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Editor’s Notes j ustoeserts
L IN D A  LA N D R IG A N

O r  u n ju st  deserts, as th e  ca se  m ay  be. In e ith er case, it is th e  
u n d ercu rren t th a t  links o u r sto rie s th is  m o n th . W h eth er p a ss io n 
a te  reven ge o r  a gen tle  co m e u p p a n ce , ju s t ic e  m e te d  o u t  re sto res 
so m e  b a lan c e  to  th e  w orld .

In o u r  cov er story, Jo h n  C . B o la n d ’s “Sa rg asso  S e a ,"  a d esp erate ly  
b o re d  sch o o l ad m in istrator fin d s h is ju s t  rew ards ab o ard  a cru ise  
sh ip  on  eerily  ca lm  w aters. In Je a n  F em lin g ’s “Sh a lim ar B each ,” th e  
Sa lto n  Sea , an  in lan d  lake th at is th e  site  o f  an eco log ica l d isaster 
in  So u th ern  C alifo rn ia , p ro v id e s th e  b ack d ro p  fo r  a sto ry  o f  an 
en co u n ter b e tw ee n  a new ly  d iv o rced  m an  an d  a w o m an  w h ose  life 
w as tu rn ed  u p sid e  dow n  b y  an o ld er suitor.

T w o sto rie s th is  m o n th  g ive u s a g lim p se  o f  N e w  Y ork C ity ’s 
v ib ra n t a n d  e v er-ch an g in g  im m ig ra n t  p o p u la t io n . H a r r ie t  
R z e te ln y ’s “D e a th  o f  an A n a rch ist” c ap tu re s  life— an d d ea th — in 
N e w  Y ork ’s  L o w e r  E a st  S id e  in 1 8 9 6 . “T h e  B irth d ay  W atch ” b y  
G . M ik i H ay d en  ch ron ic les a  day  in th e  life  o f  co n te m p o rary  
G h an ian  im m ig ran t M iriam  as sh e  n av igates M id to w n  com m erce .

W e ge t a g lim p se  o f  th e  see d ie r  p arts  o f  D u n d ee , S c o tla n d  in 
“D a v e y 's  D a u g h te r ” as R u sse l D . M c L e a n ’s P.I. S a m  B ryson  go es 
lo ok in g  fo r  a w ork in g-class gy m  o w n e r ’s  m iss in g  daughter. T h e  
an cien t S u m erian  city  o f  U r  is th e  se ttin g  o f  D o n a ld  M o ff itt ’s 
sto ry  “F eat o f  C lay ,” featu rin g  a darin g scrib e  w ith  a stron g  sen se  
o f  ju stice .

W e a lso  h ave an o th er w e ll-p lo tted  p ro ced u ra l fro m  Jo h n  H . 
D irck x , “F irst C o u sin , T w ice  R e m o v e d ,” in w h ich  D e te c tiv e  
S e rg e an t C y ru s A u b u rn  d isco v ers an “acc id en ta l” d ea th  is anyth in g 
b u t. A n d  w e h ave  an oth er— an d  sadly, la st— A n n ie  S e ars  p ro c e 
dural fro m  E d w ard  D . H o ch . In “B a ja ,” A n n ie  trave ls to  M e x ico  to  
p ick  u p  a c ap tu re d  fug itive, b u t  a see m in g  m istak e  sta rts  a  chain  
o f  events, revealin g  so m eth in g  m u ch  larger.

In ad d ition  to  the grea t stories, R o b ert C . H a h n ’s B o o k ed  & 
P rin ted  co lu m n  th is m o n th  p o in ts  o u t  so m e  o v erseas m ystery  
w riters to  w atch . A n d  J. R en tilly  ex am in es th e  ev o lu tio n  o f  
B a tm an — ju s t  in  t im e  fo r  h is n ew est in carn ation  th is su m m e r  in 
The D ark  Knight— in his R eel C r im e  co lum n .
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DEATH OF AN 
ANARCHIST

H arriet  Rzeteln y

H e w as th in  an d  a b it  u n d ersized  fo r  h is e leven  years, w ith  
h an d s th a t  w ere  to o  large  fo r  h is fram e an d  a righ t fo o t  th a t tu rn ed  
in w ard . H is n am e  w as M en d y  Leitner. H e  w as d re ssed  in ragged  
knickers, a sh irt o f  coarse  m ateria l, an d  a p a ir  o f  th in , sc u ffe d  sh o es 
th a t  reach ed  u p  to  h is ankles. Ju m p in g  o v er th e  lo w  p a ra p e t  on to  
th e  ro o f  o f  th e  L u d lo w  S tre e t te n e m e n t b u ild in g  w h ere  h e  an d  h is 
fam ily  lived , h e  sto p p e d  for a m in u te  an d  lo o k ed  arou n d  a t  th e  
L o w e r  E a st  S id e  as it  ap p e a re d  in th is su m m e r  o f  1 8 9 6 .

N o  curves. A ll lines an d  an gles— b uild in gs, ch im n eys, w indow s, 
doors. T h e  w ash  th a t h u n g fro m  th e  crisscro ss o f  c lo th eslin es 
f la p p e d  like  th e  w in gs o f  h u g e  w h ite  b irds. F rom  th e  r o o f  h e  go t 
on ly  a fa in t w h iff  o f  th e  stree t sm ells— th e ro ttin g  fish , th e  open  
p ick le  barrels, th e  p ile s o f  h o rse  d u n g  ripen in g u n d er  th e  sun . H e  
co u ld  h ear  th e  fa in t bing bong o f  th e  rag p ick er ’s b e ll, th e  sq u aw k 
in g o f  th e  ch ick en s a b o u t to  b e  s lau g h tered  in th e  b ig  p o u ltry  m a r
k e t a t th e  en d  o f  th e  b lo ck , an d  th e  b e llo w  o f  M o ish e  th e  sc isso rs- 
grin der w h o w as sa id  to  h ave th e  lo u d e st  lu n gs on  th e  L o w er E ast  
S ide, H is A u n t T s ip i c o m p la in ed  en d lessly  ab o u t th e  cro w d in g  an d  
th e  noise. B u t M en d y  lo v ed  everyth in g a b o u t th is c ity  th a t  h a d  
b e c o m e  h is a d o p te d  h o m e  s ix  years ago. E x c e p t  fo r  th e  fa c t  th a t 
h e  go t hungry, as h e  w as now, h e co u ld  easily  p ro w l th e  stree ts  an d  
b a c k  alleys all day  an d  all n ight.

W h at to  d o ?  H e  co u ld  go  b ack  to  h is A u n t T s ip i ’s an d  U n cle  
Ja k e ’s ap artm en t w h ere  h e liv ed  w ith  h is b ra tty  eight-year-old  
co u sin  Sorele , h er b rainy  o ld er  siste r  R ach e l, an d  their boarder, 
V ic to r  N avinsky. T h ere  h e co u ld  sw ip e  a p ie ce  o f  b read . B u t th e  
id e a  o f  go in g h o m e  d id n ’t  ap p e a l to  h im . T h e  ap artm en t w as h o t 
an d  noisy. S o re le  sh rieked  lo u d er  th an  th e  w h istle s o f  th e  s te a m 
b o a ts  on  th e  river. A n d  w h en  sh e  w a sn ’t  m ak in g  a tu m u lt, A u n t 
T s ip i an d  R ach e l w o u ld  b e  havin g on e o f  th e ir  n ever-ending a rgu 
m en ts ab o u t w hy a girl o f  R a c h e l’s advan cin g years— sh e  w as 
tw en ty-on e a lready— w asn ’t  m arr ied  yet. A s  h is au n t n ever grew
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8 HARRIET RZETEINY

tired  o f  say ing, lo ok s d o n ’t la st forever. B u t th e  w o rst th in g  w o u ld  
b e  fo r  A u n t T sip i to  catch  sigh t o f  h im . T h e n  h e ’d  b e  lo st— co n 
d e m n ed  to  in te rm in ab le  h o u rs o f  sittin g  on  th e  flo o r o f  th e  a p a rt
m en t, p u sh in g  th e  accu rsed  n eed le  in and ou t, b a stin g  to g e th er  
th e  b lack  w o olen  p ie ce s  th a t  m ad e  u p  th e  kn ickers sh e  sew ed , 
endlessly , on  th e  tre ad le  m ach in e  th a t  to o k  u p  a c o m e r  o f  the 
k itch en .

A u n t T s ip i h ad  b e e n  in a terrib le  m o o d  fo r  w eek s now, ever 
sin ce  U n c le  Ja k e  an d  a g ro u p  o f  m en  w h o w o rk ed  in sev eral sm all 
sw e a tsh o p s in th e  n e igh b o rh o o d  h a d  go n e  o u t  on  strike. Yes, sh e  
ag reed  th a t  a w ork in g  m an  sh o u ld  b e  p a id  a liv ing w age  an d  
sh o u ld  n o t h ave to  w o rk  tw elv e  h o u rs a d ay  to  ge t it. M en d y  an d  
h is cou sin  R ach e l b o th  su p p o r te d  th is  sen tim en t w h oleh earted ly , 
as d id  N avinsky, a se lf-acc la im e d  an arch ist w h o  m a d e  sp e e ch e s at 
all th e  d em o n stra tio n s callin g  fo r  th e  w o rkers o f  th e  w o rld  to  
u n ite  an d  rise  u p  aga in st th e  b osses. B u t n o  w o rk  m ean t n o  m o n ey  
w h ich  m e an t n o  fo o d — th e  p itta n c e  th a t  C o u sin  R ach e l earn ed  
fro m  te a c h in g  E n g lish  a t  th e  n ew ly  o p e n e d  H e n ry  S tre e t  
S e ttle m e n t H o u se  c o u ld  b are ly  p ay  fo r  an yth in g m o re  th an  a few  
p o ta to e s  an d  so m e  d ried  bean s. A u n t T s ip i h a d  b e e n  lu ck y  to  ge t 
th e  p ie cew o rk  fro m  th e ir  n e igh b or T eitel, a  sm all co n trac to r  w h o 
to o k  p ity  on  th em . It m e a n t th ere  c o u ld  b e  a S h a b b o s  ch ick en  on  
th e  ta b le  to  go  w ith  th e  p o ta to e s  an d  b ean s, as sh e  n ever s to p p e d  
rem in d in g  M endy.

H is  s to m a c h  grow led . W ell, h e ’d  ju s t  h ave to  tak e  h is chan ces. 
H e  sc a m p e re d  across th e  h o t  tar, h is c lu b  fo o t  draggin g  a  little, 
u ntil h e  c a m e  to  th e  o p en  r o o f  door. S lip p in g  in, h e  c lim b e d  d o w n  
th e  n arro w  w o o d en  sta irs o n to  th e  landing. H is ap artm e n t w as ju s t  
o n e  fligh t dow n . T h e  su d d en  d ark n ess a lm o st m ad e  h im  trip  over 
so m eth in g  ly in g on  th e  floor. A t  first h e  th o u g h t it w as a p ile  o f  
b ed d in g— it h ad  b e e n  a h o t su m m e r  an d  h a lf  th e  p e o p le  in  the 
b u ild in g  s le p t  o u t  o n  th e  roof. B u t a sh a ft  o f  ligh t co m in g  in  fro m  
th e  o p en  d o o r  sh o w ed  h im  th e  h an d so m e, sh arp ly  ch ise led  fa ce  o f  
V ic to r  N avinsky, w h o  sta re d  b a c k  at h im  o u t o f  large, b row n , 
u n see in g  eyes.

“Mr. N avinsky, Mr. N av in sk y !” H e  m u st  b e  drunk , M en d y  
th o u gh t, sh ak in g  h im  b y  th e  sh o u ld er  to  b rin g  h im  to. T h ro u gh  
th e  sh irt, h is b o d y  fe lt  co ld . N av in sk y ’s v e st w as u n b u tto n e d  an d  
M en d y  c o u ld  see  a huge, liver-co lored  sta in  on  h is sh irt fron t. N o t  
drunk.

H e  b e g a n  to  trem ble . A lth o u gh  he co n sid e re d  h im se lf  w ell ab le  
to  d ea l w ith  life  on  th e  streets, a d e a d  N av in sk y  w as b e y o n d  even  
his ab ilities. W h at to  d o ?  S h o u ld  h e go  to  his co u sin  R ach e l?  N o, 
R ach e l b e lie v e d  th a t th e  stree ts  w ere  no p lace  fo r  a little  boy. T h e
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stree ts  w o u ld  tu rn  h im  aw ay fro m  his fam ily, fro m  w h at sh o u ld  b e  
h is o n e  p u rp o se  in life: to  b e c o m e  e d u cated . M en d y  w as su re  th at 
finding a b o d y  w o u ld n ’t  con vin ce h er o th erw ise . T o  U n c le  Ja k e?  
N o . U n c le  Ja k e  w o u ld  on ly  w rin g h is h an d s an d  m o an  th a t ever 
sin ce  N av in sk y  h ad  con v in ced  h im  to  go  o u t  on th at accu rsed  
strike, everyth in g b a d  in th e  w o rld  w as h ap p en in g  to  th em . A n d  
A u n t T s ip i . .  . w h at sh e  w o u ld  say  d id n 't  b e a r  th in k in g ab o u t. A n d  
ev eryo n e  k n ew  b e tte r  th an  to  go to  th e  po lice , th o se  C o ssack s, 
d o in g  th e  d irty  w o rk  o f  th e  b o sse s  as th ey  sw e p t d o w n  on  th e  
w o rk e rs ’ d em o n stra tio n s w ith  th e ir  fists  an d  clubs.

B u t h e  c o u ld n ’t  ju s t  le av e  N av in sk y  ly in g there. H e  c lo se d  his 
eyes an d  h o p e d  fo r  in sp iration . It fin ally  cam e  to  h im , in th e  fo rm  
o f  Jo h n  M cC reary .

