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Last Bus to Woodstock 

by Colin Dexter 

(Adapted book. Intermediate level) 

 

 

PROLOGUE 

Two girls were waiting for a bus on the road from 

Oxford to the nearby Woodstock; they were not sure if 

there was one at such a late hour. 

A middle-aged woman was strolling towards them, 

occasionally stopping and turning her head to gaze 

down the darkening length of the road that led to the 

heart of Oxford. She stopped a few yards away from the 

girls and put down her shopping bag. 

"Excuse me," said the first girl. "Do you know 

when the next bus is?" 

"There should be one in a few minutes, love." She 

looked again into the grey distance. 

"Does it go to Woodstock?" 

"No, I don't think so - it's just for Yarnton. It goes 

to the village, and then turns round and comes back." 
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"Oh." The girl stepped out towards the middle of 

the road. No bus was in sight, and she felt anxious. 

There was nothing to wait for, and the girls decid-

ed to hitchhike and started along the road in the direc-

tion of Woodstock. 

The middle-aged woman kept her watch at the bus 

stop. 

But Mrs Mabel Jarman was not to wait for long. 

Soon she would be home. When asked later, she could 

describe one of the girls fairly well: her long, blonde 

hair, her careless and provocative sensuality. Of the 

other girl she could recall little: a light coat, dark slacks, 

light-brown hair. 

She noticed a few cars, and a heavy, bouncing 

lorry, burdened with a large number of wheel-less cars. 

At ten minutes to seven a bus finally appeared in 

the distance. Soon she could almost read the bold white 

lettering above the driver's cab: WOODSTOCK. Oh 

dear! She had been wrong then, when that nice young 

girl had asked about the next bus. Still, never mind! 

They hadn't gone far. They would either get a lift or see 

the bus and manage to get to the next stop. 

Almost as soon as that bus was out of sight, she 

saw another, only a few hundred yards behind. This 

must be hers. The double-decker drew into the stop as 
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Mrs Jarman raised her hand. At two minutes past seven 

she was home. 

She cooked herself a generous supper, washed up, 

and turned on the television. At 10 o'clock she watched 

the main items on the News, switched off, and went to 

bed. At 10.30 she was sound asleep. 

It was at 10.30 p.m., too, that a young girl was 

found lying in a Woodstock courtyard. She had been 

brutally murdered. 

 

CHAPTER 1 

Wednesday, 29 September 

From St. Giles' in the centre of Oxford two parallel 

roads run north, and on the northern perimeter of Ox-

ford, each must cross the busy northern ring road, along 

which cars speed by, gladly avoiding the old university 

city. The eastern branch eventually leads to the heart of 

the industrial Midlands; the western branch soon brings 

the motorist to the small town of Woodstock, some 

eight miles north of Oxford, and then to Strat-

ford-upon-Avon. 

For half a mile immediately before Woodstock, on 

the left-hand side, a grey stone wall marks the eastern 

boundary of the extensive and beautiful grounds of 

Blenheim Palace, the mighty mansion built by Queen 
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Anne for her brilliant general, John Churchill, 1st Duke 

of Marlborough. High and imposing wrought-iron gates 

mark the main entrance to the Palace drive, along which 

the tourists in the summer season line up to walk amidst 

the dignified splendour of the great rooms, to stand be-

fore the vast Flemish tapestries and to see the room in 

which the great Sir Winston Churchill was born. 

Today Blenheim dominates the old town. Yet it 

was not always so. The strong grey houses which line 

the main street have witnessed older times and could tell 

their older tales, though now the majority are converted 

into gift, antique and souvenir shops - and inns. 

The Black Prince inn is situated half-way down a 

broad side-street to the left as one is journeying north. 

For the last two and a half years Gaye had been the 

barmaid of The Black Prince, though "A pint of your 

best bitter, luv," was a request Gaye seldom had to meet 

and she now associated it with the proletariat; here it 

was more often vodka and lime for the bright young 

things, Manhattan cocktails for the American tourists, 

and gin and French - with a splash of Italian - for the 

Oxford dons. Such drinks she served with confidence 

from the bottles ranged invitingly behind the bar. 

The lounge itself was gently bathed in half light, 

giving an effect reminiscent, it was hoped, of a Rem-

brandt scene. Gaye herself was an attractive, au-
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burn-haired girl and tonight, Wednesday, she was im-

maculately dressed in a black trouser-suit and 

white-frilled blouse. She was married and divorced, and 

now lived with her young son and her mother. Gaye en-

joyed her divorced status as much as she enjoyed her 

job, and she meant to keep them both. 

Wednesday, as usual, had been a fairly busy even-

ing, and it was with some relief when, at 10.25 p.m., she 

politely, but firmly, called for last drinks. A young man, 

seated on a high stool at the corner of the bar, pushed 

his whisky glass forward. 

"Same again." 

Gaye glanced quizzically into unsteady eyes, but 

said nothing. The young man was obviously drunk. Af-

ter one mouthful of his drink he eased himself off his 

seat, measured the door with an uncertain eye, and made 

a line as decently straight as could be expected. 

The old courtyard where once the horses had clat-

tered over the cobbled stones had access from the street 

through a narrow archway. Tonight, as usual, the court-

yard was tightly packed with the Volvos and Rovers. A 

light over the archway threw a patch of inadequate illu-

mination over the entrance to the yard; the rest lay in 

dark shadow. It was to the far corner of this courtyard, 

that the young man stumbled his way; there he saw 

something behind the furthest car. Then horror crept up 
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to the nape of his neck and against a padlocked stable 

door he was suddenly and violently sick. 

 

CHAPTER 2 

Wednesday, 29 September 

The manager of The Black Prince contacted the 

police immediately after the body was found, and his 

call was acted upon promptly. Sergeant Lewis of the 

Thames Valley Police gave him quick and clear instruc-

tions. A police car would be at The Black Prince within 

ten minutes; the manager was to ensure that no one left 

the premises and that no one entered the courtyard; if 

anyone insisted on leaving, he was to take the full name 

and address of the person concerned; he should be hon-

est if asked what all the trouble was about. 

With the arrival of Sergeant Lewis and two uni-

formed constables, a small knot of people gathered cu-

riously on the pavement opposite. It did not escape their 

notice that the police car had parked immediately across 

the access to the courtyard, effectively sealing the exit. 

Five minutes later a second police car arrived, and eyes 

turned to the lightly built, dark haired man who stepped 

out of it. He conversed briefly with the constable who 

stood guard outside, nodded his head approvingly sev-

eral times and walked into The Black Prince. 
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He knew Sergeant Lewis only slightly, but soon 

found himself pleasurably impressed by the man's com-

petence. The two men conferred in brisk tones and very 

quickly a preliminary procedure was agreed. Lewis, 

with the help of the second constable, was to list the 

names, home addresses and car registrations of all per-

sons on the premises, and to take brief statements of 

their evening's whereabouts, and immediate destina-

tions. There were over fifty people to see, and Morse 

realized that it would take some time. 

"Shall I try to get you some more help, Sergeant?" 

"I think the two of us can manage, sir." 

"Good. Let's get started." 

A door, forming the side entrance to The Black 

Prince, led out into the courtyard and from here Morse 

stepped out and looked around. He counted thirteen cars 

jammed tight into the limited space, but he could have 

missed one or two, for the light was so poor. Carefully 

he shone his torch around. Behind the last car parked on 

the left-hand side of the yard there lay the sprawling 

figure of a young girl. She lay on her right side, her 

head almost up against the corner of the walls, her long 

blonde hair now cruelly streaked with blood. It was 

immediately clear that she had been killed by a heavy 

blow across the back of the skull, and behind the body 

lay a flat heavy tire-spanner. Morse stood for a few 
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minutes, gazing down at the ugly scene at his feet. The 

murdered girl wore a minimum of clothing - a pair of 

high-heeled shoes, a very brief dark-blue mini-skirt and 

a white blouse. Nothing else. Morse shone his torch on 

the upper part of the body. The left-hand side of the 

blouse was ripped across; the top two buttons were un-

fastened and the third had been wrenched away, leaving 

the full breasts almost totally exposed. How he hated 

sex murders! He shouted to the constable standing at the 

entrance to the yard that the arc-lamps were needed. 

By a quarter to midnight Lewis had finished his 

task and he reported to Morse, who was sitting with The 

Times in the manager's office, drinking what looked 

very much like whisky and filling in the squares of a 

crossword puzzle. 

"Ah Lewis." He thrust the paper across. "Have a 

look, that one is fascinating!" Lewis had never worked 

with Morse before. What was he supposed to say? 

"I'm afraid I'm not very hot on crosswords, sir." 

"Do you think I'm wasting your time, Lewis?" 

Lewis was nobody's fool and was a man of some 

honesty and integrity. 

"Yes, sir." 

An engaging smile crept across Morse's mouth. He 

thought they would get on well together. 
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"Lewis, I want you to work with me on this case." 

The sergeant looked straight at Morse and into the hard, 

grey eyes. He heard himself say he would be delighted. 

"This calls for a celebration," said Morse. 

"Landlord! A double whisky." Morse pushed his 

glass forward. 

"Would you like a drink, sir?" The manager turned 

hesitantly to Lewis. 

"Sergeant Lewis is on duty." 

When the manager returned, Morse asked him to 

assemble everyone on the premises, including staff, in 

the largest room available, and drinking his whisky in 

complete silence, skimmed through the remaining pages 

of the newspaper. 

At a quarter past midnight Morse came into the 

restaurant-room where everyone was now gathered. 

Gaye's eyes met and held his briefly as he entered, and 

she felt a strong compulsion about the man. She listened 

to him with interest as he spoke. 

He thanked them all for their patience and cooper-

ation. It was getting very late and he didn't intend to 

keep them there any longer. They would now know why 

the police were there. There had been a murder in the 

courtyard - a young girl with blonde hair. They would 

appreciate that all the cars in the courtyard must stay 
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where they were until the morning. He knew this meant 

that some of them would have difficulty getting home, 

but taxis had been ordered. If anyone wished to report to 

him or to Sergeant Lewis anything at all which might be 

of interest or value to the inquiry, however unimportant 

it might seem, would such a person please stay behind. 

The rest could go. 

To Gaye it seemed an uninspired performance. 

Already the police had been there over an hour and a 

half. It wasn't exactly what she'd come to expect from 

her reading of Holmes or Poirot, who by this time 

would doubtless have interviewed the chief suspects, 

and made some startling deductions from the most trivi-

al phenomena. 

The murmuring which followed the end of Morse's 

brief address died away as most of the customers col-

lected their coats and moved off. Gaye rose, too, and 

was asked if she had seen anything of interest or value? 

She thought back on the evening. There was, of course, 

the young man who had found the girl. She had seen 

him before, but she couldn't quite remember who was 

with him, or when. And then she had it - blonde hair! 

The girl was in the lounge with him only last week. She 

decided it was worth mentioning and walked up to 

Morse. 
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"You said the girl who has been murdered had 

blonde hair." Morse looked at her and slowly nodded. "I 

think she was here last week - she was with the man 

who found her body tonight. I saw them here. I work in 

the lounge." 

"That's very interesting, Miss - er? 

"Mrs, Mrs McFee." 

"Please forgive me, Mrs McFee. I thought you 

might have been wearing this ring to frighten off the 

boys who come to drool at you over the counter." 

Gaye felt very angry. He was a hateful man. 

"Look, Inspector whatever your name is, I came to 

tell you something I thought might be helpful. If you're 

going..." 

"Mrs McFee," broke in Morse gently, "if I lived 

anywhere near, I'd come in myself and drool over you 

every night of the week." 

At just after 1.00 a.m. the arc-lamps were fixed 

around the courtyard. Morse had instructed Lewis to 

detain the young man who had found the murdered girl 

until they had investigated the courtyard more closely. 

The two men now surveyed the scene before them. 

There was a great deal of blood, and as Sergeant Lewis 

looked down on her, he felt a deep revulsion against the 
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violence and senselessness of murder. Morse appeared 

more interested in the starry heavens above. 

After a while, Morse reverted his attention to more 

terrestrial things, and the two of them looked down 

again at the murdered girl. The spanner and the solitary 

white button lay where Morse had seen them earlier. 

There was nothing much else to see but for the trail of 

dried blood that led almost from one end of the back 

wall to the other. 

The young man sat in the manager's office. Morse 

finally came in at 1.30 a.m. whilst the police surgeon, 

the photographers and the fingerprint men busied them-

selves about the courtyard. 

"Name?" he asked. 

"Sanders, John Sanders." 

"You found the body?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Tell me about it." 

"There's not much to tell really." 

Morse smiled. "Then we needn't keep you long, 

need we, Mr Sanders?" 

Morse sat opposite him, looked him hard in the 

eye and waited. 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

"Well, I just walked into the courtyard and there 

she was. I didn't touch her, but I knew she was dead. I 

came straight back in to tell the manager." 

Morse nodded. "Anything else?" 

"Don't think so." 

"When were you sick, Mr Sanders?" 

"Oh yes. I was sick." 

"Was it after or before you saw the girl?" 

"After. It must have upset me seeing her there - 

sort of shock, I suppose." 

"Why don't you tell me the truth?" 

"What do you mean?" 

Morse sighed. "You haven't got your car here have 

you?" 

"I haven't got a car." 

"Do you usually have a stroll round the courtyard 

before you go home?" Sanders said nothing. "How 

much drink did you have tonight?" 

"A few whiskies - I wasn't drunk." 

"Mr Sanders, do you want me to find out from 

someone else?" It was clear from Sanders's manner that 

he hardly welcomed an inquiry along such lines. "What 

time did you come here?" continued Morse. 
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"About half past seven." 

"And you got drunk and went out to be sick." Re-

luctantly Sanders agreed. "Do you usually drink on your 

own?" 

"Not usually." 

"Who were you waiting for?" Sanders did not re-

ply. "She didn't show up?" 

"No," he said flatly. 

"But she did come, didn't she?" 

"No, I told you. I was on my own all the time." 

"But she did come, didn't she?" repeated Morse 

quietly. Sanders looked beaten. "She came," continued 

Morse in the same quiet voice. "She came and you saw 

her. You saw her in the courtyard, and she was dead." 

The young man nodded. 

 

CHAPTER 3 

Thursday, 30 September 

Alone in the bedroom of Sylvia Kaye, Morse felt 

relieved. Sergeant Lewis was to join Morse in half an 

hour. 

The bedroom was small, one of three in a neat 

semi-detached house in Jackdaw Court, a quiet crescent 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

with rotting wooden fences, a few minutes' walk off the 

Woodstock Road. Morse sat down on the narrow bed 

and looked around him. He wondered if the neatness of 

the bed was mum's doing, for the remainder of the room 

betrayed the slack and untidy living of the murdered 

girl. Several items of underwear draped the table and 

chair. Morse picked up a flimsy black bra lying on the 

chair. He opened the wardrobe door and examined the 

skirts, blouses, slacks and dresses. Clean and untidy. 

Mounds of shoes, ultra-modern, wedged, ugly: she was-

n't short of money. Morse found a diary, but it wasn't 

much help. 

Lewis tapped on the bedroom door and entered. 

"Find anything, sir?" Morse looked at his cheerful ser-

geant distastefully, and said nothing. 

"I'm afraid Mr Kaye hadn't got much to tell me, 

either, sir. Did you want to see him?" 

"No. Leave the poor fellow alone." 

"We're not making very rapid progress then." 

At 11.00 a.m. Sergeant Lewis interviewed the 

manager of the Town and Gown Assurance Company, 

situated on the second and third storeys above a tobac-

conist's shop in the High. Sylvia had worked there - her 

first job - for just over a year. She was a copy-typist, her 

typing was reasonably accurate and clean, and the com-

pany, the manager assured Lewis, had no complaints 
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about its late employee. She had been punctual and un-

obtrusive. 

"She worked, you say, with two other girls," said 

Lewis. "I think I'd better have a word with them if I 

can." 

"Certainly, officer." The manager, Mr Palmer, 

seemed relieved. 

Lewis questioned the two young ladies at consid-

erable length. Neither was "a particular friend" of Syl-

via. She had, as far as they knew, no regular beau. Yes, 

she had boasted occasionally of her sexual exploits - but 

so did most of the girls. She was friendly enough, but 

not really "one of the girls". 

Lewis looked through her desk. The usual 

bric-a-brac. A bit of a broken mirror, a comb with a few 

blonde hairs in it, yesterday's Sun, pencils, rubbers, 

typewriter ribbons, carbons. Lewis learnt that Sylvia 

had been on a fortnight's holiday in the latter half of Ju-

ly, and he asked the two girls where she'd been to. 

"Stayed at home, I think," replied the elder of the 

two girls, a quiet, serious-looking girl in her early twen-

ties. 

Lewis sighed. "You don't seem to know much 

about her, do you?" The girls said nothing. Lewis tried 

his best to elicit a little more cooperation, but met with 
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little success. He left the office just before midday, and 

strolled over to The Minster, a pub across the road. 

"Poor Sylvia," said the younger girl after he had 

gone. 

"Yes, poor Sylvia," replied Jennifer Coleby. 

Lewis eventually, and somewhat to his surprise, 

discovered Morse in the "gentlemen only" bar at the 

back of The Minster. 

"Ah, Lewis." He rose and placed his empty glass 

on the bar, "What's it to be?" Lewis asked for a pint of 

bitter. "Two pints of your best bitter," said Morse 

cheerfully to the man behind the bar, "and have one 

yourself." 

It became clear to Lewis that the topic of conver-

sation before his arrival had been horse racing. Doesn't 

he want to solve this murder, thought Lewis, and as if 

Morse read his unspoken words he was promptly asked 

for a report on the deceased's position with Town and 

Gown. Lewis did his best, and Morse did not interrupt. 

He seemed rather more interested in his pint of beer. 

When he finished, Morse told him to get back to head-

quarters, type his reports, then get home and have some 

sleep. Lewis didn't argue. He felt dog-tired, and sleep 

was fast becoming a barely remembered luxury. 

"Nothing else, sir?" 
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"Not until tomorrow when you'll report to me at 

7.30 a.m. sharp." 

 

CHAPTER 4 

Friday, 1 October 

Prompt at 7.30 next morning, Lewis tapped on the 

inspector's door. Morse wasn't in yet. 

He looked through the reports he had typed out the 

previous afternoon. He'd done his best, but there was lit-

tle to go on. He walked on to the canteen and ordered a 

cup of coffee. Constable Dickson, an officer whom 

Lewis knew fairly well, was enthusiastically assaulting 

a plate of bacon and tomatoes, and inquired about in-

vestigation and Morse. 

"Funny bugger, isn't he?" Lewis didn't disagree. 

"I know one thing," said Dickson. "He was here 

till way gone midnight. Got virtually everyone in the 

building jumping about for him. I reckon every phone 

on the premises was red hot. God, he can work, that 

chap, when he wants to." 

Lewis felt a little shame-faced. He himself had 

slept sweetly and soundly from six the previous evening 

until six that morning. He reckoned that Morse deserved 

his sleep, and sat down to drink a cup of coffee. 
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Ten minutes later a freshly shaven Morse walked 

brightly into the canteen. 

"Ah, there you are Lewis. Sorry to be late," said 

Morse. "Drink up. We've got work to do." 

For the next four hours the two of them were busy 

sorting the reports flowing in from the wide-flung in-

quiries Morse had initiated the previous day. At twelve 

noon, Lewis felt he knew more about Sylvia Kaye than 

he did about his wife. He read each report with great 

care - Morse's orders - and felt that many of the facts 

were beginning to fix themselves firmly in his mind. 

Morse, he noticed, devoured the reports with an amaz-

ing rapidity, reminiscent of someone skipping through a 

tedious novel; yet occasionally he would re-read the odd 

report with a fascinated concentration. 

"Well?" said Morse finally. 

"I think I've got most things pretty straight, sir." 

"Good." 

"You seemed to find one or two of the reports very 

interesting, sir." 

"Did I?" Morse sounded surprised. 

"You spent about ten minutes on that one from the 

secretarial college, and it's only half a page." 
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"You're very observant, Lewis, but I'm sorry to 

disappoint you. It was the most ill-written report I've 

seen in years, with twelve - no less - grammatical mon-

strosities in ten lines! What're we to?" 

"Do you think we're getting anywhere, sir?" 

"Doubt it," replied Morse. 

Lewis wasn't so sure. Sylvia's movements on the 

previous Wednesday seemed established. She had left 

the office in the High at 5.00 p.m., and almost certainly 

walked the hundred yards or so to the N 2 bus stop out-

side University College. She had arrived home at 5.35 

p.m. and had a good meal. She told her mother she 

might be late home, left the house at roughly 6.30 p.m. 

wearing - as far as could be established - the clothes in 

which she was found. Somehow she had got to Wood-

stock. It all seemed to Lewis a promising enough start-

ing-point for a few preliminary inquiries. 

"Would you like me to get on to the bus company, 

sir, and see the drivers on the Woodstock run?" 

"Done it," said Morse. 

"No good?" Disappointment showed in the ser-

geant's voice. 

"I don't think she went by bus." 

"Taxi, sir?" 
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"Improbable wouldn't you think?" 

"I don't know, sir. It might not be all that expen-

sive." 

"Perhaps not, but it seems most improbable to me. 

If she'd wanted a taxi, she'd have rung up from home - 

there's a phone there." 

"She may have done just that, sir." 

"She didn't. No phone call was made by any 

member of the Kaye household yesterday." 

Lewis was experiencing a dangerous failure of 

confidence. 

"I don't seem to be much help," he said. But Morse 

ignored the comment. 

"Lewis, how would you go from Oxford to Wood-

stock?" 

"By car, sir." 

"She hadn't got a car." 

"Get a lift with one of her friends?" 

"You wrote the report. She doesn't seem to have 

had many girlfriends." 

"A boyfriend, you think, sir?" 

"Do you?" 
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Lewis thought a minute. "Bit odd if she was going 

with a boy friend. Why didn't he pick her up at her 

house?" 

"Why not, indeed?" 

"She wasn't picked up at home?" 

"No. Her mother saw her walking away." 

"You've interviewed her mother then, sir." 

"Yes. I spoke to her last night." 

"Is she very upset?" 

"She's got broad shoulders, Lewis, and I rather like 

her. Of course she's terribly upset and shocked. But not 

quite so heartbroken as I thought she'd be. In fact I got 

the idea her beautiful daughter was something of a trial 

to her." 

Morse walked over to a large mirror, took out a 

comb and began to groom his thinning hair. He careful-

ly drew a few strands across a broad area of nakedness 

at the back of his skull, returned the comb to his pocket 

and asked a perplexed Sergeant Lewis what he thought 

of the effect. 

"You see, Lewis, if Sylvia didn't go by bus, taxi or 

boyfriend, how on earth did she ever get to Woodstock? 

And remember that get to Woodstock somehow she 

did." 
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"She must have hitched it, sir." 

Morse was still surveying himself in the mirror. 

"Yes, Lewis, I think she did. And that is why," he 

took out the comb again and made some further passes 

at his hair, "that is why I think I must put in a little TV 

appearance tonight." 

He picked up the phone and put through a call to 

the Chief Superintendent. On Friday evening the news 

bulletins on both BBC and local TV carried an inter-

view with Chief Inspector Morse, who appealed for help 

from anyone who had been on the Woodstock Road 

between 6.40 p.m. and 7.15 p.m. on the evening of 

Wednesday, 29 September. Morse informed the nation 

that the police were looking for a very dangerous man 

who might attack again at any time; for the killer of 

Sylvia Kaye, when brought to justice, would face not 

only the charge of wilful murder, but also the charge of 

sexual assault and rape. 

 

CHAPTER 5 

Friday, 1 October 

Each evening of the week, with rare exceptions, 

Mr Bernard Crowther left his small detached house in 

Southdown Road, North Oxford, at approximately 9.40 

p.m. Each evening his route was the same: he would 
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turn right, walk to the end of the road, turn right again, 

and make his way towards the lounge bar of The 

Fletcher's Arms. 

On the night of Friday, 1 October, however, 

Crowther turned left. He walked slowly to the end of the 

road to a public telephone-box. He had a very important 

call to make. To the police. News he had watched on the 

BBC news at 9.00 p.m. had been far from trivial. He 

could remember verbatim the words the police inspector 

had used: "We shall be very glad if any motorist..." Yes, 

he could tell them something, for he had played his part 

in the terrifying and tragic events. But what was he go-

ing to say? He couldn't tell them the truth. Nor even half 

the truth. His resolution began to crumble. 

At 9.50 p.m. that same evening an excited Ser-

geant Lewis put through a call to Chief Inspector Morse. 

"A break, sir. I think we've got a break." 

"Oh?" 

"Yes. A witness, sir. A Mrs Mabel Jarman. She 

saw the murdered girl." 

"You mean," interrupted Morse, "she saw the girl 

who was later murdered, I suppose." 

"That's it. We can get a full statement as soon as 

we like." 

"You mean you haven't got one yet?" 
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"She only rang five minutes ago, sir. I'm going 

over straight away. She's local. I wondered if you 

wanted to come." 

"No," said Morse. 

"All right, sir. I'll have the whole thing typed up 

and ready for you in the morning." 

"Good." 

"Bit of luck, though, isn't it? We'll soon get on to 

this other girl." 

"What other girl?" said Morse quietly. 

"Well, you see, sir, according to the witness Silvia 

was not alone on the road." 

"What's Mrs Jarman's address?" Morse reluctantly 

took off his bedroom slippers, and reached for his shoes. 

Crowther was a bit late to The Fletcher's Arms that 

night. He was well liked at the pub, always ready to fork 

out for his round - and more. All the regulars knew him 

for a man of some academic distinction; but he was a 

good listener, laughed as heartily as the next at the latest 

jokes, and himself occasionally criticized the stupidity 

of the government and the incompetence of Oxford 

United. But tonight he spoke of neither. By 10.25 p.m. 

he had drunk three pints of best bitter with his usual 

practiced fluency and got up to go. 
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"Nother one before you go, Bernard?" 

"Thanks, no. I've had just about enough for one 

night." 

He walked back slowly to his house. He didn't 

phone the police. 

Mrs Jarman gave her testimony in a brisk, if ex-

cited, fashion. Her memory proved surprisingly clear, 

and Sergeant Lewis's notes grew fat with factual data. 

Morse left things to him. He himself felt impatient and 

bored with the trained and thorough pedanticism with 

which his sergeant probed and queried the chronology 

of the bus stop encounter. But he knew it had to be done 

and he knew that Lewis was doing it well. For 

three-quarters of an hour he left them to it. 

"Well, I want to thank you very much, Mrs Jar-

man." Lewis closed his note-book. 

"Perhaps," said Morse, "I could ask you to come to 

see us in the morning? Sergeant Lewis will have your 

statement typed out, and we'd like you to have a look 

through it to see that he's got it all right - just a formali-

ty, you know." 

Lewis stood up to go, but Morse's veiled glance 

told him to sit down again. 
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"I wonder, Mrs Jarman," he said, "if you could do 

us one last favour. I'd just love a cup of tea. I know it's 

late but..." 

"Why, of course, Inspector. I wish you'd said so 

before." She hurried off and the policemen heard a spurt 

of water and a clatter of cups. 

"Well, Sergeant, you've done a good job." 

"Thank you, sir." 

"Now listen. That bus. Get on to it as soon as you 

can." 

"But you said you'd checked the buses, sir." 

"Well check 'em again." 

"All right." 

"And," said Morse, "there's that lorry. With a bit of 

luck we can trace that." 

"You think we can?" 

"You've got a definite time - what else do you 

want, man?" 

"Anything else, sir?" said Lewis in a subdued 

voice. 

"Yes. Stay and make a few more notes. I won't be 

long." 
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The kitchen door opened and Mrs Jarman reap-

peared. "I was just wondering whether you gentlemen 

would like a little drop of whisky, instead of tea. I've 

had a bottle since Christmas - I don't usually drink my-

self." 

"Now, now," said Morse, "you are a very re-

sourceful woman, Mrs Jarman. I think a little drop of 

Scotch would do me good. Perhaps you'll have a drop 

yourself?" 

"Oh no, sir, I'll have a cuppa, if you don't mind." 

She opened a drawer in the cupboard and brought out 

two glass tumblers. 

"Just the one glass then, Mrs Jarman," said Morse. 

"It's a pity, I know, but Sergeant Lewis here is on duty 

and you will appreciate that a policeman is not allowed 

to consume any alcoholic drink whilst on duty. You 

wouldn't want him to break the law, would you?" 

Lewis muttered to himself. 

Morse smiled into his liberal dose of whisky 

whilst his assistant soberly stirred a diminutive cup of 

wickedly dark brown tea. 

"Mrs Jarman I just want to ask you one or two 

more questions about what you've said to Sergeant 

Lewis. I hope you don't feel too tired?" 

"Oh no." 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

"Do you remember how this 'other girl' seemed? 

Was she a bit cross? A bit nervous?" 

"I don't think she was - well, I don't know. Perhaps 

she was a bit nervous." 

"A bit frightened?" 

"Oh no. Not that. A bit sort of, er, excited. Yes, 

that's it, a bit excited." 

"Excited and impatient?" 

"I think so." 

"Now, I want you to think back. Just close your 

eyes if you like, and picture yourself at the bus stop 

again. Can you recall anything, anything at all, that she 

said. She asked you if the next bus went to Woodstock. 

You've told us that. Anything else?" 

"I can't remember. I just can't seem to remember." 

"Now, Mrs Jarman, don't rush yourself. Just relax 

and picture it all again. Take your time." 

Mrs Jarman closed her eyes and Morse watched 

her with keen anticipation. She said nothing. Morse at 

last broke the embarrassing silence. "What about the girl 

who was murdered? Did she say anything else? She 

wanted to hitch-hike, you said." 

"Yes, she kept saying something like 'Come on'." 

"It'll be all right?" added Morse. 
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"Yes. It'll be all right. We'll have a giggle about it 

in the morning." 

Morse's blood froze. He remained utterly motion-

less. But Mrs Jarman's memory had dredged its last. 

"Just one more thing, Mrs Jarman. When you 

come to see us in the morning, we shall be holding an 

identity parade. It won't take more than a minute or 

two." 

"You mean you want me to... Oh dear!" 

At 11.45 p.m. Morse and Lewis took their leave of 

Mrs Jarman. 

The two men returned to Headquaters. After en-

quiring whether any further calls had come through and 

learning there were none, Morse called Lewis to his of-

fice. 

"Well, my friend?" Morse looked pleased with 

himself. 

"You told her we're going to have an identity pa-

rade?" asked a puzzled Lewis. 

"We are. Now tell me this. What would you say 

was the most vital fact we learned from Mrs Jarman?" 

"We learned quite a few pieces of valuable infor-

mation." 
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"Yes, we did. But only one fact that really made 

your hair stand on end, eh?" Lewis tried to look intelli-

gent. "We learned, did we not," said Morse, "that the 

girls would have a bit of a giggle about it all in the 

morning?" 

"Oh, I see," said Lewis, not seeing. 

"You see what it means? They would be meeting 

in the morning - Thursday morning, and we know that 

Sylvia Kaye was in employment and we know where, 

do we not?" 

"So the other girl works there, too." 

"The evidence would seem to point very much that 

way, Lewis." 

"But I was there, sir, and none of them said a 

word." 

"Don't you find that very interesting?" 

"I don't seem to have done a very good job, did I?" 

Lewis looked unhappily down at the Chief Inspector's 

carpet. 

"But don't you see," continued Morse, "we now 

know that one of the girls - how many were there?" 

"Fourteen." 
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"That one of those girls is at the very least with-

holding vital evidence and at the best telling us a heap 

of lies." 

"I didn't talk to them all, sir." 

"Good God, man! They knew what you were there 

for, didn't they? One of their colleagues is murdered. A 

sergeant of the murder squad comes to their office. 

What the hell did they think you'd gone for? Service the 

bloody typewriters? No, you did well, Lewis. You didn't 

force our little girl to weave her tangled web for us. She 

thinks she's OK and that's how I want it." Morse got up. 

"I want you to get some sleep, Lewis. You've got work 

to do in the morning. But just before you go, find me the 

private address of Mr Palmer. I think a little visit is 

called for." 

"You're not thinking of knocking him up now, are 

you, sir?" 

"Not only am I going to knock him up as you put 

it, Lewis, I am going to ask him, very nicely of course, 

to open up his offices for me and I am going to look 

through the private drawers of fourteen young ladies. It 

should be an exciting business." 

"Won't you need a search warrant, sir?" 

"I never did understand the legal situation over 

search warrants," complained Morse. 
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"I think you ought to have one, sir." 

"And perhaps you'll let me know where the hell I 

find anyone to sign a warrant at this time of the night - 

or morning, whatever it is." 

"But if Mr Palmer insists on his legal rights..." be-

gan Lewis. 

"I shall tell him we're trying to find out who raped 

and murdered one of his girls," snapped Morse." 

"Wouldn't you like me to come with you, sir?" 

"No. Do as I say and go to bed." 

"Well, good luck, sir." 

"I shan't need it," said Morse. "I know you'd never 

believe it, but I can be an officious bastard when I want 

to be. Mr Palmer will be out of bed as if he'd got a flea 

in his pajama bottoms." 

But the manager of the Town and Gown Assur-

ance Co., flatly refused to get out of his house. The In-

spector reflected that he had badly underestimated the 

little manager. After prolonged negotiation, however, a 

policy was finally agreed. All the staff of the Town and 

Gown would be assembled in the manager's office at 

8.45 a.m. the following morning, where they would all 

be asked if they had any objection to the police opening 

any incoming private correspondence. If there were no 

objection (Palmer assured Morse), the Inspector could 
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open all correspondence, and, if need be, make confi-

dential copies of any letter which might be of value. 

Furthermore all the female employees would be asked 

to attend an identity parade at the Thames Valley HQ 

some time later the same morning. Palmer would need 

some time to arrange a skeleton servicing of the tele-

phone exchange and other vital matters. 

Perhaps, thought Morse in retrospect, things hadn't 

worked out too badly. Yet, he felt in his bones that there 

was an urgency about this stage of the investigation. He 

felt he was poised for a big breakthrough, though he did 

not at this stage realize how many breaks-throughs 

would be required before the case was solved. 

Morse returned to HQ and spent the next hour at 

his desk. He finished at 4.15 a.m. and sat back in his 

black leather chair. Little point in going home now. He 

dozed off. 

 

CHAPTER 6 

Saturday, 2 October, a.m. 

Now Morse needed permission to open all person-

al letters. 

Most of the girls were young and unmarried and 

lived with their parents, and because a fear that parents 

might pry into matters not concerning them, several of 
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them had invited their correspondents to address mail to 

the office. Palmer allowed this, but at the same time 

kept a hawk-like eye on the office telephone accounts. It 

seemed to him a fair arrangement. 

