, his re volvers

point ing steadily at the two men. The el derly man still held
the small black satchel in his hands.

“Put that down, or I’ll shoot you,” the man said calmly.
“Give it to him, for God’s sake, George!” the woman

cried.
As the man stooped to put the satchel down her hand

moved stealth ily to the side pocket of the car. With out mov‐ 
ing her shoul ders she whipped a small au to matic out of it and
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brought it to a level with her knees. As the ban dit with a
sharp move ment of his foot brought the satchel near him she
fired through the open door and sank back into the cush ions.

In stantly two shots rang out, so close to hers that the re‐ 
ports could al most have been one drawn-out sound rather
than three. The heavy man in evening clothes pitched for‐ 
ward with out a word. There was the rush of feet, the roar of
an en gine, and the cy clist dis ap peared in the dark ness to‐ 
wards Lon don.

The chauf feur ducked for ward, his face grey in the glare
of the head lights. He bent over his em ployer. The woman,
white and shak ing, stum bled out of the car.

“What made you shoot, madam?” the chauf feur asked in a
hushed voice. “You nearly caught me.”

The woman stared at him in ter ror.
“The di a monds!” she gasped.
“Lord! did he have di a monds with him?” The chauf feur

whis tled, and glanced about.
“I’d bet ter go for a con sta ble,” he said af ter a mo ment’s

thought
“No. I can’t stay here alone with him. I’ll go.”
“Here comes some body now, madam.”
A man came run ning awk wardly to wards them along the

road.
“Hi there,” the chauf feur said. “There’s a man dead. Run

and get the po lice, will you?”
The man gave a long stare at the scene. “Right you are,”

he said. “I’ll get my push-bike.” He turned and ran back into
the dark ness.

The woman sank to the run ning board and stared blindly
at the pros trate fig ure on the ground. She scarcely no ticed the
small crowd of sleepy vil lagers that had gath ered. They stood
whis per ing at a re spect ful dis tance, star ing at the great car,
the woman in the er mine cloak, and the fig ure ly ing mo tion‐ 
less on the ground. The chauf feur moved back and forth try‐ 
ing to light a cig a rette. His hands shook and he dropped the
match.

The woman sud denly got up and started pac ing the road.
“Oh, why don’t they hurry?” she cried in an agony of de spair.
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“’Obbs is off on ’is push-bike, miss,” one of the by‐ 
standers vol un teered. “’E cahn’t make it short of five min‐ 
utes.”

“More like ten, as I’d say,” said an other. There was a mut‐ 
tered al ter ca tion.

It was a good ten min utes be fore a mur mur broke from the
lit tle knot of watch ers.

“Ay, there ’e is, and Jock Gib ney with him.”
The young con sta ble got off his bi cy cle and propped it

against the hedge on the other side of the road. The woman
came quickly for ward to meet him.

“My hus band’s been robbed and killed,” she said quickly.
“Heaven knows how far the man has got al ready.”

The con sta ble was more used to ar rest ing cy clists with out
lights than com fort ing Lon don ladies in er mine wraps. He
cleared his throat and looked about in some em bar rass ment.
Then he set about his work with dogged de ter mi na tion.

“Just tell me what hap pened, madam,” he said, “and I’ll
get at it as quick as I can.”

“We were held up right here by a man on a mo tor cy cle.
He made my hus band give him a satchel we had. I thought I
could frighten him, I shot at him and he shot my hus band.
Oh, it’s all my fault!”

She be gan to sob con vul sively.
“It won’t help none to let your self get in a state, ma’am,”

the con sta ble said stolidly. He knelt down over the dead man
and flashed his lamp into his face.

“He was your hus band?”
“Yes.”
“Could you de scribe the man? He was on a mo tor cy cle?”
She nod ded.
“You didn’t see the num ber?”
She shook her head. The con sta ble turned to the chauf feur.

“I didn’t see it,” he said. “He must haye had the plates cov‐ 
ered. I looked.”

The con sta ble scratched his head, then bright ened as there
was an other mur mur from the group of by standers.

“That’ll be the sergeant,” he said cheer fully.
The cir cle opened; a small car drove up and the di vi sion

sergeant stepped out.
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“What’s up?” he said. When the con sta ble had given the
mea gre de tails he knelt over the silent fig ure.