J o h n  M cC re ary  w as n ursin g a b e e r  an d  a w h ole  lo t  o f  dark  
th o u g h ts a t  th e  lo n g  b a r  in K n u ck le  A n n ie ’s  Sa lo o n , H e ’d  b een  
w ork in g  th ere  as a b o u n ce r  ever sin ce h e ’d  b een  m a d e  to  resign  
fro m  th e  fo rce  la s t  year in  th e  w ake o f  th e  L e x o w  C o m m issio n  
in vestigation  in to  p o lice  corru p tion . T errib le  sh am e  h e fe lt, w h ich  
m a d e  h im  angry. W h y sh o u ld  he fee l th is w ay? H e  h a d n ’t  d o n e  
an yth in g m o re  th an  sco res o f  o th er  p o lic e  o fficers w h o  p a id  go o d  
m o n ey  to  B o ss R ich ard  C ro k er  fo r  th e  priv ilege  o f  w o rk in g  fo r  th e  
Police D e p a rtm e n t. A n d  m o st  o f  th em  w ere  still a t th e ir  job s. N o t  
h im , th o u gh . L ik e  a  p ie ce  o f  ro tten  m e a t  yo u  th ro w  to  a p a c k  o f  
w ild  d o gs to  k eep  th e m  q u ie t. T h a t ’s  w h at h e  fe lt  like.

M cC reary  to o k  a lo n g  sw ig  o f  h is beer. H e  w as a b ig  m an  w ith  
th e  b o d y  o f  a b are-k n u ck le  fighter, h is o c c u p a tio n  b e fo re  jo in in g  
th e  p o lice  force , an d  a stro n g  fa ce  w h o se  lo o k s h a d n ’t  b e e n  sp o iled  
b y  a n o se  th a t  h ad  b een  b ro k en  a fe w  tim es. A fte r  a w h ile  he 
b e c a m e  aw are o f  a h an d  p u llin g  a t  h is co a t. “M ister, m ister." H e  
lo o k e d  dow n  an d  saw  M en d y  L e itn e r ’s dark-eyed , n arro w  little  
fa ce  p eerin g  an x io u sly  u p  a t  h im . “I go tta  te ll yo u  so m eth in g .”

M cC reary  lik ed  th e  little  u rch in  an d  gen erally  lo o k e d  th e  o th er 
w ay  w h en  h e c am e  in  to  b u y  th ree-cen t b eers fro m  Frankie, th e  
barten der, w h o  tech n ica lly  w asn ’t  su p p o se d  to  se ll b eers to  
m inors. H e  h a d  n ever seen  th e  k id  so  u p se t.

“S lo w  dow n , b oy o ,” h e  said , p u llin g  h is th o u g h ts aw ay fro m  th eir 
b lack  p lace . “A n y  ta le  w o rth  te llin g  is w orth  te llin g  p rop er.”

M en d y  h e sita ted . N o w  th a t he w as face-to -face  w ith  th e  big, 
u n sh av en  ex -p o lice  officer, h e  th o u g h t m ay b e  his id ea  h a d n ’t  b een  
su ch  a g o o d  on e a fte r  all. B u t M cC reary  w as American, w hich  
m ean t h e w asn ’t  like his U n cle  Ja k e  w h o  w as a su ch  a greener in 
h is greasy  cap  an d  cracked , sc u ffe d  sh oes. M cC re ary  sp o k e  English
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an d  h e k n ew  h o w  to  figh t w ith  h is h an d s in stead  o f  a lw ays w ords, 
w ords, w ords. H e  w o re  fitte d  su its  o f  ligh t b ro w n  o r  tw e e d  in stead  
o f  th e  sh ap eless, d ark -co lo red  gab ard in e  th a t  h u n g  like  an o ld  sack  
fro m  h is u n c le ’s scraw n y sh ou ld ers. H e  w as th e  k in d  o f  m an  th a t 
M en d y  h im se lf  w an ted  to  be. B e sid e s w h ich , M cC reary  w a sn ’t  
really  a p o lic e  o ffice r  an ym ore.

"1 fo u n d  a body. In th e  hallw ay, u p  n ear o u r  roof.”
“G e t  on  w ith  y o u ,” M cC re ary  said , d isb e lie f  reg isterin g  in  his 

eyes. H e  tu rn ed  b a c k  to  h is beer.
M en d y  p u lle d  a t  h is c o a t  again . “C o m e  w ith  m e, m ister. P lease  

ju s t  c o m e  w ith  m e."
M c C re a ry  s ig n a le d  to  F rank ie to  h o ld  d o w n  th e  bar, a n d  th e  

b o y  fo llo w e d  h im  o u t  th e  door, in to  th e  h e a t  o f  th e  day. T h e y  se t  
o f f  d o w n  M u lb e rry  S tre e t , w a lk in g  so u th e a s t  to w a rd  th e  Je w ish  
q u arter.

M cC reary  fe lt  th e  ch an ge as so on  as th ey  cro ssed  H o u sto n  Street. 
N o rth  o f  it, th e  n e igh b orh o od  w as still second-gen eration  Irish and 
a t  least th ird-generation  G erm an . W hile  th ere  w ere  p e o p le  on  th e  
streets, m o st  o f  life  w as lived  in side th e  buildings. B u t th e  streets o f  
Je w to w n  w ere  teem in g  w ith  life, noise, an d  confusion . P ush carts 
w ere  everyw here, selling cloth ing, k itchenw are, fruits, vegetab les, 
fish— fresh  or p ick led . A n d  the p e o p le !— jab b erin g  at th e  peddlers, 
sh ou tin g  a t  each  other, fingering th e  m erch an d ise  as i f  every p o t  w as 
d en ted  an d  every p ie ce  o f  fish  w as rotten.

“H ere  w e  are,” M en d y  said , p u llin g  h im  in to  on e o f  th e  te n e 
m e n t d o orw ay s on  L u d lo w  S tree t.

T h e  b u ild in g  w as dark , stiflin g  fro m  th e  h e a t  o f  th e  day, th e  air 
h eavy  w ith  th e  sm ells  o f  to o  m an y  p e o p le  in  to o  sm all a p lace . It 
w as a fam ilia r  sm ell to  M cC reary , b rin g in g  u p  m em o rie s  th a t  w en t 
m u ch  fu rth er  b a c k  th an  th e  d ay s a  little  o v er  a  year ago  w h en  h e ’d 
p a tro lled  th e se  sa m e  streets. H e ’d  b een  b o m  in th e  o ld  F ive Points 
an d  h a d  gro w n  , u p  like a te n e m e n t rat fo llo w in g  th e  d ea th  o f  h is 
father, a m e m b e r  o f  th e  fa m e d  6 9 th  “F igh tin g Irish ” reg im en t, w h o  
h ad  given  his life  to  figh t fo r  th e  U n ion  du rin g  th e  C iv il War. 
T h e y ’d  b een  so  poor, M cC re ary  rem em b ered , th a t so m e  n igh ts h e  
h a d  n oth in g  m o re  th an  a p ie ce  o f  b re ad  so ak e d  in te a  to  eat.

H e  sh o o k  his h e a d  fo r  a m in u te  to  sh ak e  o f f  th e  m e m o rie s  an d  
fo llo w ed  M en d y  u p  th e  stairs. B y th e  t im e  th ey  g o t  to  th e  r o o f  
landing, M cC re ary  w as w ish in g  h e w as ten  years y o u n g er an d  
tw en ty  p o u n d s lighter. M cC reary  lo o k ed  aro u n d  h im . T h e  in teri
or o f  th e  b u ild in g  b e lo w  h im  w as d ark  an d  b a th e d  in sh adow s, b u t  
th ere  w as en o u gh  su n ligh t co m in g  in fro m  th e  o p en  d o o r  to  see  
th e  lan d in g  very  clearly. W ith  th e  e x c e p tio n  o f  a d e a d  w a te rb u g  on  
th e  flo o r n ear th e  w all, it w as em pty.
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M cC re a ry ’s  large  h a n d  sw o o p e d  dow n , cau g h t M en d y ’s  sh irt by  
th e  collar, an d  lifted  th e  b o y  u p  to  th e  level o f  h is ow n  face. “O kay, 
lad d ie ,” h e  sa id  angrily. "W h a t ’s th is all a b o u t? ”

“I ’m  te llin g  y o u  th e  tru th , m ister, I sw ear  it.” M en d y ’s  h e ad  w as 
sp inn ing. C o u ld  he h ave  im ag in ed  th e  w h o le  th in g?

H e  c lo sed  his ey es an d  fo rce d  his m in d  b a c k  to  th e  lan d in g  as he 
h a d  seen  it earlier. T h e re  w as n o  q u estio n  a b o u t it. N av in sk y  h ad  
b e e n  ly ing d e a d  on  th is very  sa m e  w o o d en  floor. S o  w h ere  w as h e 
n ow ? H a d  h e  b e c o m e  a lread y  so m e  neshoma, a  p o o r  so u l w an der
ing th ro u g h  th e  afterlife ?  E v en  i f  th is  w as tru e  an d  h is so u l h ad  
a lread y  le ft  h is body, th e  flesh  an d  b o n es o f  h im  w o u ld  still b e  
w h ere  M en d y  h a d  le ft  h im .

“W ell?” M cC re a ry  gro w led . H e  d ro p p e d  h im  b ack  o n to  th e  
floor, b u t  M en d y  k new  h e w a sn ’t  to  b e  a llo w ed  to  go  an yw h ere 
u n til h e  m a n a g e d  to  c o m e  u p  w ith  an  answ er.

H e  s ta red  a t  th e  flo o r  again , p ic tu rin g  th e  scen e  in  h is m in d  
ex a c tly  as i t  h a d  b een . S o m e th in g  else, so m eth in g  b e s id e s  th e  
m iss in g  body, w as w rong.

“M ister, th e  flo o r  is c lean ,” h e  stu tte red .
“W h at?” M cC re ary  e x p lo d e d . W as th is  b o y  a lu n atic  ch ild ? H e  

fo llo w ed  M e n d y ’s  ey es d o w n  o n to  th e  floor. O f  course . M o st  o f  
th e  r o o f  lan d in gs in  ten e m e n ts  like th is  w ere  co v ered  w ith  a layer 
o f  so o t  an d  d irt an d  litter. E x c e p t  fo r  th e  d e a d  w aterb u g , th is  on e 
w as as c lean  as th e  su rface  o f  th e  b a r  righ t a fte r  Frankie h a d  tak en  
h is  rag  to  it.

H e  tu rn ed  an d  h e a d e d  u p  th e  sta irs w ith  M en d y  lim p in g  a lon g 
b eh in d  h im . O n c e  o u t  on  th e  roof, h e  sh ad e d  h is ey es w ith  h is 
h a n d  an d  lo o k e d  arou n d . Yes, th ere  w ere  fresh  drag  m arks. 
M cC re a ry  fo llo w ed  th e m  to  th e  rear ed g e  o f  th e  ro o f  an d  lo o k ed  
d o w n  a t th e  c ru m b le d  h e ap  s ix  sto rie s b e lo w  on  th e  groun d .

H e  tu rn e d  to  M en d y  an d  to o k  a d e e p  b rea th . “W ell, m y  boy, I ’ll 
n ever d o u b t y o u  again  w h en  y o u  te ll m e  y o u ’v e  fo u n d  a b o d y ”

T h a t  evening, M cC re ary  w as sittin g  a t  a  sm a ll ta b le  in  K n u ck le  
A n n ie ’s, d rin k ing b e e r  w ith  P iker Farrell. P iker w as th e  d e tec tiv e  
w h o w as in  ch arge  o f  th e  in vestigation  in to  N av in sk y ’s d ea th , an d  
h e w as w aitin g  fo r  Izzy th e  D oper.

“So, Johnny, w h at d id  th e  b o y  te ll y o u ?” h e  a sk ed  M cC reary , lift
in g h is beer. H e  w as a b ee fy  m an  w ith  red -r im m ed  ey es an d  h an ds 
like  h u ge  k n o b b y  p o ta to e s. T h ey  ca lled  h im  P iker b e c a u se  o f  h is 
h a b it o f  n ever reach in g  in to  h is p o ck e t  w h en  it c a m e  t im e  to  p ay  
th e  bill.

M cC re ary  w as ea tin g  so m e  h ard -b o iled  eg g s th a t  h e ’d  tak en  
fro m  th e  la rge  b o w l stan d in g  on  th e  bar. “H e  d id n ’t  te ll m e  m u ch
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m o re  th an  w h o th e  c o rp u s  w as an d  th a t  h e  lived  w ith  th e  b o y ’s 
fam ily .”

“W ell, th e  fa m ily  w o u ld n ’t  say  m u ch  w h en  I ta lk ed  to  th em . 
P re ten d ed  th ey  d id n ’t  u n d ersta n d  any E n g lish .” A  c o m e r  o f  P iker's 
lip  tu rn e d  up. “Y ou k n ow  h o w  th o se  p e o p le  are— all a b u n ch  o f  
an arch ists an d  revo lu tion aries. A n y  o n e  o f  th e m  c o u ld  h ave  m u r
d ered  th is  V ic to r  N avinsky."

M cC re ary  regard ed  P iker w ith  an  a sso rtm e n t o f  fee lin gs h e  
co u ld  b are ly  p u t  in to  w ords. T h e y  h ad  k n ow n  each  o th er fo r  w ell 
o v er  tw en ty-five  years, fro m  b e fo re  th e  t im e  h e  h a d  jo in e d  th e  o ld  
W h y o  gan g— Piker, older, a lread y  a gan g  m em ber, w atch in g  h im  
an d  D en n y  R iley  th ro w in g  p u n ch es a t  each  other, sin gling h im  o u t 
to  te ac h  h im  a few  tricks, tak in g  h im  fo r h is first drink. M cC reary  
alw ays th o u g h t P iker h ad  m an ag e d  to  sq u e a k  th ro u g h  th e  scan d a ls  
w ith  h is jo b  in tact b e c a u se  h e  k n ew  w h ere  m an y  m o re  b o d ie s  
w e re  b u r ie d  th an  h e  h im se lf  did .