There were seven personal letters and two post-

cards for Morse to study, and he copied them. Then, 

there was the identity parade, of which he had high 

hopes, although in the sobering light of morning his 

hopes had already dropped by several points. 

As it turned out, it was utterly useless. Mrs Jarman 

'd walked past all the girls and then walked back and 

then walked off. She thought two or three of the girls 

looked like the second girl on the road, but she couldn't 

tell for sure. 

"I've got a bit of news, sir," said Lewis. 

"Let's have it." 

"Well, the bus - that's out. I got the driver and 

conductor of the 6.30 p.m. from Carfax, the ancient 

tower in the center of Oxford. There were only a dozen 

or so on the bus anyway, most of them regulars. Our 

two girls pretty certainly didn't get to Woodstock by 

bus." 

"We don't know for certain that both of them got 

to Woodstock anyway," said Morse. 
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"But Sylvia got there, didn't she, sir, and the other 

girl asked for the bus there?" 

"I'm beginning to wonder if Mrs Jarman is such a 

helpful witness, after all." 

"I think she is, because that's only the bad news." 

"You've got some good news?" Morse tried to 

sound a bit, more cheerful. 

"Well, it's that lorry the old girl told us about. 

Quite easy really to trace it." 

"You did a sharp job, Lewis." 

"He remembers them. A Mr George Baker - lives 

in Oxford. And listen to this, sir. He saw the two girls 

getting into a car. A red car - he was sure of that. Chap 

driving - not a woman. He remembered because he of-

ten picks up hitchers, especially if they're girls; and he 

saw these two just beyond the roundabout about fifty 

yards ahead. He would have given them a lift, he said, 

but this other car pulls up, and he has to pull out to get 

past. He saw the blonde all right." 

Morse reflected carefully on the new evidence. 

Things were certainly moving. 

They sat silently in The White Horse at Kidlington 

and Morse decided that the beer was drinkable. Finally 

he broke the silence. "A red car, eh?" 
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"Yes, sir." 

"Interesting piece of research for you. How many 

men in Oxford own red cars?" 

"Quite a few, sir." 

"You mean a few thousand." 

"I suppose so." 

"But we could find out?" 

"I suppose so." 

"Such a problem would not be beyond the wit of 

our efficient force?" 

"I suppose not, sir." 

"But what if he doesn't live in Oxford?" 

"Well, yes. There is that." 

"Lewis, I think the beer is dulling your brain." 

But if alcohol was dimming Lewis's intellectual 

abilities, it had the opposite effect on Morse. His mind 

began to function with an easy clarity. He ordered Lew-

is to take the weekend off, to get some sleep, to forget 

Sylvia Kaye, and to take his wife shopping; and Lewis 

was happy to do so. 

Morse, not an addictive smoker, bought twenty 

king sized cigarettes and smoked and drank continu-

ously until 2.00 p.m. 
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CHAPTER 7 

Saturday, 2 October, p.m. 

Morse spent the afternoon of Saturday, 2 October 

in his office. He thought he saw a pattern in the events 

of the evening of Wednesday, 29 September. No names 

- no idea of names, yet - but a pattern. 

He looked through the letters he had copied from 

the Town and Gown. Only one of them held Morse's at-

tention. It was a typewritten note addressed to Miss 

Jennifer Coleby: 

 

Dear Madam, 

After asessing the mny applications we have re-

ceived, we must regretfully inform you that our applica-

tion has been unsuccessful. At the begining of November 

however, further posts will become available, and I 

should, in all honesty, be sorry to loose the opportunity 

of reconsidering our position then. 

We have now alloted the September quota of posts 

in the Psycology Department; yet it is probable that a 

reliably qualified assistant may be required to deal with 

the routnie duties for the Principal's office. 

Yours faithfully 
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It was subscribed by someone who did not want 

his name to become known. An initial G was clear 

enough, but the rest was undecipherable. 

So Miss Jennifer Coleby is after a new job, said 

Morse to himself. So what? Hundreds of people applied 

for new jobs every day. He sometimes thought of doing 

so himself. He wondered why he'd thought the letter 

worth a second thought. Typically badly written - un-

forgivable misprints. And mis-spellings. No one in the 

schools cared much these days about the correct use of 

English. He'd been brought up in the hard school, and 

this had made its mark on him. He had become pedantic 

and fussy about any written text. If his own secretary 

had produced such rubbish, she would be out of the job 

- today! Morse looked again at the letter before him and 

grew more and more puzzled. Why was there no letter 

heading? Was he worrying his head over nothing? 

Well, there was one way of deciding the issue. He 

looked at his watch. Already 5.30 p.m. Miss Coleby 

would probably be at home now, he thought. Where did 

she live? He looked at Lewis's careful details of the ad-

dress in North Oxford. He put on his coat and went out 

to his car. As he drove the two miles down into Oxford, 

he resolved that he would rid himself as far as he could 

of all prejudice against Miss Jennifer Coleby. But it was 
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not an easy thing to do; for, if Mrs Jarman's memory 

could be trusted, the ambitious Miss Coleby was one of 

the three girls who may have made the journey to 

Woodstock that night with the late Miss Sylvia Kaye. 

Jennifer Coleby rented, with two other working 

girls, a semidetached property in Charlton Road where 

each paid a weekly rent of 8.25 pounds, inclusive of 

electricity and gas. But it was a blessing for three work-

ing girls who, for such a manageable outlay, were rea-

sonably happy to share the narrow bathroom and the 

even narrower lavatory. Each girl had a bedroom (one 

downstairs), the kitchen was adequate for their evening 

meals, and all of them used the lounge in which to sit 

around, to chat and watch TV when they were in. These 

arrangements, apart from the bathroom, worked sur-

prisingly well. Seldom were the girls in together during 

the day, and so far they had avoided any major confron-

tation. The landlord had forbidden men-friends in the 

bedrooms and the girls had accepted his orders without 

contention. One rule the girls imposed upon themselves 

- no record players; and for this, at least, their elderly 

neighbours were profoundly grateful. The house was 

kept tidy and clean, as Morse immediately saw as the 

door was opened by a sad girl eating a tomato sandwich. 
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"I've called to see Miss Coleby, if I may. Is she 

in?" "Just a minute." She walked leisurely away, but 

suddenly turned her head to ask, "Who shall I say?" 

"Er, Morse. Chief Inspector Morse." 

"Oh." 

A cool, clean-looking Jennifer, dressed in blouse 

and jeans, came out to greet Morse, without any enthu-

siasm. 

"Can I help you, Inspector?" 

"I wonder if we could have a few words together? 

Is it convenient?" 

"It will have to be, I suppose. You'd better come 

in." Morse was shown into a lounge, where Miss 

Dark-eyes sat pretending to be deeply engrossed in a 

football report. 

"Sue, this is Inspector Morse. Do you mind if we 

speak here?" 

Sue stood up, and a little too theatrically, thought 

Morse, switched off the set. He observed her slow, 

graceful movements and smiled to himself, approvingly. 

"I'll be upstairs, Jen." She glanced at Morse before she 

left, saw the smile at the corners of his mouth and af-

terwards swore to Jennifer that he had winked at her. 
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Jennifer motioned Morse to sit on the settee, and 

sat opposite him in an armchair. 

"How can I help, Inspector?" 

Morse noticed a copy of Charlotte Bronte's novel 

balancing over the arm of her chair. 

"I'm checking the movements of all the persons." 

"Suspects?" 

"No, no. Those who worked with Sylvia. You un-

derstand that this sort of thing has to be done." 

"Of course. I'm surprised you haven't done it be-

fore." Morse was a little taken aback. Indeed, why? Jen-

nifer continued. "Last Wednesday evening, I got home a 

bit later than usual, at about six. You know what the 

traffic's like in the rush hour." Morse nodded. "Well, I 

had a bite to eat - the other girls were here - and went 

out about, let's see, about half past six. I got back about 

eight - perhaps a bit later." 

"Can you tell me where you went?" 

"I went to the Summertown library." 

"What time does the library close?" 

"Seven-thirty." 

"You spent about an hour there." 
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"That seems to be a reasonable conclusion, In-

spector." 

"It seems a long time. I usually spend about two 

minutes." 

"Perhaps you're not very choosy what you read." 

That's a point, thought Morse. Jennifer spoke with 

an easy, clear diction. A good education, he thought. 

But there was more than that. There was a disciplined 

independence about the girl, and he wondered how she 

got on with men. He thought it would be difficult to 

make much headway with this young lady - unless, of 

course, she wanted to. She could, he suspected, be very 

nice indeed. 

"Are you reading that?" 

She laid a delicately manicured hand lightly upon 

the book. "Yes. Have you read it?" 

"Afraid not," confessed Morse. 

"You should to." 

"I'll try to remember," muttered Morse. Who was 

supposed to be conducting this interview? "Er, you 

stayed an hour?" 

"I've told you that." 

"Did anyone see you there?" 

"They would, wouldn't they?" 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

"Yes, I suppose they would." Morse felt he was 

losing his way. "Did you get anything else out?" He 

suddenly felt a bit better. 

"You'll be interested to know that I got that as 

well." She pointed to a large volume, also lying open, 

on the carpet in front of the TV set. "Mary's started to 

read it." Morse picked it up and looked at the title. Who 

was Jack the Ripper? 

"Mm." 

"I'm sure you've read that." 

Morse's morale began to sag again. "I don't think 

I've read that particular account, no." 

Jennifer suddenly smiled. "I'm sorry, Inspector. 

I'm very much of a bookworm myself, and I have far 

more spare time than you, I'm sure." 

"Coming back to Wednesday a minute, Miss 

Coleby. You say you were back about eight." 

"Yes, about then. It could have been quarter past, 

even half past, I suppose." 

"Was anyone in when you got back?" 

"Yes. Sue was in. But Mary had gone off to the 

pictures. Day of the Jackal I think it was; she didn't get 

back until eleven." 

"I see." 
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"Shall I ask Sue to come down?" 

"No. No need to bother. How long does it take to 

walk to the library?" 

"About ten minutes." 

"But it took you almost an hour, perhaps, if you 

didn't get back until eight-thirty?" 

"Inspector, I think we'd better ask Sue if she re-

members the time, don't you?" 

"Perhaps we should," said Morse. 

When Jennifer left the room Morse was looking 

around when suddenly a thought flashed through his 

mind. He was deadly quick as he picked up the book, 

turned to the inside of the cover and deftly replaced it 

over the arm of the chair. Sue came in, and quickly con-

firmed that as far as she could remember Jennifer had 

been back in the house at some time after eight. She 

couldn't be more precise. Morse got up to take his leave. 

He hadn't mentioned the very thing he had come to dis-

cuss, and he wasn't going to. That could come later. 

He sat for a few minutes in the driving seat of his 

car and his blood ran hot and cold. He had not quite 

been able to believe his eyes. But he'd seen it in black 

and white, or rather dark blue on white. 

Morse knew the Oxford library routine only too 

well, for he rarely returned his own irregular borrowings 
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without having to pay a late fine. The library worked in 

weeks, not days, for books borrowed, and the day that 

every "week" began was Wednesday. If a book was 

borrowed on a Wednesday, the date for return was ex-

actly 14 days later - that Wednesday fortnight. If a book 

was borrowed on Thursday, the date for return was a 

fortnight after the following Wednesday, 20 days later. 

The date-stamp was changed each Thursday morning. 

This working from Wednesday to Wednesday simpli-

fied matters considerably for the library assistants and 

was warmly welcomed by those borrowers who found 

seven or eight hundred pages an excessive assignment 

inside just fourteen days. Morse would have to check, of 

course, but he felt certain that only those who borrowed 

books on Wednesday had to return books within the 

strict 14-day limit. Anyone taking out a book on any 

other day would have a few extra days' grace. If Jennifer 

Coleby had taken hers from the library on Wednesday 

last, the date-stamp for return would have read 

Wednesday, 13 October. But it didn't. It read Wednes-

day, 20 October. Morse knew beyond any reasonable 

doubt that Jennifer had lied to him about her movements 

on the night of the murder. And why? To that vital 

question there seemed one very simple answer. 

Morse sat still in his car outside the house. From 

the corner of his eye he saw the lounge curtain twitch 

slightly, but he could see no one. Whoever it was, he 
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decided to let things stew a while longer. He could do 

with a breath of fresh air, anyway. He locked the car 

doors and sauntered gently down the road, turned left 

into the Banbury Road and walked more briskly now 

towards the library. He timed himself carefully: nine 

and a half minutes. Interesting. He walked up to the li-

brary door marked PUSH. But it didn't push. The library 

had closed its doors two hours ago. 

 

CHAPTER 8 

Saturday, 2 October 

Bernard Crowther's wife, Margaret, disliked the 

weekends, and made certain that neither her husband 

nor her twelve-year-old daughter nor her ten-year-old 

son enjoyed them either. Margaret had a part-time job in 

the School of Oriental Studies, and worked harder, both 

at work and at home, than her gentle, bookish husband 

and her idle, selfish offspring put together. The week-

end, they all assumed, was a time of well-earned relaxa-

tion; but they didn't think of her. "What's for breakfast, 

mum?" "Isn't dinner ready yet?" Besides which, she did 

her week's wash on Saturday afternoons and tried her 

best to clean the house on Sundays. She sometimes 

thought that she was going mad. 

At 5.30 on the afternoon of Saturday, 2 October, 

she stood at the sink with bitter thoughts. She had 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

cooked poached eggs for tea ("What, again?") and was 

now washing up the sticky yellow plates. The children 

were glued to the television and wouldn't be bored again 

for an hour or so yet. Bernard was cutting the hedge at 

the back of the house. He'd be in soon to say his arms 

were aching. She looked at him. He was balding now 

and getting stout, but he was still, she supposed, an at-

tractive man to some women. Until recently she had 

never regretted that she had married him fifteen years 

ago. Did she regret the children? She wasn't sure. Her 

maternal instincts, she decided, were sadly underdevel-

oped. As the children grew into toddlers, she had en-

joyed them more, but now they seemed to be getting 

older and worse. Thoughtless, selfish and cheeky. Per-

haps it was all her fault - or Bernard's. She looked out 

again as she stacked the last of the plates upright on the 

draining rack. 

The truth was, and Margaret had known it for sev-

eral years now, that she and Bernard were drifting apart. 

Was that her fault, too? Did Bernard realize it? She 

thought he did. She wished she could leave him, leave 

everything and go off somewhere and start a new life. 

But of course she couldn't. She would have to stick it 

out. Unless something tragic happened - or was it until 

something tragic happened? And then she knew she 

would stand by him - in spite of everything. 
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Margaret wiped the formica tops around the sink, 

lit a cigarette and went to sit in the dining-room. She 

just could not face the petty arguments and the noise in 

the lounge. 

It must have been an awful strain for Bernard 

meeting another woman once a week. How long had she 

known? Well, for certain, no more than a month or so. 

But in a strangely intuitive way, much longer than that. 

Six months? A year? Perhaps more. Not with that par-

ticular girl, but there may have been others. Her head 

was aching. What a mess! Her mind was going round 

and round. Bernard, the tension and deceit of the past 

four days. My God! What was she going to do? It 

couldn't go on like this. 

Bernard came in. "My poor arms don't half ache!" 

"Finished the hedge?" 

"I'll finish it off in the morning." The conversation 

dropped. Bernard went to his desk and took out some 

papers. "I thought you'd be watching the telly." 

"I can't stick being with the children." 

Bernard looked at her sharply. She was near to 

tears. "No," he said. "I know what you mean." He 

looked soberly and almost tenderly at Margaret. Marga-

ret, his wife! Sometimes he treated her so thoughtlessly, 
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so very thoughtlessly. He walked across and laid a hand 

on her shoulder. 

"They're pretty insufferable, aren't they? But don't 

worry about it. All kids are the same. I'll tell you 

what..." 

"Oh, don't bother! You've made all those promises 

before. I don't care. I don't care, I tell you. As far as I'm 

concerned they can go to hell - and you with them!" 

She began to sob convulsively and ran from the 

room. He heard her go into their bedroom above, and 

listened as the sobs continued. He put his head in his 

hands. He would have to do something, and he would 

have to do it very soon. He was in real danger now of 

losing everything. He might even have lost it already. 

Could he tell Margaret everything? She would never, 

never forgive him. What about the police? He'd almost 

told them, or, at least, he'd almost told them part of it. It 

would have been a huge relief to have ended it all long 

ago, above all to have broken free from the web of lies 

and deceit he had spun around himself. Yet how be-

guiling had been the prospect of those extra-marital de-

lights. Conscience. Damned conscience. 

He walked over to the window which looked out 

on to the quiet road. A driver was struggling to turn her 

car around, and it was evident that she couldn't do it 

properly. He had taught Margaret to drive himself, and 
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she had her own Mini now. He watched for several 

minutes. A man walked by, but though he thought he 

seemed familiar, Bernard didn't recognize him. He 

wondered who he was and where he was going, and 

kept him in sight until he turned right into Charlton 

Road. 

As Morse had walked past, he too was wondering 

what to do. Best have it out with Jennifer now? He did-

n't know, but he thought on the whole it was. Conscious 

that he had not covered himself with glory at the earlier 

interview, he decided mentally to rehearse his new ap-

proach. 

That he would have been wrong, he was not to 

learn for some time yet; for he discovered that Jennifer 

had gone out. The languid Sue, her long legs bronzed 

and bare, had no idea where she had gone. "Won't you 

come in and wait, Inspector?" The full lips parted and 

quivered slightly. Morse both looked and felt alarmingly 

vulnerable. He consulted his wrist-watch for moral 

support. "You're very kind but... perhaps I'd better not." 

 

CHAPTER 9 

Sunday, 3 October 

Morse slept soundly for almost twelve hours, and 

awoke at 8.30 a.m. He had returned home with a split-

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

ting headache and now could scarcely believe how fresh 

he felt. 

As he lay awake he decided temporarily to shelve 

the murder of Sylvia Kaye. He was making progress - 

he knew that. But his mind lacked incision; it was going 

a bit stale. With a rest today (and he'd deserved one) 

he'd be back on mental tip-toe in the morning. 

He got up, dressed and shaved, cooked himself a 

mixture of bacon, tomatoes and mushrooms, and felt 

good. He ran a leisurely eye through the Sunday papers, 

checked his pools, and lit a cigarette. He would sit and 

idle the time away until noon, have a couple of pints and 

get lunch out somewhere. It seemed a civilized prospect. 

But he was never happy without something to do, and 

before long was mentally debating whether to put some 

Wagner on the record player or do a crossword. Cross-

words were a passion with Morse. On the whole he en-

joyed The Listener puzzles as much as any, and for this 

purpose took the periodical each week. On the other 

hand he delighted in Wagnerian opera and had the com-

plete cycle of The Ring. He decided to do both. This 

was the life. The Rhinemaidens swam gracefully to and 

fro and it was a few minutes before Morse felt willing to 

let the music drift away to the periphery of his attention. 

He read the preamble to the crossword: 
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"Each of the across clues contains, in the defini-

tion, a deliberate misprint. Each of the down clues is 

normal, although the words to be entered in the diagram 

will contain a misprint of a single letter. Working from 

1 across to 28 down the misprinted letters form a 

well-known quotation". 

Morse read no more. He leapt to his feet, switched 

off the record player and snatched his car keys from the 

mantelpiece. 

His in-tray was high with reports, but he ignored 

them. He unlocked his cabinet, took out the file on the 

Sylvia Kaye murder, and extracted the letter addressed 

to Jennifer Coleby. He knew there had been something 

wrong with the whole thing. His mouth was dry and his 

hand trembled slightly, like a schoolboy opening his 

O-level results: 

 

Dear Madam, 

After asessing the mny applications we have re-

ceived, we must regretfully inform you that our applica-

tion has been unsuccessful. At the begining of Novem-

ber however, further posts will become available, and I 

should, in all honesty, be sorry to loose the opportunity 

of reconsidering our position then. 
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We have now alloted the September quota of posts 

in the Psycology Department; yet it is probable that a 

reliably qualified assistant may be required to deal with 

the routnie duties for the Principal's office. 

Yours faithfully 

How wrong-headed he had been! Instead of think-

ing, as he had done, with such arrogance, of the illitera-

cy and incompetence of some poor blockhead of a typ-

ist, he should have been thinking exactly the opposite. 

He'd been a fool. The clues were there. The whole thing 

was a fake - why hadn't he spotted that before? When 

you boiled it down it was a nonsense letter. He had first 

made the mistake of concentrating upon individual mis-

takes and not even bothering to see the letter as a whole. 

But not only that: for if he had read the letter as a letter, 

he might have considered the mistakes as mistakes - de-

liberate mistakes. He took a sheet of paper and started: 

"asessing" - "s" omitted; "mny" - "a" omitted; "begin-

ing" - "n" omitted; "loose" - "o" inserted; "Psycology" - 

"h" omitted. SANOH - whatever that signified. Look 

again, "our" - shouldn't it be "your"? "y" omitted; "rout-

nie" - "n" and "i" transposed. What did that give him? 

SAYNOHNI. Hardly promising. Try once more, "allot-

ed" - surely two "t"s? "t" omitted? And there it was 

staring him in the face. The "G" of course from the sig-

nature, the only recognizable letter therein: SAY 
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NOTHING. Someone had been desperately anxious for 

Jennifer not to say a word - and Jennifer, it seemed, had 

got the message. 

It had taken Morse two minutes, and he was glad 

that Jennifer had been out the previous evening. He felt 

sure that faced with her lies about the visit to the library, 

she would have said how sorry she was and that she 

must have got it wrong. It must have been Thursday, she 

supposed; it was so difficult to think back to events of 

even the day before, wasn't it? She honestly couldn't 

remember; but she would try very hard to. Perhaps she 

had gone for a walk - on her own, of course. 

But she would find things more awkward now. 

She was lying. She was shielding someone - that some-

one who in all probability had raped and murdered Syl-

via. It was not a pretty thought. Every piece of evidence 

now pointed to the fact that it was Jennifer Coleby who 

had stood at Fare Stage 5 with Sylvia on the night of the 

29th; that it was she who had been given a lift by a per-

son or persons unknown (pretty certainly the former) as 

far as Woodstock; that there she had witnessed some-

thing about which she had been warned to keep her si-

lence. In short that Jennifer Coleby knew the identity of 

the man who had murdered Sylvia Kaye. Morse sud-

denly wondered if she was in danger, and it was this 

fear which prompted his immediate decision to have 
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Jennifer held on suspicion of being an accessory to the 

crime of murder. He would need Lewis in. 

He reached for his outside phone and rang his ser-

geant's home number. 

"Lewis?" 

"Speaking." 

"Morse here. I'm sorry to ruin your weekend, but I 

want you here." 

"Straight away, sir?" 

"If you can." 

"I'm on my way." 

Morse looked through his in-tray. Reports, reports, 

reports. He'd no time for reports. He suspected that 

about 95% of the written word was never read by any-

one anyway. But there were two items which held his 

attention. A report from the forensic lab on the murder 

weapon, and a supplementary report from the pathology 

department on Sylvia Kaye. Neither did more than con-

firm what he already knew or at any rate suspected. The 

tire-lever proved to be a singularly unromantic speci-

men. Morse read all about its shape, size, weight. But 

why bother? There was no mystery about the lever at 

all. The landlord of The Black Prince had spent the af-

ternoons of Tuesday, 28th and Wednesday, 29th tinker-

ing with an ancient Sunbeam, and had unwittingly left 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

his tool kit outside the garage on the right at the back of 

the courtyard where he kept the car. There were no rec-

ognizable prints - just the ugly evidence, at one of the 

lever's curving ends, that it had crashed with considera-

ble force into the bone of a human skull. There followed 

a gory analysis, which Morse was glad to skip. 

It was only a few minutes before Lewis knocked 

and entered. 

"Ah, Lewis. The gods, me thinks, have smiled 

weakly on our inquiries." 

He outlined the developments in the case. 

"I want Miss Jennifer Coleby brought in for ques-

tioning. Be careful. Take Policewoman Fuller with you 

if you like. Just held for questioning, you understand? 

There's no question at all of any formal arrest. If she 

prefers to ring up her legal advisers, tell her it's Sunday 

and they're all playing golf. But I don't think you'll have 

much trouble." 

On the latter point, at least, Morse guessed cor-

rectly. 

Jennifer was sitting in interrogation room 3 by 

3.45 p.m. On Morse's instructions, Lewis spent an hour 

with her, making no mention of the information he had 

received earlier in the afternoon. Lewis mentioned qui-

etly that, in spite of all their inquiries, they had not been 
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able to trace the young lady, seen by two independent 

witnesses, who had been with Sylvia Kaye an hour or so 

before she was murdered. He complained about lack of 

cooperation on the part of witnesses. 

"You think I'm not cooperating, Sergeant?" 

"Are you?" 

"Look, I've told the Inspector what I know. Didn't 

he believe me?" 

"Just what did you tell the Inspector, miss?" 

"You want me to go over all that again?" 

Jennifer's face showed all the impatience of a 

schoolgirl asked to rewrite an exercise. 

"We shall have to have a signed statement in any 

case." 

Jennifer sighed. 

"All right. You want me to account for my move-

ments on Wednesday night." 

"That's right, miss." 

Half an hour later, Jennifer's statement was ready. 

She read it and agreed that she could sign it. 

"I'll just get it typed out, miss." Lewis got up and 

left. 
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When the door finally opened it was Morse who 

entered carrying a neatly typed sheet of paper. 

"Good afternoon, Miss Coleby." 

"Good afternoon." 

"I walked down to the library after I left you yes-

terday," continued Morse. 

With an effort, Jennifer smiled. 

"Well, I would like to stay and talk to you, but I 

hope you will let me sign that statement and get back 

home. There are several things I have to do before to-

morrow." 

"I hope Sergeant Lewis mentioned that we have no 

authority to keep you against your will?" 

"Oh yes. The sergeant told me." 

"But I shall be very grateful if you can agree to 

stay a little longer." 

The back of Jennifer's throat was dry. 

"What for?" Her voice was suddenly a little harsh-

er. 

"Because," said Morse quietly, "I hope you will 

not be foolish enough to sign a statement which you 

know to be false and which I know to be false." 

He gave her no chance to reply. 
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"This afternoon I gave instructions for you to be 

held for questioning since I suspected, and still suspect, 

that you are withholding information which may be of 

very great value in discovering the identity of Miss 

Kaye's murderer." 

Morse's voice had risen and he ended with a 

mighty thump with his fist upon the table between them. 

Jennifer, however, was not as frightened as he had 

expected. 

"You don't believe what I told you?" 

"No." 

"Am I allowed to ask why not?" 

Morse was more than a little surprised. He clearly 

and patiently told her that she could not possibly have 

taken out her library books on Wednesday evening, and 

that this could be proved without any reasonable doubt. 

Morse waited for her to speak again. He was more than 

surprised by her next. 

"What were you doing at the time of the murder 

last Wednesday evening, Inspector?" 

What was he doing? He wasn't quite sure, but any 

such admission would hardly advance his present cause. 

He lied. "I was listening to some Wagner." 

"Which Wagner." 
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"Das Rheingold. " 

"Is there anyone who could back up your story? 

Did anyone see you?" 

Morse surrendered. "No." In spite of himself, he 

had to admire the girl. "No," he repeated, "I live on my 

own. I seldom have the pleasure of visitors - of either 

sex." 

"How very sad." 

Morse nodded. 

"Yes. But you see, Miss Coleby, I am not as yet 

suspected of dressing up in women's clothes and stand-

ing at the top of the Woodstock Road hitching a lift with 

Sylvia Kaye." 

"And I am?" 

"And you are." 

"But I'm not suspected of raping and murdering 

Sylvia?" 

"I hope you will allow me a bit of intelligence." 

"You don't understand." 

"What's that supposed to mean?" 

"Hasn't it occurred to you that Sylvia probably en-

joyed being raped?" 
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There was bitterness in her tone, and her cheeks 

were flushed. 

"That seems to assume that she was raped before 

she died, doesn't it?" said Morse quietly. 

"I'm sorry - that was a horrid thing to say." 

Morse followed up his advantage. 

"My job is to discover what happened from the 

moment Sylvia and her friend - and I believe that was 

you - got into a red car on the other side of the Wood-

stock roundabout. For some reason this other girl has 

not come forward, and I don't think the reason's very 

hard to find. She knew the driver of the car, and she's 

protecting him. She's probably frightened stiff. But so 

was Sylvia Kaye frightened stiff, Miss Coleby. More 

than that. She was so savagely struck on the back of the 

head that her skull was broken in several places and 

lumps of bone were found in her brain. Do you like the 

sound of that? It's an ugly, horrible sight and the trouble 

with murder is that it usually tends to wipe out the only 

good witness of the crime - the victim. That means 

we've got to rely on other witnesses, normal ordinary 

people most of them, who accidentally get caught up at 

some point in the wretched business. They get scared; 

OK. They'd rather not get mixed up in it; OK. They 

think it's none of their business, OK - but we've got to 

rely on some of them having enough guts and decency 
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to come forward and tell us what they know. And that's 

why you're here, Miss Coleby. I've got to know the 

truth." 

He took the statement that Jennifer had made and 

tore it into pieces. But he could not read her mind. As he 

had been speaking she had been gazing through the 

window of the little office into the outside yard, where 

the day before she had stood with her office colleagues. 

"Well?" 

"I'm sorry, Inspector. I must have caused you a lot 

of trouble. It was on Thursday that I went to the li-

brary." 

"And on Wednesday?" 

"I did go out. And I did go on the road to Wood-

stock - but I didn't get as far as Woodstock. I stopped at 

The Golden Rose at Begbroke, about two miles this side 

of Woodstock. I went into the lounge and bought a 

drink - a lager and lime. I drank it out in the garden and 

then went home." 

Morse looked at her impatiently. "In the dark, I 

suppose." 

"Yes. About half past seven." 

"Well - go on." 

"What do you mean - 'go on'? That was all." 
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"Do you want me to..." began Morse, his voice 

fuming. "Lewis!" he barked. 

Jennifer appeared untroubled, and Morse's anger 

subsided. 

It was Jennifer who broke the silence. 

"You mustn't be too angry with me, Inspector." 

Her voice had become little more than a whisper. 

Her hand went to her forehead and for a while she 

closed her eyes. Morse looked at her closely for the first 

time. He had not noticed before how attractive she could 

be. She wore a light-blue summer coat over a black 

jumper, with gloves in matching black. Her cheek bones 

were high and there was animation in her face, her 

mouth slightly open revealing the clean lines of her 

white teeth. Morse wondered if he could ever fall for 

her, and decided, as usual, that he could. 

"I've been so frightened." 

He had to lean forward slightly to catch her words. 

He noticed that Lewis had come in and motioned him 

silently to a chair. 

"Everything will be all right, you see." 

Morse looked at Lewis and nodded as the sergeant 

prepared to take down the second draft of the evidence 

of Miss Jennifer Coleby. 
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"Why were you frightened?" asked Morse gently. 

"Well, it's all been so strange - I don't seem to be 

able to wake up properly since. I don't seem to know 

what's real and what's not. So many funny things seem 

to be happening." 

She was still sitting with her head in her hand, 

looking blankly at the top of the table. Morse glanced at 

Lewis. Things were almost ready. 

"What do you mean - 'funny things'?" 

"Just everything really. I'm beginning to wonder if 

I know what I am doing. What am I doing here? I 

thought I'd told you the truth about Wednesday - and 

now I realize I didn't. And there was another funny 

thing. I had a letter on Saturday morning telling me I'd 

not been chosen for a job - and I don't even remember 

applying for it. Do you think I'm going mad?" 

So that was going to be her story! The two po-

licemen looked at each other, and both were conscious 

that Jennifer's eyes were on them. 

"Well, now." Morse hid his disappointment and 

disbelief as well as he could. "Let's just get back to 

Wednesday night, shall we? Can you repeat what you 

just told me? I want Sergeant Lewis to get it down." 

Jennifer repeated her brief statement and Lewis, 

like the Inspector before him, looked surprised. 
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"You mean," said Morse, "that Miss Kaye went on 

to Woodstock, but that you only went as far as Beg-

broke?" 

"Yes, that's exactly what I mean." 

"You asked this man to drop you at Begbroke?" 

"What man are you talking about?" 

"The man who gave you a lift." 

"But I didn't get a lift to Begbroke." 

"You what? " shrieked Morse. 

"I said I didn't get a lift. I would never hitch-hike 

anyway. I think you ought to know something, Inspec-

tor. I've got a car." 

While Lewis was getting the second statement 

typed, Morse retreated to his office. Had he been wrong 

all along? If what Jennifer now claimed was true, it 

would certainly account for several things. On the same 

road, on the same night and one of her own office 

friends murdered? Of course she would feel frightened. 

But was that enough to account for her repeated eva-

sions? He reached for the phone and rang The Golden 

Rose at Begbroke. The landlord was anxious to help. 

His wife had been on duty in the lounge on Wednesday. 

Could she possibly come down to Kidlington Police 

HQ? Yes. The landlord would drive her himself. Good. 

Quarter of an hour, then. 
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"Do you remember a young lady coming in to the 

lounge last Wednesday? On her own? About half past 

seven time?" 

The lady wasn't sure. 

"But you don't often get women coming in alone, 

do you?" 

"Not often, no. But it's not unusual these days, In-

spector. You'd be surprised." 

Morse felt that little would surprise him any more. 

"Would you recognize someone like that? Someone 

who just dropped in one night?" 

"I think so, yes." 

Morse rang Lewis, who was still waiting with Jen-

nifer in the interview room. 

"Take her home, Lewis." 

The landlady of The Golden Rose stood beside 

Morse at the inquiry desk as Jennifer walked past with 

Lewis. 

"That her?" he asked. 

"Yes. I think it is." 

"I'm most grateful to you," lied Morse. 

"I'm glad I could help, Inspector." 
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Morse showed her to the door. "I don't suppose 

you happen to remember what she ordered, do you?" 

"Well, as a matter of fact, I think I do, Inspector. It 

was lager and lime, I think. Yes, lager and lime." 

It was half an hour before Lewis returned. "Did 

you believe her, sir?" 

"No," said Morse. He felt more frustrated than de-

pressed. He realized that he had already landed himself 

in a good deal of mess by his own false presumptions. 

Indeed, even a superficial scrutiny of his conduct of the 

case would show errors, almost negligence in his ap-

proach. And yet, for all this, he sensed that he was on 

the right track. 

For the next hour the two officers exchanged notes 

on the afternoon's interrogation, and Morse was impa-

tiently probing Lewis's reactions to the girl's evasions, 

glances, and gestures. 

"Where do we go from here, then?" said Lewis at 

last. 

"I think we attack down the other flank." 

"We do?" 

"Yes. She's shielding a man. She's lying, I know 

that; but we haven't broken her - not yet. She's such a 

good liar she'd get any damned fool to believe her." 
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Lewis saw the implication. "You could be wrong, 

sir." 

