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The major was expounding as he walked, pausing occasionally to point out some object of interest with his cane or to call his spaniel bitch to heel. 

“Of course the park used to be far more extensive,” he said. “The family’s been selling off parcels for donkey’s years. The original gatehouse was back where—erm—do you remember the yellow house, inspector?” 

The inspector reflected that it would be difficult to forget such an excrescence as the yellow house. But all he said was “But of course.” 

“That was the original entrance to the estate.” 

“Then the estate was once very large indeed.” 

The major nodded, gratified. 

They walked on, two men both past eighty now but still in good health. Major Henry Calkins, never a tall man, still stood ramrod straight and had retained both his figure and his hair. His only real trouble was an arthritic knee, which he had resolutely ignored for years, only to give in at last and carry a cane. Inspector Guillaume Doucet was a full head taller and a few years younger, but for all that, his middle had thickened noticeably since his youth and the top of his head was now completely bald. He wore thick glasses. 

They had both, in their time, given exemplary service to their respective countries, first in World War II and afterwards as policemen. It was there that they had met each other in the course of a now long-forgotten murder case. They had taken to each other at once and were still friends now, some forty years later. 

They strolled on through a wooded section of the park with the scent of bluebells heavy in the early summer air while the spaniel romped ahead. As they emerged from the trees, the swells of the South Downs filled the horizon, and before them lay a long, gentle rise on which were parked two earthmovers and various pieces of construction equipment. 

“The manor house was at the top of the hill,” said the major, pointing with his cane. “They razed it just a few months back.” 

“A pity,” said Doucet. “I thought your National Trust stepped in to save these old places.” 

“Not always. It wasn’t a particularly distinguished house—a lot of bad Victorian renovations. And recently, of course, it had been let go. The owner, Alex Damson, died about ten years ago, and most of it was already falling apart then. It would have cost millions to put right. Just not worth it, you see.” 

The inspector shook his head sadly. “He had no family, Mr. Damson?” 

“Two sons, I think. But they’d moved out years ago.” 

Doucet nodded and returned his attention to the present. “And what is it they are doing there?” He pointed to where the turf had been worn away to well-packed dirt around a large rectangular trench. 

“They’ve just started digging the foundations for the bungalows,” answered the major. “The clubhouse will go where the manor house used to be, of course, and the driving range will be on the other side. All this here will be bungalows for the tourists. It’s better than a high-rise hotel at any rate.” He looked around at the devastation. “I think this used to be the garden.” 

“Your dog,” said Doucet, “has gotten into the trench.” 

“Oh, really,” said the major, hurrying forward. “Millie! Millie, come!” 

Millie had long ago learnt that there was no penalty incurred for ignoring such a summons. By the time the two men had reached the edge of the newly dug foundations, she was still happily digging in a corner. 

“Hi! Millie!” shouted the major, with no effect whatsoever. “I wonder if I could climb down there,” he muttered. 

Doucet, eyeing the four foot depth and mindful of the major’s knee, was alarmed. His friend might, he reasoned, get down all right, but there would be no getting him back up again. 

“No, no, mon ami,” he said hastily. “I am sure she will come. Call her again. Yes, see, she comes now.” 

Indeed, Millie had abandoned her digging for the moment and was bounding toward them with something in her mouth. She leaped easily up to ground level and deposited her prize at the major’s feet. Then she sat panting happily up at him, but the usual praise died on the major’s lips. He had gotten a look at what she had brought back. 

Doucet exchanged glances with his friend and bent to pick it up. He turned it over in his hands: a long, brown bone. 

“Looks like an ulna,” said the major tonelessly. 

“Yes,” agreed Doucet. “It is.” He sniffed it. 

“Waxy?’ 

“No. No smell at all.” 

Their eyes traveled to the hole the dog had dug in one side of the foundation. Amid the clumps of dark earth there showed in places what might have been brownish-yellow stones. 

“Well,” said the major, “I expect we’d best take Millie’s friend here and drive down to the police station.” 

“Yes,” agreed Doucet. “I’m sure that would be best.” 
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“Jack,” said Phillip Bethancourt, “we really should hurry.” 

“All right,” grumbled Detective Sergeant Jack Gibbons, closing the file he had been working on and putting it away in his desk. “Just let me freshen up—” 

He was interrupted by the appearance of Detective Superintendent Wallace Carmichael, his superior. The superintendent did not look surprised to see Bethancourt, since that young man was a passionate amateur sleuth and often dogged Gibbons’ footsteps on a case. 