A s  i f  h e  w e re  read in g  M cC re a ry ’s  m in d , P iker sa id . " I ’ll n eed  y o u  
on  this, Johnny. Y ou  w o u ld  h ave  m a d e  d e tec tiv e  soon , an d  I w o u ld  
h ave  a sk ed  fo r  y o u  to  b e  ass ign ed  to  m e  b e c a u se  y o u  k n ow  th ese  
p e o p le  fro m  th e  d ay s w h en  y o u  w alk ed  th e  b e a t  d o w n  th ere .” 
B o th  o f  th e m  k n ew  M cC re ary  w o u ld ’ve  h a d  to  p a y  u p w a rd  o f  tw o  
th o u san d  d o llars to  th e  T am m an y  m an  fo r  th e  p riv ilege  o f  b e c o m 
ing d etective , b u t  n e ith er o f  th e m  w as go in g  to  m en tio n  it. “T h is  
re fo rm  s t u f f  is ju s t  tem po rary ,” P iker w e n t on. “Y ou 'll see, 
R o o se v e lt ’s  g o t  h is s igh ts on  so m eth in g  a lo t  gran der th an  ro u tin g  
o u t  u s M icks.” T ed d y  R o o sev e lt  w as cu rren tly  en jo y in g  a  stin t as 
p re sid e n t o f  th e  B o a rd  o f  C o m m issio n e rs  o f  th e  N e w  Y ork  C ity  
Police D e p a rtm e n t, sw e p t in  on  th e  w in d s o f  re fo rm . "A s so o n  as 
h e ’s gone, You’ll h ave  y o u r  o ld  jo b  b ack , I ’ll s tak e  A n n ie ’s b ig g e st  
k n u ck le  d u ste r  on  it .”

M cC re ary  d id n ’t  answ er. E very  tim e  h e  tr ie d  to  th in k  a b o u t th e  
fu tu re , h is th o u g h ts  d isso lv ed  in  h is m in d  an d  h e  ju s t  fo u n d  h im 
s e l f  w an tin g  an oth er drink.

“A n d  it  c a n ’t  h a p p e n  to o  fa s t  fo r  m e.” P iker sigh ed .
M cC re ary  lo o k e d  up. T h ro u g h  th e  sh ad o w s o f  th e  flickerin g gas 

lan tern s an d  th e  sm o k e  fro m  co u n tle ss  cigars, h e  saw  Izzy  d ie  
D o p e r  m ak in g  h is w ay  b e tw ee n  th e  ta b le s  to w ard s th em . Izzy, 
w h o  w as o n e  o f  th o se  n e igh b o rh o o d  ch arac ters k n ow n  b y  every
on e, Je w  an d  n o n -Jew  alike, lo o k ed  like a b a tte re d  sto v e  p ip e  in  a  
d irty  cap. H e  c a u g h t M cC re a ry ’s  eye an d  sm ile d  w h at h e  p ro b a 
b ly  th o u g h t w as an  in gratiatin g  sm ile .

“S o  le t 's  ta lk  first, b ean s,” Izzy  sa id , ru b b in g  h is th u m b  an d  fo re 
fin g er to g e th er  as h e  slid  in to  th e  rem ain in g  chair.

P ik er’s  ey es n arro w ed . H is  h a n d  sh o t o u t  an d  g rab b ed  th e  little
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m a n ’s sh irt fron t. W ith  his o th er  h a n d  h e sm a c k e d  h im  tw ice  
across th e  face. “S p it  it  o u t, Je w  boy, or th e re ’ll b e  n o  h a p p y  
d ream lan d  fo r  y o u  to n igh t.”

Izzy ’s h e a d  sn a p p e d  le ft  an d  th en  right. "W h at can  I te ll y o u ?” 
h e  w h in ed . H e  g lan ced  at Piker, th en  a t  M cC reary , an d  b a c k  at 
P iker again . T h e  b rim  o f  h is c a p  b o b b e d  fro m  sid e  to  sid e  like  th e  
b e a k  o f  a b ird  p eck in g  at o n e  se e d  an d  th en  another. “I can  te ll y o u  
th a t Mr. V ic to r  N av in sk y  w as an  an arch ist, an  all-arou n d , b ig -tim e  
la d ie s ’ m an  an d  tro u b lem ak er.”

“S o ?  T ell m e  so m eth in g  I d o n ’t  know .”
Izzy  sh ru g ged  an d  fin g ered  h is face. “H e  b o a rd e d  w ith  Ja k e  

L e itn e r  an d  h is fam ily. Ja k e  is a d re ssm ak e r  w h o  th in k s h e  can  
sq u e e z e  a little  m o re  o u t  o f  th a t  sh n o rer o f  a b o ss  b y  go in g  on 
strike .”

“T h is  is a ll?" P iker’s ey es b e c a m e  tw o  slits in  h is fa ce  as h e  
p e e re d  a t  th e  sk in ny m an . “Y ou  b e tte r  g ive m e  so m eth in g  m o re  
th an  th a t .”

“A n d ,” Izzy  h u rried  on , “I w as a t  a d em o n stra tio n  on  R iv ington  
S tre e t  w h ere  I h eard  F in este in  th e  B o ss ran tin g an d  raving a t  
N av in sk y  th a t  h e  w o u ld  se e  th e m  all in h e ll first b e fo re  h e ’d  allow  
a b u n ch  o f  rev o lu tio n arie s to  te ll h im  w h at h e  c o u ld  an d  c o u ld n ’t  
p a y  h is w orkers.” H e  sm ile d  w eakly. S w e a t  s to o d  o u t  on  h is fa ce  
like  th e  b e a d s  o f  liq u id  on  th e  g lasse s o f  beer. It w as sw elterin g  in 
th e  c ro w d ed  saloon .

P iker sa t  b ack . W ith  ev id en t re lie f  Izzy  co lle c te d  th e  co in s th e  
d e tec tiv e  to sse d  h im  an d  h u rr ied  o u t  th e  door.

P iker ru b b e d  th e  p a lm  o f  h is h an d  fo r  a m in u te  an d  tu rn e d  to  
M cC reary . "W ell, le t ’s  go  p ay  a v isit to  M r. F in este in .”

T h e  ten e m e n t in  w h ich  F in este in  b o th  liv ed  an d  ran  h is sw e a t
sh o p  w a s on  th e  th ird  flo o r  o f  a  rear  b u ild in g , w h ich  m e an t th a t  it 
h a d  n o  d irec t acce ss to  th e  street. P iker an d  M cC re ary  h a d  to  w alk  
th ro u g h  an o th er sour-sm ellin g  te n e m e n t an d  p a s t  th e  reek in g  o u t
h o u se  th a t  se rv ed  b o th  bu ild in gs. T h e  ap a rtm e n t d o o r  o p e n e d  in to  
a stiflin g , w in d o w less k itch en  w h ere  a y o u n g  b o y  w h o  lo o k e d  to  
b e  a b o u t e igh t or n ine w as stru gg lin g  to  rem o v e  a  h eavy  b la c k  iron  
fro m  th e  to p  o f  a fiery-h ot, co a l-b u m in g  stove. S tre tch e d  o u t  o n  a 
lo n g  ta b le  w as th e  c o m p le te d  b o d ice  an d  sk irt o f  an even in g dress. 
T h e  re st  o f  th e  ap artm e n t w as in sem idarkn ess, an d  M cC reary  
c o u ld  ju s t  m ak e  o u t  th e  d o u b le  lin e  o f  s ilen t sew in g  m ach in es th a t  
filled  w h at h e  k n ew  to  b e  tw o  long, n arro w  roo m s. A  w o m an  w ith  
a co il o f  red  h a ir w o u n d  aro u n d  h er h e a d  w as se a te d  on  a ch air in 
th e  c o m e r  n u rsin g  a  baby. Sh e  lo o k e d  u p  w h en  P iker an d  
M cC re ary  en te re d  b u t  m a d e  n o  e ffo r t  to  co v er herself. H e r  sw eat-



14 HARRIET RZETELNY

lin ed  face, w h ich  m ig h t h ave on ce  b e e n  pretty , w as p in ch e d  w ith  
ex h au stio n .

“T h ey  live like  v erm in ,” P iker sa id  to  M cC re ary  in  a v o ice  lo u d  
en ou gh  to  b e  h e ard  b y  th e  w o m an . “N o  m orals, no decency. 
N o th in g .” T o  th e  w o m an  h e sa id , "Y ou  sp e a k  E n g lish ?”

“I do ,” sa id  th e  boy, d ro p p in g  th e  iron  w ith  a lo u d  c lan g  b a c k  
o n to  th e  stove.

“W e’re  lo ok in g  fo r  L e o  F ineste in . Is h e  y o u r fa th er?"
T h e  b o y  sh o t  a  q u ick  g lan ce  a t  th e  w o m an , w h o  m a d e  no 

an sw erin g  m o tio n . S o  h e sh ru g ged  an d  n o d d ed . “In th ere ." H e  
p o in te d  to  a  d o o r  in  th e  w all b eh in d  h im .

P iker o p e n e d  th e  d o o r  in to  a w in d o w less ro o m  th a t w as b are ly  
b ig g e r  th an  th e  iro n -fram ed  b e d  it  con ta in ed . A  h eav y se t m an  in  
h is u n d erw ear  w as ly ing on  th e  sw ea t-so a k ed  sh eets. O n e  o f  h is 
leg s w as se cu re d  b e tw ee n  tw o  n arro w  w o o d en  p lan k s b y  several 
w in d in gs o f  d irty  w h ite  m ateria l. F in este in  lo o k e d  u p  at th e  tw o  
m en . T h e n  h e  sa id  so m eth in g  to  h is so n  in  Y id d ish , a  lan gu age  
w h ich  alw ays so u n d e d  to  M cC re ary  as th o u g h  th e  sp e ak e r  w as 
c learin g  h is th ro at.

“H e  w an ts to  k n o w  i f  y o u  are  h ere  a b o u t  N avinsky ,” th e  b o y  
said .

M cC re ary  n od d ed . Evidently , w o rd  o f  th e  an arch ist ’s  d ea th  h ad  
a lread y  go tten  aro u n d  th e  n e igh b o rh o o d .

“M y p a p a  h as b e e n  like this, on  th e  b e d , fo r  tw o  d ay s now. O n e  
o f  th o se  n o-goodniks, th o se  strikers w h o  w an t to  tak e  th e  b re a d  
o u t  o f  o u r m o u th s ,” th e  b o y  sp it  th ree  t im e s  on  th e  flo o r  b e sid e  
h im , “th rew  a ro ck  an d  b ro k e  it.”

P iker re ach e d  over, p ick ed  u p  th e  m a n ’s  en ca sed  leg, an d  sh o o k  
it  b e fo re  'd ro p p in g  it heav ily  b a c k  o n to  th e  b ed . F ineste in  
sc re a m e d  in  pain . “Y ou su re  i t ’s tw o  d ay s sin ce  th is h a p p e n e d ,” h e  
sa id  to  th e  boy, w h o  p re sse d  his Ups to g e th e r  an d  n o d d e d  w o rd 
lessly. “W e’ll k n ow  i f  i t ’s n o t  true, an d  th in gs w ill go  w o rse  fo r 
h im .”

“I f  F in este in  h as really  b e e n  in  b e d  fo r  tw o  day s w ith  a b ro k en  
le g ,” M cC re ary  sa id  as th ey  w alk ed  d o w n  th e  creak in g  stairs, “h e  
c o u ld n ’t  b e  o u t  m u rd erin g  N avinsky. T h a t  leaves u s righ t b ack  
w h ere  w e sta r te d .”

“D o n ’t  y o u  worry, John ny,” P iker an sw ered . “W ith  all th e  p e o p le  
c ra m m e d  in to  th is  n e igh b o rh o o d , w e ’ll fin d  so m e o n e  e lse  to  fill 
th e  b ill.”

T h e  n e x t  d ay  w as an o th er h o t  one. M en d y  w as sittin g  a t  th e  en d  
o f  K n u ck le  A n n ie ’s lon g bar, d rin k ing th e  d reg s o f  a b e e r  le ft  b y  a 
d e p a rte d  p a tro n  an d  h o p in g  th a t n o b o d y  w o u ld  n o tice  h im . Izzy
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th e  D o p e r  w as sittin g  at a ta b le  w ith  P iker Farrell an d  Jo h n  
M cC reary . It m a d e  M e n d y ’s s to m ach  h u rt to  w atch  w h at Mr. 
Farrell w as d o in g  to  th e  m an , b u t  n oth in g  sh o rt o f  a raging fire  
w o u ld  h ave m ad e  h im  ge t u p  an d  leave.

"O kay, okay,” th e  m an  w h in ed  as h e  w ip e d  th e  b lo o d  o f f  h is n ose  
w ith  a d irty  sleeve. “F in este in  isn ’t  th e  on ly  p o ta to  in th e  p o t. Ju s t  
la st  w eek  I h e ard  N avinsky, m ay  he re st  in  p ea ce ,” Izzy  lifte d  his 
ey es p io u sly  to w ard  th e  heaven s, “h av in g  an  a rgu m en t w ith  Ja k e  
Leitn er.”

"An arg u m e n t b e tw ee n  tw o  Je w s? ” P iker sa id  co n tem p tu o u sly , 
raisin g h is fist  again . "T h a t ’s  like  te llin g  m e  th e  su n  c o m e s  u p  in 
th e  m orn in g .”

“N o, no,” th e  m an  cried , th ru stin g  h is h a n d s b e tw ee n  his fa ce  
an d  P ik er ’s fist. “It w as a b o u t a w o m an .”

“T h e  daughter, R ach e l L e itn e r !” P iker a sse rted  w ith  sa tisfac tion .
Izzy  ra ised  h is ey eb ro w s an d  sh ru gged .
"W h at w as it  a b o u t? ”

“Ja k e  c a u g h t th e m  togeth er.” H e  d u c k e d  h is h e ad  dow n  an d  sa id  
slyly, “W ell, I d o n ’t  h ave  to  say  m ore, d o  I?”

T h e  ach e  in  M e n d y ’s s to m ach  b e c a m e  a stab b in g  pain . H e  h a d  
seen  th e  w ay  N av in sk y  lo o k e d  at h is c o u sin  R ach e l— an d  a t  m o st  
o f  th e  o th er  y o u n g  w o m en  in  th e  n e igh b o rh o o d , i f  it  c am e  to  th at. 
B u t th o se  o th e r  w o m en  w ere  n o t h is cou sin , an d  th e ir  fa th ers 
w ere  n o t h is U n cle  Jake . Mr. Farrell s to o d  u p  an d  sa id  lo u d ly  to  
M cC reary , “L e t ’s  go, Jo h n n y  boy. W e’ll h ave  th is se ttle d  b e fo re  
lu n ch .”

T h e  sn ive lin g  little  d o p e r  fin k  ru b b e d  h is fin gers to g e th er  an d  
sa id , “W h at a b o u t m y  . . .”

T h e  b ig  d e tec tiv e  c u t  h im  off. “N o  d ream lan d  fo r  y o u  un til 
L e itn e r  is sa fe ly  lo ck ed  up. You ste e re d  m e  w ro n g o n ce  already. 
T h is  t im e  y o u  b e tte r  b e  on  th e  m on ey .”