"No, no, no. We've just been investigating the case 

from the wrong angle. Now we've got to try the hard 

way." 

"How do we do that, sir?" 

"We've been trying to find out who the other girl 

was, because we thought she could lead us to the man 

we want." 

"But according to you we have found her." 

"Yes. But she's too clever for us - and too loyal. 

She's been warned to keep her mouth shut - not that she 

needed much telling. But we're up against a brick wall 

for now, and there's only one alternative. The girl won't 

lead us to the man? All right. We find the man." 

"How do we start on that?" 

"I think we shall need a bit of Aristotelian logic, 

don't you?" 

"If you say so, sir." 

Lewis decided that his mind had got enough for 

one day, and he left. 

Morse's mind, too, was hardly functioning; yet he 

got a new idea. He had suspected from the start that 

Jennifer Coleby was lying. He had tried to break Jen-
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nifer's story, but had he been trying to break it at the 

wrong point? 

What if all she had told him was perfectly true? He 

tried to revise his former conclusions until his own 

mind, too, refused to function and he knew that it was 

time to give it all a rest. 

 

CHAPTER 10 

Wednesday, 6 October 

The cocktail lounge of The Black Prince was sel-

dom busy for the hour after opening time at 11.00 a.m., 

and the morning of Wednesday, 6 October, was the 

same. The shock-wave of the murder was now receding 

and The Black Prince was quickly returning to normali-

ty. 

The two of the three patrons at the far corner table 

were well known to Gaye. They were professors at 

Lonsdale College at Oxford University, the older one 

was the former Vice-Principal of that very College. The 

younger one now came up for their second round of 

drinks. 

He smiled quietly at her, and she saw the glimmer 

of a twinkle in his dark eyes. 

"Now, sir." 
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"We'd all like the same again, please. Three gins 

and tonics." 

Gaye looked at him with interest. The landlord had 

once told her that if anyone ordered "gins and tonics" 

instead of the almost universal "gin and tonics" - he re-

ally was a don. She wished he would speak again, for 

she liked the sound of his voice with its soft Glouces-

tershire accent. But he didn't. Nevertheless, she stayed 

at his end of the bar and lightly repolished the martini 

glasses. They were talking about the murder in light 

tones, joking. 

Gaye lost the thread of their talk for a few minutes, 

and when she picked it up again, it was clear that the 

conversation had taken a slightly more serious turn. 

"...not necessarily raped before being murdered, 

you know." 

"Oh, shut up, Felix." 

"Bit revolting, I know. But we all read the Christie 

business, didn't we? Wicked old bugger, he was!" 

"Do they think that's what happened here?" asked 

the youngest, the new one. The three men walked across 

to the table by the window. 

"Well, we'd better see what they can offer us for 

lunch," said Peter. "I'll get the menu." 

Gaye held out a large expensive-looking folder. 
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Peter looked through quickly, a gentle cynicism 

showing on his face. He looked up at Gaye and found 

her watching him. "What would you recommend?" He 

asked it in an undertone. 

"I shouldn't have the steak if I were you," her 

voice as quiet as his. 

"Are you free this afternoon?" 

She weighed up the situation for several seconds 

before nodding her head, almost imperceptibly. 

"What time shall I pick you up?" 

"Three o'clock?" 

"Where?" 

"I'll be just outside." 

At four o'clock the two lay side by side in the am-

ple double-bed in Peter's rooms in Lonsdale College. 

His left arm was around her neck, his right hand gently 

caressing her breasts. 

"Do you believe a young girl can get raped?" he 

asked. 

Gaye considered the problem. Contented in mind 

and in body, she lay for a while looking at the ornate 

ceiling, "It must be jolly difficult for the man." 

"Mm." 
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"Have you ever raped a woman?" 

"I could rape you, any day of the week." 

"But I wouldn't let you. I wouldn't put up any re-

sistance." 

He kissed her full lips again, she turned eagerly 

towards him. 

"Peter," she whispered in his ear, "rape me again!" 

The phone blared suddenly, shrill and urgent in the 

quiet room. Blast! 

"Oh, hullo Bernard. What? No. Sitting idling, you 

know. What? Oh, tonight. Yes. Well, about seven, I 

think. Why not call in for me? We can have a quick 

drink together. Yes. Yes. Well, look forward to it. Yes. 

Bye." 

"Who's Bernard?" 

"Oh, he's an English don here. Good chap. Pretty 

bad sense of timing, though." 

"Does he have a set of rooms like this?" 

"No, no. He's a family man. Lives up in North 

Oxford. Quiet chap." 

"He doesn't rape young girls then?" 

"What, Bernard? Good lord no. Well, I don't think 

so." 
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"You're a quiet man, Peter." 

"Me?" She fondled him lovingly, and abruptly 

terminated all further discussion of Mr Bernard 

Crowther, quiet family man of North Oxford. 

 

CHAPTER 11 

Wednesday, 6 October 

The Botley Road begins under a low railway 

bridge and gradually broadens into a motorway that car-

ries all west-bound traffic towards Faringdon and 

Swindon. Here several of the Oxford businessmen es-

tablished their businesses. Chalkley and Sons - one of 

the bigger firms - occupies a two-storied building, spe-

cializing in household fittings, tiling, wallpaper, paint 

and furniture. It is a well-established store, patronized 

by many of the carpenters, the interior decorators, and 

almost all the do-it-yourselfers from Oxford; the For-

mica Shop is outside, over the yard, second on the left. 

In the Formica Shop outside the main building a 

young man - John Sanders - is working laying a large 

sheet of formica upon a wooden table. He pulls a small 

automatic saw, flicks out a steel ruler and checks his 

measurement. He snaps a switch and slices through the 

tough fabric with a clean and deadly swiftness. Several 

times he repeats the process and stacks the measured 
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strips neatly against the wall. He looks at his watch; it is 

almost 12.45 p.m. He locks the doors behind him, goes 

to the staff wash-room, soaps his hands, combs his hair 

and temporarily leaves the premises. He pats a little 

package which bulges slightly in the right-hand pocket 

of his overcoat. Still there. 

Although his destination is no more than ten 

minutes' walk away, he decides to take a bus. A bus ar-

rives almost immediately; the young man always hopes 

that the bus is fairly full so that he may sit beside one of 

the mini-skirted, knee-booted young girls returning to 

the city; but today it is almost empty. He sits down and 

looks mechanically around him. 

He gets off at the stop before the railway bridge, 

threads his way to a dingy street behind the shabby rows 

of houses, and enters a small shop. The legend above 

the door of Mr Baines's shop-front reads "Newsagent 

and Tobacconist". But such is the nature of Mr Baines's 

establishment that he delivers no newspapers and sells 

few of the more popular brands of cigarettes. He sells 

neither birthday cards nor ice-cream nor confectionery. 

Mr Baines - yes, he is a shrewd man - calculates that he 

can make as much profit from one swift, uncomplicated 

transaction as from the one day's paper deliveries, or 

from the sale of a thousand cigarettes. For Mr Baines is 

a dealer in hard pornography. 
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Several customers are standing along the 

right-hand side of the narrow shop. The young man 

throws no more than a passing glance at the gallery of 

nakedness upon his right and walks directly to the 

counter. He asks, audibly, for a packet of cigarettes and 

slides his package across to Mrs Baines; which lady, in 

her turn, reaches beneath the counter and passes forward 

a similar brown-paper parcel to the young man. 

The young man stops at the pub across the road 

and orders bread and cheese and a pint of Guinness. He 

feels his usual impatience, but gloats in expectation: at 

five o'clock he will be home in Woodstock, his mother 

will have his cooked meal ready, and then he will be 

alone. In his own perverted way he has grown almost to 

enjoy the anticipation of it all, for over the last few 

months it has become a weekly ritual. Expensive, of 

course, but the arrangement is not unsatisfactory, with 

half-price back on everything returned, so he returns his 

magazine and gets a fifty per cent discount for the next 

one. 

Sometimes he still feels guilty (a little) - though 

not so much as he did. He realizes well enough that his 

dedication to pornography is coarsening his sensibili-

ties, that his craving is settling like some cancerous, ma-

lignant growth upon his mind, but he can do nothing 

about it. 
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Prompt at 2.00 p.m. on Wednesday, 6 October, Mr 

John Sanders is back in the Formica shop, and once 

more the electric saw can be heard behind the sliding 

doors. 

On Wednesday evenings during term-time the 

Crowther household was usually deserted from 7.00 

p.m. to 9.00 p.m. Mrs Margaret Crowther joined a small 

group of earnest middle-aged culture-hunters in an 

evening class on Classical Civilization; weekly the chil-

dren, James and Caroline, participated in the Wednes-

day disco at the nearby Community Centre; Mr Bernard 

Crowther disliked both pop and ancient Greeks. 

On the night of Wednesday, 6 October, Margaret 

left the house at her usual time of 6.30 p.m. Her classes 

were held about three miles away in the Further Educa-

tion premises on Headington Hill, and she was anxious 

to secure a safe and central parking-lot for her Mini 

which Bernard had bought for her the previous August. 

She backed out of the garage and turned into the quiet 

road. Although still nervous about her skills, especially 

in the dark, she relished the little drive. There was the 

freedom and independence of it all - it was her car, she 

could go wherever she wanted. On the bypass she took 

her usual deep breath and concentrated hard. At the 

Headington roundabout she negotiated the lanes com-

petently, and uneventfully arrived at her destination. 
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When she had first considered committing suicide, 

the car had seemed a very real possibility. But she now 

knew that she could never do it that way. Driving 

brought out all her primitive instincts for safety and 

self-preservation. And anyway, she couldn't smash up 

her lovely new Mini. There were other ways. 

She parked carefully, left the car and entered the 

large, four-storied, glass-fronted building that minis-

tered to the needs of the city's maturer students. She saw 

Mrs Palmer, one of her classmates, starting up the stairs 

to Room C26. 

"Hullo, Mrs Crowther! We all missed you last 

week. Were you poorly?" 

A quarter of an hour after Margaret's departure, 

Bernard Crowther had caught the bus down to Lonsdale 

College, where he dined one or two nights a week. The 

children were alone. 

These days the children were not on friendly terms 

and their conversations seldom lasted longer than a few 

minutes of severe bickering. It worried Margaret deeply 

and infuriated Bernard, and each wondered secretly if 

all children were as vicious, ill-tempered and uncooper-

ative as their own. Not that James and Caroline were 

uppermost in either parent's mind this Wednesday 

evening. 
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As one of the senior fellows of his college, Ber-

nard had naturally been invited to the memorial dinner 

for the ex-vice-principal who had retired the previous 

summer. The dinner was to begin at 7.30 p.m., and 

Bernard arrived in Peter's rooms with half an hour to 

spare. He poured himself a gin and vermouth and sat 

back in a faded armchair. He thought he liked Felix 

Tompsett - the former vice-principal - old sod! Certainly 

he ate too much, and drank too much and, if 

many-tongued rumour could be believed (why not?), he 

had done a lot of other things too much. But he was a 

good "college man"; it was on his advice that the col-

lege had bought up a lot of property in the early sixties 

and his understanding of interest rates and investment 

loans was legendary. Odd really, thought Bernard. He 

finished his gin and shrugged into his gown, and the two 

friends made their way to the Senior Common Room. 

"Well, Bernard! How are you, old boy?" Felix's 

smile beamed a genuine welcome to his old colleague. 

"Can't grumble," replied Bernard lamely. 

"And how's that lovely wife of yours?" 

Bernard grabbed a sherry. "Oh fine, fine." 

"Lovely woman." Felix mused on. 

Bernard thought of Margaret as the conversation 

burbled around him. He tuned in again just in time to 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

laugh convincingly at Felix's last joke. The party moved 

next door and sat down to the evening's feast. Bernard 

always felt that they had far too much to eat, and tonight 

they had far, far too much to eat. As he struggled his 

way through the courses and wines, the cheese and the 

fruit, he thought of the millions in the world who had 

not eaten adequately for weeks or even months, and saw 

in his mind the pictures of the famine victims of Asia 

and Africa. 

But whatever other thoughts Bernard may have 

had they were cut short by the toast to Her Majesty and 

the clearing of the Principal's throat as he rose to his feet 

to begin his praise of Felix Tompsett. They had all 

heard it all before. A few necessary alterations in the 

phrases - but basically the same old stuff... Bernard 

looked at his watch. 9.15 p.m. He couldn't go yet. In 

fact, the old bastard had spent most of his time doing 

first-hand research on the historic inns of Oxfordshire! 

Or with the women. Come on! 9.45 p.m. The presenta-

tion was made and the company broke up by 10.00 p.m. 

Bernard rushed out of college and ran through the Broad 

to St. Giles', where he found a taxi immediately. But 

even before the taxi stopped, he saw some movement 

outside the darkened house. His heart raced in: James 

and Caroline stood beside the front door. 
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"Where's your mother?" His voice was hard and 

urgent. 

"Don't know. We thought she must have been with 

you." 

"How long have you been waiting?" 

"About half an hour. Mum's always been here be-

fore." Bernard opened the front door, then went to the 

gate. 

No one. He prayed for the sound of a car, any car. 

Car! A cold sweat formed on his forehead as he darted 

to the garage. The door was locked. He found the key. 

His hand shook convulsively. He opened the door. 

"What on earth are you doing?" 

Bernard started, and his heart blessed all the gods. 

"Where the hell have you been?" 

In a fraction of a second his terrible, agonized fear 

had flashed to anger - fierce, beautiful anger. 

"As a matter of fact the starter-motor's gone on the 

Mini. I couldn't get anyone to fix it and in the end I had 

to catch a bus." 

"You could have let me know." 

"Oh yes, of course. You want me to ring round all 

the garages, then you, and then presumably the kids." 

Margaret herself was becoming very angry. 
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"What's all the fuss about? Just because I'm late 

for a change!" 

"The children have been waiting no end of a time." 

"So what!" Margaret stormed into the house, and 

Bernard heard the high-pitched voices within. He closed 

the front gate and then the garage. He locked and bolted 

the front door. He felt happy, happier than he had felt 

for many days and many hours. 

 

CHAPTER 12 

Wednesday, Thursday; 6, 7 October 

Morse did not know why he had decided to fill in 

the gaping hole above the kitchen door that particular 

morning. Everything had been wrong from the start. The 

cement powder, purchased some two years previously, 

had hardened into a solid block of semi-concrete within 

its packet; the spatula had mysteriously vanished from 

the face of the earth; and the primitive household steps 

never had stood four-square on their rickety legs. But 

whatever the motive for his sudden urge to see the 

wretched hole filled in, Morse had taken a vertical fall, 

like some free-fall parachutist, from the top of the steps, 

when the ladder suddenly collapsed into a straight line 

beneath him. He landed with an agonizing jolt upon his 

right foot, lay with a feeling of nausea for two or three 
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minutes, wiping the cold sweat which formed upon his 

brow, and finally limped his way to the front room and 

lay breathing heavily on the settee. After a while the 

foot was a little easier and he felt somewhat reassured; 

but half an hour later the swelling began and a sharp 

pain bit into his right foot. He wondered if he could 

drive, but knew it would be foolish to try. It was 8.30 

p.m. on Tuesday, 5 October. He hopped across to the 

telephone and rang Lewis, and within the half hour he 

was sitting in the accident room of the Radcliffe Infir-

mary, waiting for the result of the X-ray. 

He was finally seen by an almost unintelligible 

Chinese doctor who held up his X-ray pictures to the 

light. "Nobrocken. Creepancrushes." From the compe-

tent nurse into whose hands he was now delivered, 

Morse gathered that no bones were broken and that the 

treatment prescribed was crepe bandage and hospital 

crutches. 

He expressed his thanks to nurse and doctor as he 

limped towards the waiting Lewis. "You," shouted the 

doctor after him. "You, Mr Morse. Nowork twodays. 

You rest. OK?" 

"I think I shall be all right, thanks," said Morse. 

"You, Mr Morse. Youwangebetter, eh? Nowork. 

Two days. Rest. OK?" Did that mean "Do you want to 

get better" and "Do not work", Morse wondered? 
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"OK. Oh God!" 

Morse hardly slept through Tuesday night; he had 

a vicious toothache in each of the toes on his foot. He 

swallowed Disprin after Disprin and finally towards 

dawn dozed off from sheer exhaustion. Lewis called 

several times during the prolonged agonies of Wednes-

day and watched the Inspector fall into a blessedly deep 

sleep at about 9.00 p.m. 

When Lewis greeted him the next morning, Morse 

felt better; and because he felt better, his mind reverted 

to the murder of Sylvia Kaye, and because his mind was 

not now wholly preoccupied with the pain in his right 

foot, he felt a great depression grow upon him. Nothing 

doing, he should start all over again. 

He lay with these troubled thoughts on his mind. 

Lewis was fussing around. Good old Lewis. They'd all 

be having a good laugh at the station, he thought. Hu-

miliating, falling off a ladder. Well he hadn't fallen off a 

ladder, it had collapsed under him. 

"Lewis! You told everybody what happened, I 

suppose?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well?" 

"They think you're making it up. They think 

you've got gout really. You know - too much port." 
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Morse groaned. He could picture himself limping 

round with every other person stopping him to enquire 

into the circumstances of the disaster. 

"Still painful, sir?" 

"Of course it bloody well is. You've got millions 

of nerve endings all over your bloody toes. You know 

that, don't you?" 

"I had an uncle, sir, who had a beer barrel run over 

his toes." 

"Shut up," winced Morse. 

The thought of a beer barrel, though, was refresh-

ing. Morse was getting better. 

"Are the pubs open yet?" 

"Fancy a drink, sir?" Lewis looked pleased with 

himself. 

"Wouldn't mind a jar." 

"As a matter of fact I brought a few cans in last 

night, sir." 

"Well?" 

Lewis found some glasses, and positioning a chair 

a goodly distance from "the foot", poured out the beer. 

"Nothing new?" asked Morse. 

"Not yet." 
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The two men drank in silence. Suddenly Morse 

nearly jumped. He would jump if he could. 

"Lewis. I want you to do me one or two favours. 

Get me some writing paper - it's in the writing-desk 

downstairs; and what about some fish and chips for 

lunch?" 

Lewis nodded. As he went off for the writing pa-

per Morse interrupted him. 

"Three favours. Open a few of those cans." 

A thought had been floating around in Morse's 

mind for several days, elusive as a bar of soap in a slip-

pery bath. 

The hypothesis should be in the beginning. But 

before formulating any hypothesis Morse decided that 

he would feel sharper in body, mind and spirit with a 

good wash and a shave. Slowly and painfully he got out 

of bed, crawled crabwise around the walls and ended up 

by hopping over the last few feet of the bathroom floor. 

It took him almost an hour to complete his toilet, but he 

felt a new man. He retraced his irregular progress and 

gently heaved his right foot into a comfortable niche 

alongside a spare pillow stuffed down at the bottom of 

the bed. He felt exhausted but wonderfully refreshed. 

He closed his eyes and fell fast asleep. 
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Lewis wondered if he should wake him, but the 

smell of fried batter and vinegar saved him the trouble. 

"What's the time, Lewis? I've been asleep." 

"Quarter past one, sir. Do you want the fish and 

chips on a plate? Me and the wife always eat 'em off the 

paper - seems to taste better somehow." 

"They say it's the newsprint sticking to the chips," 

replied Morse, taking the oily package from his sergeant 

and tucking in with relish. 

"You know, Lewis, perhaps we've been going 

about this case in the wrong way." 

"We have, sir?" 

"We've been trying to solve the case in order to 

find the murderer, right?" 

"I suppose that's the general idea, isn't it?" 

"Ah, but we might get better results the other way 

round." 

"You mean..." But though Morse waited it was 

clear that Lewis had no idea whatsoever what he meant. 

"I mean we ought to find the murderer in order to 

solve the case." 

"I see," said Lewis, unseeing. 
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"I'm glad you do," said Morse. "If I told you who 

the murderer was and where he lived, you could go 

along and you could arrest him, couldn't you?" 

Lewis nodded vaguely and wondered if his supe-

rior officer had caught his skull on the kitchen sink be-

fore landing on his precious right foot. 

"You could, couldn't you? You could bring him 

here to see me, you could keep him at a safe distance 

from my injury - and he could tell us all about it, eh? He 

could do all our work for us, couldn't he?" 

Morse talked on, his mouth full of fish and chips, 

and with genuine concern Lewis began to doubt the In-

spector's sanity. Shock was a funny thing; he'd seen it 

many times in road accidents. Sometimes two or three 

days afterwards some of the parties would go com-

pletely gaga. They'd recover of course. Or had Morse 

been drinking? Not the beer. The opened cans were still 

unpoured. A heavy responsibility suddenly seemed to 

descend on Lewis's shoulders. He was sweating slightly. 

The room was hot, the autumn sun bright upon the glass 

of the bedroom window. 

"Can I get you anything, sir?" 

"Yep. Flannel and soap and towel. By Jove, your 

wife's right, Lewis. I'll never eat them off a plate again. 
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A quarter of an hour later a bewildered sergeant let 

himself out of the front door of Morse's flat. He felt a 

little worried and would have felt even more so if he 

had been back in the bedroom at that moment to hear 

Morse talking to himself, and nodding occasionally 

whenever he particularly approved of what he heard 

coming from his own lips. 

"Now my first hypothesis, ladies and gentlemen, is 

this: that the murderer is living in North Oxford. You 

will say this is a bold hypothesis, but it is taken for the 

sake of the argument and should be proved or disproved 

with the facts later. There are indications which point to 

North Oxford. Aristotle classified the animals, I believe, 

by subdividing them, and sub-division will be our 

method of procedure. In North Oxford there are, let us 

say, X number of people. Now we need a male. Why 

can we be confident of this fact? Because, ladies and 

gentlemen, the murdered girl was raped. We can there-

fore divide our number X by, let us say, er, four - leav-

ing the women and children out of our consideration. 

Now can we subdivide again, you will ask? Indeed, we 

can. Let us guess at the age of our murderer. I put him 

between 35 and 50. We may then further subdivide our 

number X by two. That seems most reasonable, does it 

not? Let us continue. What else can we reasonably hy-

pothesize? I believe - for reasons which I realize may 

not be fully acceptable to you all - that our suspect is a 
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married man. Now this means yet a further diminution 

in the power of X. Our X is becoming a manageable 

unit, is it not? But wait! Our man is a regular drinker, is 

he not? It is surely one of our more reasonable claims: 

our case is centred upon The Black Prince, and one does 

not visit The Black Prince in order to consult the tax in-

spector." 

Morse was wilting again. His foot was throbbing 

again with rhythmic pain, and his mind wandered off for 

a few minutes. He closed his eyes and continued his fo-

rensic monologue within his brain. 

He must, too, surely, remember Jennifer wouldn't 

fall for an ignorant buffoon, would she? That letter. 

Clever chap, well schooled. If he wrote it. If, if, if. Car-

ry on. Where's our X now? Go on. He must be attractive 

to women. Yet who can say what attracts those lovely 

creatures? But yes. Say yes. Subdivide. Cars! God, he'd 

forgotten cars. Not everyone has a car. About what 

proportion? Never mind, subdivide. Just a minute - red 

car. He felt slightly delirious. The pain was less vicious. 

Comfortable, almost comfortable... 

He was woken at 4.00 p.m. by Lewis's inability to 

manage the front door without a disturbing clatter. And 

when Lewis anxiously put his head round the bedroom 

door, he saw Morse scribbling furiously. 
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"Sit down, Lewis. Glad to see you." He continued 

to write with furious rapidity for two or three minutes. 

Finally he looked up. 

"Lewis, I'm going to ask you some questions. 

Think carefully - don't rush! - and give me some intelli-

gent answers. You'll have to guess, I know, but do your 

best." 

"Oh hell," thought Lewis. 

"How many people live in North Oxford?" 

"What do you call 'North Oxford', sir?" 

"I'm asking the questions, you're answering 'em. 

Just think generally what you think North Oxford is; 

let's say Summertown and above. Now come on!" 

"I could find out, sir." 

"Have a bloody guess, man, can't you?" 

Lewis felt uncomfortable. At least he could see 

that only three of the beer cans were empty. He decided 

to plunge in. "Ten thousand." He said it with the assur-

ance and finality of a man asked to find the sum of two 

and two. 

Morse took another sheet of paper and wrote down 

the number 10,000. 

"What proportion of them are men?" 
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Lewis leaned back and eyed the ceiling with the 

confidence of a statistical consultant. 

"About a quarter." 

Morse wrote down his second entry neatly and 

carefully beneath the first: 2,500. 

"How many of those men are between 35 and 50?" 

Quite a lot of retired people in North Oxford, 

thought Lewis, and quite a lot of young men on the es-

tates. 

"About half, no more." 

The third figure was entered: 1,250. 

"How many of them are married, would you say?" 

Lewis considered. Most of them, surely? 

"Four out of five, sir." 

Morse formed the figures of his latest calculation 

with great precision: 1,000. 

"How many of them regularly go out for a drink - 

you know what I mean - pubs, clubs, that sort of thing?" 

Lewis thought of his own street. Not so many as 

some people thought. The neighbours on either side of 

him didn't - mean lot! He thought of the street as a 

whole. Tricky this one. 

"About half." 
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Morse revised his figure and went on to his next 

question. 

"You remember the letter we had, Lewis. The let-

ter Jennifer Coleby said she knew nothing about?" 

Lewis nodded. "If we were right in thinking what we 

did, or what I did, would you say we were dealing with 

a man of high intelligence?" 

"That's a big if, isn't it, sir?" 

"Look, Lewis. That letter was written by our man - 

just get that into your head. It was the big mistake he 

made. It's the best clue we've got. What the hell do they 

pay us for? We've got to follow the clues, haven't we?" 

Morse didn't sound very convinced, but Lewis assured 

him that they had to follow the clues. "Well?" 

"Well what, sir?" 

"Was he an intelligent man?" 

"Very much so, I should think." 

"Would you think of writing a letter like that?" 

"Me? No, sir." 

"And you're pretty bright, aren't you Sergeant?" 

Lewis squared his shoulders, took a deep breath 

and decided not to minimize his intellectual capacity. 

"I'd say I was in the top 15 %, sir." 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

"Good for you! And our unknown friend? You 

remember he not only knows how to spell all the tricky 

words, he knows how to misspell them, too!" 

"Top 5 %, sir." 

Morse wrote down the calculation. 

"What proportion of middle-aged men are attrac-

tive to women? I know all about these middle-aged 

Romeos. We're all middle-aged Romeos. But some men 

are more attractive to women than others, aren't they?" 

"Half? No, more than that. Three out of five." 

"You're sure you mean that?" 

"Yes." 

"How many men of this age group have cars?" 

"Two out of three." What the hell did it matter? 

Morse wrote down his penultimate figure. 

"One more question. How many people own red 

cars?" 

Lewis went to the window and watched the traffic 

going by. He counted. Two black, one beige, one dark 

blue, two white, one green, one yellow, one black. 

"One in ten, sir." 

Morse had shown a growing excitement in his 

manner for the last few minutes. 
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"Phew! Who'd have believed it? Lewis, you're a 

genius!" 

Lewis thanked him for the compliment and asked 

wherein his genius lay. 

"I think, Lewis, that we're looking for a male per-

son, resident in North Oxford, married - probably a 

family, too; he goes out for a drink fairly regularly, 

sometimes to Woodstock; he's a well-educated man, 

may even be a university man; he's about 35 to 45, as I 

see him, with a certain amount of charm - certainly, I 

think a man some of the young ladies could fall for; fi-

nally he drives a car - to be precise a red car." 

"He'd be as good as anyone, I suppose." 

"Well, even if we're a bit out here and there, I'd bet 

my bottom dollar he's pretty likely to fit into most of 

those categories. And, do you know, Lewis, I don't think 

there are many who fall into that category. Look here." 

He passed over to Lewis the sheet of paper con-

taining the figures. 

North Oxford? 10,000. Men? 2,500. 35-50? 1,250. 

Married? 1,000. Drinker? 500. Top 5 %? 25. Charm? 

15. Car? 10. Red Car? 1. 

Lewis felt a guilty sense of responsibility for the 

remarkable outcome of these computations. 
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"I'm sure, sir, that we could check a lot of these 

figures. I don't think you can just fiddle about with fig-

ures like that, anyway. You'd need to." 

But was there any logic in it? Was it all that stu-

pid? He looked again at the paper of figures and another 

red car went by. There were nine "ifs". He stared 

gloomily out of the window and mechanically counted 

the next ten cars. Only one red one! North Oxford was, 

of course, the biggest gamble. But the fellow had to live 

somewhere didn't he? Perhaps the old boy was not so 

cuckoo as he'd thought. He looked at the sheet yet again. 

The other big thing was that letter. If the murderer had 

written it. 

"What do you think then, Lewis?" 

"Might be worth a go." 

"How many men do you want?" 

"We'd need to do a bit of thinking first, wouldn't 

we?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"The local authorities could help a good deal. First 

we'd need some up-to-date lists of residents." 

"Yes. You're right. We need to think it through 

before we do anything." 
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"We could get straight on to it in the morning, sir, 

if you felt up to it." 

"Or we could get straight on to it now if you felt 

up to it?" 

"I suppose we could." 

Lewis rang his long-suffering spouse, and con-

ferred with Morse for the next two hours. After he had 

left, Morse reached for a bedside phone and was lucky 

to find the Chief Superintendent still in his office. And 

half an hour later Morse was still talking. 

 

CHAPTER 13 

Saturday, 9 October 

On Saturday, 9 October Bernard Crowther sat at 

his desk in his front room reading Milton. He was lec-

turing on Paradise Lost this term and he felt he should 

do a little more homework. Margaret went shopping and 

he was ready to pick her up at midday. The children 

were out. He was surprised to hear the front door bell 

ring, for they had few callers. 

It turned out to be Peter Newlove with whom they 

had been firm friends for years. They had arrived at 

Lonsdale College the same term and since then had en-

joyed a warm and genuine relationship. 
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"What brings you here? Not very often we have 

the pleasure of seeing you in North Oxford. I thought 

you played golf on Saturday mornings." 

"I couldn't face it this morning. Bit chilly today. 

Working on Saturday morning, Bernard?" 

"Just getting ready for next week." 

Bernard looked out of the window and saw the 

thin white sheet of snow still unmelted on his narrow 

lawn. 

"Is everything all right, Bernard?" The man's voice 

was kind. 

"Of course, why? 

It was clear to Peter that everything was far from 

right. 

"Oh, I don't know. You just seemed a bit on edge 

on Wednesday night. Ran away like a frightened hare 

after the dinner." 

"I'd forgotten that Margaret would be late, and I 

knew the kids would be waiting outside." 

"I see." 

"Was it that obvious?" 

"No, not really. I was watching you, that's all. You 

didn't seem your old self when we had a drink together, 

and I thought you might be a bit under the weather." 
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"I've got to collect Margaret at twelve but we've 

got time for a quick drink. What'll you have? Whisky?" 

"Fine. 

 

Bernard went to the kitchen to get the glasses, and 

Peter stood in front of the window, looking out into the 

narrow street. A car, white and pale blue, with a light 

(not flashing) on the roof and POLICE marked in bold 

black lettering across its side, was parked across the 

way, two or three doors to the left. It had not been there 

when Peter arrived. As he watched, a police constable, 

with a black and white chequered band around his flat, 

peaked hat, was coming out of a front gate. A mid-

dle-aged woman walked with him and the two were 

talking freely, pointing between them to every point of 

the compass. 

Bernard came in, the glasses clattering a little on 

the tray. 

"I see you've got a few criminals in the road, Ber-

nard. Is the law always prowling around here like this?" 

Peter got no further. The door bell rang twice, 

Bernard opened the door and stood face to face with the 

young constable. 

"Can I help you, officer?" 
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"Yes, I think so, sir, if you will. Won't take more'n 

a minute. Is this your car, sir?" He pointed to the red car 

outside. 

"Yes, it is." 

"Just checking, sir. We've had a lot of cars stolen 

recently. Just checking." He made a note in his book. 

"Can you remember the registration number, sir?" 

Mechanically Bernard recited the number. 

"That's yours all right then, sir." 

Peter heard the conversation through the open door 

and felt strangely worried. 

"They're checking on stolen cars, Peter. Shan't be a 

minute." 

The constable continued to ask questions that 

seemed somehow irrelevant. 

"Full name, sir?" 

"Bernard Michael Crowther." 

"Age, sir?" 

"Forty-one." 

"Married, sir?" 

"Yes." 

"Children?" 
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"Two." 

"Occupation?" 

"University lecturer." 

"That's about all, sir." He closed his book. "Oh, 

just one more thing. Have you left your car unlocked 

recently? You know what I mean. Is it locked now, for 

example?" 

"No, I don't think so." 

"No, it isn't, sir. I tried all the doors before I called. 

It's an open invitation to car thieves, you know." 

"Yes, I'm sure you're right. I'll try to remember." 

"Do you use your car much, sir?" 

"Not a great deal. Not much really." 

"You don't take it out when you go for a drink, for 

example?" 

Peter thought he saw the daylight. Bernard had 

been drinking and driving, had he? 

"No, not very often," answered Bernard. "I usually 

go round to The Fletcher's. It's not far; I always walk 

there." 

"Would you take the car if you went drinking out-

side Oxford, sir?" 
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"I'm afraid I would," said Bernard slowly, in a 

helpless sort of way. 

"Well, don't drink too much, sir, if you're driving. 

But I'm sure you know all about that." The constable 

glanced quickly round the room and looked dryly at the 

two large tumblers of whisky; but he said nothing more 

until he reached the door. "You don't know anyone else 

in the road who's got a red car, do you, sir? I've got to 

make a few more inquiries." 

Bernard thought, but his mind was swimming. He 

couldn't think of anybody. He closed his eyes and put 

his left hand on his forehead. Every day in term time he 

walked to the far end of the road. Red car? Red car? His 

was the only one, he was pretty sure of that. 

"Well don't worry, sir. I'll just make one or two 

more, er... Anyway, thank you for your help, sir." He 

was gone. But not, Peter noticed, to make any more in-

quiries in that particular road. He walked straight to the 

police car (left unlocked) and immediately accelerated 

away. 

An immensely excited Constable McPherson 

rushed across the forecourt of the Thames Valley. As he 

had driven the few miles from North Oxford to Kid-

lington, he sensed a feeling of elation. For the last four 

years his uniformed career had been uniformly undis-

tinguished. But blessed indeed he was today! As he had 
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neared the Banbury Road roundabout he had switched 

on the wailing siren and the winking blue light. He felt 

mightily important. Why not? He was mightily im-

portant - for today, at least. 

Inside the station, McPherson made his way along 

the corridors to Morse's door, knocked and just caught 

the muffled "come in" from the other side. 