He straight ened up af ter a short ex am i na tion.
“Shot twice,” he said la con i cally. “Once through the heart.

In stan ta neous death. What was the man like?”
Nei ther the woman nor the chauf feur could give any thing

but a vague de scrip tion. The mur derer had worn a cy clist’s
leather cap and large gog gles, with a black mask over the
lower part of his face. He was taller than the dead man but
slen derer, the chauf feur thought; the woman thought he was
the same height.

The sergeant shrugged his shoul ders. “Just like ev ery body
else rid ing a mo tor cy cle, and he’s been gone fif teen min utes.
Gib ney, you go back with the lady and the driver to the sta‐ 
tion. Drive back in their car. Put in a call to Scot land Yard
and tell them ex actly what’s hap pened. Tell them the mo tor‐ 
cy cle left here at 9.24 or 9.25, headed to wards town.”

He turned to the woman.
“I’ll have to ask you to go back to Colnbrook for a bit,

madam. If there’s any body you’d like to have come, the con‐ 
sta ble will give them a ring.”

She shook her head, and tak ing a last ag o nised look at the
fig ure on the ground got into the car. The chauf feur took his
place. The young con sta ble got in be side him, and they drove
off slowly into the lit tle vil lage.

At the tiny po lice sta tion the con sta ble re ported the night’s
event to Scot land Yard. The woman again de clined to have
any one sent for. In a few min utes the sergeant re turned and
pro ceeded to take for mal de po si tions from the two wit nesses
of the mur der.

“My name is Colton,” the woman said. “My hus band’s
name was George Colton; he is a jew eller off Bond-street.”

The sergeant looked quickly at her. He recog nised the
name as that of one of the old est and most rep utable firms in
Lon don.

“We live at 82 Cado gan-square, Kens ing ton. Tonight we
dined with Mrs. Martha Royce in Wind sor. She is an old
friend of my hus band’s and wanted him to take some jew els
of hers to town for ap praisal and I be lieve for sale. I begged
him not to take them, to have a guard sent for them, but he
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laughed at me. He had of ten car ried large amounts in jew els.
Now they’re gone, and he’s gone.”

She shiv ered and drew her er mine wrap closer about her
slen der shoul ders. The sergeant’s pen scratched slowly along
the pa per. He turned to the chauf feur.

“Your name.”
“Oliver Pes kett. Driver for Mr. George Colton, 82 Cado‐ 

gan-square, Kens ing ton.”
“Age?”
“Thirty-one.”
“How long in present em ploy?”
“Two years Michael mas.”
The sergeant grunted as he noted these facts down.
“Now tell me again ex actly what hap pened,” he went on.

Af ter Mrs. Colton and the chauf feur had slowly re peated the
story of the rob bery and mur der, and the sergeant had care‐ 
fully blot ted his record, he said, “There’s one thing more I’d
like to ask you. Your hus band car ried jew els be long ing to
Mrs. Royce of Wind sor, and they were stolen. Can you tell
me the value, or the ap prox i mate value, of the jew els? And
what were they like?”

“I can’t de scribe them.”
“You hadn’t seen them?”
“No.”
“But you’re sure he had them? They were talked about at

din ner?”
“Yes. They talked about them then and I know he had

them in the black satchel. I think they were all di a monds, and
I think they said the value was some thing like twenty or
thirty thou sand pounds.”

The sergeant looked at the chauf feur. “You knew about
them?” he said in a mat ter-of-fact voice.

“Not I,” the chauf feur said promptly. “Hadn’t the fog gi est.
I knew he had the bag. I didn’t know what he had in it.”

“All right,”
The sergeant hes i tated a mo ment. Then he said, “I won’t

keep you any longer. We’ll take care of your hus band’s re‐ 
mains, Mrs. Colton. Will you be in your home in the morn‐ 
ing, please. We’ll want to see you again. You’re sure you
don’t want me to send for some rel a tive, or friend?”
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She shook her head.
“No, thanks. I have no one.”
The chauf feur held the door open for her. As he closed it

his eyes met the steady gaze of the sergeant for an in stant and
quickly shifted away.
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CHAP TER TWO