T h a t  day  w as o n e  o f  th e  w o rst  in  M e n d y ’s  m em o ry — a lm o st as 
b a d  as th e  n igh t h is b e lo v e d  m a m a  d ied ; a lm o st as b a d  as th e  day  
his father, w h o  h a d  c o m e  o v er to  A m e rica  a year b e fo re  th e  rest 
o f  th e  L e itn e rs to  fin d  a h o m e  fo r  th e m  all, n ever sh o w ed  u p  to  
m e e t  th e m — lost, so m e  said , to  th e  d ep ra v ed  d iv es o f  th e  L o w er 
E a st  S ide. A n d  now, th e  sigh t o f  th a t  C o ssa c k  o f  a d e tec tiv e  s la p 
p in g  h a n d cu ffs  o n to  h is U n c le  Ja k e  an d  p u sh in g  h im  d o w n  th e  
sta irs . . .  an d  th en  th e  so u n d  o f  A u n t T s ip i w eep in g  an d  w ailin g—  
h e ’d  n ever h e ard  h er cry b e fo re  an d  n ever w an ted  to  again — w h ile  
h is co u sin  R achel, h er fa ce  a s  w h ite  as a fresh ly  w a sh ed  sh eet, 
tried , w ith o u t su ccess, to  co m fo rt her. A n d  p o o r  little  Sorele , 
w h im p erin g  u n d er th e  ta b le  as sh e  w a tch e d  th e  w h o le  th in g  o u t
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o f  eyes th a t  lo o k ed  as sca red  as M en d y  fe lt. A n d , w o rse  yet, it w as 
all his, M en d y ’s, fau lt.

M en d y  s lip p e d  o u t  o f  th e  ap artm en t as so on  as h e  c o u ld  an d  
m a d e  his w ay th ro u gh  th e  c ro w d ed  stree ts  to  h is little  h id in g 
p la c e  on  S tan to n  S tree t, u n d er  th e  sh ed  b eh in d  H e n ty ’s  bakery. 
H e  h ad  fu rn ish ed  it w ith  a candle, a w o o d en  b o x  w h ere  h e h id  th e  
R ack er C o y le  p en n y  d e tec tiv e  sto rie s h e  read  avidly, an d  a p ie ce  
o f  an  o ld , b u rn t m attre ss  o n to  w h ich  h e n ow  th rew  him self. W hy 
c o u ld n ’t  h e  h ave  ju s t  le ft  N av in sk y ’s b o d y  w h ere  it w as? W hy h ad  
h e  go n e  to  th a t b ig  Irish m an  fo r h e lp  an d  b ro u gh t th e  w rath  o f  th e  
C o ssa c k s  d o w n  on  th e ir  h ead s?  A n d  n ow  h is U n cle  Ja k e  w as in 
ja il, a ccu se d  o f  s tab b in g  N avinsky !

H e  b lin k ed  aw ay th e  tea rs th a t  w ere  th rea ten in g  to  sp ill o u t  an d  
th o u g h t a b o u t h is uncle. H e  lo v e d  th e  little  m an  like a father, b u t  
U n c le  Ja k e  w as as c lo se  to  b e in g  a sq u eak in g  m o u se  as any h u m an  
co u ld  be. C o u ld  su ch  a m an  actu a lly  stab  N av in sk y ? N avinsky, 
w h o  to o k  on  gan gs o f  p o lice m e n  w ith  th e ir  b illy  c lu b s an d  co sh es 
as i f  th e y  w ere  so  m an y  in sec ts  to  b e  sq u a sh e d ?  M en d y  c o u ld n ’t  
even  im ag in e  it!

B y  th e  tim e  h e craw led  o u t  o f  h is h id in g  p lace , r igh teo u s an ger 
h a d  re p la ce d  se lf-recrim in atio n . It w as in th is  s ta te  th a t h e  m ad e  
h is w ay  b a c k  to  K n u ck le  A n n ie ’s, w h ere  h e  h id  b eh in d  a d ray  cart 
u n til h e  saw  Jo h n  M cC re ary  leavin g th e  bar.

M cC reary  w as th in k in g th a t an h o u r or tw o  in th e  sh ap e ly  arm s 
o f  O w l M eg  m ig h t ch eer h im  u p  a b it  w h en  h e fe lt  a h a n d  p u ll
ing a t  h is jack e t.

“M ister, m ister.” A  shrill, in d ign an t voice. “T h e r e ’s  b een  an  in ju s
tic e  done.'’ T h o se  w o rd s cam e  stra igh t fro m  M en d y ’s  favo rite  
d etective , R ack er C oy le . “Y ou c a n ’t  le t th is h a p p e n .”

M cC reary  lo o k ed  do w n  an d  sigh ed . “A n d  w h at are  y o u  th in king 
I sh o u ld  b e  d o in g  a b o u t it, b o y o ?”

“I th in k  y o u  sh o u ld  b e  fin d in g th e  real cu lp r it .”
M cC reary  w as to u ch e d  b y  th e  b o y ’s fa ith  in  h im . A ctually , he 

d id n ’t  b e lie v e  th a t  Ja c o b  L e itn e r  w as th e  killer. F ro m  w h at he 
kn ew  a b o u t V ic to r  N avinsky, h e  c o u ld n 't  see  th e  an arch ist a llo w 
in g an angry father, or an y angry m an  fo r  th at m atter, to  co m e 
c lo se  en ou gh  to  h im  to  stab  h im  in th e  ch est  w ith o u t figh tin g 
b ack . A n d  N av in sk y ’s hands, as M cC reary  h ad  n oticed , sh o w ed  no 
sign s o f  any recen t fisticu ffs. N o r  d id  Ja c o b  L e itn e r  d isp lay  any 
ev id en ce  th a t h e  h a d  b e e n  h it recen tly  b y  an yon e o th er  th an  Piker. 
B u t w h at co u ld  h e  d o ?  H e  h a d  no o ffic ia l stan d in g, an d  P iker w as 
crow in g a b o u t th e  arrest.

N o, M cC re ary  th o u gh t, th is  w as a w o m a n ’s crim e, fo r  certa in .
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H e th o u g h t o f  R achel Leitner, w h om  h e ’d  know n fro m  th e  days 
w h en  h e p a tro lle d  th e  area. S h e ’d  o ften  ac te d  as in te rp re ter  for 
h im  w h en  h e ’d  h ad  to  q u estio n  a w itn ess o r ev acu a te  th o se  stin k 
ing te n e m e n ts  d u rin g  on e o f  th e  m an y  ep id e m ic s— cholera, 
w h o o p in g  co u gh , p n e u m o n ia— th at ro u tin e ly  sw e p t  th rou gh  
th o se  cro w d ed , airle ss bu ild ings. Tall fo r  a Je w ish  w o m an , sh e 
c o u ld  d o  w ith  a few  m o re  cu rv es— b u t  th en  th e re  w as th at m ass 
o f  au b u rn  h air th e  co lo r o f  g low in g  em b ers, th e  sligh tly  c ro o k ed  
sm ile  th a t  lit u p  h er fa ce  at o d d  m o m e n ts  . . .

H e  glan ced  d o w n  a t M en d y  again. T h e  b o y  w o u ld n ’t  b e  any h a p 
p ier i f  h is cousin  R ach el tu rn ed  o u t to  b e  th e  cu lprit. B u t M en d y  
w as righ t— th ere  h ad  b een  an in ju stice  don e— and a t  th at m om en t, 
M cC reary  w as as sen sitive  to  in ju stices as M en d y  h im self. A s  m u ch  
as M cC reary  d id n ’t  w an t to  d o  it, h e ’d  h ave  to  sp e ak  to  R ach el 
Leitner, i f  sh e ’d  ta lk  to  h im . B u t first h e ’d  h ave an oth er con versa
tio n  w ith  Izzy th e  D oper. P iker h ad  h eard  w h at he w an ted  to  hear. 
M cC reary , th o ugh , w as certa in  th e  little  h o p h ead  w asn ’t te llin g  all 
h e  knew . H e  w an ted  to  h ave as m an y  o f  th e  fac ts  n a iled  dow n  as 
h e  co u ld  b e fo re  con fron tin g  M iss Leitner. H e  k new  th e  o p iu m  den  
w h ere  Izzy w en t to  sm o k e  h is dope, an d  h o p e d  th a t h e  w o u ld n ’t  
b e  so  fa r  in to  d ream lan d  as to  n o t b e  ab le  to  talk .

( S e v e r a l  h o u rs later, M cC reary  re tu rn ed  to  K n u ck le  A n n ie ’s 
w h ere  M en d y  w as w aiting. M en d y 's  eag er  an tic ip a tio n  tu rn e d  to  
d re ad  w h en  h e saw  th e  ex p re ss io n  on  th e  b ig  Ir ish m an ’s  face. B u t 
M cC re ary  w o u ld  say  n oth in g, an d  m an  an d  b o y  m a d e  th e ir  w ay 
so u th , acro ss H o u sto n  S tree t, an d  th en  e a s t  to  th e  L u d lo w  S tre e t  
b u ild in g  w h ere  th e  L e itn e rs  lived .

M cC re ary  se n t M en d y  on  u p  to  te ll M iss L e itn e r  th a t  he, 
M cC reary , d id n ’t  b e liev e  h er fa th er  h a d  m u rd e re d  th e  an arch ist 
an d  to  con v in ce  h er th a t  sh e  m u st  c o m e  d o w n  an d  ta lk  to  h im . 
T h e re  w as no way, h e  k n ew  as h e  se ttle d  h im se lf  on  th e  s to o p  to  
w ait, th a t h e  w o u ld  b e  w e lco m e  in th a t  ap artm en t.

A b o u t  ten  m in u te s  later, th e  b o y  an d  h is co u sin  c a m e  o u t  o f  th e  
bu ild in g . M cC re ary  ro se  to  h is fee t, to u c h e d  h is hat, an d  said , 
“T h an k  y o u  fo r  co m in g  d o w n  an d  sp eak in g  w ith  m e, M iss 
L eitn er.”

H e r  eyes, as b lu e-green  as th e  river on  a c lo u d y  day, m e t his. "I ’m  
h ere  to  listen ,” sh e  sa id , w ith  a sligh t curl o f  h er lip. “N o t  to  sp e ak .”

N o tic in g  th e  a tten tio n  th ey  w ere  ge ttin g  fro m  th e  p e o p le  
aro u n d  th em , M cC reary  sa id  in a  fo rm al voice, “M iss Leitner, 
w o u ld  y o u  b e  jo in in g  m e  in a little  w a lk ?” H e  lo o k ed  a t  M en d y  
an d, correctly  in te rp re tin g  th e  ex p re ssio n  th e  b o y ’s face, ad d ed : “I
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w ish  to  ta lk  w ith  your co u sin  privately. W hich  m ean s, boyo, th at 
y o u ’re n o t to  fo llo w  us.”

"G o  u p sta irs  an d  d o  so m e  w o rk  fo r  a ch an ge ,” R ach e l said  
severely. “Y our au n t can  barely  ge t o u t  o f  b ed . S o m e o n e  h as to  
earn  a little  m o n ey  arou n d  here .”

M en d y  gave th em  b o th  an  aggriev ed  look , b u t  fo r  on ce  d id  as he 
w as to ld .

M cC re ary  an d  R ach e l L e itn e r  w alk ed  ea st  to w ard  th e  river, 
aw ay fro m  pry in g neigh bors. “M iss L eitn er,” h e  sa id  a fter  several 
b lo ck s o f  silence, “I h ad  a an o th er ta lk  w ith  Izzy  th e  D o p e r .”

“D id  y o u ?” sh e  asked , h er w h ole  b o d y  stiffen ing .
"A nd I b e liev e  I k now  th e  tru th  ab o u t V ic to r N av in sk y ’s m urder.” 
"M y  fa th er  con fessed , yo u  know .”
“It w o u ld  tak e  a  m an  m u ch  stron ger th an  your fa th er to  w ith 

stan d  Piker w h en  h e ’s o u t  to  ge t a con fession . B u t I know  it w asn ’t  
h im .”

W h en  h e d id n ’t  say  an yth in g further, sh e  c o lla p se d  do w n  o n to  a 
s to o p  an d  a sk ed  in  a  vo ice  tig h t w ith  ten sion , “W h at are  y o u  go in g 
to  d o ? ”

“A  lo t o f  th a t  w ill d ep en d  on  you , on  w h at y o u  w an t m e  to  do ,” 
h e  said .

“W h at I w a n t y o u  to  d o ? ” Sh e  d ra g g e d  th e  “I” o v er  sev era l sy l
lab le s. “W h a t I w an t y o u  to  d o  is to  d isap p ea r, to  go  b a c k  to  
w h a te v e r  lo w  sa lo o n  M en d y  d u g  y o u  o u t  of, an d  le av e  u s  a lo n e .” 

“A n d  w h at a b o u t y o u r fa th e r?”
T ears s ta r te d  d o w n  h er face. S ilen tly  h e  h a n d e d  h er h is h an d 

kerch ief. S h e  w e p t th en  as h e  sa t  in m isery, w ish in g  h e  c o u ld  m ak e  
it  b e tte r  fo r  her, kn ow in g h e c o u ld n ’t.

“I ’m  th in k in g i t ’s  a terrib le  ch o ice  to  h ave to  m ak e ,” h e  sa id . “B u t 
in  th e  lo n g  tu n , th e  law  is ea sier  on  a w o m an  th an  a m an .”

S h e  fo u g h t fo r  con tro l o f  herself, angrily  b lo ttin g  h er red d en ed  
lids. “W h at m ak es yo u  th in k  a w o m an  d id  th is ? ”

“F irst o f  all, N av in sk y  w as s ta b b e d  in th e  ch est, th rou gh  an  o p en  
vest, an d  th ere  w as n o  sign  th a t h e  h ad  fo u g h t to  d e fen d  h im self. 
S o  h e m u st  h ave b e e n  tak en  b y  su rp rise  b y  so m e o n e  h e k n ew  very 
w ell, w h ich  w o u ld n ’t  h ave  h a p p e n e d  i f  h e ’d  b e e n  fac in g  an  angry 
m an .”