"And what can I do for you, Constable?" 

McPherson made his report and Morse congratu-

lated him upon the prompt and efficient discharge of his 

duty. "Excuse me if I don't stand up - gout, you know - 

but..." He shook McPherson's hand warmly. "It won't go 

unnoticed, believe me." 

After McPherson's departure, Morse sat silently 

and thoughtfully for a few minutes. But so he had been 

sitting when the constable had entered. It would have 

been so disappointing for McPherson to have known, 

and anyway McPherson had been the immediate cause. 

No, he could never have had the heart to confess that Mr 

Bernard Crowther had telephoned in at 11.45 a.m. 

wishing, he said, to make a statement. 

Crowther had insisted that he should come him-

self, that on no account were the police to collect him 

and Morse had agreed; Bernard promised to be with him 

at 2.30 p.m. 
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Morse found himself apologizing for his immobil-

ity and his first impression of Crowther was surprisingly 

agreeable. The man was nervous - that was plain for all 

to see; but there was an odd charm and dignity about the 

fellow. 

"Look, Inspector - you are a Chief Inspector, I 

think - I have never in my life been inside a police sta-

tion until this moment. I have written the statement I 

wish to make." 

 

CHAPTER 14 

Saturday, 9 October 

 

"On the evening of Wednesday, September 29th, I 

left my house in Southdown Road at 6.45 p.m. I drove 

my car to the roundabout at the northern end of the 

Woodstock Road. Here I turned off the A40 and took 

the road north to Woodstock. In the dusk I couldn't fail 

to notice two young girls standing a little way beyond 

the roundabout on the grass alongside the motorway. 

The girl nearer to the road I saw clearly. She was an at-

tractive girl with long fair hair, white blouse, short skirt 

and a coat over her arm. The other girl had her back to-

wards me; she had darkish hair, I think, and was a few 

inches taller than her friend. 
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I leaned over and opened the nearside front door 

and said that I was going to Woodstock, if that would 

help. The blonde girl got into the front seat beside me. 

The other girl opened the rear door and got in also. The 

girl beside me had a typical Oxford less educated ac-

cent. She said she had missed the bus; I think the girl 

sitting in the back spoke only once and that was to ask 

the time. We passed the gates of Blenheim Palace and I 

dropped them as soon as we reached the main street, but 

I didn't notice where they went. It was natural for me to 

believe, as I did, that they were going to meet their boy-

friends. 

There is little more to say. What I have written 

above is a true record of the events which, as I now re-

alize, later in the evening led up to the murder of one of 

the girls I had driven. 

I am aware that my statement will give rise to two 

questions: first, why was I myself going to Woodstock 

on the night of 29 September, and second, why did I not 

come forward earlier with my evidence? It is my earnest 

hope that what I have to say can be treated by the police 

with the strictest confidentiality, since other people, 

themselves completely innocent, would be hurt beyond 

telling if it were to become generally known. 

For the last six months or so I have been having an 

affair with another woman. We have been able to meet 
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regularly once a week, almost always on Wednesday 

evenings, when my wife and children are away from 

home and when no awkward questions are likely to 

arise. On Wednesday, 29th, I was on my way to meet 

this woman by the side gates of Blenheim Palace at 7.15 

p.m. I parked my car outside the Bear Hotel and walked 

there. She was waiting. We walked into Blenheim gar-

dens, beside the lake, and through the trees - it is a most 

beautiful spot. It was, of course, dangerous for us, since 

so many people from Oxford go out for a meal in 

Woodstock. But we were always careful, and the ele-

ment of risk was itself perhaps part of the excitement. 

I need say no more. I read the account of the mur-

der and later watched Detective Chief Inspector Morse 

make his appeal on television. I wish you to know that I 

almost telephoned there and then; in fact I waited out-

side a telephone box in Southdown Road for several 

minutes that same evening with a firm resolve to come 

forward immediately. But this is making excuses, and I 

have none to offer. When a police constable called at 

my home this morning, I realized that you were on to 

me, and thought it best to offer this statement straight 

away. I would do anything in the world to avoid hurting 

my wife (yet, it is probable, I know, that I have hurt her 

already), and I should be most grateful if any part of my 

statement not relevant to the strict terms of the inquiries 

can be kept secret. 
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That I am genuinely sorry for the inconvenience 

and needless extra work which I have caused, will, I 

trust, be obvious from what I have said here. 

I am, 

Your humble servant, 

Bernard Michael Crowther." 

 

Morse read the statement slowly. When he had 

finished he looked across the table at Crowther, then 

looked down again at the statement and re-read it with 

even greater concentration. When he had finished, he 

leaned back in his black leather chair, carefully picked 

up his injured right foot, put it across his left knee and 

rubbed it lovingly. 

"I've hurt my foot, Mr Crowther." 

"Have you? I'm sorry to hear that." 

He had a pleasant voice and manner. Morse looked 

him fully in the eyes. For several seconds neither man 

spoke, and Morse thought he saw a basic honesty in the 

man. But Morse was disappointed: he had hoped for a 

quick conclusion of the case. 

"Yes." He picked up the conversation. "I shan't be 

walking round Blenheim Park tonight, sir." 

"Nor shall I," said Bernard. 
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"Very romantic, I should think, having a bit on the 

side like that." 

"You make it sound very crude." 

"Wasn't it?" 

"Perhaps so." 

"Are you still seeing her?" 

"No. My philandering days are over now, I hope." 

"Have you seen her since that night?" 

"No. It's all off. It seemed better." 

"Does she know that you picked the two girls up?" 

"Yes." 

"Is she upset - that it's all over, I mean?" 

"I suppose so, a bit." 

"What about you?" 

"To be truthful, it's a great relief. I'm not a very 

accomplished Casanova and I hated all the lying." 

"You realize, of course, that it would help a great 

deal if this young lady - is she young, by the way?" 

For the first time Bernard hesitated. 

"Fairly young." 

"If this young lady," continued Morse, "would 

come forward and corroborate your evidence?" 
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"Yes. I know it would." 

"But you don't want that." 

"I'd rather you disbelieved my story than dragged 

her into it." 

"You're not going to tell me who she is? I can 

promise you that I will handle the business myself." 

Bernard shook his head. 

"I'm sorry. I can't do that." 

"I could try to find her, you know," said Morse. 

"I couldn't stop that." 

"No, you couldn't." Morse moved his foot careful-

ly back to the cushion strategically placed under his 

desk. 

"You could be withholding vital evidence, Mr 

Crowther." Bernard said nothing. "Is she married?" per-

sisted Morse. 

"I'm not going to talk about her," he said quietly, 

and Morse sensed a steely resolve in the man. 

"Do you think I could find her?" His foot shot with 

pain, and he picked it up again. Bernard had not an-

swered and Morse changed his tack. 

"You realize, I'm sure, that this other girl, the one 

who sat in the back seat, she's the one who might be 
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able to give us a line?" Crowther nodded. "Why do you 

think we haven't heard from her?" 

"I don't know." 

"Can't you think of any reason?" 

Bernard could, that was clear, but he did not put 

his thoughts into words. 

"You can, can't you, Mr Crowther? Because it 

could be exactly the same reason which accounted for 

your reluctance to come forward." Bernard nodded 

again. "She could tell us, perhaps, who Sylvia Kaye's 

boyfriend was, where she was going to meet him, what 

they were going to do - she might be able to tell us such 

a lot, don't you think?" 

"I didn't get the idea they knew each other very 

well." 

"Why do you say that?" asked Morse sharply. 

"Well, they didn't chatter much together. You 

know how young girls do: pop music, dances, discos, 

boy friends - they just didn't talk much - that's all." 

"You didn't catch her name?" 

"No." 

"Have you tried to think if Sylvia used her name?" 

"I've tried to tell you all I can remember. I can't do 

any more." 
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"Had she got nice legs?" 

"Not so nice as the other's, I don't think." 

"You noticed those?" 

"What do you think? She was sitting next to me." 

"Any erotic day-dreams?" 

"Yes," said Crowther, with a fierce burst of hon-

esty. 

"It's a good job it's not a criminal offence," sighed 

Morse, "otherwise we'd all be inside." He noticed a light 

smile play for a brief second on Crowther's worried 

face. I can see him being attractive to some women, 

thought Morse. "What time did you get home that 

night?" 

"About a quarter to nine." 

"Was that the usual time?" 

"Yes." 

"An hour a week, was that it?" 

"Not much longer." 

"Was it worth it?" 

"It seemed so - at the time." 

"You didn't call at The Black Prince that even-

ing?" 
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"I've never been in The Black Prince." It sounded 

very definite. Morse looked down at the statement again 

and noticed the beautifully formed handwriting; it 

seemed a pity to type it out. He questioned Crowther for 

a further half an hour, and gave it up soon after 4.00 

p.m. 

"We shall have to keep your car here a while, I'm 

afraid." 

"You will?" Crowther sounded disappointed. 

"Yes, we might just find something, you know - 

hair, that sort of thing. They can do wonderful things 

these days, our forensic boys. I'll promise you one 

thing," said Morse. "We'll keep your wife out of it. I'm 

sure you can make up something to tell her. After all, 

you're used to that sort of thing, aren't you, sir?" 

Morse limped out behind Crowther and ordered 

the desk sergeant to get some transport. 

"Leave your car keys with me please, sir," said 

Morse. "You should have the car back early next week." 

The two men shook hands and Crowther was to wait 

only a few minutes before he was ushered into a police 

car. Morse watched him go with mixed feelings. He felt 

he'd handled things satisfactorily. He needed to think 

now, not to talk. He summoned assistance and was 

helped across to Crowther's car. The doors were open. 

He struggled his way into the nearside front seat, sat 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

back, and tried to imagine Sylvia Kaye sitting next to 

himself. 

Studio 2 in Walton Street was presenting a new 

erotic film titled Hot Pants which ran from 3.20-5.00 

p.m. till midnight. At 5.00 p.m. a small group of men 

stood inside the foyer waiting for admission. One of 

these would normally have joined the earlier perfor-

mance and would have seen the film twice but tonight 

he had to be back for two hours' overtime in the Formi-

ca shop. Usually he seldom looked about him, and it 

was just as well in the late afternoon of Saturday, 9 Oc-

tober, that once again he averted his eyes from his fel-

low voyeurs. For standing no more than four feet away 

from him, checking the times of the next programme, 

but keeping himself carefully and unobtrusively out of 

the limelight, was the sergeant seconded to Detective 

Chief Inspector Morse for the inquiry into the murder of 

Sylvia Kaye. Lewis thought that this was one of Morse's 

more rewarding assignments, and he suspected that, but 

for his accident, his chief might well have undertaken it 

himself. 

 

CHAPTER 15 

Monday, 11 October 

The weekend drifted by, and the leaves continued 

to fall. Morse was feeling more cheerful; he could now 
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put a good deal of weight on to his foot, and on Monday 

morning, deciding that he could exchange his crutches 

for a pair of sticks, he arranged for McPherson to drive 

him down to the Radcliffe Infirmary. He questioned 

McPherson closely as they drove. What impression had 

he formed of Crowther? What had been Crowther's im-

mediate reactions? What was he like at home? What had 

he been doing when McPherson called? Morse found 

the young constable surprisingly intelligent and ob-

servant, and told him so. Furthermore he found a good 

deal in the information he had been given that interested 

him and aroused his curiosity. 

"He had a writing-desk, you say?" 

"Yes, sir. You know, papers all over it." 

"Was there a typewriter there?" 

"Yes. You know, one of those portable things." 

Morse said no more. 

Morse had to take his proper place and wait his 

proper time while the proper formalities were complet-

ed. He sat on the same bench, skipped through the same 

old edition of Punch, and felt the same impatience; he 

heard the same Chinese doctor. Morse stared gloomily 

at the floor and found himself watching the nurses' legs 

go by. Not much to make the blood boil really. Except 

one pair - beautiful! Morse would like to have seen the 
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rest of the delicious damsel, but she had walked swiftly 

past. Fat, so-so, thin, so-so - and then those legs again 

and this time they stopped miraculously in front of him. 

"I hope you're being looked after all right, Inspec-

tor Morse?" 

The Inspector was visibly stunned. He looked up 

slowly, straight and deep into the sad face of darling 

co-resident of the cool Miss Jennifer Coleby. 

"You remember me?" said Morse; a little illogi-

cally. 

"Don't you remember me?" she asked. 

"How could I forget you?" said the Inspector, slip-

ping at last into a smooth forward gear. How lovely she 

was! "You work here?" 

"If I may say so, Inspector, you must have asked a 

great many more intelligent questions in your time." She 

wore her uniform becomingly - and Morse always 

thought a nurse's uniform did more for a girl than all the 

fine feathers of the fashion houses. 

"No, not very bright, was it?" he confessed. She 

smiled delightfully. 

"Have a seat," said Morse, "I'd like to have a chat 

with you. We didn't say much before, did we?" 

"I'm sorry, Inspector. I can't do that. I'm on duty." 
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"Oh." He was disappointed. 

"Well..." 

"Just stay a minute," said Morse. "You know, I re-

ally would like to see you, some time. Can I see you 

when you come off duty?" 

"I'm on duty until six." 

"Well, I could meet..." 

"At six I shall go home and have a quick meal, and 

then at seven..." 

"You've got a date." 

"Well, let's say I'm busy." 

"Lucky bugger," mumbled Morse. "Tomorrow?" 

"Not tomorrow." 

"Wednesday?" 

"I could see you on Wednesday evening, if you 

like." "Could you?" Morse sounded like an eager 

schoolboy. They arranged to meet in The Bird and Baby 

in St. Giles' at 7.30 p.m. Morse tried to sound more 

casual: "I can take you home, of course, but perhaps it 

would be better not to pick you up. You can get a bus all 

right?" 

"I'm not a child, Inspector." 
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"Good. See you then." She turned away. "Oh, just 

a minute," called Morse. She walked back to him. "I 

don't know your name yet, Miss..." 

"Miss Widdowson. But you can call me Sue." 

"Is that just for special friends?" 

"No," said Miss Widdowson. "Everyone calls me 

Sue." 

For the first week of the case Morse had felt con-

fident in his own abilities. From the very beginning of 

the case he was following his own ideas stubbornly. He 

was, as he saw himself, a persevering man, although he 

was wide awake to the possibility that to Lewis (sitting 

across the table now) he could seem stubborn, and to his 

superiors pig-headed. 

In fact Lewis was not at that moment considering 

the stubbornness of his chief at all; he was contemplat-

ing with great distaste the orders he had just received. 

"But do you think it's proper to do it this way, sir?" 

"I doubt it," said Morse. 

"But it's not legal, surely?" 

"Probably not." 

"But you want me to do it." Morse ignored the 

non-question. "When?" 

"You'd have to make sure he was out first." 
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"How do you suggest?" 

Morse interrupted him. "Christ man, use your 

brain!" 

Lewis felt angry as he walked across to the can-

teen and ordered a cup of coffee. "What's the matter, 

Sarge?" Constable Dickson was eating again. 

"That bloody man Morse - that's what's the mat-

ter," muttered Lewis, setting down his cup with such 

vigour that half the contents slopped messily into the 

saucer. 

McPherson walked in and ordered coffee. "Solved 

the murder yet, Sergeant?" 

"No, we bloody haven't," snapped Lewis. He got 

up and left. 

"What's eating him?" asked McPherson. "God, he 

don't know how lucky he is. Damn good chap, Inspector 

Morse. I tell you, if he don't get to the bottom of that 

Woodstock business, nobody will." 

Morse got his bite about 4.30 p.m., and limped 

across to the file on the Woodstock murder. He took out 

both the letter from the bogus employer and Crowther's 

statement and read them again - for the umpteenth time. 

In both of them the writer had used the form "I 

should". Morse, more often than not - almost always 

now he thought of it - used the form "would". He could 
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hear himself dictating: "Dear Sir, I would be very glad 

to..." Ought he to have said "I should?" He reached for 

Fowler's Modern English Usage. There it was: "The 

verbs like, prefer, care, be glad, be inclined, etc., are 

very common in first-person conditional statements (I 

should like to know etc.). In these should, not would, is 

the correct form in the English idiom." Well, thought 

Morse, we learn something new every day. But some-

body knew all about it already. So he should, though; he 

was an English don, wasn't he? He read the documents 

yet again. Just a minute. Hold on. Yes. "Yet it is not 

improbable." The phrase appeared in each document. A 

mannered phrase. That was a figure of speech Morse 

had learned at school. "St Paul was a citizen of no mean 

city." He consulted Fowler again. That was it. Litotes. 

Odd. Very odd. A very mannered phrase. 

And there was another coincidence. The phrase "in 

all honesty" also appeared in each letter. What would he 

himself have written? "Frankly", "honestly", "to be 

frank", "truthfully"? Come to think of it, it didn't mean 

very much at all. Three little words. The letter really 

was most odd. Had his first appraisal of its significance 

been over-sophisticated, too clever-clever? But people 

did do that sort of thing. Wives and husbands did it in 

war-time, communicating to each other factual data un-

suspected by the army censors. "I'm sorry to hear little 

Archie's got the croup. Will write again soon," might 
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well have concealed the military intelligence that 

Trooper Smith was to be posted from Aldershot to Cairo 

next Saturday. Fanciful? No! Morse believed that he 

had been right. 

The evening shadows fell across his desk, and he 

replaced the Woodstock file and locked the cabinet. 

 

CHAPTER 16 

Tuesday, 12 October 

On Tuesday morning at 11.00 a.m., half an hour 

after Crowther had boarded a bus to the city centre, a 

small business van, bearing the legend "Kimmons 

Typewriters" drew up outside the Crowther residence in 

Southdown Road. A man, wearing a lightweight grey 

jacket with "Kimmons" embroidered across the pocket, 

alighted from the van and walked through the white 

gate, past the narrow lawn, and knocked. Margaret 

Crowther, wiping her hands on her apron, opened the 

door 

"Yes?" 

"Mr Crowther live here, please?" 

"Yes." 

"Is he in?" 

"No, not at the minute." 
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"Oh. You Mrs Crowther?" 

"Yes." 

"Your husband rang to ask us to look at his type-

writer. He said the carriage was getting stuck." 

"Oh, I see. Come in, will you?" 

The typewriter man took from his pocket a small 

box, containing the requisite tools, stepped into the nar-

row hallway and was ushered into the room off the 

right-hand side of the hall where Bernard Crowther 

spent so much of his time considering the glories of the 

English literary heritage. He spotted the typewriter im-

mediately. 

"Do you need me?" Mrs Crowther seemed anxious 

to resume her culinary duties. 

"No, no. Shan't be more than a few minutes." His 

voice sounded strained. 

"Well, call me when you've finished. I'm only in 

the kitchen." 

He looked carefully around, made a few tappings 

on the typewriter, slid the carriage to and fro several 

times, and listened carefully. He could hear the clink of 

plates and saucers; he felt fairly safe and very nervous. 

Quickly he slid open the top drawer on the right of the 

small desk: paper-clips, rubbers, elastic bands - nothing 

very suspicious. Systematically he tried the two lower 
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drawers, and then the three on the left. All pretty much 

the same. Notes clipped together, agendas for college 

meetings, file-cases, writing paper, more writing paper 

and yet more - of different kinds and sizes. He took one 

sheet from each of the piles of writing paper, folded 

them carefully and put them into his inside pocket. Fi-

nally taking one sheet he stood it in the typewriter and 

quickly typed two lines of writing: 

"After assessing the many applications we have 

received, we must regretfully inform you that our ap-

plication." 

Mrs Crowther showed him to the door. "Well, that 

should be all right now, Mrs Crowther. Dust in the car-

riage-bearings, that's all." Lewis hoped it sounded all 

right. 

"Do you want me to pay you?" 

"No. Don't bother about that now." He was gone. 

At twelve noon Lewis knocked on Bernard 

Crowther's door in the second court of Lonsdale College 

and found him finishing a tutorial with a young, be-

spectacled, long-haired undergraduate. 

"No rush, sir," said Lewis. "I can wait perfectly 

happily until you've finished." 

But Crowther had finished. He had met Lewis the 

previous Saturday, and was anxious to hear whatever 
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must be heard. The youth was dismissed with the task to 

produce an essay for the following tutorial and 

Crowther shut the door. "Well, Sergeant Lewis?" 

Lewis told him exactly what had occurred that 

morning; he confessed that he had not enjoyed the task. 

Crowther showed little surprise and seemed anxious 

only about his wife. 

"Now, sir," said Lewis. "If you say you expected a 

man from Kimmons to come and look at your typewrit-

er, no harm's been done. I want to assure you of that." 

"Couldn't you have asked me?" 

"Well, yes, sir, we could. But I know that Inspec-

tor Morse wanted to make as little fuss as possible." 

"Yes, I'm sure." Crowther said it with an edge of 

bitterness in his voice. Lewis got up to go. "But why? 

What did you expect to find?" 

"We wanted to find out, sir, if we could, on what 

machine a certain communication was written." 

"And you thought I was involved?" 

"We have to make inquiries, sir." 

"Well?" 

"Well what, sir?" 

"Did you find out what you wanted?" 
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Lewis looked uneasy. "Yes, sir." 

"And?" 

"Shall we say, sir, that we didn't find anything in-

criminating. That's about the position, sir." 

"You mean that you thought I'd written something 

on the typewriter and now you think I didn't." 

"Er, you'd have to ask Inspector Morse about that, 

sir." 

"But you just said that the letter wasn't written 

on..." 

"I didn't say it was a letter, sir." 

"But people do write letters on typewriters don't 

they, Sergeant?" 

"They do, sir." 

"You know, Sergeant, you're beginning to make 

me feel guilty." 

"I'm sorry, sir. I didn't mean to do that. But in a job 

like ours you've got to suspect everybody really. I've 

told you all I can, sir. Whatever typewriter we're look-

ing for wasn't the one in your house. But there's more 

than one typewriter in the world, isn't there, sir?" 

Crowther did not contest the truth of the assertion. 

A large bay window gave a glorious view on to the silky 

grass of the second court, smooth and green as a billiard 
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table. Before the window stood a large mahogany desk, 

and in the centre of this desk among the scattered books 

and papers there sat a large, ancient, battered typewriter. 

On his way back to Kidlington Lewis drove 

through the broad tree-lined sweep of St. Giles' and took 

the right fork to follow the Banbury Road up through 

North Oxford. 

Morse had been unable to conceal his exasperation 

when Lewis had reported to him earlier and when, with 

ridiculous rapid certitude, he had established that the 

letter on which he had pinned his faith had neither been 

written on Crowther's personal typewriter nor on any of 

the brands of writing paper so carefully picked from 

Crowther's personal store. He had immediately dis-

patched Lewis to talk to Crowther. To the report of this 

interview he listened with care, if without enthusiasm, 

when Lewis returned at 1.00 p.m. 

"Not the happiest of mornings then, Sergeant." 

"No. I'd rather not do that sort of thing again, sir." 

Morse sympathized. 

"I don't think we've done any harm though, have 

we, Lewis? Thanks, anyway." He spoke with genuine 

feeling. 

"Never mind, sir. At least we tried." Lewis felt 

much better. 
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"What about a drink?" said Morse. The two men 

went off in lighter spirits. 

It had occurred to neither of the policemen that 

women of the intelligence and experience of Mrs Mar-

garet Crowther wouldn't automatically accept any 

tradesman at his face value. Furthermore, Mrs Crowther 

had herself been a secretary before she married Bernard; 

in fact the typewriter was hers and that very morning 

she herself had typed out two letters on the same ma-

chine, one addressed to her husband and one addressed 

to Inspector Morse, Thames Valley Police HQ, Kid-

lington. The typewriter was in perfect order, she knew 

that; and she had seen the nervous man from Kimmons 

Typewriters as he had slid open the drawers of Ber-

nard's desk. She wondered what he was looking for, but 

she didn't really care. She would fairly soon be ready to 

post the two letters. But she wanted to be sure. 

Morse worked at his desk through most of the af-

ternoon. The report on Crowther's car had come in, but 

appeared to signify little. One long blonde hair, heavily 

peroxided, was found on the floor behind the nearside 

driving seat, but that was about it. No physical traces 

whatsoever of the second girl. Several other reports, but 

again nothing for the progress of the investigation. He 

turned his attention to other matters. When he looked at 

his watch at 5.00 p.m. he was surprised how swiftly the 
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afternoon had gone by. For some reason he felt con-

tented and he wondered if that reason had anything to 

do with Wednesday and Sue Widdowson. 

He rang Lewis, who was about to go home. Yes, 

of course he could come along. 

"You say, Lewis, that Crowther has got another 

typewriter in his rooms in college. I think we ought to 

check. Well?" 

"Anything you say, sir." 

"But you'd like to do it straight this time, wouldn't 

you?" 

"I think that would be best, sir." 

"Anything you say, Lewis." 

Morse knew the Principal of Lonsdale College 

fairly well and he rang him up there and then. Lewis 

was a little surprised at Morse's request. The chief really 

was doing it properly this time. He listened to the mon-

ologue. 

"How many typewriters would there be? Yes. Yes. 

Including those... Yes. As many as that? But it could be 

done? Well that would be an enormous help, of course... 

You'd rather it that way? No, doesn't matter to me... By 

the end of the week? Good. Most grateful. Now listen 

carefully..." 
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Morse gave his instructions and his thanks at inor-

dinate length, and beamed at his sergeant when he fi-

nally cradled the phone. 

"Co-operative chap, Lewis." 

"Not much option, had he?" 

"Perhaps not. But it will save us a lot of time and 

trouble." 

"You mean save me a lot of time and trouble." 

"Lewis, my friend, we're a team you and me, are 

we not?" Lewis nodded a grudging assent. "By the end 

of the week we shall have evidence from every type-

writer in Lonsdale College. What about that?" 

"Including Crowther's?" 

"Of course." 

"Wouldn't it have been a bit easier..." 

"To fire straight at the bull's-eye? It would. But 

you said you wanted to do this in accordance with the 

great unprejudiced principles of English law, did you 

not? We haven't got a thing on Crowther. He's probably 

as innocent as we are." 

"Do you think Crowther's our man, sir?" 

Morse stuck his thumb in the corner of his mouth. 

"I don't know, Lewis. I just don't know." 
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"I had a bit of an idea today, sir," said Lewis after 

a pause. "Nowadays boys sometimes look like girls, 

they wear slacks and long hair. We know Mrs Jarman 

saw the two girls at the bus stop. She actually spoke to 

one of them and the other one was Sylvia Kaye. All 

right. The next thing is that the lorry driver, Baker, saw 

the girls being picked up at the other side of the round-

about by a man in a red car. But it was getting dark. He 

said they were two girls. But what if the lorry driver had 

seen Sylvia and another person, and what if this other 

person looked like a girl but wasn't. The other person 

could have been a man. Remember, sir, the other girl 

Mrs Jarman saw was wearing slacks. What if this other 

girl decided in the end not to hitch-hike to Woodstock. 

What if she caught up with Sylvia, told her she wasn't 

going to go to Woodstock after all, and what if Sylvia 

met up with some man and the two of them hitched to-

gether. We've been trying to find the man who did this 

and I just thought he might have been in the car with 

Sylvia all along." 

"We've got Crowther's evidence you know, Ser-

geant," said Morse slowly. 

"I know, sir. As I remember it he didn't have much 

to say about his second passenger, did he?" 

"No, that's true," admitted Morse. "And I can't 

help thinking he knows more than he's told us anyway." 
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He walked over to the filing cabinet, took from his files 

the statement of Bernard Crowther, read the first sheet, 

passed it over to Lewis, and read the second. When both 

men had finished, they looked at each other over the ta-

ble. 

"Well, sir?" 

Morse read it out: "The girl nearer to the road I 

saw clearly. She was an attractive girl with long fair 

hair, white blouse, short skirt and a coat over her arm. 

The other girl had walked on a few yards and had her 

back towards me; she seemed to be quite happy to leave 

the business of getting a lift to her companion. But she 

had darkish hair, I think, and if I remember correctly 

was a few inches taller than her friend." What do you 

think?" 

"Not very definite is it, sir?" 

Morse searched for the other relevant passage: ""I 

think the girl sitting in the back spoke only once and 

that was to ask the time." You may have got something, 

you know," said Morse. 

Lewis warmed to his theory "I've often heard, sir, 

that when a couple are hitching the girl shows a leg, as 

it were, and the man keeps out of the way. You know, 

suddenly shows himself when the car stops and it's too 

late for the driver to say no." 
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"That didn't happen here though, Sergeant." 

"No. I know that, sir. But it fits a bit doesn't it: 

'seemed quite happy to leave the business of getting a 

lift to her companion'." Lewis felt he should quote his 

evidence, too. 

"Mm. But if you're right, what happened to the 

other girl?" 

"She could have gone home, sir. Could have gone 

anywhere." 

"But she wanted to go to Woodstock very badly, 

didn't she, according to Mrs Jarman." 

"She could have got to the bus stop." 

"The conductor doesn't remember her." 

"But when we asked him we were thinking of two 

girls, not one." 

"Mm. Might be worth checking again." 

"And another thing, sir." 

"Yes?" 

"I hope you don't mind me mentioning it, sir, but 

Crowther says that the other girl was a few inches taller 

than Sylvia." Morse groaned, but Lewis continued. 

"Now Sylvia Kaye was 5' 9", if I remember it right. If 

the other girl was Jennifer Coleby she must have been 

wearing stilts, sir. She's only about 5' 6", isn't she." 
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"But don't you see, Lewis? That's the sort of thing 

he would lie about. He's trying to put us off. He wants to 

protect this other girl." 

"I'm only trying to go on the evidence we've got, 

sir." 

Morse nodded. He thought seriously that he should 

take up school-teaching - primary school would be 

about his level; spelling, he thought, the safest bet. Why 

hadn't he thought about that height business before? But 

he knew why. In his thoughts it was Crowther who had 

been the guilty man. 

Morse limped out of the building with Lewis, and 

the two stood talking by the sergeant's car for several 

minutes. Lewis felt rather like a pupil in Morse's puta-

tive primary school who had caught his master out in 

the spelling of a simple word, and he hesitated to men-

tion a little thing that had been on his mind for several 

days. Should he keep it for tomorrow? But he knew that 

Morse had a busy day in front of him at the courts. He 

plunged in. 

"You know the letter, sir, addressed to Jennifer 

Coleby?" 

Morse knew it by heart. "What about it?" 

"Could there have been some fingerprints on the 

original copy?" 
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Morse heard the question and stared blankly into 

the middle distance. At last he shook his head sadly. 

"Too late now." 

A police car stopped a few yards from him, and 

Morse was offered help. He decided to try driving his 

car and found out that he could cope. That was a relief, 

for he was looking forward to seeing Sue Widdowson 

the next day, it was little use pretending he wasn't. But 

what a mess he'd made of it. The Bird and Baby indeed! 

Why on earth hadn't he invited her to The Elizabeth or 

The Sorbonne or The Sheridan. And why hadn't he ar-

ranged to pick her up, like any civilized man would 

have done? Hang Jennifer Coleby! It wasn't too late, 

though, was it? She would be home by now. He looked 

at his watch: 6.30 p.m. The Oxford Mail lay on his desk 

and he scanned the entertainments page. He could have 

taken her to the pictures, of course, but no! Here it was! 

Restaurants. Sheridan Dinner Dance: double ticket - 6 

pounds. 7.30-11.30 p.m. Bar. Dress informal." He rang 

The Sheridan. Yes, a few double tickets still available, 

but he would have to collect them tonight. Could he ring 

back in a quarter of an hour or so? Yes. They would 

keep a double ticket for him. 

Jennifer Coleby's telephone number was some-

where in the file and he soon found it. He thought over 
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what he was to say. "Miss Widdowson" - that would be 

best. He hoped that Sue would answer. 

Brrr Brrr. He felt excited. Fool. 

"Yes?" A young girl's voice, but whose? The line 

crackled. 

"Is that Oxford 54385?" 

"Yes, it is. Can I help you?" Morse's heart sank. It 

was unmistakably the cool, clear voice of Jennifer 

Coleby. Morse tried in some way to speak as if he was-

n't Morse. "I want to speak to Miss Widdowson if she's 

there, please." 

"Yes, she is. Who shall I say is calling?" 

"Oh tell her it's one of her old school friends," re-

plied the un-Morselike voice. 

"I'll get her straight away, Inspector Morse." 

"Sue! Su-ue!" he heard her shouting. "One of your 

old school friends on the line!" 

"Hello. Sue Widdowson here." 

"Hello." Morse didn't know what to call himself. 

"Morse here. I just wondered if you'd like to make it 

The Sheridan tomorrow night instead of going for a 

drink. There's a dinner-dance on and I've got tickets. 

What do you say?" 
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"That'd be lovely." Morse thought he liked her 

voice. "Absolutely lovely. Several of my friends are 

going. Should be great fun." 

Oh no! thought Morse. "Not too many, I hope. I 

don't want to have to share you with a lot of others, you 

know." He said it lightly with a heavy heart. 

"Well, quite a few," admitted Sue. 

"Let's make it some other place, shall we? Do you 

know anywhere?" 

"Oh, we can't do that. You've got the tickets any-

way. We'll enjoy it - you'll see." 

Morse wondered if he would ever learn to tell the 

truth. "All right. Now I can pick you up, if you like. 

Would that suit you?" 

"Oh, yes please. Jenny was going to run me down 

in her car - but if you..." 

"All right. I'll pick you up at 7.15." 

"7.15 it is then. Is it long dresses?" Morse didn't 

know. "Never mind - I can easily find out." 

From one of your many friends, doubtless, thought 

Morse. "Good. Looking forward to it." 

"Me, too." She put down the receiver and Morse's 

own endearing adieu was left unspoken. Was he really 

looking forward to it? Still it would do him good. Or 
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serve him right. He didn't much care. He'd have a decent 

meal anyway, and it would be good to hold a young girl 

in his arms again. Oh hell! He'd forgotten all about that. 

He was going out of his mind, the stupid, senseless fool 

that he was. He could no more invite the fair Miss 

Widdowson to share the delights of a dreamy waltz than 

invite a rabbi to a plate of pork. He hobbled to the en-

quiry desk. "Get me a car, Sergeant." 

"There'll be one in a few minutes, sir." 

"Get me a car now, Sergeant. And I mean now." 

The last word resounded harshly through the open hall 

and several heads turned round. The desk Sergeant 

reached for the phone. "I'll be waiting outside." 

"Want some help, sir?" The desk sergeant was a 

kindly man, and had known the Inspector for several 

years. Morse waited by the desk. He was angry with 

himself and he had many reasons for feeling so. But 

why he should think he had a right to take things out on 

one of his old friends he could not imagine. He cursed 

his own selfishness and discourtesy. 

"Yes, Sergeant, I could do with some help." It had 

not been Morse's day. 