“We’re heading to Sussex tomorrow,” he told his sergeant. “A rather different case this time—they’ve dug up a skeleton at a construction site.” 

“A skeleton, sir?” said Gibbons dubiously. Skeletons at construction sites were not unknown, but they were usually a case for the Royal Archaeology Society rather than the police. 

"Yes,” said Carmichael. “And you’ll never guess who found it: Henry Calkins.” 

It took Gibbons a moment. “Not Major Calkins?” he said. “Why, I thought he was—I mean, I assumed—” 

“No, the old boy’s still alive,” said Carmichael, answering the thought. 

“Who’s Major Calkins?’ asked Bethancourt. 

Both policemen stared at him. 

“Well,” said Carmichael in a moment, “I guess you wouldn’t know.” 

“He’s a legend,” said Gibbons. “In over thirty years, he never had an unsolved case.” 

“He was with the Yard?” asked Bethancourt, confused. “Why ‘major,’ then?” 

“It was his RAF rank in the war,” said Carmichael. “I don’t know why it stuck. He made chief superintendent here, but no one ever called him anything but the major.” 

“You knew him, didn’t you, sir?”

“I worked under him once, just after I joined the force,” answered Carmichael. “One of his last cases. I was just a D.C., so I didn’t really have much to do with him, but of course he made a tremendous impression. He had very blue eyes, and they could be cold as ice if you said anything stupid. Stare right through you, he would.” 

“It’ll be interesting to meet him,” said Gibbons. 

"Yes, about that,” said Carmichael, recalled to the present. “I don’t think I’ll bother coming in tomorrow. It’ll be easier to drive out from my house, so I’m afraid you’ll have to take the train.” 

Bethancourt coughed. “Uh, sir,” he said, “if you wouldn’t mind my tagging along, I could drive Jack down.” 

Carmichael smiled at him. “Thought you might offer,” he said. “It’ll be fine if you want to come. We’ll be meeting the archaeologist and the forensic anthropologist at the local police station at ten. They’ll take us straight out to the site, so don’t be late.” 

“No, sir,” promised Bethancourt, while Gibbons made a mental note to ring his friend in the morning and make sure he was awake. 
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The major and Doucet had agreed that, having turned the bone over to police custody, the case was no longer of concern to them; that it would be beneath their dignity to meddle in the investigation; and that the case would no doubt turn out to be deadly dull anyway. But neither man could keep from thinking about it. There was, after all, the possibility that this would not be an open-and-shut case but one of those complex and delicate investigations that took all of a man’s intuition and experience to solve, that presented an almost insurmountable challenge at the outset, and that gave the greatest fulfillment when success was achieved. It was for such cases that they both had once lived, and although they were now nearly two decades out of practice, the instinct for such cases was not wholly dormant. 

“Do you know,” said the major casually as they settled themselves in the small living room of his bungalow after dinner that evening, “I was thinking that we might as well go along tomorrow and see them dig up those bones.” 

“It would be gratifying,” agreed Doucet, “to see the anthropologist confirm our estimation of the bones’ age. That policeman didn’t want to believe us.” 

The major grinned. “My thought exactly,” he said. “I hope the young idiot will be there. Trying to make out they were from some Celtic burial.” He snorted. 

“Ridiculous,” said Doucet. “They weren’t petrified at all— anyone could see that.” 

The major wore a thoughtful look. “They’re old, though,” he said. “No waxy smell at all. I seem to recollect that smell hangs about for a goodish number of years.” 

“Fifteen or twenty, I think,” said Doucet. 

The major slapped the arm of his chair. “What a daft old bugger I am,” he said. Doucet raised an eyebrow. “Up until about ten years ago,” explained the major, “the Damson family was still in residence. I showed you where the house was—not a hundred yards from the gravesite.” 

“Well, well,” said Doucet, impressed. “So if the bones are at least fifteen years old, that would mean—” 

“The Damsons—or one of them at least—had something to do with it.” 
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Digging up a skeleton was not half as entertaining as Bethancourt had thought it might be. There were four young archaeologists, each shifting soil a millimeter at a time. They were hovered over by the forensic anthropologist, a Dr. Susan Kellar, but after the first half hour everyone else
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