“T h a t  d o e sn 't  p ro v e  it w as a w o m an ,” R ach e l sa id  scornfully. “It 
c o u ld  h ave b e e n  a m an  h e th o u g h t w as a fr ien d .”

“Secon d ly ,” M cC reary  w en t on  doggedly , “th e  lan d in g  w h ere  
M en d y  fo u n d  h im  w as so  c lean  w h en  I saw  it  th a t  y o u  c o u ld  h ave 
ea ten  o f f  it. W h at m an , frien d  or o th erw ise , w o u ld  h ave d o n e  
th a t? ” R ach e l st iffen ed  again . “A n d , m o re  to  th e  po in t, w hy? 
W h o ever c lean ed  u p  th a t  lan d in g  a lso  d rag ged  th e  co rp u s u p  o n to
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th e  r o o f  an d  th rew  it ov er th e  p a ra p e t  so  th a t  it  w o u ld  b e  fo u n d  
in th e  alleyw ay, fa r  aw ay fro m  y o u r a p a rtm e n t.” H e  sh o o k  h is h e ad  
sorrow fully . "N o , M iss Leitner. U n less y o u  can  p ro v e  to  m e  th at 
o n e  o f  th e  o th er  ten an ts on  yo u r flo o r sta b b e d  Mr. N av in sk y— ” 
Silently, a lm o st im percep tib ly , sh e  sh o o k  h er h ead . “— it  h a d  to  b e  
d o n e  b y  o n e  o f  y o u . A n d  n o t b y  yo u r father."

S h e  e x am in e d  h is fa ce  as i f  sh e  w as see in g  h im  fo r th e  first tim e. 
"I w o u ld n ’t  th in k  th a t y o u ’d  b e lie v e  th a t a w o m an  co u ld  h ave car
r ied  h im  u p  th a t  fligh t o f  sta irs an d  th row n  h im  o f f  th e  roo f.”

“M iss Leitner, I grew  u p  in a  te n e m e n t n o t to o  d iffe ren t from  
yours. A n d  m y  m o th er  w as stron g  as an  o x  fro m  carry in g ga llon s 
o f  w ate r  an d  scu ttle  a fte r  sc u ttle  o f  co a l an d  p a ils  o f  ashes, and  
b u n d le s o f  w ash , an d  sack s o f  flour, u p  an d  d o w n  th e  stairs, all day, 
every  day.”

“S o  y o u  b e lie v e  it w as m e  w h o  k illed  h im ,” sh e  said , c len ch in g 
h er hands.

O n c e  m o re  h e  sh o o k  h is h ead . “A s  I sa id , I h a d  a ta lk  w ith  Izzy  
th e  D op er, an d  h e to ld  m e  th e  n am e  o f  th e  w o m an  yo u r u n cle  an d  
th a t  rab b le-ro u ser w ere  argu in g  a b o u t.”

A  gang o f  s tree t u rch in s ran by, th e  so u n d s o f  th e ir  shrill, h igh- 
p itc h e d  la u g h ter  ech o in g  in th e  air b e h in d  th em . “H e  w as a te rri
b le  m an , M r. M cC reary ,” sh e  sa id  in a low, b itte r  voice. “H e  m ad e  
ey es a t  every  w o m an  h e  m et. H e  tr ied  it  w ith  m e, an d  I to ld  h im  
w h at I th o u g h t o f  h im . B u t h er . . .” T ears w e lled  u p  again  an d  a 
sm all vein  on  th e  sid e  o f  h er fo reh ea d  b e g a n  to  throb . “H o w  c o u ld  
sh e  d o  it? ” sh e  b u rst  ou t. T h en , as i f  an sw erin g h er ow n  q u estion , 
sh e  sa id , “Y ou c an 't—  W ell, m ay b e  y o u  can  im ag in e  w h at life  is 
like fo r  us. I t ’s w ork, w ork, all th e  t im e  w ork. P apa w o u ld n ’t  le t 
m e  ge t a jo b  in th e  sw eatsh o p s; h e  sa id  in  A m erica  I c o u ld  study, 
b e c o m e  a teacher, b e  m o re  th an  h e w as. I to ld  h im  I c o u ld  go  to  
n igh t sch o o l, b u t  h e  sa id  th e  sw ea tsh o p s w o u ld  kill m e, w o u ld  kill 
m y  sp irit, like  th e y  w ere  k illing h im .” S h e  c lo sed  her eyes. “I f  m y  
p a p a  an d  m y se lf  to g e th er  cam e  h o m e  w ith  eight, n ine do llars at 
th e  en d  o f  th e  w eek , it w as a go o d  w e ek  fo r  us. A n d  all th e  t im e  
w o rried  ab o u t h o w  y o u ’re go in g to  p ay  th e  ren t an d  fe e d  th e  fa m 
ily an d  w h at h a p p e n s if, G o d  fo rb id , y o u  ge t sick  an d  c a n ’t  w ork. 
A n d  m y fa th er  is a cougher, y o u  know .”

M cC re ary  w as all to o  aw are o f  w h at th a t  m ean t. T u b ercu lo sis—  
called  th e  Je w ish  a sth m a— w as ram p an t in  th e  ten e m en ts o f  th e  
L o w e r E a st  S ide.

“For m e, I ’m  y o u n g  y e t an d  P apa w o u ld n ’t  le t m y  d ream s die. 
B u t fo r  h er . . .” H e r  sh o u ld ers sagged , as i f  sh e  c o u ld n ’t  b e a r  th e  
w e igh t o f  ta lk in g  a b o u t it. Y et sh e  c o u ld n ’t  s to p  either, h e  realized . 
Sh e  n e e d e d  to  e x p la in  it, m o re  to  h e rse lf  th an  to  h im , h e  th o u g h t.
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“M am a w as s ix te e n  w h en  sh e  m arried  P apa, sev en teen  w h en  I w as 
b o m . S h e  h a d  th ree  m o re  ch ildren , tw o  w h o  d ie d  an d  another, m y  
little  sis te r  Sorele , w h o w as b are ly  o u t  o f  m y  m o th e r ’s arm s w h en  
w e  cam e  over.

“I lo ve  m y  fa th er  dearly, b u t  b e tw ee n  w ork in g  an d  cou gh in g  h e 
p ro b ab ly  w a sn ’t  m u ch  o f  a h u sb an d  to  her. S o  m ay b e  N av in sk y  
o ffe re d  a little  . . . p lea su re  fo r a w h ile .” H e r  w h ole  b o d y  sh u d 
d ered . “I d o n ’t  know . H e  w as th ere  in the house , all day, a lon e  w ith  
her. U n til th e  strike .”

M cC re ary  th o u g h t o f  T s ip i Leitner, n o t m u ch  o ld er  th an  h im 
self, p ed a lin g  h er life  aw ay in  fro n t o f  a sew in g  m ach in e. W as it so  
h ard  to  im ag in e  th a t sh e  w o u ld  lon g fo r  a little  lo ve  or p assio n ? 
H a d  h is ow n  m o th er  ever lo n g ed  fo r  love or p a ss io n ? H e  reco iled  
a t  th e  th o u g h t. A t  th a t m o m e n t he rea lized  h o w  little  h e  k n ew  
a b o u t  w o m en .

“S o  w h en  m y  fa th er  cau g h t th em , N av in sk y  p ro m ise d  h e w o u ld  
stop . W h ich  h e  d id , b u t  th en  h e sta rte d  run n in g aro u n d  w ith  o th er 
w o m en . Sh e  c o u ld n ’t  s tan d  it. S h e  w as like a crazy  w o m an . 
Je a lo u s, p o sse sse d , en raged . I w as so  w o rried  a b o u t h er th a t  I cam e 
h o m e  early  th a t  day, an d  th ere  th ey  b o th  w ere, in  th e  k itch en , 
on ly  h e w as on  th e  flo o r  d e a d  an d  sh e  w as starin g  a t  th e  b lo o d y  
k n ife  in h er h an d s as i f  sh e  d id n ’t  k n ow  w h at it w as.” H e r  eyes 
lo o k e d  sick  w ith  th e  m em ory . “H o w  c o u ld  I n o t h e lp  h er? I ’m  her 
dau gh ter.” S h e  b it  h er lip  an d  lo o k ed  u p  a t  h im , h er sea-green  eyes 
sco rn fu l again . “A re  yo u  su re  y o u  w e re n ’t  h id d en  th ere  w atch in g  
u s?  Y ou  se e m  to  k n o w  e x ac tly  w h at h a p p e n e d .”

“I ’m  th in k in g it ’s  th e  on ly  th in g  th a t  m ak es sen se. B u t I ’m  n o t 
su re  w h y y o u  first le ft  h im  on  th e  lan d in g .”

“W e h e ard  M en d y  on  th e  roof, on ly  I d id n ’t  k n ow  it  w as M endy. 
S o  w e  d ro p p e d  h im  an d  c re p t  d o w n  th e  sta irs again . W h o  w o u ld  
h ave  th o u g h t th e  little  d ev il w o u ld  tak e  m a tte rs  in to  h is ow n  
h an d s an d  d ec id e  to  b e c o m e  a h e ro ?"

H e  sa t  silently, gingerly  flex in g  h is fin gers b a c k  an d  forth , ju s t  
le ttin g  h er talk .

“I d id n ’t  k n ow  w h at to  d o  w h en  th a t terrib le  m an  c a m e  an d  
to o k  m y  fa th er  o f f  to  ja il. I f  I h a d  th e  co u rage  to  kill m yself, I 
w o u ld  h ave d o n e  it th en .”

S h e  s to p p e d  an d  p u lle d  h e rse lf  u p r ig h t to  a llo w  a m an  an d  
w o m an  to  c lim b  th e  sta irs o f  th e  s to o p  th ey  w ere  sittin g  on , th e  
w o m an  th row in g  th e m  a cu rio u s lo o k  as sh e  w en t by.

“I v isited  P apa in h is cell th is m o rn in g  an d  w e  ta lk e d  a b o u t it,” 
R ach e l co n tin u ed  in  a tigh t voice. “H e  k n o w s it w as M a m a  w h o 
m u rd e re d  th a t  fien d , b u t  h e  can n o t le t h er go  to  ja il  fo r  it. H e  w as 
co u gh in g  so  b ad , h is h an dkerch ie f, h is s leev e  w as fu ll o f  b lo o d .”
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Sh e  c lo se d  h er ey es briefly. “H e  rea lize s h e  d o e sn ’t  h ave lon g for 
th is w orld . I to ld  h im  w h atev e r  h a p p en ed , I w o u ld  tak e  care  o f  
S o re le  an d  M endy, se e  th a t th ey  go t an  ed u catio n . B u t h e  kn ow s 
I ’d  h ave  to  g ive u p  m y  ow n  d ream s in o rd er fo r  th a t to  h a p p en . So  
th is  is th e  on ly  w ay h e  can  tak e  care  o f  h is fam ily— b y tak in g  her 
place , h e  leaves th em  w ith  a m other, a t  least,"

For a m o m e n t h e c o u ld  se e  h er figh tin g  b ack  tears. T h e n  sh e 
tu rn e d  to w ard  h im , th o se  d isco n certin g  sea-green  eyes search in g  
h is ow n. “So, Mr. M cC reary . T h e  fa te  o f  o u r fam ily  is in  yo u r 
h an ds.”

“N o, M iss Leitner. I ’v e  to ld  y o u  th e  d ec is io n  w as u p  to  yo u , an d  
I ’m  th in k in g th a t y o u ’v e  m ad e  it."

R ach e l lo o k ed  d o w n  at h er hands. S h e  w o u ld  b e  fee lin g  in  his 
d eb t, h e  rea lized , w o n d erin g  w h at h e  w o u ld  w an t fro m  h er in 
rep ay m en t fo r  k eep in g  h er secret. A n d  w h at c o u ld  h e say  th a t sh e 
w o u ld  b e lie v e?  A ll h e  w an ted  w as to  ge t h is o ld  jo b  back,' to  h ave 
th e  sh am e  o f  it all w ip e d  away, an d  th a t w a sn ’t  likely  to  h ap p en . 
S o  h e  sa id  noth ing.

For so m e  tim e  th ey  sat, sid e  b y  side, each  lo st  in th e ir  ow n 
th o u gh ts. A fte r  a  w hile, M cC re ary  n o ticed  a m o th — or w as it a 
b u tte r fly ?— flu tterin g  arou n d . It w as a pale , p o w d e ry  y e llo w  color, 
like th e  su n  on  a h azy  m orn ing. M cC reary , b o m  and ra ised  in  th e 
ten em en ts, h ad  seen  very  fe w  b u tte r flie s  in  his life, an d  so  h o p e d  
it  w as a  b u tte r fly  and  n ot a co m m o n  m oth . A n d  i f  it was, h o w  h ad  
it  fo u n d  its w ay  in to  th is  b rick  an d  iron  c ity ? W h at d id  it  e a t?  H o w  
w o u ld  it  live?

H e  ta p p e d  R a c h e l’s arm  an d  p o in ted . For a m o m e n t sh e  stared  
b lan k ly  a t  h im . T h en  sh e  fo llo w e d  h is fin ger an d  w h en  sh e saw  it, 
sh e  d id n ’t  ac tu a lly  sm ile , b u t  h er fa ce  so fte n e d  a little. For a few  
m in u te s th ey  w a tch ed  it  as it  sw o o p e d  d e lica te ly  a lon g  th e  iron  
railing, flittin g  in  an d  o u t  o f  th e  sh ad o w s th row n  b y  th e  sto o p s, 
until it  flew  b eh in d  a p ile  o f  w o o d en  cra te s an d  w as go n e  fro m  
sight. H e  arose  th en  an d  gave h er h is h an d  to  h e lp  h er up. 
T o g eth er th ey  tu rn e d  an d  w alk ed  b ack  to w ard  L u d lo w  S tree t. A
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J o i n t e r ,  w h o sh ared  th e ir  ta b le  th a t  even ing , sa id , "T h is  sh ip  
d o e sn 't  a ttrac t p arty  types. T w o d ay s ou t, tw o  day s b ack . It ’s  gen 
erally  p re tty  tran q u il.”

T w o day s o u t  w as en ou gh , th o u g h t C arlos.
“T h e re  are n ’t  m an y  ch ildren  on b o a rd ,” P ointer ad d ed . “T h a t  

h elps. Personally, I en joy  havin g y o u n g  p e o p le  aro u n d — co u p le s  
y o u r  age, w h o  m ay  h ave  read  a b o o k  I h av en ’t. T h e  sh ip ’s library 
isn ’t  u p-to-date . B u t ch ildren  . . .” H is h an d  lifted  fro m  his g lass in 
a  sm all, h o p e le ss  gesture.