 

CHAPTER 17 

Wednesday, 13 October, a.m. 
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A storm struck the Oxford area in the early hours 

of Wednesday morning, demolishing chimneys, blow-

ing down television aerials and lifting roof-tiles in its 

path. The 7.00 a.m. News reported a trail of devastation 

in Kidlington, Oxon. 

An alarm clock on the bedside table had wakened 

Morse from a long, untroubled sleep at 6.50 a.m. 

He got out of bed when the news had finished and 

peered through the curtains. At least his own garage 

seemed intact. Gradually the memory of yesterday's 

events filtered through his consciousness and settled 

like a heavy sediment at the bottom of his mind. He sat 

on the edge of his bed fingering the rough stubble on his 

chin and wondering what this day would bring. 

At a quarter to eight he was shaved, washed and 

dressed, and feeling fresh and confident. 

For the last few days he had worn, around his 

wounded foot, an outsize white plimsoll, loosely laced. 

It was time to get back to something normal. He was 

loath to appear in the court in such eccentric footwear 

and he could hardly believe that Miss Widdowson 

would be overjoyed with a semi-plimsolled escort at the 

dance. He had two pairs of shoes only and a dangerous-

ly low supply of suitable socks; and with such limited 

range of possibilities, the prospect of being presentably 

shod that day was somewhat remote. He slipped his 
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faithful battered plimsoll back on, and decided to buy a 

large pair of shoes from M and S, his favourite store. It 

was going to be an expensive day. He drank a cup of 

tea, and looked out of the window. His dustbin lid was 

leaning against the front gate, with litter everywhere. He 

must remember to have a look at the roof-tiles. 

The faithful old Lancia was still there. It had been 

a good buy. Powerful, reliable, and 300 miles on a full 

tank. He had often thought of changing it but never had 

the heart. He eased himself into the narrow gap between 

the door of the driver's seat and the whitewashed wall of 

the garage. It was always a tricky maneuvre and he was 

getting no thinner. But it felt good to sit at the wheel 

again. He gave the old girl a bit more choke than usual - 

after all she had been standing idle for a week - and 

pressed the starter. Chutter... chutter... chutter... chutter. 

No. Bit more choke? Again. Chutter... chutter... chut-

ter... chutter... chutter... Odd. He'd never had much dif-

ficulty before. Third time lucky, though. Chutter... 

chutter... chutter. Battery must be getting a bit low. Oh 

dear. Give her a minute or two's rest. Let her get her 

breath back. This time, then! Chutter... chutter... Bug-

ger! Once more. Chutt... "Just my bloody luck," he said 

to himself. "How the hell am I supposed to get about 

without..." He stopped and shivered involuntarily. A 

grey dawn was breaking in his mind and the purple 
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mysteries of the morning were shot with the rays of the 

rising sun. 

The manager of Barker's garage in Oxford was so 

impressed by Inspector Morse's courteous call upon his 

services that a new battery was on its way in ten 

minutes, and installed in fifteen. The clouds were high 

and white and the sun shone brightly. Morse retrieved 

the dustbin lid, and gathered up all the litter from his 

garden. 

The university city of Oxford was busy this morn-

ing, the third full day of the Michaelmas term. First-year 

undergraduates, with new college scarves tossed over 

their shoulders, eagerly explored the bookshops of the 

Broad street, and shyly strode down the High street into 

the crowded Cornmarket, into Woolworths and Marks 

and Spencer, Morse's favourite department store, and 

into the nearest pubs and coffee shops. At 1.00 p.m. 

Morse was sitting on a chair in the self-service men's 

shoe department in the basement of M and S. He nor-

mally took size 8, but was now experimenting with pa-

tience and determination. Size 9 seemed of little use, 

and after considerable trafficking in stockinged feet 

between the show counter and his chosen chair, he 

plumped for size 10 black leather slip-ons. They seemed 

huge and were, of course, potentially useless in the long 

run. But who cared? He could wear two pairs of socks 
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on his left foot. Which reminded him. He paid for the 

shoes, adjusted his plimsoll, much to the bewilderment 

of a cashier, who looked as if she might wear size 10 

herself, and proceeded to the hosiery counter where he 

purchased half a dozen pairs of socks. If he had been 

able, he would have walked out into Cornmarket with a 

light step. The car was functioning, the courts were fin-

ished, the case was flourishing. 

 

CHAPTER 18 

Wednesday, 13 October, p.m. 

At Lonsdale College Wednesday, 13th was the 

first full guest-night of the Michaelmas term and Ber-

nard Crowther left home a little earlier than usual. At 

6.15 p.m. he knocked on Peter Newlove's rooms and 

walked in, not waiting for a reply. 

"That you, Bernard?" 

"It's me." 

"Pour yourself a drink. Shan't be a minute." 

Bernard had passed the Lodge as he came in and 

had picked up three letters from his pigeon-hole. Two 

he opened and put into his jacket pocket. The third was 

marked "confidential", and contained a card "From the 

Principal": 
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The police, in the course of their investigations 

into the recent murder at Woodstock, are anxious to 

trace the origin of a typed letter which has come into 

their possession and which they think may be material 

evidence in their inquiries. I have been asked by the po-

lice to see that every typewriter in the college is checked 

and I am asking all my colleagues to comply with this 

request. The Bursar has agreed to undertake this duty 

and it is my view, and also that of the Vice-Principal, 

that we must readily accede to this proper request. I 

have therefore informed Chief Inspector Morse, who is 

heading the murder inquiries that we as a collegiate 

body are most anxious to cooperate in any way possible. 

The Bursar has an inventory of all college typewriters; 

but there may be private typewriters in the rooms of 

several fellows, and I ask that information concerning 

them should be given to the Bursar immediately. Thank 

you for your help." 

 

"What's up, Bernard? Don't you want a drink?" 

Peter had come in from the bathroom and stood comb-

ing his thinning hair. 

"Have you had one of these?" 
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"I have indeed received a communication from our 

revered and reverend Principal, if that's what you 

mean." 

"What's it all about?" 

"I don't know, dear boy. Mysterious though, isn't 

it?" 

"When's the great investigation due?" 

"Due? It's done. At least mine is. Little girl came 

in this afternoon - with the Bursar, of course. Typed out 

some cryptic message and then she was gone. Pity real-

ly. Lovely little thing. I must try to spend a bit more 

time in the Bursary." 

"I shan't be able to help much myself, I'm afraid. 

That bloody thing of mine was manufactured in the 

Middle Ages and hasn't had a ribbon in it for six 

months." 

"Well, that's one suspect less, Bernard. Now are 

you going to have a drink or not?" 

"Don't you think we shall have enough booze to-

night?" 

"No, dear boy, I don't. We've just got time for a 

quick one, I think." It was almost 7.30 p.m. "What 

would you like?" 
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"Dry sherry for me, please. I shan't be a minute. 

Must powder my nose." She went off to the cloakroom. 

There were only a few people in the lounge bar and 

Morse, served without delay, took the drinks over to the 

corner of the room and sat down. 

The Sheridan was the most fashionable of the Ox-

ford hotels and most visiting stars of stage, screen, sport 

and television found themselves booked in at this 

well-appointed, large, stone building just off the bottom 

of St. Giles'. A striped canopy stretched out over the 

pavement and a flunkey stood his station beside the 

gleaming name-plate on the shallow steps leading down 

to the street from the revolving doors. Morse suspected 

that the management kept a red carpet rolled up some-

where on the premises. Not that it had been rolled out 

this evening; in fact he had been unable to find any 

parking space at all in the hotel's narrow yard and had 

been forced to park his car along St. Giles'. It wasn't 

perhaps the best of starts, and they had said little to each 

other. 

He watched her as she came back. She had parted 

with her coat and walked with enviable elegance to-

wards him, her long deep-red velvet dress gently af-

firming the lines of her graceful body. And suddenly his 

heart beat stronger, and their eyes met and she smiled. 

She sat beside him and he was aware again, as he had 
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been as she sat beside him in the car, of the strange and 

subtle promise of her perfume. 

"Cheers, Sue." 

"Cheers, Inspector." 

Morse offered her a cigarette but she declined. As 

she sipped her sherry Morse noticed the long and deli-

cately manicured fingers: no rings, no nail-polish. He 

asked her about her day's work and she told him. It was 

all a little strained. They finished their drinks and 

walked out of the lounge and up the stairs to the Evans 

Room, Sue lifting her dress slightly as she went up the 

stairs, and Morse trying to forget the tightness in his 

right shoe and arching the left foot to prevent the shoe 

from falling off completely. 

The room was elegant: around a small, 

well-polished dance-floor tables were set at regular in-

tervals, the silver cutlery gleaming on the white table-

cloths and a red candle lit on each table. Several couples 

were already seated and it was sadly clear to Morse that 

some of her wretched friends were among them. A 

small band played some familiar melody that lingered in 

the mind and as they were shown to their table a young 

couple took the floor. 

A waiter came to them with the menu, and Morse 

welcomed the diversion. 
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"Do they throw in the wine?" 

"We get a bottle between us." 

"Is that all?" 

"Isn't that enough?" 

"Well, it's a special occasion, isn't it?" Sue was 

non-committal. "What about a bottle of champagne?" 

"You've got to drive me home, remember?" 

"We could get a taxi." 

"What about your car?" 

"Perhaps the police will pick it up." Sue laughed 

and Morse saw her white teeth and the fullness of her 

lips. "What do you say? 

"I'm in your hands, Inspector." 

Several other couples were now dancing and Sue 

was watching them. "You enjoy dancing?" Sue kept her 

eyes on the dancers and nodded. A young Adonis waved 

a hand in their direction. 

Sue raised a hand in greeting. 

"Who's that?" asked Morse aggressively. 

"Doctor Eyres. He's one of the residents at the 

Radcliffe." She seemed almost hypnotized by the scene. 

But she turned back into Morse's orbit with the arrival 

of the champagne, and after a while the conversation 
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took a freer course. Morse chattered as amiably and in-

terestingly as he could and Sue seemed pleasantly re-

laxed. They ordered their meal, and Morse poured an-

other glass of champagne. The band stopped; the cou-

ples on the floor clapped for a few seconds and retired 

to the perimeter tables. Dr Eyres and his young brunette 

made their way towards Morse's table, and Sue seemed 

glad to see them. 

"Doctor Eyres this is Inspector Morse." The two 

men shook hands. "And this is Sandra. Sandra this is 

Inspector Morse." Sandra was also a nurse and worked 

with Sue at the Radcliffe Infirmary. The band resumed 

its music. 

"Mind if I had this dance with Sue, Inspector?" 

"Of course not," smiled Morse. You lousy, lech-

erous bum! Sandra sat down and looked at Morse with 

obvious interest in her eyes. 

"I'm awfully sorry not to be able to ask you to 

dance," he said, "but I've had an accident with my foot. 

Nearly better, though." 

Sandra was sympathy itself. "Oh dear. How did 

that happen?" 

For the fiftieth time in the last seven days Morse 

repeated the circumstances of his accident. But his mind 

was all on Sue, as she escorted the doctor to the floor. 
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He watched them dance; he saw Sue's arms closely 

round her partner's neck, her body close to his; and then 

his cheek was brushing her hair, her head happily rest-

ing on his shoulder. Morse felt sick with jealousy. 

"Do you know, I reckon I could just about cope 

with this dance myself," he said. "May I?" He took her 

hand, led her to the floor and, firmly placing his right 

arm round her waist, drew her towards him. Rapidly, 

however, he realized the extent of his own stupidity. His 

injured foot was working like a dream, but lacking the 

confidence to lift his other foot more than a centimetre 

off the dance-floor he was soon kicking his partner's 

toes with monotonous and ill-received regularity. Mer-

cifully the dance was quickly over, and mumbling pro-

fuse apologies about his ill-educated feet Morse slopped 

his way back to the haven of his table. Sue was still 

talking in an animated way to Doctor Eyres, and after 

Sandra had rejoined them, the trio erupted into peals of 

laughter. 

Ten minutes earlier Morse had anticipated that 

even the most succulent steak would taste tonight as dry 

as the Dead Sea apples, but he tucked into his meal with 

a will. At least he could eat. Even if he couldn't dance, 

even if he'd forgotten how middle-aged he'd now be-

come, even if Sue was dreaming for someone else, he 

could still eat. They said little and when something was 
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said, as they drank their coffees, it came as a big sur-

prise. 

"Why did you ask me out, Inspector?" 

Morse looked at her, the hair light-brown and lift-

ed softly from her face, her face itself all freshness and 

delight, the cheeks now faintly flushed with wine; and 

above all the magic of those wide eyes. Had he asked 

her with any firm purpose? He wasn't sure. He put his 

elbows on the table, rested his chin on his clasped 

hands. "Because I find you so very beautiful and I 

wanted to be with you." 

Sue looked at him for several seconds, her eyes 

unblinking and gentle. "Do you mean that?" she asked 

quietly. 

"I don't know if I meant it when I asked you. But I 

mean it now - I think you know I do." He spoke simply 

and calmly and he held her eyes with his own as he 

spoke. He saw two splendid tears forming on her lower 

lids and she reached across and laid her hand upon his 

arm. 

"Come and dance with me," she whispered. 

The floor was crowded and they did little more 

than sway slowly to the sweet, low rhythm of the band. 

Sue leaned her head lightly against his cheek and Morse 

felt with a wonderful joy the moisture of her eyes. He 
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wished the world would stop and that this heavenly 

moment would not end. He kissed her ear and said some 

awkward, loving things, and Sue nuzzled deeper and 

deeper into his arms and pulled him even more closely 

to her. They stood together as the music ended, and Sue 

looked up at him. "Can we go now, please. Somewhere 

on our own?" 

Morse remembered little of the next few minutes. 

He had waited in a dream-like state beside the revolving 

doors and arm-in-arm the two had slowly walked along 

St. Giles' towards the car. 

"I want to talk to you," said Sue when they were 

sitting in the car. 

"I'm listening." 

"You know when you said that you might not have 

meant... What I mean is - you did want to ask me some-

thing, didn't you?" 

"Did I?" asked Morse. 

"You know you did. About Jennifer. That's where 

we both came in, wasn't it? You thought she'd got 

something to do with the Woodstock murder." Morse 

nodded. "And you wanted to ask me about her boy-

friends and that sort of thing." 

Morse sat silently in the darkness of his car. "I'm 

not going to ask you now, Sue. Don't worry." He put his 
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arm around her and drew her towards him and tenderly 

kissed the softest, heavenliest lips that ever the Lord 

made. "When can we meet again, Sue?" As soon as he 

had spoken he knew that something was wrong. He felt 

her body tauten; she moved away from him, felt for her 

handkerchief and blew her nose. She was on the verge 

of tears. "No," she said, "we can't." 

Morse felt a hurt that he had never known before, 

and his voice was strained and unbelieving. "But why? 

Why? Of course we can meet again, Sue." 

"We can't." Her voice for the moment seemed 

matter-of-fact and final. "We can't meet again, Inspec-

tor, because I'm engaged to be married." She just man-

aged to blurt out the last word before burying her head 

on Morse's shoulder and bursting into anguished tears. 

Morse kept his arm tightly around her and listened with 

sadness to her convulsive sobs. The front window had 

steamed over with their breath and Morse wiped away 

the moisture with the back of his right hand. Outside he 

saw the massive outer wall of St John's College. It was 

only 10.00 p.m. and a group of undergraduates were 

laughing gaily outside the Porter's Lodge. Morse knew 

it well. He'd been an undergraduate there himself; but 

that was twenty years ago and life since then had 

somehow passed him by. 
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They drove in silence up to North Oxford and 

Morse pulled up the Lancia directly in front of Sue's 

front door. As he did so the door opened and Jennifer 

Coleby came out with her car-keys in her hand, and 

walked towards them. 

"Hello, Sue. You're home early, aren't you?" 

Sue wound the window down. "We didn't want to 

get stopped for drinking and driving." 

"Are you coming in for a coffee?" asked Jennifer. 

The question was directed through the car window to 

Morse. 

"No. I think I'd better get home." 

"See you in a minute then," said Jennifer to Sue. 

"Just going to put the car away." She climbed into a 

smart little Fiat and drove smoothly off to her rented 

garage in the next street. 

"Good little cars, Fiats," said Morse. 

"No better than English cars, are they?" asked Sue. 

She was bravely trying not to make a fool of herself 

again. 

"Very reliable, I'm told. And even if something 

does go wrong, there's a good agent pretty near, isn't 

there?" Morse hoped he sounded casual enough, but he 

didn't really care. 
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"Yes, right on the doorstep, really." 

"I've always found Barkers pretty good myself." 

"She does, too," said Sue. 

"Well, I suppose I'd better go." 

"Are you sure you won't come in for some cof-

fee?" 

"Yes. I'm quite sure." 

Sue took his hand and held it lightly in her own. 

"You know I shall cry myself to sleep, don't you?" 

"Don't say that." He didn't want to be hurt any 

more. 

"I wish you were going to sleep with me," she 

whispered. 

"I wish you were going to sleep with me for ever, 

Sue." 

They said no more. Sue got out of the car, waved 

as the Lancia slowly moved off, and turned towards the 

front door, her face blinded with tears. 

Morse drove to Kidlington with a heavy heart. He 

thought of the first time he had seen Miss Dark-eyes and 

now he thought of the last. He didn't want to go home; 

he had never realized before how lonely he had become. 

He stopped at The White Horse, ordered a double 

whisky and sat down in an empty corner. He thought of 
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Doctor Eyres and his dark-eyed Sandra and supposed, 

without a hint of envy, that they were probably getting 

into bed by now. He thought of Bernard Crowther and 

doubted if his illicit liaisons with his girl in Blenheim 

Park were shadowed with half the sadness that he him-

self now felt. He thought of Sue and her fiance and 

hoped he was a good fellow. He bought another double 

whisky and left soon after the landlord shouted time. 

He put away the car with exaggerated care and 

heard the phone ringing before he could open the door. 

His heart raced. He rushed into the hall just as the phone 

stopped. Was it her? Was it Sue? He could always ring 

back. What was the number? He didn't know. It was in 

his files at Police HQ. He could ring there. He picked up 

the phone - and put it down. It wouldn't be Sue. If it 

was, she could ring back. She'd probably been ringing 

all the time he'd been sitting in The White Horse. Blast 

it. Ring again, Sue. Just to let me hear you speak. Ring 

again, Sue. But the telephone rang no more that night. 

 

CHAPTER 19 

Thursday, 14 October 

Bernard Crowther had a hangover on Thursday 

morning. Margaret had brought him a cup of hot black 

coffee at a quarter to nine; she always knew - and usu-

ally said so. She had been up since half-past six, cooked 
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the children's breakfast, washed some shirts and blous-

es, made the beds, hoovered the bedrooms and she was 

now putting on her coat in the hall. She put her head 

round the door. 

"Do you want anything from town?" They seemed 

perpetually in a state of war, staring at each other over a 

disputed frontier. Margaret! Margaret! He wished he 

could talk to her. 

"No. No thanks. Look, Margaret, I've got to go 

down myself pretty soon. Can you wait a few minutes?" 

"No. Must be off. You home for lunch?" 

What was the point? "No. I'll have a bite to eat in 

college." He heard the front door bang and watched her 

as she walked quickly to the end of the road and round 

the corner and out of sight. He went to the kitchen, 

filled a glass with cold water and dropped in two tablets 

of soluble Disprin. 

Morse and Lewis conferred from nine to ten that 

morning. There were several loose ends to tie up and 

several interesting trails to follow. At least, that's how 

Morse explained things to Lewis. After Lewis had left 

him, he had a call from a young reporter on The Oxford 

Mail, as a result of which a brief paragraph would ap-

pear in the evening edition. He couldn't tell anyone 

much, but he tried to sound as confident as he could. He 

got the Kaye file and spent the next hour rereading the 
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documents in the case. At 11.00 a.m. he put the file 

away, reached for the Oxford and District telephone di-

rectory, looked under the Cs for the number he wanted, 

and rang the manager of Chalkley and Sons, Botley 

Road. He was unlucky. John Sanders had not come in 

that morning; his mother had phoned - bad cold or 

something. 

"What's your opinion of him?" asked Morse. 

"He's all right. Quiet, little bit surly, perhaps. But 

most of them are these days. Works well enough, I 

think." 

"Well, I'm sorry to have bothered you. I wanted a 

quick word with him, that's all." 

"About this murder at Woodstock?" 

"Yes. He found the girl, you know." 

"Yes. I read about it and of course everyone tried 

to talk to him about it." 

"Did he have much to say?" 

"Not really. Didn't seem to want to talk. Under-

standable, I suppose." 

"Yes. Well, thanks once again." 

"You're very welcome. Do you want his home ad-

dress?" 

"No thanks. I've got it here." 
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Lewis was rather more fortunate. Mrs Jarman was 

at home, dusting the stairs. 

"But I don't understand, Sergeant. I'm sure they 

were both girls." 

Lewis nodded. "Just checking up on one or two 

things." 

"But I spoke to one of them, as you know, and the 

other poor girl - well, you know... And I thought they 

were about the same height; but it's ever so difficult to 

remember you know..." Yes, Lewis knew. He left her to 

dust the stairs. 

He found the bus conductor drinking coffee in the 

canteen at Gloucester Green. 

"One girl getting on the bus? But you said two be-

fore." 

"Yes, I know. But we've got an idea that perhaps 

only one got on." 

"Sorry. I can't remember. I am sorry, honest - but 

it's a long time ago now." 

"Yes. Don't worry. As I said - just an idea. If you 

do happen to think of anything..." 

"Of course." 
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George Baker was digging his garden. "Hello ma-

te. I seen you before." 

"Sergeant Lewis, Thames Valley Police." 

"Ah. Course. Wha' can a do forya?" 

Lewis explained his visit but George's answer was 

only marginally less discouraging than those of the oth-

ers. 

"We-ell, I s'pose it could a been a fella, bu' swipe 

me mate, I could a swore as both of 'em was women." 

Memories were fading and the case was growing 

stale. Lewis went home for lunch. 

At 2.00 p.m. he was ushered into the office of the 

car service manager of Barkers Garage on the Banbury 

Road, where he spent more than an hour working his 

way methodically through hundreds of carbon copies of 

work-sheets, customers' invoices, booking-ledgers and 

other records of car repairs for the weeks beginning 

September 22 and 27. He found nothing. He spent a 

further hour going back to the beginning of September, 

increasingly conscious that his task was futile. Miss 

Jennifer Coleby, although she had an account with 

Barkers, had not brought in her car for any repairs or 

service since July. She had bought the car new from the 

garage over three years ago; no trouble with payments; 

no serious mechanical faults. 
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Lewis was disappointed if not surprised. Morse 

seemed to have a bee in his bonnet about this Coleby 

woman. Perhaps this would put him off for good? But 

he doubted it. He walked over the road to the newsa-

gents and bought the evening newspaper. A caption near 

the bottom right-hand corner of the front page caught 

his eye: 

 

WOODSTOCK KILLING 

BREAKTHROUGH NEAR 

Following intensive activity, police are quietly 

confident that the killer of Sylvia Kaye, found raped and 

murdered at The Black Prince, Woodstock, on the night 

of 29 September will soon be found. Chief Inspector 

Morse of the Thames Valley HQ, who is heading the 

murder inquiry, said today that several key witnesses 

had already come forward and he considered that it 

would only be a matter of time before the guilty party 

was brought to justice. 

 

Lewis thought it must be a hoax. 

Most of all Morse hated meetings. The Thursday 

meeting finally broke up at five minutes past five, when 

he yawned his way back to his office. 
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"Seen this, sir?" Lewis handed him the newspaper 

and pointed to the caption predicting judgment day for 

the Woodstock killer. 

Morse read the item with weary composure. "They 

do twist things a bit, these reporters, don't they?" 

Sue Widdowson's day, too, dragged drearily by. 

She'd wanted desperately to talk to Morse again last 

night. Who knows what she might have said? Was his 

phone out of order? But in the cold light of morning she 

had realized how foolish it would have been. David was 

coming on Saturday for the weekend, and she would be 

meeting him at the station at the usual time. Dear David. 

She had received another letter that morning. He was so 

nice and she liked him so very much. But... No! She had 

just got to stop thinking of Morse. It had been almost 

impossible. Sandra had been full of questions and Doc-

tor Eyres had patted her bottom far too intimately, and 

she was hopelessly miserable. 

 

Mrs Amy Sanders was worried about her son. He 

had seemed listless and off-colour for a week or so now. 

In the past he had taken the odd day or two off work, 

and more than once she had had to lie describing to 

Messrs Chalkley the symptoms of some fictitious mal-

ady which had temporarily stricken her dear boy. But 

today she was genuinely concerned. John had been sick 
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twice during the night and was lying shivering and 

sweating when she had called him at 7.00 a.m. He had 

eaten nothing all day and, against her son's wishes, she 

had rung the doctor's surgery at 5.00 p.m. No, she had 

not thought it urgent, but would be most grateful if the 

doctor could call some time. 

The bell rang at 7.30 p.m. and Mrs Sanders opened 

the front door to find a man she had never seen before. 

Still, the doctors these days were always changing 

around. 

"Does Mr John Sanders live here?" 

"Yes. Come in, doctor. I'm ever so glad you could 

call." 

"I'm not a doctor, I'm afraid. I'm a Police Inspec-

tor." 

 

The landlord of The Bell at Chipping Norton took 

the booking himself at 8.30 p.m. He consulted the reg-

ister and picked up the phone again. 

"For tomorrow night and Saturday night, you 

said?" "Yes." 

"I think we can do that all right, sir. Double room. 

Do you want a private bathroom?" 
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"That would be nice. And a double bed if you've 

got one. We never seem to sleep well in these twin 

beds." 

"Yes. We can do that." 

"I'm afraid I shan't have time to confirm it in writ-

ing." 

"Oh don't worry about that, sir. If you could just 

let me have your name and address." 

"Mr and Mrs John Brown, Hill Top, Eaglesfield 

(all one word), Bristol." 

"I've got that." 

"Good. My wife and I look forward to seeing you. 

We should be there about five." 

"We hope you'll enjoy your stay, sir." 

The landlord put down the phone and wrote the 

names of Mr and Mrs J. Brown in the booking register. 

His wife had once added up the number of John Browns 

booked into The Bell: in one month alone there were 

seven. But it wasn't his job to worry too much about 

that. Anyway, the man had sounded most polite and 

well educated. Nice voice, too: West Country-ish - ra-

ther like his own. And there must be one or two quite 

genuine John Browns somewhere. 
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CHAPTER 20 

Friday, 15 October, a.m. 

On Friday morning Morse decided to run down to 

the Radcliffe Infirmary before going to the office. As he 

joined the patiently crawling, never-ending line of traf-

fic in the Woodstock Road, he debated his course of ac-

tion. He could see Sue quite by chance, of course - as he 

had last time; or he could ask for her. But would she 

want that? He longed just to see her again. 

He turned into the yard of the Radcliffe, stopped, 

gave the sticks to the nearest porter, and left without 

going inside. 

The road was clear as he left Oxford and he cursed 

himself every other minute. He should have gone in - 

stupid fool. He knew deep down he wasn't a stupid fool, 

but it didn't help much. 

Lewis was waiting for him. "Well, what's the pro-

gramme, sir?" 

"I thought we'd take a gentle bus ride a little later, 

Lewis. I thought we'd go to Woodstock on the bus to-

gether. What about that?" 

"Has the car conked out again?" 

"No. Going like a dream. So it should. Had a bill 

for the bloody battery this morning. Guess how much." 
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"Six, seven pounds." 

"Nine pounds twenty-five!" 

Lewis screwed up his nose. "Cheaper if you'd gone 

to the tire and battery people up in Headington. They 

don't charge for any labour. I've always found them very 

good." 

"You sound as if you're always having car trou-

ble." 

"Not really. Had a few punctures lately, though." 

"Can't you change a tire yourself?" 

"Well yes. Course I can. I'm not an old woman you 

know, but you've got to have a spare." 

Morse wasn't listening. He felt the familiar tingle 

of the blood freezing in his arms. 

"You're a genius, Sergeant. Pass me the telephone 

directory. Consult the yellow pages. Here we are - only 

two numbers. Which shall we try first?" 

"What about the first one, sir?" 

A few seconds later Morse was speaking to Cow-

ley Tire and Battery Services. "I want to speak to the 

boss of the place. It's urgent. Police here." He winked at 

Lewis. "Ah, hullo. Chief Inspector Morse here. Thames 

Valley. No, no. Nothing like that. Now, I want you to 

look up your records for the week beginning 27 Sep-
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tember. Yes. I want to know if you supplied a battery or 

mended a puncture for a Miss Jennifer Coleby. 

C-O-L-E-B-Y. Yes. It might have been any day - prob-

ably Tuesday or Wednesday. You'll ring me back? Get 

on with it straight away, please. It's most urgent. Good. 

You've got my number? Good. Cheers." He rang the 

second number and repeated his speech. Lewis was 

turning over the Sylvia Kaye file that lay open on 

Morse's desk. He studied the photographs - large, 

glossy, black and white photographs. He looked again at 

the shots of Sylvia Kaye as she lay that night in the yard 

of The Black Prince. She'd been really something, he 

thought. The white blouse had been torn sharply on the 

left-hand side, and only the bottom of the four buttons 

remained fastened. The left breast was fully revealed 

and Lewis was strongly reminded of the provocative 

poses of the models in the girlie magazines. It could 

almost have been an erotic experience - looking through 

those pictures; but Lewis remembered the back of the 

blond head and the cruelly shattered skull. He thought 

of his own darling daughter - thirteen now; she was get-

ting a nice little figure. God, what a world to bring up 

children in. He hoped and prayed that she would be all 

right, and he felt a deep and burning need to find the 

man who did all that to Sylvia Kaye. 

Morse had finished. 
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"Can you put me in the picture, sir?" asked Lewis. 

Morse sat back and thought for a few minutes. "I 

suppose I ought to have told you before, Lewis. But I 

couldn't be sure - well, can't be sure now - about one or 

two things. Pretty well from the beginning I thought I 

had a good idea of the general picture. I thought it was 

like this. Two girls want a lift to Woodstock and we've 

got some fairly substantial evidence that they were 

picked up - both of them." Lewis nodded. "Now neither 

the driver nor the other girl came forward. The question 

I asked myself was 'why'. Why were both these people 

anxious to keep quiet? There were pretty obvious rea-

sons why one of them should keep his mouth shut. But 

why both? It seemed most improbable to me that the 

pair of them could be partners in crime. So. What are 

we left with? One very strong possibility, as I saw it, 

was that they knew each other. But that didn't seem 

quite good enough, somehow. Most people don't with-

hold evidence, certainly don't tell complicated lies, just 

because they know each other. But what if they have, 

between them, some guilty reason for wanting to keep 

things very quiet indeed? And what if such a guilty rea-

son is the fact that they know each other rather too well? 

What if they are having an affair with each other? The 

situation's not so good for them, is it? With a murder in 

the background - not so good at all." Lewis wished he'd 

get on with it. "But let's go back a bit. On the face of it 
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our evidence suggested that the encounter between the 

two girls and the driver of the car was pure chance: Mrs 

Jarman's evidence is perfectly clear on that point. Now 

we have discovered, after a good deal of unnecessary 

trouble, who the driver of the red car was: Crowther. In 

his evidence he admits that he is having an affair with 

another woman and that the venue for these extramarital 

excursions is Blenheim Park. Furthermore, again on his 

own evidence, he was going to see his lady-love on the 

night of Wednesday, 29 September. Now at this point I 

took a leap in the dark. What if the lady-love was one of 

the girls he picked up?" 

"But," began Lewis. 

"Don't interrupt, Lewis. Now, was the lady-love 

Sylvia Kaye? I don't think so. We know that Mr John 

Sanders had a date, however vague, with Sylvia on the 

29th. It doesn't prove things one way or the other, but 

Sylvia is the less likely choice of the two. So. We're left 

with our other passenger - Miss, or Mrs X. It is clear 

from Mrs Jarman's evidence that Miss X seemed anx-

ious and excited, and I think no one gets too anxious 

and excited about going to Woodstock unless that per-

son has a date, and an important date at that, and not 

very much time to spare. Crowther said an hour or so at 

the most, remember?" 

"But." He thought better of it. 
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"We also learned from what Mrs Jarman said that 

Sylvia knew the other girl. There was that business of 

having a giggle about it in the morning. So, we try the 

place where Sylvia works and we find an extraordinary, 

quite inexplicable letter written to Miss Jennifer Coleby, 

who has become my favourite for the Miss X title. I 

agree that the evidence of the letter is not conclusive; 

worth following up though. She's a clever girl, our Jen-

nifer. First, she seems to have been at a pub this side of 

Woodstock instead of in Blenheim Park; second - and 

this really worried me and still does - why does she 

have to bus to Woodstock, or hitch-hike, if she's got a 

car? Which, as we know, she has. It seemed a fatal ob-

jection. But is it? My car wouldn't start on Wednesday 

morning because the battery was flat. You said that you 

had a few punctures recently and you said you could 

mend them. You said you were not an old woman. Now 

Jennifer Coleby is not an old woman - but she's a wom-

an. What if she discovered that her car wouldn't start? 

What would she do? Ring up her garage. That was pret-

ty obvious and hence your visit to Barkers, where you 

drew a blank. I thought I saw the light, though, this 

morning. I had a bill for my car-battery and you men-

tioned the tire and battery people. The real question then 

is when did Jennifer discover her car was out of order? 

Surely not before she got back from work, at about 5.30 

p.m. Now not many garages these days are going to do 
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much at that time; the staff has all gone. But your little 

tire and battery men are worth trying. I must assume 

that Jennifer could get no one to see to her car that night 

- not because they couldn't do it, but because they 

couldn't do it in time. She may not have discovered the 

trouble until about 6.15 or 6.30 p.m. But I think she 

tried to get something done - and failed. Well, what's 

she to do? Naturally, she can get a bus. She's never had 

to bus before, but she's seen the Woodstock buses often 

enough and that's why I believe it was Jennifer who was 

seen at Fare Stage 5 on the night Sylvia was murdered. 

She meets an impatient fellow-traveller, Sylvia, and the 

two of them decide to hitchhike. They walk past the 

roundabout and a car stops: Crowther's car. It's hardly a 

coincidence, is it? He's got to get to Woodstock, too, 

and he's bound to be going there at roughly the same 

time as Jennifer. Whether he knew it was her - it was 

getting fairly dark - I just don't know. I suspect he did." 

Morse stopped. 

"And what happened then, do you think, sir?" 

"Crowther has told us what happened for the next 

few miles." 

"Do you believe him?" 

Morse sat thoughtfully and didn't answer immedi-

ately. The phone rang. "No," said Morse, "I don't be-

lieve him." Lewis watched the Inspector. He could not 
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hear what was being said on the other end of the line. 