In spec tor Bull en tered the front door of his mod ern semi-de‐ 
tached villa in Hamp stead. The odour of burned mut ton met
him full in the face, and he wished for the hun dredth time
that Mrs. Bull would come back home. In the two years of
his mar ried life he had failed to learn why it was that when
his wife was at home the maid was what is com monly called
a trea sure, and when his wife was away she be came an in‐ 
creas ing li a bil ity with ev ery meal. He took off his heavy
brown over coat, which made him some what re sem ble a large
cin na mon bear on its hind legs. Not that In spec tor Bull was
un gainly; he was sim ply of large bulk. And he al ways wore
cin na mon brown over coats. His wife’s tact ful ef forts to make
him go in for con trast ing in stead of har mon is ing shades met
a placid but adamant re sis tance. The tawny hazel of his
mous tache and his hair set the pitch for the colour har mony
that In spec tor Bull fol lowed with some de ter mi na tion. There
was no af fec ta tion or fop pish ness about it. In spec tor Bull
sim ply dressed in brown.

He de posited his coat and hat in the hall cup board and
went up stairs to the back room he liked to call his den. As a
mat ter of fact that is pretty much what it was. It was pleas‐ 
antly dim there. The green-shaded lamp on the large flat top
desk (from Maple’s) made very lit tle head way against the
dark tan pa per and heavy leather up hol stered fur ni ture and
the red and green tur key rug (also from Maple’s). Here Bull
brought and—in a sense—buried the bones of his call ing as a
val ued mem ber of the C.I.D. Here also came the few odds
and ends of an tique china that he could not re sist buy ing
from time to time. His pas sion for bro ken china had al ways
made him the butt of the per pet ual bro mide about bulls in
china shops. No one had ever failed to men tion it. At one
time Bull had smiled painfully, but that was when he was a
younger man. He was now thirty-six.

He knocked out his pipe into the patented non-tipover-
able ash re ceiver that some body had given him and sat down
in the big chair in front of his desk. He was very low. His
wife was away and Scot land Yard was as dead as a door nail.
Three com mu nists and two cat bur glars had con sti tuted his
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en tire share for two weeks. He was tired of rou tine, and he
was es pe cially tired of hear ing about a first-rate poi son ing
case that In spec tor Mil likan had been given.

Af ter some thought In spec tor Bull reached for the tele‐ 
phone and called his friend, for mer land lord and ar dent ad‐ 
mirer Mr. Evan Pinker ton, to in vite him to stay a week.

Mr. Pinker ton lived in a large dingy house in Gold ers
Green. He was a grey mouse-like lit tle Welsh man who on
one mem o rable oc ca sion had emerged from his chrysalis and
for a few mo ments had be come the gaily col ored but ter fly, so
to speak, of aveng ing jus tice. In spec tor Bull had never for got
that ex cept for the lit tle man in Gold ers Green the girl who
later be came his wife would have been ly ing dead in a ravine
in the moun tains of Wales. In the past few years Bull had
come to rely on Mr. Pinker ton’s cu ri ous, al most fem i nine—
or so Bull thought—in tu ition, in hard cases. He was con‐ 
stantly tak ing all the po lice man’s elab o rately col lected ev i‐ 
dence, look ing at it and say ing, “Well, well, maybe it’s as
you say. But I should have thought the fel low with the brown
toupee did it.” This In spec tor Bull would never ad mit. But he
would set to work again, and with in domitable thor ough ness
build up an other chain of ev i dence that led in evitably to the
con vic tion of the man with the brown toupee. On such oc ca‐ 
sions Mr. Pinker ton would nod his head with out com pla‐ 
cency and say, “That’s what I would have thought.”

When In spec tor Bull called up on this oc ca sion Mr.
Pinker ton al lowed him self to hope that he was be ing in vited
to take part in an other case. The cin ema and In spec tor Bull’s
cases were the two scar let moun tain peaks on the dull grey
mo not o nous prairie of Mr. Pinker ton’s ex is tence. Nev er the‐ 
less he care fully fin ished his tea of bloater and ap ple and
plum jam be fore he took off his felt slip pers and put on his
boots. Then he washed up his dishes and left the place spot‐ 
less for the woman who came in to clean for him in the
morn ings.

He got out the bright new suit case the Bulls had given him
for Christ mas and packed his things for his visit. Next he
locked all the win dows, put on his brown bowler hat and his
grey over coat and took his way to Hamp stead, where he
found In spec tor Bull sprin kling weed-killer on the lawn. Peo‐ 
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ple who were ac cus tomed to read Dr. Freud would have seen
an un con scious con nec tion be tween the weed-killer and In‐ 
spec tor Mil likan’s poi son ing case, but In spec tor Bull had
never read Dr. Freud, nor had Mr. Pinker ton. They greeted
each other solemnly and In spec tor Bull said that din ner was
ready.