“T h e y ’re c u te  i f  th e y ’re y o u r  ow n ,” sa id  a sm all w o m an  sittin g  
b e sid e  D eb o rah . “D o  y o u  tw o  h ave ch ild ren ?”

“N o t  y e t,” sa id  D eb o rah .
“M ine w eren ’t  cu te ,” sa id  th e  sm all w o m an , w h o h ad  in tro d u ced  

h e rse lf as M rs. Bow les. “T h e y  aren ’t  p articu larly  attractiv e  as adults, 
either. S o  I en joy  sp en d in g  th e ir  in h eritan ce on  m y cru ises.”

It c o u ld n ’t  b e  m u ch  m o n ey  i f  sh e  c o u ld  run th ro u gh  it on  th is 
sh ip, C ar lo s  th o u g h t, stre tch in g  to  see  a w aiter w h o  m ig h t b rin g  
h im  a g lass o f  w ine. T h e  d in in g roo m , w h ich  h ad  tw en ty-five  or 
th irty  tab le s, w a sn ’t  w ell sta ffed . A t  th e  m o m e n t, h e  c o u ld n ’t  see  
a  sin gle  p e rso n  w h o  m ig h t b e  a server.

“Is th ere  a  c a p ta in ’s d in n er?” D e b o rah  asked .
“A  fe w  n igh ts fro m  now ,” sa id  M rs. B ow les.
H a lf  h earin g  h er answ er, C ar lo s  fro w n ed . S h e  h ad  to  b e  w rong. 

J u s t  th e n  h is  th o u g h ts  w e re  in te r r u p te d  b y  P ointer, w h o  
rem arked , “N o b o d y  d resse s fo r  th o se  th ings. Y ou n e e d n ’t  w orry  
a b o u t th a t .”

T h ey  m a d e  a la te  ro u n d  o f  th e  deck , D e b o rah  try ing to  sp o t  
con ste llation s, b u t  in tru th  sh e  c o u ld n ’t  te ll on e p a r t  o f  th e  sky 
fro m  another. Sh e  gave u p  an d  sa id  hopefu lly , “S h o u ld  w e h ave a 
n ig h tc ap ?”

“I f  w e  can  fin d  a w aiter,” C a r lo s  said .

T h e  m o rn in g  w as still an d  h ot. W ith o u t m ov in g , C ar lo s  sq u in t
e d  p a s t  a scarred  railing o n to  a se a  th a t  w as so  fla t  th e  sh ip  co u ld

22



23

h ave  b een  d e a d  in th e  w ater. D e b o rah  w as in th e  ch air a fo o t  to  
h is le ft, w ra p p e d  in w h ite, h er d e lica te  n o se  p a in ted  in w hite.

T h e  fe llo w  n am ed  Pointer certa in ly  k n ew  sh ip b o ard  life. H e  h ad  
to ld  th e m  la st  n igh t th a t th ey  w o u ld  fa ll in to  lazy  h a b its  righ t off. 
A fte r  a w hile, sigh tin g  a d o lp h in  w o u ld  b e c o m e  an event.

"O n e  d ay  ge ts to  b e  m u ch  like an other,” th e  o ld er  m an  said . 
“W h en  y o u ’v e  b e e n  sailin g  as lo n g  as I h ave.”

“A re  y o u  re t ire d ?” D eb o rah  asked .
“Y ou  co u ld  say. H a d  a fa llin g  o u t  w ith  m y  partners. N o w  I ’ve 

n oth in g  to  do. Isn ’t  th a t  w h at w e all d ream  o f? ”
“Y ou know ,” D e b o rah  said , s ittin g  up, “1 th in k  w e ’v e  s to p p e d .”

T h ey  w ere  d e fin ite ly  s to p p e d . C a r lo s  g o t  up, w en t o v er an d  
lean ed  on  th e  railing. B row n  ro p e s  o f  sea w eed  lay  c lo se  to  th e  hull, 
sp read in g  aw ay in b ro k en  p a tc h e s  like  a h a lf-eaten  carp et, reach 
ing in to  a h azy  d istan ce. H e  sen sed  so m e o n e  b e sid e  h im .

“ O ld  w iv e s ’ ta le  th a t  th e  s t u f f  w ra p s i t s e l f  a ro u n d ' th e  p ro 
p e lle r  sh a ft ,” P o in ter sa id . “I t ’s a lgae, y o u  know . S a rg a ssu m  b ac-  
c ife ru m  to  b e  e x a c t. I w o u ld n ’t, I su p p o se , w a n t to  try  ro w in g  
m y  w ay  o u t .”

“W hy h ave w e  s to p p e d ? ”
“O h , th ere  m ay  b e  w e a th er  ah ead .”
C a r lo s  le t h is g lan ce  trave l u p  th e  su p erstru ctu re , lo ok in g  fo r  th e  

bridge. H e  c o u ld n ’t  p ic k  it o u t, b u t  h e  d id n ’t  su p p o se  it m attered . 
P assengers w o u ld n ’t  b e  a llo w ed  n ear a sh ip ’s critical centers.

“It c a n ’t  b e  an yth in g m ajor, can  it? T h e y  w o u ld  te ll us, w o u ld n ’t  
th e y ?”

“I ’m  su re  th e re ’ll b e  an  an n o u n cem en t at d inner,” Pointer said .

T h e y  w ere  u n d erw ay  b y  dinner, an d  th e  m a tte r  s l ip p e d  fro m  
C a r lo s ’s m in d . H e  ask ed  D e b o ra h  to  jo in  a ca rd  g a m e  in th e  
lounge, w h ich  w en t on  late . T h en  th ere  w ere  sev eral n igh tcap s an d  
a stro ll on  deck . T h e  C  d e c k  fan tail, c lo se  to  th e  w ater, se e m e d  
ideal fo r  w atch in g  th e  p h o sp h o re sce n t w ake. W h en  h e  e m erg ed  
fro m  th e  m e n ’s  ro o m , h e  kn ew  h e  w as tipsy. H e  co u ld  se e  h is w ife  
ah ead , n o  m o re  so lid  th an  a w raith  in  th e  m oo n ligh t. H e  fo llo w ed  
an d  w as on ly  a ste p  b eh in d  w h en  sh e  gave a sign  o f  n o tic in g  h im .

S h e  w eigh ed  n e x t  to  noth in g.
It s tru c k  h im  o d d , in h er sh o rt  d e sc e n t  to  th e  w ater, th a t  sh e  

d id n ’t  sc re a m . P ro b ab ly  c o u ld n 't  b e lie v e  it. H e  h a d  tro u b le  
b e lie v in g  h im se lf  th a t  h e  h a d  fin a lly  d o n e  it.

H e  sh o u ld  h ave fe lt  w o rse  a b o u t it, b u t  h e  fe lt  h e  h a d  se p a ra t
e d  h im se lf  fro m  th e  m ed io crity  o f  h is p a s t  in  a p ro fo u n d  w ay th a t
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d eserv ed  aw e in stead  o f  gu ilt. For seven  years, a lm o st as lo n g  as he 
h ad  b een  m arried , he h ad  b een  an ass istan t p rin cip a l, little  m ore  
th an  a g lorified  b u sb o y  to  th e  h ead m aster , as his am b itio n s w ith 
ered . N o w  th e  am b itio n s w o u ld  flow er, an d  w h o  knew  w h at lay 
ah ead ?

T h e  p o lic e  w o u ld  ta lk  to  h im , o f  course, b u t  h e  w o u ld  get 
th ro u g h  it. C ar lo s?  M u rd er D eb o rah ?  E veryon e w h o k n ew  th em  
w o u ld  scoff. T h e re  w as no in su ran ce  p o licy  on D e b o ra h ’s life. N o  
b an k  acco u n ts or p ro p erty  th a t a m o u n te d  to  anyth ing. T h e ir  lives 
w ere  tran q u il, w ith o u t an ger or scan dal. T h ey  w ere  co m fo rtab ly  
d u ll p e o p le  w h o  sh o u ld  h ave stay e d  m arried  forever.

T h e  h e ad m aste r  w o u ld n ’t  h ave to le ra te d  d ivorce, b u t  h e  w o u ld  
a c c e p t  tragedy. M ay b e  even  en co u rage  h is a id e  to  w allo w  in his 
g r ie f  a little. S o  th ere  m ig h t b e  a few  m o n th s p a id  leave, w h ich  
w o u ld  carry  h im  w ell on  th e  w ay w ith  th a t p lay  he h a d  b e e n  
m ean in g  to  w rite.

H e  stu m b le d  d o w n  to  th e  cab in , f lo p p e d  o n to  th e  b erth .
T h en  h e  a lm o st sc ream ed .
D e b o rah  lifte d  h er h e ad  fro m  a p illo w  an d  m u rm u red , “W h ere  

h ave  y o u  b e e n ?”

C a r lo s  b it  th e  b e d sh e e t  an d  q u ivered . H o w  h ad  h e m a d e  su ch  a 
m istak e?  H is  ju m b le d  th o u g h ts spu n . D e b o rah  h ad  n ever b een  
m o re  th an  a fe w  p ace s  ah ead  o f  h im — e x c e p t  as h e  h ad  co m e 
fro m  th e  re stro o m . W h o h ad  b e e n  th ere  in th e  dark , a w o m an  o f  
a b o u t D e b o ra h ’s  fra ilty? C ar lo s  lay  s t i f f  and  sleep less. It w a sn ’t  
ju s t  th e  h o rro r o f  havin g m u rd ered  an in n o cen t p erso n  th at 
c lu tch ed  a t  h im — h o w  m an y  p e o p le  w ere  tru ly  in n o cen t?— it w as 
th e  sick en in g  k n o w led ge  th a t  h e  w as still b o u n d  to  her. A  sin gle  
cru ise  c o u ld n ’t  h ave  two w o m en  fa ll ov erb oard . H e  an d  D eb o rah  
w o u ld  b e  to g e th er  u n til h e  d ev ise d  so m eth in g  else. A n d  w hen  
w o u ld  th a t be?.

Sen sin g  h e  w as aw ake, D e b o rah  m o v e d  closer. “I really  love you , 
y o u  know .”

H e  stifled  a sob.

In th e  m o rn in g  th ere  w as n o  a larm  ov er a  m issin g  w o m an . 
C a r lo s  re lax e d  m arginally . P erh aps sh e  h a d  b een  travelin g alone, a 
fo o lish  th in g  to  do. W h at d id  p e o p le  e x p e c t  to  h a p p e n  to  th e m  
w h en  th ey  trav e led  a lon e? S h e  m u st  h ave  b e e n  o n e  o f  th o se  gray 
b u n d le s o f  stick s w h o v an ish ed  in to  th e  w o o d w o rk  an d  m ig h t n o t 
b e  m issed  fo r  days.

B e fo re  lun ch , C a r lo s  sa t  b e sid e  Pointer in th e  lo u n ge  an d  said , 
"A n oth er d ay  w ith  n o  ex c ite m en t, h m m ?” In vitin g con trad ictio n ,
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h e  h a lf  e x p e c te d  to  hear, "O h , I d o n ’t  know. M rs. S o  an d  S o ’s 
n ow h ere  to  b e  fo u n d .”

B u t  P o in ter d id n ’t d isagree . H e  n o d d ed  vaguely , liftin g  his g lan ce 
fro m  an e m p ty  ta ll glass. “I ’m  sleep in g  ten  h o u rs at a stre tch ."

H o w  in terestin g , C a r lo s  th o u gh t.
“L az y  m e ,” Pointer said .
Feeling a to u ch  on  h is shoulder, C a r lo s  tu rn ed . O n c e  h e h ad  

w e lc o m e d  D e b o ra h ’s u n e x p e c te d  tou ch es, h er t im id  caresses, 
even  h er in sisten t n uzzlin g . N o w  h e tigh ten ed  his sh o u ld er  to  
avo id  flinch ing.

"I m issed  y o u  on  d eck ,” sh e  said .
H e  h a d  w o rried  at b re ak fa st  th a t sh e  w o u ld  see  so m e  m ark  o f  

gu ilt on  h im . B u t sh e  h a d  n ever u n d e rsto o d  m u ch  o f  an yth in g th a t 
w as in side  h im , an d  sh e  h a d  c h a tte d  gaily, h er h an d  reach in g  
rep eated ly  acro ss th e  tab le  fo r  his, c la im in g  every  m o m e n t o f  his 
aw areness.

H e  th o u g h t again : I really  sh o u ld  fee l w o rse  a b o u t this.
“I’m  go in g b a c k  on  deck ," D eb o rah  said . “D o n ’t  b e  lon g .” Sh e  

w a ited  fo r  h is answ er.
“ I w o n ’t  b e ,” h e  p ro m ised .
S h e  left. C ar lo s  s ta red  a t  h is hands. In ep t hands. H e  co u ld  

a lm o st h ear th e  h e ad m aste r 's  w h eed lin g , “W h at?  You c o u ld n ’t  ge t 
that r ig h t?”

“I ap o lo g iz e  fo r  m en tio n in g  th is,” sa id  Pointer.
“Y es?”
“Y our w ife  is rath er a c loy in g w o m an . I sh o u ld  m in d  m y  ow n  

b u sin ess. . . . B u t i t ’s as i f  certa in  p e o p le  carry  a sign  on  th e ir  
sleeve— 'L o v e  m e  or e lse .’ I w o u ld  fin d  th a t h ard  to  tak e .”

“I d o n ’t  k n o w  w h at y o u ’re  ta lk in g  a b o u t.”
P o in ter's fa d e d  b lu e  eyes, r im m ed  w ith  d am p n ess , w e re n 't  th e  

le a st  b it  ap o lo getic . “H a v e n ’t  y o u  ev er w an ted  to  b e  rid  o f  h e r?”
C a r lo s  s to o d  up.
“Y ou  n e e d n ’t  worry, o th er  p e o p le  w o u ld n ’t  n o tice ,” P o in ter said . 

“B u t y o u  w o u ld  b e  h a p p ie r  w ith o u t her, w o u ld n ’t  y o u ? A h , th e re 's  
M rs. B o w le s !”