Morse listened impassively. 

"Thank you very much," he said finally. "What 

time would be convenient? All right. Thank you." 

He put down the phone, and Lewis looked at him 

expectantly. 

"Well, sir?" 

"I told you Lewis. You're a genius." 

"Her car was out of order?" 

Morse nodded. "Miss Jennifer Coleby rang the 

Cowley Tire and Battery Co. at 6.15 p.m. on the even-

ing of Wednesday, 29 September. She said it was urgent 

- a very flat front tire. They couldn't get there until 

sevenish and she said that was too late." 

"We're making headway, sir." 

"We are, indeed. Now what about our bus ride?" 

 

The two men caught the 11.35 4A to Woodstock. 

It was half empty and they sat in the front seat on the 

upper deck. Morse was silent and Lewis mulled over the 

strange developments in the case. The bus made good 

speed and stopped only four times before reaching 

Woodstock. At the third of these stops Morse gave his 

sergeant a dig in the ribs and Lewis looked out to see 
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where they were. The bus had pulled into a shallow 

lay-by just outside Begbroke, at a large, thatched house 

with its garden crowded with tables and chairs set under 

brightly striped umbrellas; he bent his head down to the 

bottom of the side window to see the name of the public 

house and read the two words Golden Rose. 

"Interesting?" said Morse. 

"Very," replied Lewis. 

They alighted at Woodstock and Morse led the 

way. "Ready for a pint, Sergeant?" 

They walked into the cocktail bar of The Black 

Prince. "Good morning, Mrs McFee. You won't re-

member me, I suppose?" 

"I remember you very well, Inspector." 

"What a memory," said Morse. 

"What can I get for you, gentlemen?" She was 

clearly not amused. 

"Two pints of best bitter, please." 

"Official business?" Her dislike of Morse's manner 

was not quite enough to stifle her natural curiosity. 

"No. No. Just a friendly visit to look at you again." 

He's in good spirits this morning, thought Lewis. 

"I see from the paper that you're hoping..." she 

fumbled for the words. 
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"We're making progress, aren't we, Sergeant?" 

"Oh yes," said Lewis. After all, he was the other 

half of those intensive inquiries. 

"Don't they ever give you a few hours off?" asked 

Morse. 

"Oh, they're very good really." She was softening 

a little towards him; it was always nice to be reminded 

how hard she worked. "As a matter of fact I've got to-

night and all of Saturday and Sunday off." 

Morse asked for the menu and studied it in some 

detail. 

"What's the food like here?" asked Morse. 

"Why don't you try it?" 

Morse appeared to consider the possibility but 

asked instead if there was a good fish-and-chip shop 

near by. There wasn't. Several customers had come in 

and the policemen left by the side entrance and walked 

into the yard. To their right, a car was sitting up on its 

haunches, with each of the front wheels off. Underneath 

the car, suitably protected from the grease and oil, and 

wielding a formidable wrench, lay the landlord of The 

Black Prince, and by his side the folding tool-box which 

had so recently housed a long and heavy tire-spanner. 

Unnoticed by Morse and Lewis as they left the 

premises, a young man had entered the cocktail bar and 
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ordered a tonic water. Mr John Sanders had apparently 

made a sufficient recovery from his bouts of shivery fe-

ver to join once more in the social life of Woodstock, if 

not to resume his duties with Messrs Chalkley and Sons. 

On the bus journey back Morse was deeply en-

grossed in a Midland Counties bus time-table and a map 

of North Oxford. Occasionally he looked at his watch 

and made a brief entry in a note-book. Lewis felt hun-

gry. It had been a pity about the fish-and-chip shop. 

 

CHAPTER 21 

Friday, 15 October, p.m. 

A bulky envelope marked "confidential" arrived 

on Morse's desk at 3.30 that afternoon - "from the Prin-

cipal". He had done a very careful and thorough job - 

that was quite clear. There were ninety-three typewrit-

ers, it appeared, in Lonsdale College. Most of them be-

longed to the college and had found their various ways 

into the rooms of the fellows; over twenty were the 

personal property of members of the college. Nine-

ty-three sheets of paper, each numbered, were neatly 

arranged beneath a clip. Two further sheets, stapled to-

gether, provided the key to the typewritten specimens, 

and, appropriately enough, the Principal's typewriter 

was given the No. 1 designation. Morse riffled the 

sheets. It was going to be a bigger job than he'd thought, 
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and he rang the laboratory boys. He learned it would 

take an hour or so. 

Lewis had spent most of the afternoon typing his 

reports and did not return to Morse's office until 4.15 

p.m. where Morse informed him of a lot of work to do 

on weekend. 

"I think it's time we had a little confrontation, don't 

you?" 

"Confrontation?" 

"Yes. A gentle little confrontation between a cer-

tain Miss Coleby and a certain Mr Crowther. What do 

you think?" 

"Might clear the air a bit. You want me to join 

you?" 

"We're a team, Lewis, my boy. I've told you that 

before." Morse rang Town and Gown and asked for Mr 

Palmer. 

"Palmer here." 

"Morse. Inspector Morse." 

"Oh, hullo, Inspector." 

"I want to have a word with Miss Coleby. Confi-

dential. I wonder if..." 

Palmer interrupted him. "I'm awfully sorry, In-

spector. She's not here this afternoon. She wanted to 
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spend a long weekend in London and, well... we do oc-

casionally show a little flexibility, you know. It some-

times helps the smooth running..." 

"London, you say?" 

"Yes. She said she was going to spend the week-

end with some friends. She caught the lunch-time train." 

"Did she leave an address?" 

"I'm sorry. I don't think she did. I could try to..." 

"No. Don't bother." 

"Can I take a message?" 

"No. I'll get in touch with her when she comes 

back."  

Perhaps he could see Sue again… 

"When will she be back, by the way?" 

"I don't really know. Sunday evening I should 

think." 

"All right. Well, thank you." 

Morse put down the phone with less than average 

courtesy. 

"One of our birds has flown, Lewis." He turned his 

attention to Bernard Crowther and decided to try the 

college first. 

"Porter's Lodge." 
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"Can you put me through to Mr Crowther's rooms, 

please?" 

"Just a minute, sir." Morse drummed the table with 

the fingers of his left hand. Come on! 

"Are you there, sir?" 

"Yes. I'm still here." 

"No reply, I'm afraid, sir." 

"Is he in college this afternoon?" 

"I saw him this morning, sir. Just a minute." Three 

minutes later Morse was wondering if the wretched 

porter had taken a gentle stroll around the quadrangle. 

"Are you there, sir?" 

"Yes, I'm still here." 

"He's away somewhere, sir, for the weekend. It's a 

conference of some sort." 

"Do you know when he's due back?" 

"Sorry, sir. Shall I put you through to the college 

office?" 

"No, don't bother. I'll ring again later." 

"Thank you, sir." 

Morse held the phone in his hands for a few sec-

onds and finally put it down with the greatest circum-

spection. "I wonder. I wonder..." He was lost in thought. 
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"It seems both of our birds have flown, sir." 

"I wonder if the conference is being held in Lon-

don." 

"You don't think...?" 

"I don't know what to think," said Morse. 

Nor was he sure what to think when half an hour 

later the findings of the laboratory were phoned 

through. Lewis watched the Inspector's curious reac-

tions. 

"Are you sure...? You're quite sure? Yes. Well, 

many thanks. You'll bring them over? Good. Thank 

you." 

"Well, Lewis, you're in for a surprise." 

"About the note?" 

"Yes. About the note - the note someone wrote to 

the young lady who is now visiting "some friends" in 

London. They say they know whose typewriter it was." 

"And whose was it?" 

"That's what's puzzling me. We've never heard of 

him before! He's a Mr Peter Newlove." 

"And who's Mr Peter Newlove?" 
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"It's time we found out." He rang Lonsdale Col-

lege for the second time that afternoon and found the 

same slow-motion porter presiding over the Lodge. 

"Mr Newlove, sir? No, I'm afraid he's not in col-

lege. Just let me check in the book. No, sir." He's away 

till Monday. Can I take a message? No? All right. 

Goodbye, sir." 

"Well, that's that," said Morse. "All our birds have 

flown. And I don't see much point in staying here, do 

you?" Lewis didn't. 

"Let's just tidy up all this mess," said Morse. 

Lewis gathered together the papers on his side of 

the table - the photographs of Sylvia Kaye and the care-

fully drawn diagrams of the yard at The Black Prince, 

annotated in thin, spidery writing with details of every-

thing found therein. He looked again at the close-ups of 

the murdered girl lying there, and felt a paternally pro-

tective urge to cover the harsh nakedness of her beauti-

ful body. 

"I'd like to get the bastard who did this," he mut-

tered. "What's that?" Morse took the photographs from 

him. "He must be a sex maniac, don't you think, sir? 

Tearing off her clothes like that and leaving her for an-

yone and everyone to see. God, I wish I knew who he 

was!" 
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"Oh, I don't think there's much difficulty about 

that," said Morse. 

Lewis looked at him incredulously. "You mean 

you know?" 

Morse nodded slowly, and locked away the file on 

Sylvia Kaye. 

 

CHAPTER 22 

Sunday, 17 October 

Sue saw David off on the Birmingham train at 

7.13 on Sunday evening. She told him what a marvel-

lous weekend it had been - and so it had. On Saturday 

they had gone to the cinema, had a delicious Chinese 

meal and simply enjoyed being together. Most of Sun-

day they had spent in Headington at the home of David's 

parents, pleasant, warm-hearted people, sensible enough 

to leave the two young love-birds alone for the greater 

part of the day. They hoped to marry some time next 

autumn, after David had finished his post-graduate year 

of research in metallurgy at the University of Warwick. 

The train lingered at Oxford station for several 

minutes and Sue kissed David fully and freely as he 

leaned from the window of an empty carriage. 

"It's been lovely seeing you again, darling," said 

David." You enjoyed it, didn't you?" 
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"Of course I did." She laughed gaily. "Why on 

earth did you ask that?" 

David smiled. "It's just nice to know, that's all." 

They kissed again, and Sue walked along with him for a 

few yards as the train pulled out. 

"See you in a fortnight. Don't forget to write." 

"I won't," said Sue. "Bye." She waved until the 

train had left the platform and she watched it curving its 

way towards the north. 

She walked slowly back down the platform, along 

the subway and up to the barrier on the other side. She 

gave in her platform ticket and made her way to Carfax. 

Here she had to wait for half an hour before a number 2 

bus came along, and it was eight o'clock before she got 

off in North Oxford. She crossed the road and with her 

head down walked along Charlton Road and thought 

about the last two days. She could never have told Da-

vid about Wednesday night. There was nothing to tell 

anyway, was there? Just a minor peccadillo. She sup-

posed most people had their foolish moments - even 

engaged people - and there were some things that just 

could not be told. Not that David would have been jeal-

ous; he wasn't that sort, at all. Perhaps she wouldn't 

mind if he were a bit jealous. But she knew, or thought 

she knew, that he wasn't; she could spot jealousy a mile 

off. She thought of Morse. She really had been very 
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naughty at The Sheridan with Doctor Eyres, and Morse 

had been jealous - furiously jealous. She'd secretly en-

joyed making him jealous. Well, she wasn't going to 

think of him any more. But she'd never cried over Da-

vid. She wondered if Morse believed her when she said 

she would be crying herself to sleep on Wednesday 

night. She hoped he had, for it was true. There she went 

again, starting with David and finishing with him. He'd 

probably not given her another thought. David! He was 

her man. Married to David she would be happy at last. 

Marriage. A big step, they all said. But she was twen-

ty-three now. She hoped Morse had given her another 

thought. Forget him! 

But she was not to be allowed to forget him. As 

she reached the house she saw the Lancia outside. Her 

heart pounded against her ribs and a wave of joy 

coursed through her blood. She let herself in and went 

straight to the living-room. There he was, sitting talking 

to Mary. He stood up as she came in. 

"Hullo." 

"Hullo," she said weakly. 

"I really called to see Miss Coleby, but I gather 

she may not be back yet for a while. So I've been having 

a delightful little chat with Mary here." 

Mary indeed! Dumpy, freckled, little man-eater! 

Why don't you go, Mary? Mary, why don't you leave us 
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alone - just for a few minutes? Please! She felt viciously 

jealous. But Mary seemed very taken with the charming 

Inspector. Sue, still wearing her summer coat, sat on the 

arm of a chair, trying to resist the wave of desperation 

that threatened to engulf her. 

She heard herself say: "She'll catch the 8.15 from 

Paddington, I should think. Probably get here about 

ten." That was two hours. Two whole hours. If only 

Mary would go! He might ask her out for a drink and 

they could talk. But the wave swept her over, and she 

left the room and rushed upstairs. Morse got up as she 

left and thanked Mary for her hospitality. As he opened 

the front door he turned to Mary. Would she ask Sue to 

come down for a second? He would like to have a quick 

word with her. Mary, too, disappeared upstairs and 

blessedly faded from the scene. Morse stepped out into 

the concrete drive and Sue appeared, framed in the 

doorway. She stopped there. 

"You wanted a word with me, Inspector?" 

"Which room do you sleep in, Sue?" She stepped 

out and stood next to him. Her arm brushed his as she 

pointed to the window immediately above the front 

door, and Morse felt an ache between his temples. He 

wasn't a tall man and she was almost his own height in 

the very high-heeled shoes she wore. She dropped her 

arm and their hands met in an accidental, beautiful way. 
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Leave your hand there, Sue. Leave it there, my darling. 

He felt the electric thrill of the contact and gently, softly 

he ran his finger tips along her wrist. 

"Why do you want to know that?" Her voice 

sounded hoarse and breathless. 

"I don't know. I suppose if I drive past and see a 

light on in your window I shall know it's you in there." 

Sue could bear it no longer. She took her hand 

from his and turned away. "You came to see Jennifer, 

then?" 

"Yes." 

"I'll tell her, of course - when she comes in." 

Morse nodded. 

"You think she's got something to do with the 

Woodstock business, don't you?" 

"Something, perhaps." 

They stood in silence for a minute. Sue was wear-

ing a sleeveless dress and she was trying not to shiver. 

"Well, I'd better be off." 

"Goodnight, then." 

"Goodnight." He turned towards the gate and had 

almost reached it when he turned round. "Sue?" She 

stood in the doorway. 
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"Yes?" 

He walked back. "Sue, would you like to come out 

with me for a little while?" 

"Oh." Sue got no further. She flung her arms 

around him and cried joyfully on his shoulder, and nei-

ther heard the front gate open. 

"If you'll excuse me, please?" said a cool, 

well-spoken voice, and Jennifer Coleby edged past them 

into the house. 

The other wanderers, too, were just returning. 

Bernard Crowther had returned from London on the 

same train as Jennifer Coleby; but they had travelled in 

separate parts of the train, and no one watching them 

alight at platform number 2 could have formed the 

slightest suspicion that either was aware of the other's 

existence. 

About this time, too, Peter Newlove was taking his 

leave of a red-headed, radiant girl in Church Street, 

Woodstock. They kissed again with eagerness and 

seeming insatiability. 

"I'll be in touch, Gaye." 

"Make sure you do - and thanks again." 

It had been an expensive weekend; very expen-

sive, in fact. But it was, in Peter's view, worth almost 

every penny. 
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CHAPTER 23 

Monday, 18 October 

On Monday morning, Morse decided that however 

embarrassing it would be he had his job to do. How he 

dreaded it, though! Here was the big moment, the end-

ing of the case (of that he felt quite confident) and yet 

he felt as if he himself were the guilty party. Lewis col-

lected Jennifer Coleby in his own car; Bernard Crowther 

said he would make his own way, if that was all right. It 

was. Morse had tried to think out the likeliest approach-

es, but his concentration had been lapsing sadly. He de-

cided to let things take their course. 

At 10.25 a.m. Crowther arrived, five minutes ear-

ly, and Morse poured him coffee and asked him a few 

casual questions about the "conference". 

Crowther had no chance to answer: Lewis came in 

with Jennifer Coleby, and Crowther got to his feet. 

"You two know each other?" asked Morse. There 

was not a hint of cynicism in his voice. Strangely, or so 

it seemed to Morse, Jennifer and Crowther shook hands. 

"Good mornings" were exchanged, and Morse poured 

two more coffees. 

"You do know each other?" He sounded rather 

unsure of himself. 
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"We live fairly near each other, don't we, Mr 

Crowther?" 

"We do, yes. I've often seen you on the bus. It's 

Miss Coleby, I think, isn't it?" 

Jennifer nodded. 

Morse got up and passed the sugar basin round. He 

felt he couldn't sit still. 

During the next few minutes Lewis was forced to 

wonder if the Inspector had lost his grip completely. He 

um'd and ah'd and said "to be honest with you" and "we 

have some reason to suppose" and finally managed to 

suggest to his pair of prime suspects, almost apologeti-

cally, that they might be having an affair with each oth-

er. 

Jennifer laughed almost aloud and Bernard smiled 

shyly. It was Bernard who spoke first. "I'm sure I feel 

very flattered, Inspector, and I very much wish perhaps 

that I was having some secret affair with Miss Coleby. 

But I'm afraid the answer's no. What else can I say?" 

"Miss Coleby?" 

"I think I have spoken to Mr Crowther twice in my 

life. I sometimes see him on the bus going into town - 

we get on and off at the same stops. But I think he al-

ways goes upstairs and I never do. I hate the smell of 

cigarettes." 
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Morse, who was smoking his third cigarette, felt 

once more that he was getting the worst of things with 

Jennifer Coleby. He turned to Crowther. 

"I must ask you this, sir. Please think very care-

fully before you answer, and remember that you are 

here in connection with a murder, the murder of the girl 

who was travelling in your car." Morse saw a look of 

surprise on Jennifer's face. "Was Miss Coleby here the 

other passenger you picked up that night?" 

Bernard replied with an immediacy and conviction 

that troubled Morse. "No, Inspector, she wasn't. Of that 

you can be completely assured." 

"And you, Miss Coleby. Do you deny that you 

were the other passenger in Mr Crowther's car?" 

"Yes. I do deny it. Absolutely." 

Morse drained his coffee. 

"Do you want us to sign anything, Inspector?" 

There was a deep cynicism in Jennifer's voice. 

Morse shook his head. "No. Sergeant Lewis has 

made notes on what you've both said. One more ques-

tion though, Miss Coleby, if you don't mind. Can you 

give me the address of the friends you stayed with in 

London this weekend?" 

Jennifer took a plain envelope from her handbag 

and wrote down an address in Lancaster Gardens. As an 
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afterthought she added the telephone number, and 

handed the envelope to Morse. 

"They're lying - both of them," said Morse when 

they had gone. 

 

Crowther had to get to the centre of Oxford and 

had gallantly offered a lift to his fellow-suspect. Morse 

wondered what they would be talking about. Lewis had 

said nothing. 

"Did you hear me?" Morse was angry. 

"Yes, sir." 

"I said they're a pair of prize liars. LIARS." Lewis 

remained silent. He thought the Inspector was wrong, 

terribly wrong. He himself had the firm conviction that 

both Crowther and Coleby were telling the truth. 

Morse looked hard at his sergeant. "Come on! Out 

with it!" 

"What do you mean, sir?" 

"What do I mean? You know what I mean. You're 

willing to believe what everyone else says, but you don't 

believe me. Come on. Tell me! I want to know." 

Lewis was upset. He didn't know what to say, and 

Morse was losing his self-control, his eyes blazing and 
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his voice growing vicious and deadly. "Come on. You 

tell me. You heard what I said. I want to know!" 

Lewis looked at him and saw the bitter failure in 

the Inspector's eyes. He wished he could put things 

right, but he couldn't. It had been the quality in him that 

from the start had endeared him to Morse. It was his 

basic honesty and integrity. 

"I think you're wrong, sir." 

"You think I'm wrong? Well let me tell you some-

thing, Lewis. If anyone's wrong here, it's not me - it's 

you. Do you understand that? YOU - not me. If you 

don't see that those two slimy toads are lying, lying to 

save their own necks, you shouldn't be on this case. Do 

you hear me? You shouldn't be on this case." 

Lewis felt a deep hurt; but not for himself. "Per-

haps you ought to have someone else with you, sir. On 

the case, I mean." 

"You may be right." Morse was calming down a 

little and Lewis sensed it. 

"There's this man Newlove, sir. Shouldn't we..." 

"Newlove? Who the hell's he?" Lewis had said the 

wrong thing, and Morse's anger rose again. "Newlove? 

We've never heard of the bloody man before. All right - 

he's got a typewriter. That's not a sin, is it? He didn't 
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write that letter. CROWTHER DID! And if you don't 

see that you must be blind as a bloody bat!" 

"Does that mean I'm off the case, sir?" 

"I don't know. I don't care. Just go and leave me 

alone." Lewis went out and left him alone. 

The phone rang a few minutes later. Morse picked 

the receiver up and closed his mind to everything. "I'm 

not here," he snapped, "I've gone home." He slammed 

down the receiver. He even forgot Sue. But a moment 

later a curious clarification was dawned in his mind. He 

got up from his leather chair, opened the cabinet and 

took out the file on Sylvia Kaye. He opened it at the be-

ginning and was still reading it late into the afternoon, 

when the shadows crept across the room and he found it 

difficult to read, and a new and horrifying thought was 

forming in the depths of his tortured mind. 

The news broke at a quarter-past seven. Margaret 

Crowther had committed suicide 

 

CHAPTER 24 

Monday, 18 October 

Bernard Crowther, after dropping Jennifer Coleby 

in the High, had been lucky to find a parking space in 

Bear Lane. Not even the dons were permitted to park 

outside the college now. He had lunched in the Senior 
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Common Room and spent the afternoon and early 

evening working. Both the children were away for a 

week on a school camping holiday in nearby Whitham 

Woods. On such ventures it was customary for the par-

ents to visit their children on one evening during the 

week, but the young Crowthers had told their parents 

not to bother. It would give Bernard and Margaret a 

chance to have a few decent meals, instead of the inevi-

table chips and tomato sauce with everything. 

Bernard left college at about twenty-past six. The 

roads were getting free again by now and he had an easy 

journey home. He let himself in with his Yale key and 

hung up his coat. Funny smell. Gas? "Margaret?" He put 

his brief-case in the front room. "Margaret?" He walked 

to the kitchen and found the door locked. "Margaret!" 

He rattled the knob of the kitchen door, but it was firmly 

locked on the other side. He banged on the door. "Mar-

garet! Margaret! Are you there?" He could smell the gas 

more strongly now. His mouth went completely dry and 

there was wild panic in his voice. "MARGARET!" He 

rushed back to the front door, through the side gate, and 

tried the back door. It was locked. He looked into the 

kitchen through the large window above the sink. Mar-

garet was sitting on the floor staring on to the wall. 

What was she doing sitting like that? Cleaning the ov-

en? 
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He picked up a brick lying by the side of the wall, 

smashed the window, and cut his fingers badly as he 

reached for the catch and opened the window from the 

inside. The smell of gas hit him with an almost physical 

impact, and it was some seconds before, holding his 

handkerchief to his face, he climbed awkwardly in 

through the window and turned off the gas. Margaret's 

head was just inside the oven, resting on a soft red 

cushion. He looked down with shocked, zombie-like 

eyes at the cuts on his hand and mechanically dabbed 

them with his handkerchief. The children! Thank God 

they were away! The smell was sickly still, and he felt 

the vomit rising in his gorge. And now the horror of it 

all was gradually seeping into his mind. He knew that 

she was dead. 

He unlocked the kitchen door, picked up the phone 

in the hall and in a dazed, uncomprehending voice he 

asked for the police. A letter addressed to him was lying 

beside the telephone directory. He picked it up and put 

it in his breast pocket and returned to the kitchen. 

Ten minutes later the police found him there, sit-

ting on the floor beside his wife, his hand on her hair, 

his eyes bleak and glazed. He had been deaf to the in-

sistent ringing of the front doorbell. 

Morse arrived only a few minutes after the police 

car and the ambulance. Bernard had been led from the 
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kitchen by a police doctor and was now sitting in the 

lounge, his head sunk into his hands. He seemed una-

ware of what was going on or what was being said, but 

when Morse came into the lounge he seemed to come to 

life again. 

"Hullo, Inspector." Morse put his hand on 

Crowther's shoulder, but could think of nothing to say 

that might help. Nothing could help. "She left this, In-

spector." Bernard reached into his breast pocket and 

pulled out the sealed envelope. 

"It's for you, you know, sir; it's addressed to you - 

not to me," said Morse quietly. 

"I know. But you read it. I can't." He put his head 

in his hands again, and sobbed quietly. 

Morse carefully opened the letter. 

 

Dear Bernard, 

When you read this I shall be dead. I know what 

this will mean to you and the children and it's only this 

that has kept me from doing it before - but I just can't 

cope with life any longer. I am finding it so difficult to 

know what to say - but I want you to know that it's not 

your fault. I have not been what a wife should be to you 

and I have been a failure with the children, and every-

thing has built up and I long for rest and peace away 
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from it all. I just can't go on any longer. I realize how 

selfish I am and I know that I'm just running away from 

everything. But I shall go mad if I don't run away. I 

must run away - I haven't the courage to stand up to 

things any longer. 

On your desk you will find all the accounts. All 

the bills are paid except Mr Andersen's for pruning the 

apple trees. We owe him 5 pounds but I couldn't find his 

address. 

I am thinking of the earlier times when we were so 

happy. Nothing can take them from us. Look after the 

children. It's my fault - not theirs. I pray that you won't 

think too badly of me and that you can forgive me. 

Margaret 

 

It wasn't going to be much comfort, but Crowther 

had got to face it some time. 

"Please read it, sir." 

Bernard read it, but he showed no emotion. "What 

about the children?" he said at last. 

"Don't worry yourself about that, sir. We'll look 

after everything." The police doctor's voice was brisk. 

He was no stranger to such situations, and he knew the 

procedure from this point on. It wasn't much that he 

could do - but it was something. 
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"Look, sir, I want you to take the pill." 

"What about the children?" He was a broken man, 

and Morse left him to the doctor. He retired to the front 

room, and noticed the list of the accounts, insurances, 

mortgage repayments, and stock-exchange holdings 

which Margaret had left so neatly ordered under a pa-

per-weight on the desk. But he didn't touch them. They 

were something between a husband and his wife, a wife 

who had been alive when he had interviewed Crowther 

earlier that day. 

The ambulance was still waiting outside and curi-

ous eyes were peeping from all the curtains along the 

road. In the kitchen Morse looked down at Margaret 

Crowther. He had never seen her before, and he was 

surprised to realize how attractive she must have been. 

Hair greying a little, but a good, firm figure and a finely 

featured face, twisted now and blue. 

As Morse was walking out to his car, he was 

called back by the police doctor. 

"Can you come back a minute, Inspector?" Morse 

re-entered the house. 

"He says he must talk to you." 

Crowther sat with his head against the back of the 

chair. He was breathing heavily and the sweat stood out 
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upon his brow. He was in a state of deep shock, and was 

already under sedation. 

"Inspector," he opened his eyes wearily. "Inspec-

tor, I've got to talk to you." He had great difficulty in 

getting this far, and Morse looked to the doctor, who 

slowly shook his head. 

"Tomorrow, sir," said Morse. "I'll see you tomor-

row." 

"Inspector, I've got to talk to you." 

"Yes, I know. But not now. We'll talk tomorrow. 

It'll be all right then." 

 

CHAPTER 25 

Tuesday, 19 October, a.m. 

Morse had slept very badly and woke with a 

throbbing head. He hated suicides. Why had she done 

it? Was suicide just the coward's refuge from some 

black despair? Or was it in its way an act of courage? 

It was past nine o'clock before he was sitting in his 

leather chair. He summoned Lewis, who knocked ap-

prehensively on the door before going in; but Morse had 

seemingly lost all recollection of the nasty little episode 

the day before. He told Lewis the facts of Margaret 

Crowther's suicide. 
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"Do you think he's got something important to tell 

us, sir?" 

There was a knock on the door before Lewis could 

learn the answer to his question, and a young girl 

brought in the post, said a bright "Good morning" and 

was off. Morse fingered through the dozen or so letters 

and his eye fell on an unopened envelope marked 

"strictly private" and addressed to himself. The enve-

lope was exactly similar to the one he had seen the pre-

vious evening. 

"I don't know whether Crowther's got anything to 

tell us or not; but it looks as if his late wife has." He 

opened the envelope neatly with a letter-knife and read 

its typewritten contents aloud to Lewis. 

 

Dear Inspector, 

I have never met you, but I have seen from the 

newspapers that you are in charge of the inquiry into the 

death of Sylvia Kaye. I should have told you this a long 

time ago, but I hope it's not too late even now. You see, 

Inspector, I killed Sylvia Kaye. I must try to explain 

myself. Please forgive me if I get a little muddled, but it 

all seems very long ago. 

I have known for about six months - well, certain-

ly for six months - perhaps I've known for much longer 
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- that my husband has been having an affair with anoth-

er woman. I had no proof and have none now. But it is 

so difficult for a man to hide this sort of thing from his 

wife. We have been married for fifteen years and I 

know him so well. It was written all over what he said 

and what he did and how he looked - he must have been 

terribly unhappy, I think. 

On Wednesday, 22nd September, I left the house 

at 6.30 p.m. to go to my evening class at Headington - 

but I didn't go immediately. Instead, I waited in my car 

just off the Banbury Road. That was the first time I tried 

to follow my husband but I failed. I lost him in Wood-

stock. 

The next Wednesday, the 29th September, I drove 

out to Woodstock again, leaving the house a good ten 

minutes earlier than usual, parked my car further along 

the village, and walked back to the street into which 

Bernard had turned the previous week. I didn't know 

where to wait but I found a safe little spot on the left of 

the road - I was terrified that Bernard would see me and 

I waited there and watched every car that came round 

the corner. It was child's play to see the cars turning in - 

and the occupants as well. He came at quarter-past sev-

en and I felt myself trembling frantically. He was not 

alone - a young girl with long fair hair, in a white 

blouse, was sitting next to him in the front seat. I 
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thought they must see me because the car turned into the 

car park of The Black Prince. My legs were shaking and 

the blood was pounding in my ears, but something made 

me go through with it. I walked up to the yard and 

peered in. There were several cars there already and I 

couldn't see Bernard's for several minutes. I edged 

round the back of one car - just to the left of the yard - 

and then I saw them. The car was on the same side at 

the far end, with the boot towards the wall - he must 

have backed in. They were sitting in the front - talking 

for a while. I felt a cold anger inside me. Bernard and a 

blonde - about seventeen she looked! I saw them kiss-

ing. Then they got out of the front and into the back. I 

couldn't see any more - at least I was spared that. 

I can't really explain what I felt. I felt more anger 

than jealousy I know that. Burning anger. It was about 

five minutes later when they got out. They said some-

thing - but I couldn't hear what it was. There was a lever 

- a long tire-lever - I found it on the floor of the yard, 

and I picked it up. I don't know why. I felt so frightened 

and so angry. And suddenly the engine of the car was 

switched on and then the lights and the whole yard was 

lit up. The car moved off and out of the yard. The girl 

stood where he had left her, and I crept behind the three 

or four cars between us and came up behind her. I said 

nothing and I'm sure she didn't hear me. I hit her across 

the back of the head. It seemed like a dream. I felt 
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nothing - no remorse - no fear - nothing. I left her where 

she was, against the far wall. It was still very dark. I 

didn't know when or how she would be found - and I 

didn't care. 

Bernard knew all along that I had murdered Sylvia 

Kaye - he passed me on my way back to Oxford. He 

must have seen me because I saw him. He was right be-

hind me for some time and must have seen the number 

plate. I saw his car as clear as daylight when he over-

took me. 

I know what you have suspected about Bernard. 

But you have been wrong. I don't know what he's told 

you - but I know you have spoken to him. If he has told 

you lies, it has only been to shield me. But I need no 

one to shield me any longer. Look after Bernard and 

don't let him suffer too much because of me. He did 

what hundreds of men do, and for that I blame myself 

and no one else. I have neither been a good wife to him 

nor a good mother to his children. I am just so tired - so 

desperately tired of everything. For what I have done I 

am now most bitterly sorry - but I realize that this is no 

excuse. What else can I say - what else is there to say? 

Margaret Crowther 

 

Morse's voice trailed away and the room was very 

still. Lewis felt very moved as he heard the letter read 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

aloud, almost as if Margaret Crowther were there. But 

she would never speak again. He thought of his visit to 

her and guessed how cruelly she must have suffered 

these last few months. 

"Comes as a bit of a shock, sir, doesn't it? Out of 

the blue, like." 

"I don't think much of her English style," said 

Morse. The comment seemed irrelevant. Lewis read the 

letter to himself. 

"She's a good, clean typist anyway, sir." 

"Bit odd, don't you think, that she typed her name 

at the end instead of using her signature?" 

Give Morse a letter and his imagination soared to 

the realms of the bright-eyed Seraphim. Lewis groaned 

inwardly. 

"You think she wrote it, don't you, sir?" 

Morse reluctantly reined back the wild horses. 

"Yes. She wrote it." 

Lewis thought he understood the Inspector's feel-

ings. There would have to be a bit of tidying up, of 

course, but the case was now substantially over. He'd 

enjoyed most of his time working with the inspector, but 

now... The phone rang and Morse answered. He said "I 

see" a dozen times and replaced the receiver. 
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"Crowther's in the Radcliffe - he's had a mild heart 

attack. He's not allowed to see anyone for two days at 

least." 

"Perhaps he couldn't tell us much more," suggest-

ed Lewis. 

"Oh yes he could," said Morse. He leaned back, 

put his hands on his head like a naughty schoolboy, and 

stared vacantly at the farthest corner of the wall. Lewis 

thought it best to keep quiet, but he grew uncomfortably 

restless as the minutes ticked by. 

"Would you like a coffee, sir?" Morse didn't seem 

to hear him. "Coffee? Would you like a coffee?" Morse 

reminded him of a very deaf person with his hearing-aid 

switched off. Minute after minute slipped by before the 

grey eyes refocused on the world around him. 

"Well, that's cleared up one thing, Lewis. We can 

cross Mrs Crowther off our list of suspects, can't we?" 

 

CHAPTER 26 

Tuesday, 19 October, p.m. 

At midday Peter Newlove was sitting in his rooms. 

He was expecting no one. Normally Bernard might have 

dropped in about now for a gin, but the news had swept 

the college that morning: Margaret had killed herself 

and Bernard had suffered a heart attack. And the news 
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hit no one harder than Peter. He had known Margaret 

well and had liked her; and Bernard was his best friend 

in that academic style of friendship which springs up in 

most universities. He had rung up the hospital, but there 

was no chance of visiting Bernard until Thursday at the 

earliest. He had sent some flowers: Bernard liked flow-

ers and had no wife to send them now... He had en-

quired, too, about the children. They had gone to stay 

with an aunt in Hendon, though Peter couldn't imagine 

how such an arrangement could possibly help them very 

much. 