The down stairs clock had just struck ten, and In spec tor
Bull had just yawned and thought of an other day of rou tine
on the Em bank ment, when the tele phone on his desk jan gled
ur gently. He looked at it ex pec tantly. It was a pri vate con nec‐ 
tion with New Scot land Yard.

“Bull speak ing!” (“Bel low ing, he means,” Com mis sioner
Deben ham had once re marked.) “Colnbrook? Bucks. Rob‐ 
bery? Mur der? Right you are.”

He put the re ceiver down and turned to his guest, whose
eyes were pro trud ing with plea sur able an tic i pa tion.

“There’s been rob bery and mur der out on the Colnbrook
Road. Chief wants me to have a look at it. He says in the
morn ing, but I think I’ll have a look at it now. You want to
come along?”

No need to ask. The lit tle man had his brown bowler and
grey over coat on be fore Bull had heaved his vast bulk out of
his desk chair.

“I’ll bring the car around,” said the In spec tor. “You lock
the door.”

In Com mis sioner Deben ham’s room at New Scot land
Yard Chief In spec tor Dry den and the Com mis sioner him self
were hav ing what in two less mod er ate men might be called a
de cided dif fer ence of opin ion.

“Our method is wrong, sir,” the Chief In spec tor said flatly.
“We’ve got to use mod ern meth ods for mod ern crime. The
old tra di tion of the Yard is all right, but when you’ve got mo‐ 
tor ban dits you’ve got to use their own meth ods to get them.”

The Com mis sioner pursed his lips and nod ded his qual i‐ 
fied agree ment.

“That’s un doubt edly true, to a cer tain ex tent,” he replied
de lib er ately, push ing a box of cigars across the desk. “But
what can we do? Look at this busi ness tonight. I dropped in
here half an hour ago. There was a call from Colnbrook. A
man with a mo tor cy cle held up George Colton’s car—the
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jew eller. Re lieved him of a satchel of jew els, shot him dead
and dis ap peared. Twenty min utes later we get word of it. All
the mo tor cars in Eng land, each one full of po lice, won’t help
us to catch that man on that mo tor cy cle in Lon don tonight.
As soon as we hear about it we have ev ery one on the look‐ 
out. This is early clos ing day; one-third of the shop keep ers’
as sis tants in Mid dle sex are out mo tor cyling.—Of course, if
we’d known in five min utes, we could have done some thing.
Now, new meth ods won’t help us. It’s a case of the right man
on the job.”

The Chief In spec tor stared at the smoke ris ing from the
end of his cigar.

“Then why, sir,” he said with a po lite im pa tience, “put
Humphrey Bull on the case? No body likes Bull bet ter than I
do, or thinks more of his abil ity in cer tain lines; but it doesn’t
run to gang crime.”

“Is this gang crime, Dry den?”
“Typ i cally Amer i can, sir. The ex act way it’s done. The

cold bru tal ity of the gang ster. Sheer, de lib er ate mur der.”
Com mis sioner Deben ham shook his head.
“You have Amer i can crime and Amer i can meth ods on the

brain. We’ll give Bull a chance at it. If it ap pears to be a gang
of Amer i cans, or an Amer i can ised gang of En glish men, you
can take it your self. I’m a lit tle prej u diced in Bull’s favour, I
must ad mit, since he dis cov ered that Tito Mellema mur dered
that woman—what’s her name? La Mar. If I’m not mis taken,
In spec tor, you thought her death was a gang racket be cause
she was con nected with an Amer i can mu si cal com edy.”

In spec tor Dry den grinned in spite of him self.
“Per haps you’re right, sir. Well, I’ll be get ting home. I’m

sorry old Colton’s dead.”
“So am I,” said the Com mis sioner. “There wasn’t much he

didn’t know about pre cious stones, and who owns ’em, and
how much they paid.”

“Or when they sold them and for how much, sir.”
“I’m afraid that’s right too, Dry den. I hope you’re not

think ing, by the way, of the re cent loss of Lady Blanche’s
emer ald col lar, which right fully be longs—or be longed—to
her mother-in-law the Duchess?”