A s  th e  little  w o m an  reach ed  th e  tab le , P o in ter w h isp ered , “T h is 
y o u n g  fe llo w  is tire d  o f  h is w ife .”

H e r  ro u n d  fa ce  p ity in g , M rs. B o w les sa id , “T h a t ’s  so  s a d !” 
P ointer ta p p e d  C a r lo s ’s w rist. “S it  dow n , y o u n g  m an . P erhaps 

w e can  help. W h at h ave  y o u  d o n e  a b o u t y o u r u n h ap p in ess?  T h a t ’s 
th e  q u e stio n .”

“D o n e ? ”
“Y o u  m u st  h av e  d o n e  so m e th in g ,” M rs, B o w le s  sa id . “E v ery o n e  

d o e s  so m eth in g . For e x a m p le , I p o iso n e d  m y  fir s t  h u sb an d . T h a t
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w as so  m an y  y e ars ago .” S h e  sh o o k  h er h e ad , sm ilin g , as i f  th e  
fa d e d  m em o ry  still h e ld  p leasu re . “H e w as a w retch e d  ch aracter—  
p o sse ss iv e , a lco h o lic — an d a d e v o te d  sailor. In siste d  w e go  o u t  on  
h is ca tam aran  ev ery  w eek en d . I n ev er lik e d  b e in g  on th e  
w ater. . . . ”

C arlo s d o u b te d  sh e h ad  p o iso n ed  anyone. T h ere  w ere  facu lty  
m em b ers at th e  sch ool w h o w ere  only  a step  or tw o rem o v ed  from  
su ch  gen tle  lunacy. T h ey  w ere ,easy  to  trap  in th eir contradictions.

“You d islik e  th e  w ater,” C a r lo s  p o in te d  o u t, “b u t  y o u  sp e n d  y o u r 
t im e  cru isin g .”

S h e  n od d ed . “Ironic, isn ’t  it? ”
“Irony is h ard  to  e scap e ,” sa id  Pointer. “M y law  p rac tice  w as 

everyth in g to  m e. Yet h ere  I am . T h e  m in d  rem ain s sh arp  an d  an a
ly tical. Y et I sp e n d  m y d ay  sn oozin g. T h e re  is d am n  little  on  th is 
b o a t  to  th in k  ab o u t. P erh aps th a t ’s w h y  I’m  so  in te re ste d  in y o u r 
situ atio n . Y ou see, i f  I w ere  m arried  to  a  w o m an  su ch  as D eb o rah , 
I’m  afra id  I w o u ld  w an t to  b e a t  h er b ra in s in .” H e  g lan ced  at M rs. 
B ow les.

"O h , m e  to o ,” sh e  said .
“It w o u ld  tak e  a sa in t to  re sist  th e  urge. D o  y o u  th in k  o u r y o u n g  

fr ien d  is a sa in t, M rs. B o w le s?”
"H e ’s n ice lo ok in g .”
“B u t n ot sa in tly ?”
“N o. B u t h e ’s h a n d so m e  en ou gh  to  ge t h im se lf  a n ew  w ife— if  

th e  o ld  on e w ere  la id  to  re st.”
“I w o n d er i f  h e ’s rea lized  th a t .”
“H e  w o u ld  b e  p re tty  s tu p id  n o t to .”
T h e y  b o th  lo o k e d  a t  C arlo s. P ointer sa id , “D o e sn ’t  lo o k  like  a 

sain t, an d  d o e sn ’t  lo o k  stu p id . S o  I w o u ld  say, reaso n in g  d e d u c 
tively, th a t  h e ’s th o u g h t a b o u t  it an d  ac te d  on  th e  th o u gh t. 
Q u e stio n  fo r  th e  d e fen se : T h e n  w h y is D e b o ra h  still w ith  h im ?” 

M rs. B o w les an sw ered  quickly. "B o tch e d  th e  jo b !”
C a r lo s  fe lt  th e  b o tto m  d ro p  o u t o f  h is sto m ach . T h ey  c o u ld n ’t  

know , u n less o n e  o f  th e m  h a d  seen  h im  on  deck . A n d  in  th a t  case, 
th ey  kn ew  everyth in g. P u sh in g  b a c k  fro m  th e  tab le , C ar lo s  
ch o k ed , “Y o u ’re  b o th  o u t  o f  y o u r m in d s !”

“A re  yo u  go in g  to  leave u s? ” P ointer asked . “It w o u ld  b e  fun , 
w o u ld n ’t  it, i f  w e  gu e sse d  how y o u  sp o ile d  th e  jo b ? ”

M rs. B o w les co v ered  h er m o u th . “I h o p e  h e  d id n ’t  leave  th e  gas 
on .”

“N o, no, M rs. B o w les! T h a t  w o u ld  tak e  do w n  th e  en tire  house , 
an d  h e  on ly  w an ted  to  b e  rid  o f  th e  w o m an . I w o u ld  b e t  an yth in g 
h e  u se d  carb o n  m o n o x id e .”

C a r lo s  froze.
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Pointer's fin gers d ru m m e d  th e  tab le . "H e  p ro b ab ly  le ft th e  car 
running in th e  garage  u n d er their b ed ro o m . W h at do  y o u  say, 
y o u n g m a n ?”

U n ab le  to  speak , C arlo s sh o o k  h is head.
D eb o rah  knew. T h a t  w as th e  only  exp lan atio n . N o t ab o u t last 

n ight, b u t  ab o u t July. Sh e  knew, or stron gly  su sp ected , an d  h ad  
p o u re d  o u t h er fears to  th is o ld  m an , w h o w asn ’t  n early  as sh arp  as 
h e  p re ten d ed . N o t even  a clever law yer co u ld  arrive ded u ctiv e ly  at 
th e  e x a c t  tru th . H o w  w o u ld  Pointer even  know  th ey  h ad  a garage?

W h o e lse  h ad  sh e  to ld ? H e r  sister? H er  m oth er?
It d id n ’t  m atter, C arlo s th o u gh t, stu m b lin g  fro m  th e  lounge. H e 

w o u ld n ’t  d are  m ak e  an oth er a tte m p t on her, ever. Sh e  h a d  en su red  
h e rse lf a long, safe, stu ltify in g life, w ith  a h u sb an d  as cap tiv e  w h o 
c o u ld  b e  d estro y ed  on  a w h im . E ach  d ay  h e  w o u ld  w onder, h a d  sh e 
c ried  o u t  h er sec re t to  th e  h e ad m aster?  W ere th e  p o lice  com in g  u p  
th e  sta irs? H e  w o u ld  n ever b e  free. B u t th ere  w as a way.

H e  cro ssed  th e  d eck  to  th e  railing, sw u n g  a leg  over an d  lo ok ed  
dow n.

T h e  im p a c t  w ith  th e  w ater k n ock ed  h im  senseless.

B linking a t  th e  sun light, C arlo s ra ised  h im se lf  from  th e  ste a m 
er chair. It w as la te  aftern oon , a w arm  an d  still a ftern oon , like sev 
eral th a t h ad  p assed . A  th o u g h t w o rk ed  its w ay o u t o f  th e  b a c k  o f  
h is m in d . H o w  m an y  day s h ad  h e b een  ab o ard ?

T w o days ou t, tw o  day s back .
It se e m e d  m u ch  longer.
I f  to d ay  w as th e  fo u rth  day, th ey  m u st  b e  h e a d e d  fo r  p o rt. B u t in 

all d irection s th e  h o rizo n  w as em pty . N o  b ird s h a d  co m e to  gree t 
th e  ship.

I f  to d a y  w asn ’t  th e  fo u rth  aftern oon —
“D o n ’t  y o u  rem e m b e r?” Pointer sp o k e  fro m  th e  n e x t  chair. “You 

th rew  y o u rse lf o v erb o ard .”
C arlo s rem em b ered . T h e  b ru ta l co llision  w ith  th e  w ater, its 

em b race . W h o h a d  re scu ed  h im ?
"U se d  to  try  it m yself,” P o in ter said . “W ent ov erb oard  an d  fo u n d  

I w as righ t b ack  h ere  in tim e  for b reak fast. D id  it tw ice  and go t th e  
m essage .”

C ar lo s  s ta red  at h im .
“B o red  as I am , I ’m  stu ck  here. T h a t ’s th e  po in t, I guess. I w o n 

d er a b o u t yo u . You tr ied  to  m u rd er  yo u r w ife— ”
C a r lo s ’s h e a d  sn a p p e d  arou n d . B u t  D eb o rah , in th e  o th er  chair, 

d id n ’t  se e m  to  b e  listening.
“C a rb o n  m o n o x id e , in th e  garage .”
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“You c a n ’t  know  th a t.”
P ointer so u n d e d  am u sed . “D o  y o u  re m em b er w aitin g  w ith  her, 

to  ge t a little  d o se  o f  fu m es y o u rse lf to  m ak e  it lo ok  go o d ? P erhaps 
fa llin g  a s le e p ?”

C ar lo s  b lin ked . V ery b righ t sky. N o  breeze . “1 d o n ’t  b e liev e  th is.” 
Pointer ch u ck led . “It ’s ju s t  a theory. U s, th is  sh ip — a th eo ry  m u st 

fit th e  facts. In m y  case, d o  yo u  p u n ish  an am b itio u s m an  b y  giv
ing h im  all e tern ity  to  d o  n o th in g?”

C ar lo s  fe lt  h im se lf  slipp in g. T h e  o ld  m an  w as insane, b u t  th ere  
w as an in sid iou sn ess in his m adn ess. H e  said , “W h at d id  you  d o  to  
deserv e  p u n ish m e n t?”

“I u se d  to  rem em b er. B u t now, i t ’s b een  so  long. . . .”
C ar lo s  th o u g h t o f  ration al exp lan atio n s. T h e  carbon  m o n o x id e  

m u st  h ave starv ed  his b ra in  o f  o xy gen  fo r to o  long, and  h e w as 
ly ing in a h o sp ita l w ard  h allucin ating . W h ile  d o c to rs p re p a re d  to  
h arv est h is organ s?

"I c a n ’t  really  sleep ," P o in ter co m p la in ed , “I d o z e  b u t  I d o n ’t 
sleep. S le e p  w o u ld  b e  an  e scap e .”

D eb o rah  sp o k e  fro m  h er chair. “Y ou  w ere  w eak , darling, b u t  I 
fo rg iv e  you . W h at m atte rs is w e ’re togeth er.”

T ogether.
C ar lo s  sh ivered .
I f  th is  w a sn ’t  th e  fo u rth  d ay  o r  th e  s ix th  day, w h ich  d ay  w as 

it?  A

H O W  TO SOLVE A N  ACR O STIC

Using the definitions, fill in as many words as you can in the column on 
the right. Then transfer the letters from the column to their corresponding 
places in the diagram. A  black square in the diagram indicates the end o f a 
word. W hen com pleted, the diagram  will yield a m ystery-them ed 
quotation. The initial letters o f the words in the righthand column spell out 
the name o f the author and the work from which the quote was taken.



©  Image Source I Images.com

Boxed Up and Ready to Go
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story (in 2 5 0  w ords or less, and be  sure to  include a crim e) based  on 
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contest will be found on page 140.
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E dward D . H o c h

x m n n i e  S e ars  h ad  b een  a de tec tiv e  w ith  th e  San  D iego  Police 
D e p a r tm e n t on ly  a few  m o n th s w h en  sh e  rece iv ed  an u n e x p e c te d  
assign m ent. S h e  w as to  acco m p an y  o n e  o f  the veteran  detectiv e s to  
L a  Paz n ear th e  t ip  o f  B a ja  C alifo rn ia  to  b rin g  b ack  a p rison er b e in g  
ex trad ited  to  th e  U n ited  S tates. Frank M un son , th e  de tec tiv e  ser
gean t sh e ’d  b e  traveling w ith , w as m id d le  ag ed  an d  a b it  stocky, 
w earin g a b e lt  in its la st  n o tch  th at to ld  A n n ie  h e ’d  b een  p u ttin g  
on  w eigh t.

"T h is  is on e b a d  guy,” h e  to ld  A n n ie  in th e  sq u a d  roo m , h an din g 
h er th e  p lan e  tick e t fo r  th e  fo llow in g  d a y ’s fligh t. “D u n stan  
Q u e n tis  is h is n am e.” H e  p a sse d  o v er  a p h o to g rap h , ap p are n tly  a 
m u g  sh ot, sh ow in g  a scru ffy -loo k in g  m an  w ith  a sh iny sh av ed  
h ead . "H is p aren ts w ere  M ex ican  A m erican s, very relig ious. H e  
an d  h is o ld er  b ro th er  b o th  s ta r te d  o u t  stu d y in g  fo r  th e  p rie sth o o d . 
A fte r  th a t  he g rad u a ted  fro m  p assin g  b a d  ch eck s to  stea lin g  je w 
elry .’ H e  serv ed  a stre tch  in prison , an d  w h en  h e c a m e  o u t he 
tu rn e d  to  arm ed  robbery. L a st  m o n th  w h ile  flee in g  fro m  a je w e l
ry sto re  h o ld u p  on  B roadw ay, h e  h it a p o lice  o ffice r  w ith  h is car 
an d  k illed  h im .”

A n n ie  s tu d ie d  th e  p ictu re . "A nd th ey  arrested  h im  in  L a  P az ?”
M u n so n  n od d ed . “T h e  sto re  ow n er h ere  ID ’d  h im , b u t  b y  th a t 

t im e  h e ’d  m a d e  it across th e  b o rd er  an d  k e p t  go in g so u th .”
“T ill th ere  w as no m o re  so u th ,” sh e  m u sed . “It w as th a t  w ay  b ack  

e a s t  too. S o m e tim e s  p e o p le  on  th e  ru n  ge t as fa r  as P rov incetow n  
or K ey W est an d  d isco ver th e re ’s n o  p lace  e lse  to  go.”

“O h , h e  h ad  reaso n  en ou gh  to  h e ad  fo r  L a  Paz. H is b ro th er  lives 
d o w n  th ere  an d  fo r  a lo n g  tim e  it w as sa id  to  b e  th e  p earl cen ter  
o f  th e  w orld . T h a t ’s ch an ged  now, b u t  th ere  is still an  active  trade 
in  pearls.”