There was a knock on the door. "It's open." 

He had not met Inspector Morse before and was 

pleasantly surprised that his offer of a drink was ac-

cepted. Morse explained why he had called. 

"And it was written on that one?" Newlove 

frowned at the open portable typewriter on the table. 

"No doubt about it." 

Newlove looked mildly perplexed, but said noth-

ing. 

"Do you know a young lady named Jennifer 

Coleby, Miss Jennifer Coleby?" 

"I don't, I'm afraid." Newlove's frown grew deeper. 

"She works in the High, not far from here. Town 

and Gown. Assurance place." 
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Newlove shook his head. "I might have seen her, 

of course. But I don't know her. I've not heard the name 

before." 

"And you've never written to anyone of that 

name?" 

"No. How could I? As I say, I've never heard of 

the woman." 

Morse pursed his lips and continued. "Who else 

could have used your typewriter, sir?" 

"Well, I don't know really. I suppose almost any-

one in a way. I don't lock the place up very much unless 

there are question papers about." 

"You mean you leave your doors open and let an-

ybody just walk in and help himself to your booze or 

your books - or your typewriter?" 

"No, it's not like that. But quite a few of the Fel-

lows do drop in." 

"Who in particular, would you say?" 

"Well, there's a new young don here this term, 

Melhuish, for example. He's been in quite a few times 

recently." 

"And?" 

"And a dozen others." He sounded a little uneasy. 
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"Have you ever seen any of these friends of yours 

using your typewriter?" 

"Well, no. I don't think I have. They'd use their 

own, wouldn't they?" 

"Yes. I suppose they would." 

"Not much 'suppose' about it, is there, sir?" said 

Morse. 

"No." 

"You've no idea then?" 

"I'm not being very helpful, I know. But I've no 

idea at all." 

Morse abruptly switched his questioning. "Did you 

know Mrs Crowther?" 

"Yes." 

"You've heard about her?" 

"Yes," said Newlove quietly. 

"And Bernard Crowther?" Newlove nodded. "I 

understand he's one of your best friends?" Again New-

love nodded. "I've been to his room this morning, sir. If 

you want to put it crudely I've been snooping around. 

But you see, I often have to snoop around. I take no par-

ticular delight in it." 

"I understand," said Newlove. 
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"I wonder if you do understand, sir." There was a 

clipped impatience in his voice now. "He often drops in 

to see you, is that right?" 

"Quite often." 

"And do you think he'd come to you if he wanted 

anything?" 

"You mean rather than to somebody else?" 

"Yes." 

"He'd come to me." 

"Did you know that his typewriter can't even cope 

with a comma?" 

"No, I didn't," lied Newlove. 

After dropping Morse at Lonsdale College, Lewis 

had his own duties to perform. For the life of him he 

couldn't understand the point of this particular errand, 

but Morse had said it was of vital importance. Some-

thing had galvanized the Inspector into new life. But it 

wasn't the gay, energetic Morse of the early days of the 

case. Something grim had come over him and Lewis 

found him a little frightening sometimes. 

He pulled the official police car into the small yard 

of the Summertown Health Centre, situated on the cor-

ner of the Banbury Road and Marston Ferry Road. It 

was a finely built, large, red-stone structure with steps 
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up to a white porch before the front door - one of the 

many beautiful large houses built by the well-to-do 

along the Banbury Road in the latter half of the nine-

teenth century. Lewis was expected and had only a mi-

nute or so to wait before being shown into the consult-

ing room of the senior partner. 

"That's the lot, Sergeant." Dr Green handed over a 

file to Lewis. 

"Are you sure it's all here, sir? Inspector Morse 

was very anxious for me to get everything." 

Dr Green was silent for a moment. "The only thing 

that's not there is any record about any conversation we 

may have had with Miss Kaye about her private sex life. 

You understand, I know, Sergeant, that there is the eth-

ical side of confidential nature of the doctor's relation-

ship with the patient." 

He thanked the good doctor and left as quickly as 

he could. As they had agreed, Lewis picked up Morse 

outside Lonsdale College at one o'clock. He told the In-

spector about the troubled state of Doctor Green's con-

science on the problem of professional confidentiality, 

but Morse was cynically unimpressed. 

As Lewis drove out of the city, Morse asked him 

to turn off to the motel at the Woodstock roundabout. 

"We'll have a pint and a sandwich, eh?" 
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They sat in the Morris Bar, Morse engrossed in the 

medical reports on Sylvia Kaye. They covered, at inter-

mittent stages, the whole of her pathetically brief little 

life, from the mild attack of jaundice at the age of two 

days to an awkward break of her arm in the August be-

fore she had died. Measles, warts on fingers, middle-ear 

infection, headaches. A fairly uneventful medical histo-

ry. Most of the notes were reasonably legible: Mr 

Green, had a beautifully clear and rounded hand. His 

only direct contacts with Sylvia had been over the last 

two afflictions: the headaches and the broken arm. 

Morse passed the file over to Lewis, and went to refill 

the glasses. Some of the details had appeared in the 

post-mortem report anyway, but his memory wasn't 

Lewis's strongest asset. 

"Have you ever broken your arm?" asked Morse. 

"No." 

"They say it's very painful. Something to do with 

the neurological endings or something. Like when you 

hurt your foot, Lewis. Very, very painful." 

"You should know, sir." 

"Ah, but if you've got a basically strong constitu-

tion like me, you soon recover." Lewis let it go. "Did 

you notice," continued Morse, "that Green saw her on 

the day before she died?" 
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Lewis opened the file again. He had read the entry, 

but without noticing the date. He looked again and saw 

that Morse was right. Sylvia had visited the Summer-

town Health Centre on Tuesday, 28 September, with a 

letter from the orthopaedic surgeon at the Radcliffe In-

firmary. It read: "Arm still very stiff and rather painful. 

Further treatment necessary. Continuation of physio-

therapy treatment recommended as before - Tuesday 

and Thursday a.m." 

Lewis could imagine the consultation. And sud-

denly a thought flashed into his mind. It was being with 

Morse that did it. His fanciful suspicions were getting as 

wild as the Inspector's. "You don't think, surely, that..." 

"That what?" said Morse, his face strangely grave. 

"That Green was having an affair with Sylvia?" 

Morse smiled wanly and drained his glass. "We 

could find out, I suppose." 

"But you said this medical stuff was very im-

portant." 

"That was an understatement." 

"Have you found what you wanted, sir?" 

"Yes. You could say that. Let's say I just wanted a 

bit of confirmation. I spoke to Green on the telephone 

yesterday." 
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Sue had Tuesday afternoon off, and she was glad 

of it. Working in the casualty department was tiring, 

especially on her feet. The other girls were out and she 

made herself some toast and sat in the little kitchen 

staring with her beautiful, doleful eyes at the white 

floor-tiles. She'd promised to write to David and she re-

ally must get down to it this afternoon. She wondered 

what to say. She could tell him about work and she 

could tell him how lovely it had been to see him last 

weekend and she could tell him how much she looked 

forward to seeing him again. Yet all seemed empty of 

delight. She blamed herself bitterly for her own selfish-

ness; but even as she did so, she knew that she was 

more concerned with her own wishes and her own de-

sires than with anyone else's. With David's - particularly 

David's. It was futile, it was quite impossible, it was ut-

terly foolish, it was even dangerous to think of him - to 

think about Morse, that is. But she wanted him so badly. 

She longed for him to call - she longed just to see him. 

And as she sat there in the little kitchen staring at the 

white tiles still, she felt an overwhelming sense of 

self-reproach and loneliness and misery. 

 

Jennifer was busy on Tuesday afternoon. Palmer 

had sent her a draft letter and wanted her to look it 

through. Premiums on virtually everything were to be 
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increased by  10 % after Christmas and all the compa-

ny's clients had to be informed. The dear man, thought 

Jennifer; he's not so very bright really. The first para-

graph of his letter was reminiscent of the exercises she'd 

been set in Latin prose. "Which" followed "which", 

which followed yet another "which". A coven of 

whiches, she thought, and smiled at the conceit. She 

amended the paragraph with a bold confidence; a full 

stop here, a new paragraph there, a better word here - 

much clearer. Palmer knew she was by far the brightest 

girl in the office, and over important drafts he always 

consulted her. She wouldn't be staying there much 

longer, though. She had applied for two jobs in the last 

week. But she wouldn't dream of telling anybody, not 

even Mr Palmer. Not that it was unpleasant working 

where she was - far from it. And she earned almost as 

much as Mary and Sue put together. Sue! She thought 

of Sunday evening when she had returned from London. 

How glad she had felt to find them like that! She visu-

alized the scene again and a cruel smile played over her 

lips. 

She took the amended drafts to Mr Palmer's office, 

where Judith was trying to keep pace with the very 

moderate speed at which her employer was dictating a 

letter. She handed the draft to him. "I've made a few 

suggestions." 
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"Oh, thank you very much. I just rushed it off, you 

know. Put down the first things that came into my head. 

I realized it was, you know, a bit rough. Thanks very 

much. Jolly good." 

Jennifer said no more. She left, and as she walked 

up the corridor to the typists' room, the same nasty smile 

was playing about her pretty mouth. 

 

CHAPTER 27 

Thursday, Friday; 21, 22 October 

Bernard Crowther was, in the words of the ward 

sister, "satisfactory", and on Thursday afternoon he was 

sitting up in bed to receive his first visitor. 

Peter Newlove was glad to see his old friend 

looking so lively. They talked naturally and quietly for a 

few minutes. Some things just had to be said, but when 

Peter had said them, he turned to other matters and he 

knew that Bernard understood. It was almost time to go. 

But Bernard put his hand on his friend's arm and Peter 

sat down again beside the bed. 

"I want to tell you something, Peter." 

Peter leaned forward slightly to hear him. Bernard 

was speaking more labouredly now and taking a deep 

breath before each group of words. "We can talk again 

tomorrow. Don't upset yourself now." 
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"Please stay." Bernard's voice was strained and 

urgent as he went on. "I've got to tell you. You know all 

about that murder at Woodstock?" Peter nodded. "I 

picked up the two girls." He breathed heavily again and 

a light smile came to his lips. "Funny really. I was going 

to meet one of them anyway. But they missed the bus 

and I picked them up. It ruined everything, of course. 

They knew each other and - well, it scared me off." He 

rested a while, and Peter looked hard at his old friend 

and tried to keep the look of uneasiness out of his eyes. 

"To cut a long story short, I finished up with the 

other one. Think of it, Peter! I finished up with the other 

one! The one that was murdered! She was hot stuff, 

good Lord she was. Peter, can you hear me?" He leaned 

back, shook his head sadly, and took another deep 

breath. 

"I had her - in the back of the car. She made me 

feel as randy as an old goat. And then - and then I left 

her. That's the funny thing about it. I left her. I drove 

back home. That's all." 

"You left her, you mean, at The Black Prince?" 

Bernard nodded. "Yes. That's where they found 

her. I'm glad I've told you." 

"Are you going to tell the police?" 
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"That's what I want to ask you, Peter. You see I..." 

he stopped. "I don't know whether I should tell you, and 

you must promise me never to breathe it to a living 

soul" - he looked anxiously at Peter, but seemed confi-

dent of his trust - "but I'm pretty sure that I saw some-

one else in the yard that night. I didn't know who it was, 

of course." He was becoming progressively more ex-

hausted each time he spoke, and Peter rose to his feet. 

"Don't go. I didn't know - it was so dark. It worried 

me though. I had a double whisky at a pub nearby and I 

drove home." The words were coming very slowly. "I 

passed her. What a stupid fool I was. She saw me." 

"Who do you mean? Who did you pass, Bernard?" 

Bernard's eyes were closed, and he appeared not to 

hear. "I checked up. She didn't go to her night class." He 

opened his heavy eyes; he was glad he'd told somebody, 

and glad it was Peter. But Peter looked puzzled. He 

stood up and bent over and spoke as quietly but as 

clearly as he could into Bernard's ear. 

"You mean you think it was - it was Margaret who 

killed her?" Bernard nodded. 

"And that was why she..." Bernard nodded his 

head once more. 
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"I'll call in again tomorrow. Try to rest." Peter 

prepared to go and was already on his way when he 

heard his name called again. 

Bernard's eyes were open and he held up his right 

hand with a fragile authority. Peter retraced his steps. 

"Not now, Bernard. Get some sleep." 

"I want to apologize." 

"Apologize?" 

"They've found out about the typewriter, haven't 

they?" 

"Yes. It was mine." 

"I used it, Peter. I ought to have told you." 

"Forget it. What does it matter?" 

But it did matter. Bernard knew that; but he was 

too tired and could think no more. Margaret was dead. 

That was the overwhelming reality. He was only now 

beginning to grasp the utter devastation caused by that 

one terrible reality: Margaret was dead. 

He lay back and dozed into a wakeful dream. He 

saw it all again, yet in a detached, impersonal way, as if 

he were standing quite outside himself. 

When he saw them he had known immediately it 

was her, but he couldn't understand why she was 

hitch-hiking. They exchanged no words and she sat in 
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the back. She must have felt, as he had, how dangerous 

it had suddenly become; she obviously knew the other 

girl. It was almost a relief to him when she said she was 

getting off at Begbroke. He made an excuse - getting 

cigarettes - and they had whispered anxiously together. 

It was better to forget it for that night. He was worried. 

He couldn't afford the risk. But surely he could pick her 

up later, couldn't he? She had asked it with a growing 

anger. He'd sensed, as they were driving along, the 

jealousy she must have felt as the girl in the front had 

chatted him up. Not that he had given her any encour-

agement. Not then, anyway. But he felt genuinely wor-

ried, and, he told her so. They could meet again next 

week: he would be writing in the usual way. It was half 

a minute of agitated whispering - no longer; just inside 

the door of The Golden Rose. There had been a glint of 

blind fury in her eyes. But he understood how she felt. 

He wanted her again, too - just as badly as ever. 

He got back into the car and drove on to Wood-

stock. Now that she had the field to herself, the blonde 

girl seemed even freer from any inhibitions. She leaned 

back with a relaxed and open sensuality. The top button 

of her thin, white blouse was unfastened, and the blouse 

itself seemed like a silken seed-pod ready to burst open, 

her breasts swelling like two sun-ripened seeds beneath 

it. 
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"What do you do?" 

"I'm at the University." 

"Lecturer?" 

"Yes." Their eyes met. It had gone on like that un-

til they reached Woodstock. "Well, where shall I drop 

you?" 

"Oh, anywhere really." 

"You going to see the boyfriend?" 

"Not for half an hour or so. I've got plenty of 

time." "Where are you meeting him?" 

"The Black Prince. Know it?" 

"Would you like to come for a drink with me 

first?" He felt very nervous and excited. 

"Why not?" 

There was a space in the yard and he backed in, up 

against the far left-hand wall. 

"Perhaps it's not such a good idea to have a drink 

here," she said. 

"No, perhaps not." 

She lay back again in the seat, her skirt rising up 

around her thighs. Her legs were stretched out, long, in-

viting, slightly parted. 
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"You married?" she asked. He nodded. Her right 

hand played idly and irregularly with the gear lever, her 

fingers caressing the knob. The windows were gradually 

misting over with their breath and he leaned over to the 

compartment on the near side of the dashboard. His arm 

brushed her as he did so and he felt a gentle forward 

pressure from her body. He found the duster and half-

heartedly cleaned her side window. He felt the pressure 

of her right hand against his leg as he moved slightly 

across her, but she made no effort to remove it. He put 

his left arm around the back of her seat and she turned 

towards him. Her lips were full and open and tantaliz-

ingly she licked her tongue along them. He could resist 

her no longer and kissed her with an abrupt and pas-

sionate abandon. Her tongue snaked into his mouth and 

her body turned towards him, her breasts thrusting for-

ward against him. He caressed her legs with his right 

hand, reveling in sheer animal joy as she swayed slight-

ly and parted them with wider invitation. She broke off 

the kissing and licked the lobe of his ear and whispered, 

"Undo the buttons on my blouse. I'm not wearing a bra." 

"Let's get in the back," he said hoarsely. His erec-

tion was enormous. 

It was over all too soon, and he felt guilty of his 

own reactions. He wanted to get away from her. She 
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seemed quite different now - metamorphosed in a single 

minute. 

"I'd better go." 

"So soon?" She was slowly fastening her blouse 

but the spell was broken now. 

"Yes. I'm afraid so." 

"You enjoyed it, didn't you?" 

"Of course. You know I did." 

"You'd like to do it again some time?" 

"You know I would." He was getting more and 

more anxious to get away. Had he imagined someone 

out there? A peeping Tom, perhaps? 

"You've not told me your name." 

"You've not told me yours." 

"Sylvia. Sylvia Kaye." 

"Look Sylvia." He tried to sound as loving towards 

her as he could. "Don't you think it would be better if 

we, you know, just thought of this as something beauti-

ful that happened to us. Just the once. Here tonight." 

She turned nasty and sour then. "You don't want to 

see me again, do you? You're just like the rest. Bit of 

sex and you're off." She spoke differently, too. She 

sounded like a common slut, a cheap, hard pick-up from 
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a Soho side-street. But she was right, of course - abso-

lutely right. He'd got what he wanted. But hadn't she? 

Was she a prostitute? He must get out of here; out of 

this claustrophobic car and this dark and miserable yard. 

He put his hand in his pocket and found a 1 pound note. 

But for some loose silver, he had no more money on 

him. 

"A pound note! One bloody pound note! Christ - 

you must think I'm a cheap bit of goods. You have a bit 

of money on you next time mate - or else keep your 

bloody hands off." 

He felt a deep sense of shame and corruption. She 

got out of the car and he followed her. 

"I'll find out who you bloody are, mister. I will - 

you see!" 

What had happened then he didn't know. He re-

membered saying something and he vaguely remem-

bered that she had said something back. He remembered 

his headlights swathing the yard and he remembered 

waiting for a gap in the traffic as he reached the main 

road. He remembered stopping to buy a double whisky 

and he remembered driving fast down the dual car-

riageway; and he remembered coming up behind a car 

and then swerving past it and flying through the night, 

his mind reeling. And on Thursday afternoon he had 

read in The Oxford Mail of the murder of Sylvia Kaye. 
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It had been foolish to write that letter, of course, 

but at least Peter would be out of trouble now. It was 

always asking for trouble - putting anything down on 

paper; but it had been a neat little arrangement until 

then. It was her suggestion anyway, and it seemed nec-

essary. The post in North Oxford was really dreadful - 

10.00 a.m. or later now - and no one seemed to mind the 

girls at the office getting letters. And so often he could-

n't be quite sure until the last minute. Sometimes things 

got into a complex tangle, but more often the arrange-

ment had worked very smoothly. They had worked out a 

good system between them. Quite clever really. No one 

even looked at the date anyway. Sometimes he had in-

corporated a brief message, too - like that last time. That 

last time... Morse must have had his wits about him, but 

he hadn't been quite clever enough to see the whole 

picture... He couldn't have told Morse the whole truth, 

of course, but he hadn't deliberately meant to mislead 

him. A bit, certainly. That height business, for exam-

ple... He'd like to see Morse. Perhaps under other cir-

cumstances they could have got to know each other, 

become friends. 

He dozed off completely and it was dark when he 

awoke. The lights were dim. The silent, white figure of 

a nurse sat behind a small table at the far end of the 

ward, and he saw that most of the other patients were 

lying asleep. The real world rushed back at him, and 
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Margaret was dead. Why? Why? Was it as she said in 

the letter? He wondered how he could ever face life 

again, and he thought of the children. What had they 

been told? 

Sharp spasms of agonizing pain leaped across his 

chest and he knew suddenly and with certitude that he 

was going to die. The nurse was with him, and now the 

doctor. He was drenched with sweat. Margaret! Had she 

killed Sylvia or had he? What did it matter? The pains 

were dying away and he felt a strange serenity. 

"Doctor," he whispered. 

"Take it gently, Mr Crowther. You'll feel better 

now." But Crowther had suffered a massive coronary 

thrombosis and his chances of living on were tilted 

against him in the balances. 

"Doctor. Will you write something for me?" 

"Yes. Of course." 

"To Inspector Morse. Write it down." The doctor 

took his note-book out and wrote down the brief mes-

sage. He looked at Crowther with worried eyes: the 

pulse was weakening rapidly. Bernard felt the oxygen 

mask over his face and saw in a strangely lucid way the 

minutest details of all around him. Dying was going to 

be much easier than he had ever hoped. Easier than liv-
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ing. He knocked away the mask with surprising vigour, 

and spoke his last words. 

"Doctor. Tell my children that I loved them." 

His eyes closed and he seemed to fall into a deep 

sleep. It was 2.35 a.m. He died at 6.30 the same morn-

ing. 

Morse looked down at him. It was 8.30 a.m. and 

the last mortal remains of Bernard Crowther had been 

unobtrusively wheeled into the hospital mortuary almost 

two hours ago. Morse had liked Crowther. Intelligent 

face; good-looking man really. He thought that Marga-

ret must have loved him dearly once; probably always 

had, deep down. And not only Margaret. There had been 

someone else, too, hadn't there, Bernard? Morse looked 

down at the sheet of note-paper in his hand, and read it 

again. "To Inspector Morse. I'm so sorry. I've told you 

so many lies. Please leave her alone. She had nothing to 

do with it. How could she? I killed Sylvia Kaye." 

The pronouns were puzzling, or so they had 

seemed to the doctor as he wrote the brief message. But 

Morse understood them and he knew that Bernard 

Crowther had guessed the truth before he died. He 

looked at the dead man again: the feet were as cold as 

stone and he would babble no more of green fields. 

Morse turned slowly on his heel and left. 
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CHAPTER 28 

Friday, 22 October, a.m. 

Later that same Friday morning Morse sat in his 

office bringing Lewis up to date with the morning's de-

velopments. "You see, all along the trouble with this 

case has been not so much that they've told us down-

right lies but that they've told us such a tricky combina-

tion of lies and the truth. But we're nearly at the end of 

the road, thank God. It's always nice to have a confes-

sion, I know, but what do you do with two of them?" 

"Perhaps we shall never know, sir. I think that they 

were just trying to cover up for each other, you know - 

taking the blame for what the other had done." 

"Who do you think did it, Sergeant?" 

Lewis had his choice ready. "I think she did it, 

sir." 

"Come on," said Morse. "Tell me. What makes 

you pick on poor Mrs Crowther?" 

"Well, I think she found out about Crowther going 

with this other woman and I believe what she said about 

following him and seeing him at Woodstock. She 

couldn't have known some of the things she mentioned 

if she hadn't been there, could she? She couldn't have 

known where the car was parked in the yard. About 
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them getting in the back of the car... She couldn't have 

made it up." 

Morse nodded his agreement. "And I'll tell you 

something else, Lewis. She wasn't at her Headington 

class on that Wednesday night. There's no tick for her 

on the register anyway. I've looked." 

"But you don't believe it was her, sir?" 

"I know it wasn't," said Morse simply. "You see, 

Lewis, I think that if Margaret Crowther had been in 

murderous mood that night, it would have been Ber-

nard's skull she'd crack, not Sylvia's." 

"She must have felt terribly jealous of this other 

girl taking her husband from her like that." 

"She doesn't say she was jealous, she says she felt 

burning anger, remember?" 

"But why are you all of a sudden so anxious to be-

lieve what she says, sir? I thought you said you didn't 

believe her." 

Morse nodded his approval. "That's exactly what I 

mean. It's all such a mixture of truth and falsehood. Our 

job is to sift the wheat from the chaff." 

"And how do we do that?" 

"Just think a minute, Lewis. She said she entered 

the yard, keeping to her left - and edged her way behind 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

the cars. She saw Crowther at the far end of the yard, 

also on the left. She mentions in her statement that she 

was not only angry but frightened, too. And I can well 

believe her. Who wouldn't be frightened? Above all 

frightened of being seen. She couldn't have crawled to 

the tool-box in the other corner of the park and then 

back. She even couldn't have seen the tool-box! She 

read about the tire-lever in the papers." 

But something else had bothered Lewis about 

Margaret's statement. It had seemed so obvious from the 

start that this was a man's crime, not a woman's. He had 

himself looked down on Sylvia that first night and he 

had known perfectly well, without any pathologist's re-

port, that she had been raped. Her clothes were torn and 

quite obviously someone had not been able to wait to 

get his hands on her body. It had been no surprise to 

him, or to Morse surely, that the report had mentioned 

the semen dribbling down her legs, and the bruising 

round her breasts. But all that didn't square with Marga-

ret Crowther's evidence. She'd seen them in the back of 

the car, she said. But had she been right? The hair was 

found in the back of the car, but that didn't prove very 

much, did it? It could have got there in a hundred dif-

ferent ways. No. Things didn't add up either way. He 

put his thoughts into words and Morse listened careful-

ly. 
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"You're right. It's a problem that caused me a great 

deal of anxiety." 

"But it's not a problem now, sir?" 

"Oh no. If that were our only problem we'd have 

solved the case here and now." 

"And you don't think we have?" 

"I'm afraid there's one more thing I should have 

told you, Lewis. After I left the Radcliffe this morning, I 

called to see Newlove. He'd been to see Bernard yester-

day afternoon and was quite willing to talk about him." 

"Anything new, sir?" 

"Yes, I suppose you can say there is, in a way. 

Newlove didn't want to talk about the personal side of 

things, but he told me that Crowther had spoken to him 

about the night of the murder. Very much what we al-

ready knew or what we've pieced together. Except one 

thing, Lewis. Crowther said he thought there was 

someone else in the yard that night." 

"Well we knew that, didn't we, sir?" 

"Just a minute, Lewis. Crowther couldn't have 

seen his wife because she was almost directly behind 

him. But Bernard hadn't got eyes in the back of his 

head, and Margaret, as we've said, was probably scared 

stiff of being seen. So Crowther did not see his wife that 

night. But he did see somebody else. In other words 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

there was yet another person in the yard that night, an-

other person much nearer to him than Margaret ever 

got; someone standing very near to the tool-kit, and 

someone Crowther caught a shadowy glimpse of, as he 

sat in the back of his car. And I think it may have been 

that person, Lewis, who murdered Sylvia Kaye." 

"You don't think it was Bernard either, then?" 

For the first time Morse seemed oddly hesitant. 

"He could have done it, of course." 

"But I just don't see a motive, do you sir?" 

"No," said Morse flatly, "I don't." He looked 

around the room dejectedly. 

"Did you get anything else from Mr Newlove, 

sir?" "Yes. Crowther told him he'd used his typewriter." 

"Newlove's typewriter, you mean?" 

"You sound surprised." 

"You mean Crowther did write that letter after 

all?" 

Morse gave him a look of pained disappointment. 

"You've never doubted that, surely?" 

He opened a drawer in his desk and took out a 

sealed white envelope which he handed across to Lewis. 

It was addressed to Jennifer Coleby. "I want you to go 

to see her, Lewis, and give her this, and stay with her 
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while she opens it. Inside there's one sheet of paper and 

a return envelope addressed to me. Tell her to answer 

the question I've asked and then to seal up her answer in 

the return envelope. Is that clear?" 

"Wouldn't it be easier to ring her up, sir?" 

Morse's eyes suddenly blazed with anger, although 

when he spoke his words were quiet and controlled. "As 

I was saying, Lewis, you will stay with her and when 

she has written her answer you will make sure that the 

envelope is sealed tight. You see, I don't want you to see 

the question I've asked, nor the answer that she gives." 

The voice was icy now, and Lewis quickly nodded his 

understanding. He had never realized quite how fright-

ening the Inspector could be, and he was glad to get 

away. 

 

CHAPTER 29 

Friday, 22 October, p.m. 

After Lewis had gone, Morse sat and thought of 

Sue. So much had happened since Monday, but Sue had 

remained uppermost in his thoughts for almost all the 

time. He had to see her again. He looked at his watch. 

Midday. He wondered what she was doing, and sud-

denly spurred himself into action. He phoned Radcliffe, 

accident department, but couldn't get Sue on the phone. 
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Instead he was put through to the Matron who in so 

many words explained the regulations governing the de-

livery of personal mail to, and the acceptance of incom-

ing telephone calls by, members of "her" nursing staff: 

all of them were prohibited. 

Morse heard her out. As she had been talking a 

wildly improbable thought had taken root in his mind. 

He almost wanted to hear her repeat the catalogue of 

constraints. "I'm most grateful to you, Matron. I do want 

to apologize." 

"Oh, not at all. I've enjoyed talking to you. Now, 

please let me help in any way I can." She would do an-

ything for him now, he knew that. But the situation had 

changed. There was just the wildest, slimmest chance 

now, where before there had been none at all. He rang 

off as soon as he could, the Matron almost begging for 

the chance of doing him some favour. But he wanted 

none: his course was now clear. 

Sue was having lunch while Morse was finishing 

his lengthy call to her immediate superior. She was 

thinking of him, too. Would she had known him earlier! 

She knew with a passionate certainty that he could have 

changed her life. Was it too late even now? Oh, Morse! 

Why didn't she meet him before? What was she to do? 

David? She would have to write to David. He would be 

so upset; but to live with someone, to sleep with some-
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one, forty even fifty years - someone you didn't really 

and truly love... 

Then she saw him. He stood there, an anxious, 

vulnerable look in his grey eyes. The tears started in her 

eyes and she felt an incredible joy. He came and sat be-

side her. He didn't even try to hold her hand - there was 

no need of that. They talked, she didn't know what 

about. It didn't matter. 

"I shall have to go," she said. "Try to see me soon, 

won't you?" It was after half-past one. 

Morse felt desperately sick at heart. He looked at 

Sue long and hard, and he knew that he loved her so 

dearly. 

"Sue?" 

"Yes?" 

"Have you got a photograph of yourself?" 

Sue rummaged in her handbag and found some-

thing. "Not all that good, is it, really?" 

Morse looked at the photograph. She was right. It 

didn't really do her justice, but it was his Sue all right. 

He put it carefully into his wallet, and got up to go. Pa-

tients were already waiting: patients with bulky plasters 

over legs and arms; patients with bandages round their 

heads and wrists... It was time to go. He touched her 

hand lightly and their fingers met in a sweet farewell. 
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Sue watched him go, limping slightly. It was almost a 

quarter to two as Morse walked down from the Rad-

cliffe Infirmary to the broad, tree-lined avenue of St. 

Giles'. He thought of postponing his next task; but it had 

to be done some time, and he was on the spot now any-

way. 

Keeping to the right-hand side of St. Giles' as he 

made his way in the general direction of the Martyrs' 

Memorial, Morse stopped at the first snack-bar he came 

to, the Wimpy Grill, and walked inside. He spoke to the 

owner for a few minutes and left amid a general shaking 

of heads. A few yards further down he stopped and en-

tered The Bird and Baby where he ordered a pint of bit-

ter and engaged in earnest, quiet conversation for sever-

al minutes with the barman, but again "Sorry, no." It 

was going to be a long, dispiriting business, but one 

which only Morse himself could do. 

He worked his way methodically along the dozen 

likely places in the Cornmarket below the ABC Cinema, 

crossed the road at Carfax, and started up the other side. 

It was at a little ("snacks served") cake shop nestling 

alongside the giant pile of Marks and Spencer that he 

found the person he was searching for. She was a 

grey-haired, plumpish woman, with a kindly face and a 

friendly manner. Morse spoke to her for several 

minutes, and this time too there was much nodding of 
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the head and pointing. This time the pointing was to-

wards a little room, beyond the shop, wherein the estab-

lishment's snacks were served. To be precise, the point-

ing was towards one particular small table standing in 

the far corner of the room, with one chair on each side 

of it, both now empty, and a dirty ashtray and a bottle of 

tomato sauce upon its red-and- white striped tablecloth. 

It was 3.45 p.m. Morse went over to the table and 

sat down. He knew that the case was nearly over now, 

but he could feel no elation. His feet ached, especially 

the right one, and he was badly in need of something to 

cheer him up. Again he took out the picture of Sue from 

his wallet and looked at the face of the girl he loved so 

hopelessly. The grey-haired waitress came up to him. 

"Can I get you anything, sir? I'm sorry I didn't re-

alize you might..." 

"I'll have a cup of tea," said Morse. It was better 

than nothing. 

He was not back in his office until 4.45 p.m. A 

note from Lewis lay on his desk. His sergeant hoped it 

would be all right going off a bit early. Please to ring 

him if he was needed. His wife had a touch of flu and 

the kids were a bit of a handful. 

Morse screwed up the note and tossed it into the 

wastepaper basket. Underneath the note lay the letter 

that Lewis had brought from Jennifer Coleby. Making 
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certain that it was carefully sealed, Morse placed it un-

opened into the bottom left-hand drawer of his desk and 

turned the key in the lock. 

He looked up a number in the directory and 

phoned Mr Palmer. The latter lived in the fashionable 

Observatory Street at the bottom of the Woodstock 

Road, and could meet Morse if it was important. They 

arranged a meeting at The Bull and Stirrup in nearby 

Walton Street at 8.30 p.m. that evening. 

It was a shabby little pub with shabbier clientele. 

Morse wanted to get things over and get out as quickly 

as he could. Palmer was reluctant at first, but then told 

his pitiable little tale. 

"I suppose you think I should have told you this 

before?" 

"I don't know. I'm not married myself." Morse 

sounded utterly indifferent. It was 9.00 p.m. and he took 

his leave. 

He drove up the Woodstock Road at rather more 

than 30 mph; but spotting a police car up ahead he 

slackened off to the statutory speed limit. He swung 

round the Woodstock roundabout, the starting point of 

all this sorry mess, and headed for Woodstock. At the 

village of Yarnton he turned off and parked the Lancia 

outside the home of Mrs Mabel Jarman, where he stayed 

for no more than a couple of minutes. 
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On his way home he called at police HQ. The cor-

ridors were darkened, but he didn't bother to turn on the 

lights. In his office he unlocked the bottom left-hand 

drawer and took out the envelope. His hand shook 

slightly as he reached for his paper-knife and neatly slit 

open the top. But he knew what the note had to say be-

fore he opened it, he didn't need to read it. 

He turned off the light, locked his office door, and 

walked back along the darkened corridor. The last piece 

had clicked into place. The jigsaw was complete. 

 

CHAPTER 30 

Saturday, 23 October 

Since breakfast Sue had been trying to write to 

David. Once or twice she had written half a page before 

screwing up the paper and starting a fresh sheet. She 

tried again and again. 

 

My dear David, 

You've been so kind and so loving to me that I 

know this letter will come as a terrible shock to you. But 

I feel I must tell you - it's not fair to keep anything from 

you. The truth is that I've fallen in love with someone 

else and I... 
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Morse sat in his black leather chair that same 

morning. Another restless, fitful night. He must have 

some holiday. 