In spec tor Dry den al lowed him self only half a smile.
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“Oh, no, sir,” he said soberly.
“Of course not, Dry den. Well, we cer tainly got ‘down the

banks,’ as young Boyd says, for that col lar. And worse luck, I
have to look in on the Home Sec re tary tonight, and he’ll have
enough to say about this busi ness of Colton. Good-night, In‐ 
spec tor.”
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CHAP TER THREE

It was a lit tle af ter eleven that night when In spec tor Bull and
Mr. Pinker ton drove up to the Colnbrook po lice sta tion in In‐ 
spec tor Bull’s open Mor ris Ox ford. It had be gun to rain in
tor rents, but Bull had re fused to take the time to put up the
cur tains. Cold and wet, he and Mr. Pinker ton lis tened with
im pas sive si lence to the sergeant’s ac count of the holdup and
mur der. At least In spec tor Bull did, in the best man ner of the
Met ro pol i tan po lice. Mr. Pinker ton’s at tempt to ap pear im‐ 
pas sive was a lit tle-com i cal; he was quiv er ing like a badly
bred hound at the kill. The sergeant in the mean time had
learned for the first time from In spec tor Bull the im por tance
of the vic tim that Fate had left on his doorstep, and was lit tle
short of in ter ested him self.

“Well, we’d bet ter run down and have a look,” Bull said
when the man had fin ished. “This rain’ll leave ev ery thing a
blank. What time did you phone in to have the Lon don Road
watched?”

“About 9.35, sir.”
The sergeant tended to be a lit tle ag gres sive, with out par‐ 

tic u larly be ing able to think of any thing he had left un done.
But he had told his story ten times in the last hour, and In‐ 
spec tor Bull was the only per son not im pressed.

“Any re port come in?”
“No, sir.”
“Did you no tify the sta tion at Slough?”
The sergeant looked be wil dered.
“He was headed for Lon don!” he replied with some vex a‐ 

tion.
Bull grunted. “If I was him,” he said calmly, “I’d have

turned left into the by-pass and gone right through Slough, or
any wheres else, and left the peo ple at Cran ford still wait ing.
But I guess he could have got to Dover by the time we heard
about it. Let’s get along.”

A lone con sta ble in a rub ber cape was on guard in the
road.

“That’s the place,” the sergeant said.
Bull turned his over coat col lar up around his neck and got

heav ily out of the small car. It was pitch dark ex cept for the
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small sea of light from their head lights. The sergeant ex‐ 
plained

“The man stopped by the gate there and waited un til they
came along. When the car came, he stepped out and held up
his hand. The driver stopped and asked what he wanted. He
found him self look ing in a gun. He gets out and holds up his
hands. The man or ders Colton to get out. The lady is to stay
where she was—she’d started to get out too, you see?”

Bull grunted.
“The car was right here?”
“That’s right. The man stood here, and the driver stood

just here. Then the woman takes a re volver out of the pocket
in the car and fires at him. The fel low shoots twice straight
into Colton. He drops right for ward here. Then he’s off on
the cy cle.”

Bull grunted at this sec ond recital and made a rapid ex am‐ 
i na tion, with the help of his pocket lamp, of the en trance in
which the man had stood while wait ing. The rain wash ing
down the brick walk made a small sea at the side of the road.
So far as Bull could make out, there was no ev i dence that ei‐ 
ther a man or a ma chine had ever stood there.

“There’s one point, In spec tor,” the sergeant went on ju di‐ 
cially. “That’s how did he know the car with those di a monds
was com ing this way? It’s the first thing on wheels that’s not
a tour ing lay-out that we’ve seen here for a month of Sun‐ 
days. You know the by-pass takes ’em all around the other
way.”

In spec tor Bull’s grunt was even less in ter ested than usual.
“Has any body been by here while you’ve been on duty?”

he asked the con sta ble.
“No, sir. Only the 102 bus from Wind sor. No pri vate

cars.”
“And no body on a mo tor-bike, I sup pose.”
“No, sir.”
Bull chewed his lower lip.
“Colton was stand ing right here when he was shot?”
“That’s the spot, sir,” said the sergeant. He pointed to

what Mr. Pinker ton could imag ine was still the tinge of crim‐ 
son that na ture, in her in ex orable clean li ness, had washed
away with swift tor rents of rain.