"You look tired, sir," said Lewis. 

Morse nodded. "Yes, but we've come to the end of 

the road, now." 

"We have, sir?" 

Morse took a deep breath: "I've taken one or two 

wrong turnings, as you know, Lewis; but by some fluke 

I was always heading in the right direction - even on the 

night of the murder. There was something very odd, you 

know Lewis, about that night. It looked like a sex mur-

der right enough. But things are not always what they 

seem, are they? It was odd if Sylvia had been raped 

where she was found, wasn't it? I know it was very dark 

in the yard that night, but cars with full headlights were 

coming in and out all the time. It's surely stretching the 

imagination a bit to think that anyone would be crazy 

enough to rape a girl in the full blaze of motorists' head-

lights." He seemed to Lewis to be relaxing a little and 

his eyes had lost their dull stare. 

"I suppose you're right, sir." 
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"She could have screamed and yelled - unless of 

course she was dead already. Well, let us concentrate 

our attention separately upon each of the two compo-

nents - rape and murder. Let us assume two distinct ac-

tions - not one. Let us assume that she has intercourse 

with a man - after all, there was no doubt about the fact 

of intercourse. Let us assume further that this took place 

entirely with her consent. We discovered that Sylvia had 

several white blouses, but no white bras. Why not? No 

one as conscious of her figure and her appearance as 

Sylvia Kaye is going to wear a black bra under a thin, 

white blouse, is she? I could draw only one conclusion - 

that Sylvia not infrequently went out without a bra; and 

if she did wear a bra, it would be a black one, because 

all the girls believe that black underwear is terribly 

sexy. Now all this suggested that perhaps she was a 

young lady of somewhat easy virtue, and I think it's 

pretty clear she was." 

"She wasn't wearing pants either, sir." 

"No. But the pathologist's report suggests that she 

had been - there were the marks of elastic round her 

waist. Yes, I'm pretty sure that she had been wearing 

pants and that they got stuck in someone's pocket and 

later got thrown away or burned. Anyway, it's not im-

portant. To get back to the separate components of the 

crime. First, a man had intercourse with Sylvia - pretty 
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certainly without too much opposition. Second, some-

one murdered her. It could have been the same man, but 

it's not easy to see the motive. The evidence we got at a 

very early stage seemed to suggest that this was a com-

pletely casual acquaintanceship, a chance pick-up on the 

road to Woodstock. All right. But since it was estab-

lished that Bernard Crowther was the man who had 

stopped at the Woodstock roundabout, certain aspects of 

the case seemed to get more puzzling rather than less. I 

could well imagine that Crowther was the sort of man 

who might now and then be unfaithful to his wife. But if 

we were looking for a sex-crazed maniac, I felt fairly 

sure Crowther wasn't the man we were looking for. He 

seemed to me an essentially civilized man. You re-

member when you looked at those photographs of Syl-

via, Lewis? You remember you said you'd like to get the 

bastard who did it? But you had a composite picture of 

the crime in your mind, I think: you were putting to-

gether the rape and the murder and something else - the 

obvious interference with Sylvia's scanty clothing. Now 

I couldn't fit Crowther into that picture; and if Mrs 

Crowther's evidence was right in any respect, it was 

surely right at the point where she described what she 

saw in the car. You made that point yourself, Lewis. 

What have we got then? First, he makes love to the girl 

in the back of the car. Second, he may have had a quar-

rel with her about something. Let's say she's a merce-

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

nary young tart and she agreed to make love with him 

on the sort of terms a common prostitute would ask. 

Let's say he couldn't or wouldn't pay her. Let's say they 

quarrel and he kills her. It's a possibility. But I just 

couldn't believe that if this had been the sequence of 

events that we should have found Sylvia in the condi-

tion we did - with her blouse torn and ripped away from 

her. Or at least not if we were right in thinking of 

Crowther as the guilty party." 

Lewis interrupted him quietly. "You said that you 

knew who did that." 

"I think you do, too," replied Morse. "As the case 

progressed there seemed to be only one person who had 

a mind sufficiently perverted to interfere with the body 

of a murdered girl. A man who had been waiting to see 

her anyway; a man we know who perpetually tantalized 

and tortured himself by thoughts of sex; a man who 

feasted on a weekly diet of blue films and pornography. 

You know all about him, Lewis. And I went to see him 

a week ago. His bedroom is cluttered with dirty post-

cards, Danish magazines, hard pornography and all the 

rest. He's sick, Lewis, and he knows he's sick, and his 

mother knows he's sick. But he's not a vicious type of 

chap. In fact he's not unlikeable in a nasty sort of way. 

He told me that he'd often had a dream about undressing 

the body of a dead girl." 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

"My God!" said Lewis. 

"You shouldn't feel too surprised about it, you 

know," said Morse. "I'm told that Freud mentions that 

sort of dream as being quite a common form of sexual 

fantasy among frustrated voyeurs." Lewis remembered 

the film. He'd found it a bit erotic himself, hadn't he? 

But he hadn't wanted to admit it - even to himself. 

"He'd met Sylvia several times before. They usu-

ally met in the cocktail lounge of The Black Prince, had 

some booze and then went back to his house - to his 

bedroom. He paid for it. He told me so." 

"He had quite a lot of expense one way or another, 

sir." 

"He did indeed. Anyway, on the night when Sylvia 

was murdered he'd been waiting since about a quarter to 

eight. He drank more and more and felt more and more 

desperate as the time ticked by and Sylvia didn't appear. 

He went out several times to look for her. But he saw 

nothing. When he did find her he was sick in mind and 

body: sick from pent-up sexual frustration and sick from 

too much drink. He found her quite by chance - so he 

says - and I believe him." 

"And then... you mean he... he fiddled about with 

her?" 

Morse nodded. "Yes. He did." 
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"He needs treatment, sir." 

"He's promised me to see a psychiatrist - but I'm 

not very optimistic about that. I only ever knew one 

psychiatrist. Funny chap. If ever a man was in need of 

psychiatric treatment it was him." Morse smiled rueful-

ly, and Lewis felt his chief was becoming more like his 

normal self. 

"So that's cleared that bit up, sir." 

"Yes. But it didn't help all that much, did it? I was 

as sure as I could be that Sylvia Kaye was not murdered 

by Mr John Sanders. She was murdered, so the pathol-

ogy report says, between 7 and 8 p.m. or thereabouts. 

Now we know all that stuff about the murderer going 

back to the scene of the crime, but I just couldn't believe 

that Sanders had stood for about two and a half to three 

hours drinking whisky no more than fifty-odd yards 

away from where his victim lay murdered. He'd have 

hopped it, that's for sure. 

"Well," continued Morse, "we managed to get on 

to Crowther. Or rather the Crowthers. Perhaps we shall 

never know the exact part each of them played that 

night. But one thing I think we can confidently suggest - 

that as a result of what happened Margaret thought that 

Bernard had murdered Sylvia. Whether she killed her-

self just because of what she suspected, I don't know, 

though it was surely one of the factors that drove her to 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

 

it. But that's only half the matter. I think, too, that Ber-

nard thought that Margaret had murdered Sylvia. If I'm 

right about this, it seems to me to explain a lot of things. 

Bernard had two overwhelming reasons for keeping 

quiet. First, his love affair would almost certainly be 

brought out into the open, with all the consequences that 

would entail. But second, and even more important, his 

evidence might well help us find the murderer who, as 

Bernard saw things, was probably his own wife, Mar-

garet. Oh dear, Lewis, if only they had spoken to each 

other about it! You don't suspect someone else of a 

crime if you've done it yourself. And I think each of 

them was quite genuine in suspecting the other. So we 

can say with every confidence that neither of them did 

it. And if Bernard had shown any intelligence he would 

have known how improbable it was that Margaret was 

actually involved in the murder. He passed his wife on 

the way back to Oxford! Now we know from Margaret's 

evidence that she's a slow driver and perhaps most cars 

would pass her anyway. But if he left for Oxford before 

her, it is a physical impossibility for him to have over-

taken her. Agreed? Let's go on. Now the key person in 

the case from the beginning has been Miss X - the Miss 

X who was with Sylvia in Bernard Crowther's car. What 

did we learn about her? The most vital fact we learned 

was something Mrs Jarman heard; and she's utterly con-

vinced that she did hear it - I saw her again last night. 
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She heard Sylvia say, "We'll have a giggle about it in 

the morning." So. We find the field narrowed very con-

siderably, do we not? We investigate the Town and 

Gown Assurance Co. and we discover some interesting 

facts. And the most interesting fact of all is that some-

one tells Miss Jennifer Coleby to keep her mouth shut." 

Lewis opened his own mouth, but got no further. "I 

know you think I've been anti that young lady from the 

beginning, but I am now convinced - more than ever 

convinced - that the letter we found addressed to Jen-

nifer Coleby was written to her by Bernard Crowther. It 

was written on the afternoon of Friday, 1 October in the 

rooms of Mr Peter Newlove in Lonsdale College on the 

same Mr Peter Newlove's typewriter. That, Lewis, is a 

fact." 

Lewis made an effort to protest, and Morse waved 

the protest aside. "Hear me out, Lewis. Jennifer Coleby 

lied from the word go. In fact of all the people in this 

case, it's Jennifer Coleby who had the monopoly of the 

lies. Lies, lies and more lies. But why should she lie? 

Why should anyone be so anxious to mislead us to the 

extent that she did? I felt sure, fairly early on, that the 

reason was pretty simple really. The young lady who sat 

in the back of Bernard's car was his mistress, and eve-

rything we learned from Margaret confirmed the truth of 

his own admission that he did in fact have a mistress. 

Now I needn't go over all the lies we got from Jennifer; 
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but there was some truth amid the tangled web of all the 

lies. And the one thing she told us that seemed the big-

gest whopper of the lot was just about the one thing that 

was true. She said she'd got a car." 

Lewis could restrain himself no longer. "But she 

had a puncture, sir. We know all about that." 

"Oh, I don't doubt she had a puncture. We know 

she did. She rang up the Battery and Tire people. But if 

they couldn't mend it, someone else could, eh? If you 

remember, Jennifer didn't ask the tire man to call some 

other time; and she didn't have it done at Barkers. But 

somebody mended her puncture, Lewis. Perhaps she did 

it herself? She's not a fool, is she? Perhaps she asked the 

man next door? I don't know. But you can repair punc-

ture in five minutes without much trouble, and Jennifer 

Coleby is a practical girl and she had to have a car that 

night." 

"I don't follow that at all," said the mystified Lew-

is. 

"You will, have no fear." Morse looked at his 

watch. 

"I want you to go and pick her up, Lewis." 

"You mean Miss Coleby?" 

"Who the hell else?" 
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Morse followed Lewis out, knocked at the office 

of Chief Superintendent Strange and went in. 

Some half an hour later the door was opened, and 

Strange stood on the threshold with Morse. Both men 

looked stern-faced, and Strange nodded his head gravely 

as the Chief Inspector said a few final words. 

"You look tired, you know, Morse. I think you 

ought to put in for a fortnight's furlough now this is 

over." 

"Well, not quite over, sir." 

Morse walked slowly back to his office. 

When Jennifer Coleby arrived Morse asked her to 

sit down and then walked over to Lewis. "I want this to 

be private, Lewis. You understand, I know." 

Lewis didn't understand and he felt hurt. But he 

left them together, and walked along to the canteen. 

"Look, Inspector. I really thought that after your 

sergeant saw me yesterday that you'd finished." 

Morse interrupted her sharply. "I've asked you 

here and I'll do the talking. You just sit back and shut up 

for a few minutes." There was thinly veiled menace in 

his voice, and Jennifer Coleby, looking very much on 

her guard, did as Morse had bidden her. 
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"Let me tell you what I suspected long ago in this 

case, Miss Coleby. You can interrupt me if I go wrong, 

but I want no more of your lies. Let me tell you what I 

think. I think that two girls were picked up by a man 

one night and that one of the girls was the man's mis-

tress. I think that this mistress usually travelled by car to 

see her lover, but on that particular night she couldn't 

get there by car, and that was why she either had to 

catch a bus or hitch-hike. Unfortunately, and by sheer 

chance, she was picked up by the very man she was go-

ing to see. Unfortunately, too, there were two girls, and 

he had to pick them both up, and these two girls knew 

each other. Now the whole thing suddenly seemed too 

dangerous - this is what I think, Miss Coleby, you un-

derstand - and somehow they decided to forget their 

date and wait until the next opportunity arose. I think 

that this girl, the mistress, asked to be dropped off 

somewhere on the way. She probably made some per-

fectly natural excuse - she was a good liar - and she 

asked him to drop her off. But she knew where the other 

girl was going - no doubt the other girl had told her - 

and she felt uncontrollably jealous that night. She'd 

perhaps sensed something as they'd all driven along to-

gether. You see, the girl who was sitting in the front was 

very attractive to men. And perhaps? Who knows? The 

man, the man she knew so well, had been unfaithful to 

his wife. He had been unfaithful with her! Why not with 
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some other girl? So I think this is what happened. She 

got out of the car, but she didn't return home. No. She 

waited for a bus and one came almost immediately. 

How she must have cursed her luck. If only she'd not 

hitched a lift! Anyway, she caught the bus and found 

her way to the place where she knew she might find 

them. And she did find them. It was dark there and she 

couldn't see very much, but she saw enough. And she 

felt a murderous jealousy welling up inside her, not so 

much against her lover, but against that cheap slut of a 

girl, a girl she'd got to know but never liked, a girl she 

now hated with unspeakable fury. I think perhaps they 

may have spoken to each other when the man had gone 

- but I can only guess, and I may be wrong. I think that 

the girl who had just got out of the car could sense the 

deadly fury in the other girl's face, and I think she tried 

to run away. But as she did a vicious blow crashed 

across her skull and she lay dead in a heap upon a cob-

bled yard. I think the dead girl was dragged by the arms 

into the darkest corner of the yard and I think the girl 

who murdered her walked out into the night and caught 

a bus that took her home." 

Morse stopped, and there was utter silence in the 

room. "Do you think that's how it happened, Miss 

Coleby?" 

She nodded her head. 
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"We both know who murdered Sylvia, don't we?" 

Morse spoke so very softly that she could only just 

catch his words. Again she nodded. 

Morse rang Lewis and told him to come in. Take a 

few notes, Sergeant. Now, Miss Coleby. A few more 

questions, please. Who mended your puncture for you?" 

"The man across the road. Mr Thorogood." 

"How long did it take him?" 

"Five, ten minutes. Not long. I helped him." 

"How long have you been the mistress of your 

employer, Mr Palmer?" Lewis lifted his eyes in amaze-

ment. 

"Nearly a year." 

"Didn't you think it a bit dangerous - telling 

someone else?" 

"I suppose it was. But it meant we could have a 

room once a week." 

"Palmer told you this morning that I knew?" 

"Yes." She had answered mildly enough thus far. 

But the old flash blazed in her eyes once more. "How 

did you know?" 

"I had to guess. But there had to be some reason. It 

was accidental, really. I checked the night-school regis-

ter for Wednesday, 29 September, to see whether Mrs 
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Crowther had been present. She wasn't. But I noticed 

another name on the list, and she had been present, a 

Mrs Josephine Palmer. Well..." 

"You've got a suspicious mind, Inspector." 

"And when did this business of the letters start?" 

"In the summer. Stupid really. But it worked all 

right - so they said." 

"Can you give me your solemn word, Miss Cole-

by, that you will say nothing of this to anyone?" 

"Yes, Inspector. I think I owe you that at least." 

Morse got up. "Well, get someone to take her back 

to work, Lewis. We've taken up enough of Miss Cole-

by's time." A flabbergasted Lewis gaped at them like a 

fish out of water, and Jennifer looked round and gave 

him a wan, sad smile. 

"You're not being very fair to me, are you, sir?" 

Lewis seemed downcast and annoyed. 

"What do you mean?" asked Morse. 

"You said the case was nearly over." 

"It is over," said Morse. 

"You know who murdered her?" 

"A person has already been arrested and charged 

with the murder of Sylvia Kaye." 
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"When was this?" 

"This morning. Here!" Morse took out the letter 

which Lewis himself had brought from Jennifer Coleby, 

and passed it over. Lewis took out the sheet of paper 

and read with blind, blank, uncomprehending disbelief 

the one line answer that Miss Coleby had written to 

Morse's question. 

"Yes," said Morse softly. "It's true." 

Lewis was full of questions, but he received no 

answers. "Look, Lewis, I want to be alone. You go 

home and look after your wife for a change. I'll talk to 

you on Monday." 

The two men left the office. Lewis got his coat and 

was soon away. But Morse walked slowly to the cells at 

the far end of the north wing. 

"Want to go in, sir?" said the sergeant on duty. 

Morse nodded. "Leave us alone, will you?" 

"Anything you say, sir. Cell number 1." 

Morse took the keys, unbolted the main door to the 

cells and walked along to cell number 1. He put his 

hands on the bars and stood staring sadly through. 

"Hello, Sue," he said. 
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CHAPTER 31 

Monday, 25 October 

For the last time on the case of Sylvia Kaye, the 

two detectives faced each other across the desk. 

"What did we know about Miss X?" asked Morse, 

and proceeded to answer the question himself. "We 

knew roughly what she looked like, we knew roughly 

what she was wearing, and we knew roughly what age 

she was. It was a start, but it could never have got us 

very far. But we also knew that the two girls waiting at 

the bus stop not only knew each other but that they 

would be seeing each other again the following morn-

ing. Now this, without a doubt, was by far the most im-

portant single piece of evidence we ever got, and we 

acted upon it immediately. Naturally we assumed that 

we could narrow down the field of our inquiries, and 

quite properly we concentrated our attentions on the of-

fice girls who worked with Sylvia Kaye. Of course, it 

could have been a friend of Sylvia's, someone she would 

be meeting at lunchtime perhaps, or someone she would 

be meeting on the bus. It could have been a hundred and 

one things. But we didn't think so. And we didn't think 

so because our suspicions were very soon aroused, and 

with every justification, by the peculiar behaviour of 

one of the girls who worked in the same office as Sylvia 

- Miss Jennifer Coleby. But although we didn't know it 
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at the time, there was someone else Sylvia would be 

meeting that next morning, and if we'd been a fraction 

brighter earlier on, Lewis, we might have got on to it 

more quickly. Sylvia was undergoing physiotherapy 

treatment at the Radcliffe Infirmary for her broken arm, 

and she was going for this treatment regularly on Tues-

day and Thursday mornings. That is, she would be re-

porting for physiotherapy to the staff nurse in charge of 

the Accident Outpatients' Department on the morning of 

Thursday, 30 September. In other words, she would be 

reporting to Staff Nurse Widdowson." Lewis got up to 

close the windows upon which the rain was splattering 

more heavily now. "This, of course," continued Morse, 

"meant nothing very much by itself. But we learned that 

Sylvia didn't have many close girl friends, didn't we? It 

was interesting. Yes, at the very least it was interesting." 

Morse's attention wandered momentarily, and he stared 

as Lewis had done through the windows to the concrete 

yard outside, now gleaming under the lowering sky. 

"But let's return to Jennifer Coleby. Crowther wrote to 

her - that's established now beyond any question of 

doubt. But Crowther didn't write the note for Jennifer: 

she was merely the messenger boy. She's admitted that, 

and she had no option really. When I wrote to her I did-

n't ask her to accuse anyone of murder; but I did ask her 

if the letter was meant for Sue Widdowson, and she 

confirmed that it was. You'll never know, Lewis, how 
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much I dreaded the truth of all this. Just onsider a mi-

nute, Lewis. Jennifer had a car. That was a central fact 

in the case. And in spite of the temporary trouble she 

had with a puncture, she used her car on the night of the 

29th. She said she did, remember? And she did. I didn't 

believe her at the time, but I was wrong. She met 

someone that night who saw her car and saw Jennifer 

Coleby in it. Someone who had nothing whatsoever to 

do with Sylvia's murder. And that was someone with 

whom Jennifer was having an affair - her employer, Mr 

Palmer. So, although the evidence had pointed at almost 

every stage to Jennifer Coleby, she suddenly acquired 

for herself a wholly incontrovertible alibi. Up to that 

point I had felt utterly convinced that the other girl in 

this affair was Jennifer; but I now had to face the un-

doubted, unchallengeable fact that whoever it was who 

sat behind Sylvia Kaye that night in Bernard Crowther's 

car, it was not, quite definitely not, Jennifer Coleby. 

Who was it, then? Although I was forced to abandon 

Jennifer as suspect number one - indeed, forced to 

abandon her as a suspect at all - I stuck stubbornly to 

my original idea that whoever the girl was, she was 

Crowther's mistress, and that it was to her that Crowther 

had sent his message. So let us look at things from 

Crowther's angle for a few minutes. I think that without 

a shadow of doubt he must have been a very frightened 

man. Just put yourself in his shoes, Lewis. He had left 
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Sylvia Kaye alive and well - he knew that - on the 

Wednesday night. And the next day - what does he dis-

cover? He reads in the press that this same girl has been 

found murdered. But not murdered anywhere. Murdered 

on the very spot where he had last seen her - in the 

courtyard of The Black Prince. Who knew that he'd 

been there? Just himself and Sylvia - and she could 

never again say anything to anyone. But Sue 

Widdowson would have guessed, because Sylvia would 

have told her where she was going. He must have been 

worried out of his wits, and certainly for an intelligent 

man he doesn't seem to have been very sensible in what 

he did. Again and again the thought must have flashed 

across his mind: would Sue realize how dangerous it 

would be to say one single word to a living soul? He 

must have thought she would surely realize this. But 

still the doubts must have nagged away at his mind. She 

was the one person who could upset the whole ap-

ple-cart - not only bring him under suspicion for Syl-

via's murder but throw the whole of his family life into a 

turmoil he felt he couldn't face. He just had to make 

sure, or at least he had to do something. He daren't see 

her. So he wrote." Lewis showed the familiar signs of 

unease and Morse nodded his understanding. "I know, 

Lewis. Why does he write to Jennifer?" 

"Why did he write at all, sir? Why not just ring?" 
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"Yes. I'm coming to that. But first let's be abso-

lutely certain about the fact of the matter - and the fact 

is that Crowther did write to Jennifer Coleby. For if we 

fully recognize the significance of that, we can begin to 

answer the perfectly valid question you raise. Why not 

ring her? Why not? The answer is fairly straightforward, 

I think. Who was he to ring, and where? Let's assume 

for the minute that he wants to ring up Jennifer - the 

faithful messenger girl. At work? No. It was too dan-

gerous. All the girls in the office knew Palmer's views 

on using his company's phones, and they played it fair 

because he turned a blind eye to personal correspond-

ence coming in. But more than that. It was also far too 

dangerous, because all incoming telephone calls - ex-

cept to the private phone in Palmer's office, which his 

personal secretary handled - came through the switch-

board; and as you well know anyone on the switchboard 

can listen in with complete impunity to whatever's being 

said. No. That was out. Well? Why not ring Sue 

Widdowson herself? Why not ring his mistress and 

speak to her direct, either at her home or at the hospital? 

Again it's not difficult to see why he didn't. If he rang 

Sue up at home, he could never be sure that the other 

two weren't there, could he? He could risk Jennifer, but 

not Mary. He must have felt pretty certain - and I'm sure 

he was right - that listening in, even to a one-sided tele-
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phone call, is a temptingly easy and interesting pas-

time." 

"But why couldn't he ring her at work, sir?" 

"Ah yes. I'm sorry, Lewis. Why couldn't he ring 

her at work, you say? I found the answer to that only 

last Friday. It is virtually impossible for any outsider, 

even for the police, to get into direct contact with any of 

the nursing staff at the Radcliffe. I tried it myself, and 

you might as well ask directory enquiries for a number 

if you haven't got the address. There's an old battle-axe 

of a Matron there." 

"Couldn't Crowther have written to her, though?" 

"He could, yes. And I don't know why he didn't 

really, except... You see, Lewis, he'd got into this rou-

tine with Sue Widdowson. Let me try to explain how it 

must have started. As you know, the post gets worse and 

worse everywhere. But in North Oxford it seems it's 

particularly bad. It seldom arrives before ten in the 

morning - far too late for anyone to receive a letter be-

fore setting off for work. And even if it arrived early, 

say at eight, it would still not be in time. Why not write 

to her at the hospital, then? The answer is that our dear 

Matron puts her foot down there as well; she positively 

forbids all private mail being accepted in the hospital." 
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"But if Crowther had posted a letter to her home 

address, she would have got it as soon as she came back 

from work, wouldn't she?" 

"Yes, you're right. But you put your finger right on 

the central difficulty, and this is why I should think Jen-

nifer Coleby was brought into the picture in the first 

place. Bernard Crowther, you see, like most of these 

University fellows, didn't work any regular hours at 

Lonsdale College. Something would always be cropping 

up at odd times - disciplinary matters, unexpected visi-

tors, unscheduled meetings - and he could never plan his 

extra-marital escapades with any more than the hopeful 

anticipation that he might be free at any particular time 

in the days ahead. But much more important than this, 

he had to keep a very careful eye on the day-to-day 

comings and goings of his own family. Margaret might 

arrange something, the children might get a half-day 

holiday out of the blue, or be ill or - well, here, too, 

there was plenty that could go wrong and mess up the 

best-laid plans completely. So it seems to me that 

Crowther often didn't know for certain until the day it-

self, even perhaps until a few hours beforehand, if and 

when and where he was going to be free to meet his 

mistress. But, Lewis, Lonsdale College is no more than 

a hundred yards or so from the premises of the Town 

and Gown Assurance office in the High." 
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"You mean Crowther just walked along and 

dropped a note in?" 

"He did just that." 

"But Jennifer wouldn't be able to contact Sue dur-

ing the day either, would she? You just said..." 

"I know what you're going to say. He might just as 

well have written to Sue's home address. She wouldn't 

get the message any earlier, because the letter would be 

lying on the door-mat when she got in. In fact she'd al-

most certainly get it later. But all this is assuming that 

Crowther could write the day before to arrange a meet-

ing, and as I say I suspect that he very often couldn't. 

But there's another much more important point, Lewis. 

You say that Jennifer couldn't contact Sue during the 

day. But she could, and she often did. The two of them 

met fairly regularly for a snack at lunchtime. They met 

in a little cafe next to M and S. I know that, Lewis. I've 

been there." Morse intoned the last words in a melan-

choly, mechanical way, and Lewis looked at him curi-

ously. There was something that Morse had said a few 

minutes ago. It was almost as if... 

"Jennifer Coleby must have known all about it 

then, sir." 

"I don't know about all. She knew enough, 

though." He lapsed into silence for a few moments, but 
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when he resumed there was more spring and spirit in his 

voice. 

"When did you first think it was Miss Widdowson, 

sir?" Lewis asked his question with an unwonted gen-

tleness, for at last he had begun to understand. 

Morse stared wearily and sadly at the desk in front 

of him, the fingers of the left hand drumming nervously 

on the surface. "I suppose there were the vaguest hints - 

oh, I don't know. But I wasn't certain until last Friday. 

Perhaps the first time I began to suspect the truth was 

when I checked the evening-class register for Margaret 

Crowther's attendance record. I happened to notice, 

purely by accident really, that by some divine mis-

chance Palmer's wife was a member of the same class. 

And it made me wonder; it made me wonder a lot. I 

thought it most improbable that Jennifer Coleby was the 

sort of person to grant a lot of favours without getting 

some in return; and I pondered on the bond that must 

exist between her and the other girl. In a roundabout 

way I considered the possibility of both girls being in 

similar circumstances, in the same sort of relationship 

with other people. With men. And so I did a lot of 

guessing, and I thought of Crowther with somebody and 

Jennifer with somebody; and then Palmer fitting in 

somewhere perhaps? Well, and then I thought of Sue 

Widdowson, and suddenly the pieces began to click to-
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gether. Could Jennifer be having an affair with Palmer? 

So often in this sort of situation it's someone you meet 

at work; and who was there at Town and Gown but 

Palmer? He was the only man on the premises. I kept 

wondering what it was that Jennifer was getting out of 

the bargain. And it suddenly struck me that there was 

one thing that she would want above all. Do you know 

what that was, Lewis?" 

"I'm afraid I've no experience in that sort of thing, 

sir." 

"Nor have I," said Morse. 

"Well, I suppose you'd want a place where you 

could be alone together... Oh, I see." 

"Yes, Lewis. Someone could offer Jennifer a room 

where she could be alone with Palmer. Mary wasn't out 

all that much. But whenever she was, the coast was 

clear, because the other member of the trio could also 

arrange to be conveniently absent at the same time. And 

that's what she did." 

"Just a minute, sir." Some worry was nagging 

away at the back of Lewis's mind. He was thinking back 

to the night of Wednesday, 29 September. Then he had 

it. "But the house would have been free, wouldn't it, on 

that Wednesday night? I thought you said that Mary had 

gone to the pictures or something." 
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"We'll make a detective of you yet, Lewis." Morse 

got up from his leather chair, clapped his hand on his 

sergeant's shoulder, and stood watching the threatening 

clouds roll slowly westward. It had stopped raining now 

and the shallow puddles in the yard lay undisturbed. 

"That was another of Jennifer's lies, I'm afraid. Mary 

was at home that night - she told me so. But even if 

Mary had been out, I don't think it would have made any 

difference. I'm pretty sure that Jennifer's job was to 

drive Sue to meet Crowther. That was her part of the 

bargain. And on Wednesday, 29 September, they both 

had their dates - as we know." 

"But why didn't they..." Lewis appeared reluctant 

to continue the sentence, and Morse did it for him. 

"Why didn't the four of them take the opportunity 

of using the house whenever Mary was out? Is that what 

you mean?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, it was a pretty safe bet for Palmer, of 

course. He lives a good way off and very few people 

would be likely to know him in North Oxford. Anyway 

it was a reasonable risk. In fact I know he's been there. I 

had the house watched all last week, and on Wednesday 

night Palmer's car was parked in the next road. 

McPherson found it - I'd put him on special duty." A 

slightly pained expression crossed Lewis's face, but 
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Morse ignored it. "He didn't actually see Palmer go in, 

but he saw him come out, and I saw Palmer myself on 

Friday night when I had it all out with him." 

"But it was too risky for Crowther?" 

"What do you think? He lived only a stone's throw 

from the place. No, it would be the stupidest thing im-

aginable for him to do. He'd lived there for years. Virtu-

ally everyone knew him, and he walked along the same 

street almost every night when he went for a drink at 

The Fletcher's Arms. People would have started talking 

immediately. No, no. That was not on from the start." 

"So when they both had dates..." 

"It was Jennifer's job to give Sue a lift, yes." 

"So if Jennifer hadn't suddenly found a puncture in 

her tire that night, Sylvia might never have been mur-

dered." 

"No, she wouldn't." Morse crossed the room and 

sat down again in his chair. He had almost finished. "On 

the night of the murder, Sue Widdowson was impatient 

and probably a bit annoyed with Jennifer. I don't know. 

Anyway she felt she couldn't wait while Jennifer was 

ringing up about the puncture, and finally finding some 

decent old boy across the way who might take ages. She 

thought she'd be late and so she decided to catch a bus. 

She walked over to the Woodstock Road and she stood 
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at Fare Stage 5 and... Well, you know the rest. She 

found someone else waiting. She found Miss Sylvia 

Kaye." 

"If only she'd waited." 

Morse nodded. "If only she'd waited, yes. Jennifer 

got the puncture mended in no more than five or ten 

minutes, so she says. She'd arranged to meet Palmer at 

The Golden Rose that night. You see she always took 

Sue to Woodstock and it was convenient for her and 

Palmer to meet at some pub nearby - Begbroke, Bladon, 

or Woodstock itself. And they met that night, we know 

that. In fact, in spite of all her troubles, Jennifer was 

there before Palmer. She bought herself a lager and lime 

and went out to sit in the garden to watch out for him 

coming." 

"Funny, isn't it, sir. If Sue Widdowson..." 

"You're full of ifs ", Lewis." 

"Life is full of ifs ", sir." 

"Yes, that's true." 

"But you were still guessing, weren't you? I mean, 

you had no solid evidence to go on." 

"Perhaps not then. But everything was adding up. 

Sue and Jennifer were about the same height, same sort 

of colouring, except..." 
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"Except what, sir?" 

"It doesn't matter. Forget it. Dress? I saw the coat 

that Mrs Jarman described; I saw the same sort of 

slacks; and Sue Widdowson was wearing them. On Fri-

day night I showed Mrs Jarman a photograph of Sue and 

she recognized her immediately. No wonder the poor 

woman couldn't pick anybody out at the identity parade. 

The girl she had seen at the bus stop just wasn't there." 

"People do make mistakes, sir." 

"If only they did, Lewis. If only they did!" 

"But it's still not proof." 

"No, I suppose it isn't. But I found something else. 

When I called at the Radcliffe to see Crowther's body, I 

got his keys from the ward-sister - they'd been in his 

trouser pocket. I asked her if anyone from the nursing 

staff had been along to see him, and she said that no one 

had. But she said that Staff Nurse Widdowson had 

asked her how he was getting along and that she had 

stood at the top of the ward and looked for a long time 

at the bed where Crowther lay." 

Morse's voice was growing agitated, but he pulled 

himself together as quickly as he could. Once more he 

walked over to the window and saw the sun beginning 

to filter through the thinning cloud. "I went to Lonsdale 

College and I looked through Crowther's room. I found 
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only one drawer locked up in the whole place, one of 

the drawers in his table desk - the bottom drawer on the 

left, if you're interested." He turned round and glared at 

Lewis, and his voice sounded harsh and fierce. "I 

opened the drawer, and I found a photograph of Sue." 

His voice had suddenly become very quiet and he 

turned again to look out of the window. "A copy of the 

same photograph she gave to me." But he spoke these 

last words so softly that Lewis was unable to catch 

them. 

 

EPILOGUE 

Lewis drove home for his lunch, hoping that his 

wife was feeling better. He passed a newspaper placard 

with bold, large headlines: WOODSTOCK MURDER - 

WOMAN HELPING POLICE. He didn't stop to buy a 

copy. 

Morse went along once more to the cell block, and 

spent a few minutes with Sue. "Anything you want?" 

There were tears in her eyes as she shook her head, 

and he stood by her in the cell, awkward and lost. "In-

spector?" 

"Yes." 

"Perhaps you can't believe me, and it doesn't mat-

ter anyway. But... I loved you." 
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Morse said nothing. He felt his eyes prickling and 

he rubbed his left hand across them, and prayed that she 

would notice nothing. For a while he could not trust 

himself to speak, and when he did he looked down at his 

darling girl and said only, "Goodbye, Sue." 

 

- THE END - 
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Come back to http://adapted-english-books.site to find more fascinating  

and exciting stories! 

 

http://adapted-english-books.site/
http://adapted-english-books.site/