“Is th a t w h at h e  sto le  fro m  th e  je w e le r?”
M un son  n odd ed . “Pearl n eck laces are his specialty. H e  co n tacted  

a fe n ce  th ere  w h o w o u ld  have b o u gh t th e  pearls, reset th em , and 
so ld  th em , b u t  it tu rn ed  o u t h e  w as a p o lice  inform er. T h e  M exican  
au th o ritie s arrested  Q u e n tis  an d  h e w aived  ex trad ition . W e get th e

30



31

jo b  o f  b ringing h im  back . I t ’s  a w on d er th e  co p s m ad e  th e  arrest. 
M exican  p o lice  aren ’t  ab ov e  a b it o f  b rib ery  a t  tim es.”

“W e’re brin gin g h im  b y  air, I h o p e .”
“C ertain ly . I w o u ld n ’t  w an t to  drive  th e  len gth  o f  B a ja  w ith  a 

c o p  killer.”
T h e  fo llo w in g  m o rn in g  w as a T uesday , an d  A n n ie  m e t  Frank  

M u n so n  a t  th e  S a n  D ie g o  a irp o rt  at e ig h t o ’c lo ck . T h e y  w e re  
b o o k e d  w ith  th e ir  p r iso n e r  on  a la te  a fte rn o o n  re tu rn  fligh t, so  
it  w o u ld  b e  a fa s t  b ack -an d -fo rth  trip . M u n so n  e x p la in e d  th a t  
th e  on ly  p ro b le m  w as th e  a irp o rt, a c tu a lly  a t  S a n  Jo se  d e l C ab o , 
n early  s ix ty  m ile s  so u th  o f  L a  Paz. “T h a t ’s  th e  re so rt  c o m p le x  
w h ere  m o s t  to u r is ts  go, so  th a t 's  w h ere  th e  a irp o rt  is. W e ’ll ren t 
a car, b u t  i t ’s p ro b a b ly  a b o u t an  h o u r ’s d riv e .”

"H o w  lo n g  is th e  flig h t?”
“O v e r  s ix  h u n d red  m iles, c lo se  to  tw o  h o u rs.”
T h e ir  p lan e  w as a sm all region al je t  filled  w ith  a few  b u sin e ss

m en  and a sso rte d  tou rists. T h e y  h a d  to  ch eck  th e ir  w e ap o n s 
th ro u gh , an d  w h en  M u n so n  o b jec ted , th e  w o m an  a t th e  d esk  
ex p la in e d  th a t  a c o u p le  h a d  b e e n  arre sted  recen tly  fo r  try in g to  
g e t  gu n s on  b o a rd  b y  im p e rso n a tin g  p o lic e  o fficers e sco rtin g  a 
prisoner.

O n c e  on  b o ard , A n n ie  s tra p p e d  h e rse lf  in  an d  sa id , “M y  first case  
w ith  y o u r d e p a rtm e n t in vo lv ed  a jew eler, th e  E sse x  k illing a few  
m o n th s b a c k .”

H e  n od d ed . “I w as on  v acatio n  th en , b u t  I h e ard  yo u  d id  a  fine 
jo b .”

“T h e  jew elry  b u sin e ss  se e m s to  b e  a h a zard o u s trad e .”
H e  laugh ed . “I ’m  su re  b an k s ge t ro b b ed  m ore  o ften  than  jew elry  

stores.”
F lying h igh  o v er B a ja  C alifo rn ia , it w as so m e tim e s p o ssib le  to  

se e  b o th  c o a sts  o f  th e  n arro w  p en in su la  at once. T h e  ca lm  w aters 
o f  th e  G u l f  o f  C alifo rn ia , o n ce  ca lled  th e  m o re  co lo rfu l S e a  o f  
C o rte z , co n tra sted  sh arp ly  w ith  th e  livelier w aves o f  th e  Pacific 
O ce an . “F rom  u p  h ere  th e  lan d  see m s to  b e  all d esert,"  sh e  
rem arked .

“D e se r t  an d  cactu ses, b u t  th ere  are so m e  n ice b each es. M any 
C alifo rn ian s h ave  seco n d  h o m e s dow n  h ere .”

“H av e  y o u  b e e n  to  L a  Paz b e fo re ? ”
“A  few  tim es. S te in b e ck  o n ce  w ro te  th a t  you  can  ge t anyth in g in 

th e  w o rld  th ere .”
S h e  sm iled . “Y o u ’re a literary  m an .”
M u n so n  sh ru gged . “O f f  an d  o n .”
“Is it  tru e?  C an  y o u  g e t  an yth in g in th e  w o rld  in L a  P az?”
“W e w o n ’t  b e  th ere  lo n g  en ou gh  to  fin d  ou t, w ill w e ?”
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T h ey  ren ted  a fo u r-d oo r sed an  fo r tran sp o rtin g  th e  prisoner. T h e  
d rive n orth  fro m  th e  a irp o rt w as du ll an d  dusty, b u t  as th ey  
a p p ro a c h e d  L a  Paz, A n n ie  b e c a m e  fa sc in a te d  w ith  th e  iron- 
sh u tte re d  co lon ial h o u se s th ey  p a sse d  on  th e  way. O n ce  in th e  city  
itself, lu x u ry  to u r ist  h o te ls  to o k  over. In th e  m ain  squ are , ven d ors 
d id  a  b risk  b u sin e ss  se llin g  lo ttery  tick ets  an d  ta c o s  to  th e  visitors.

“D o  y o u  k n ow  w h ere  th e  ja il is ? ” sh e  asked .
“I f  m y  d irectio n s are  co rtec t, it  sh o u ld  b e  th a t b u ild in g  on  th e  

le ft.”
“I ’ll b u y  th at. T h e re  are  b ars on  so m e  o f  th e  w indow s."
“W e’d  b e tte r  h ave  lu n ch  first, so  w e d o n ’t  h ave  to  sto p  on ce  w e 

h ave  Q u e n tis  in tow .”
It  so u n d e d  g o o d  to  her, so  th e y  s to p p e d  in  o n e  o f  th e  h o te l 

re stau ran ts th a t  ca te re d  to  tou rists. T h e  fo o d  w as g o o d  an d  it 
w o u ld  go  on  th e ir  e x p e n se  acco u n t fo r  th e  trip . M u n so n  d ro v e  to  
th e  ja il  an d  p ark e d  th e  ren tal car  a ro u n d  th e  b ack  o f  th e  b u ild in g , 
in a d u sty  lo t  n ear th e  rear  en trance.

"I d o n ’t  like th e  lo ok s o f  th is p lace ,” h e  sa id , n od d in g  to w ard  a 
g ro u p  o f  y o u th s p lay in g  b a ll in an  ad jo in in g  fie ld . "Y o u ’d  b e tte r  
stay  w ith  th e  car an d  I ’ll go  in fo r  Q u e n tis .”

“Y ou c a n ’t  d o  th a t  alon e,” sh e  o b jec ted .
“O n e  o f  th e ir  m en  can  a cco m p an y  u s to  th e  car. I t ’ll b e  all righ t.”
A n n ie  w a ited  b y  th e  car  w ith  gro w in g  u n e ase  until sh e  saw  

M u n so n  re a p p e a r  w ith  th e  h a n d cu ffed  prisoner. Sh e  reco g n ized  
th e  b a ld  D u n stan  Q u e n tis  a t  o n ce  fro m  h is p h o to g ra p h  an d  h e ld  
o p en  th e  rear  door. M u n so n  in tro d u ce d  th e  M ex ican  officer, 
M igu e l Paseo, w h o ’d  ac c o m p a n ie d  th em . H e  w ish ed  th e m  a sa fe  
trip  back . “B e  care fu l o f  h im ,” Paseo w arn ed , ge stu rin g  to w ard  th e  
prisoner. “H e ’s a  m ean  on e.”

“W e ’ll ge t  h im  b a c k  in  o n e  p iece ,” M u n so n  p ro m ised .
A n n ie  m a d e  certa in  th e ir  p r iso n er ’s h a n d cu ffs  w ere  a ttach e d  to  

a secu rity  b e lt  a n d  th en  go t in  th e  b ack  se a t  w ith  h im , sittin g  
b eh in d  M un so n . “W e're  tak in g  y o u  to  th e  a irp o rt a t  S an  Jo se  del 
C ab o ,” sh e  to ld  h im . "T h en  w e ’ll h ave y o u  b ack  in  San  D ie g o  in 
tw o  hours."

H e  lo o k ed  at h er an d  grinned, sh ow in g  tw o  go ld  teeth . “I ’m  n ot 
b ack  y e t,” h e  said .

M u n so n  sp o k e  u p  fro m  th e  fro n t seat. ‘W e  h ave  to  w arn  yo u  
th a t  an yth in g y o u  say  du rin g  th e  trip  m ay  b e  u se d  aga in st y o u  in 
a co u rt o f  law. A n d  i f  y o u  act u p  w e ’ll p u t  leg  iron s on  y o u  too ."

“W h at a b o u t th e  p e a r ls? ” A n n ie  ask ed  h er partner.
“T h e  au th o ritie s  reco v ered  th em , b u t  w e ju s t  c am e  for th e  p r is

oner. T ran sferrin g th e  p earls  w ill b e  h an d led  separate ly . T h e r e ’d  b e
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to o  m u ch  risk  sen d in g  th em  b a c k  w ith  u s an d  th e  prison er.”
“M ak es sen se ,” A n n ie  agreed .
D u n stan  Q u e n tis  sa id  very little  on  th e  driv e  so u th  to  th e  a ir

p o rt, co m m en tin g  on ce  on  th e  city  h e  w as leaving. “I ’ll  m iss  L a  
Paz. T h ey  h ave b e au tifu l b e ach e s and  b e au tifu l ladies. I co u ld  h ave 
stay e d  h ere  th e  re st o f  m y  life, gaz in g  at th e  su n se ts.”

“A n d  th e  p e a rls? ” M u n so n  ask ed  h im .
Q u e n tis  d id n ’t  answ er. H e  ju s t  k e p t  gaz in g  o u t  th e  w in d o w  at 

th e  p a ssin g  scene.
A s th ey  n eared  th e  a irpo rt, A n n ie  tr ied  to  m ak e  so m e  co n v ersa

tion . "W e’re n early  th ere . Y o u ’ll b e  on  th e  p lan e  in  n o  tim e .” B u t 
h er w o rd s b ro u g h t n o  reply.

Frank M u n so n  p u lle d  in to  th e  ren tal car return  area, an d  A n n ie  
w en t aro u n d  to  th e  o th er b a c k  d o o r  to  h e lp  Q u e n tis  o u t. T h a t  w as 
w h en  it h a p p en ed . T h e ir  p r iso n er  slid  o u t  fa st, b u m p in g  A n n ie  as 
i f  b y  acc id en t an d  k n o ck in g  h er o f f  balan ce. T h e n  in  a flash  h e  w as 
gone, sp rin tin g  acro ss th e  a sp h a lt  to w ard  a ch ain -link  fence.

“S to p  o r  I'll sh o o t!” M u n so n  sh o u ted , h is serv ice  p isto l* a lready  
in hand. H e  ra ised  it  to  fire, an easy  sh o t at th a t  range.

A n n ie  h it h is arm  ju s t  as h e  fired , th e  b u lle t  go in g  h arm lessly  o f f  
target. “D o n ’t  sh o o t!” sh e  ye lled . “I ’ll ge t  h im !”

Sh e  co u ld n ’t  le t th e  m an  d ie  b ecau se  o f  her bungle, and  sh e  w as 
su re  sh e co u ld  b e a t  h im  to  th e  fence. H e ’d  never ge t over it  anyway, 
cu ffed  to  th at belt. Sh e  to o k  o f f  running b e fo re  her p artn er co u ld  
fire again. Q u en tis  w as at th e  fence, w ith  A n n ie  n ot ten  fe e t  behind, 
w h en  su dd en ly  he w h irled  an d  th rew  th e  h an dcu ffs a t  her face. Sh e 
d o d g ed  an d  w en t d o w n  on  one knee, an d  b e fo re  sh e  kn ew  it, 
Q u e n tis  w as over th e  fence. T h e  car rental em p loy ees h ad  scattered  
w h en  M un son  fired, and  as h e  cam e running, trying to  ge t a b ead  
th rou gh  th e fen ce  on  th e  running m an, th ey  stay ed  hidden .

H e  fired  an o th er u se le ss  sh o t  an d  tu rn e d  on  A n n ie  in a fury. 
"C h rist, Sears, d o n ’t  ev er d o  th a t  again ! Y ou le t  h im  e sc a p e !”

“H e  go t th e  h an d cu ffs  o f f  som eh ow . I d id n ’t— ”
“G e t  in  th e  c a r !”
T h ey  sp u n  aro u n d  th ro u g h  th e  ren tal car gate, w ith  M u n so n  

sh ow in g  h is b adge , an d  to o k  o f f  across th e  ru tte d  fie ld  in p u rsu it  
o f  th e  run n in g fugitive. B u t sh e  co u ld  se e  th a t h e ’d  m ak e  it to  
an oth er fen ce  an d  th e  h igh w ay  b e fo re  th ey  w ere  c lo se  en o u gh  to  
risk  an o th er sh ot.

"Frank ,” sh e m an ag e d  to  say  as h e  slo w e d  to  a  stop. “I ’m  sorry  
I m e sse d  up. I ju s t  d id n ’t  w an t yo u  to  sh o o t h im  i f  it w asn ’t 
n ecessary .”

"It w as necessary, Sears, b e lie v e  m e .” H e  p o u n d e d  on  th e  ste e r
ing w h eel in fru stration . "D a m n !”
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“W h at d o  w e  d o  n o w ?”
“I ’ll te ll yo u  w h at w e  d o n ’t  do. W e d o n ’t  go  b a c k  to  San  D ie g o  

w ith o u t h im !”

A n n ie  c o u ld  im ag in e  h er w h o le  career go in g  o u t  th e  w in d o w  as 
th ey  d ro v e  alon g th e  h igh w ay  try in g to  sp o t  h im . O f  co u rse  h e 
w as lo n g  gone, e ith er o n  fo o t  o r a fte r  h itch in g  a ride. “H e 'll  h ead  
n orth , b a c k  to  L a  Paz,” sh e  gu essed . “H e  m u st  h av e  frien d s there. 
A n d  a b ro th er.”

“W h at am  I su p p o se d  to  te ll th e m  b a c k  h o m e ?” H is  v o ice  w as 
still angry, an d  sh e rea lly  c o u ld n ’t  b la m e  h im . “T h a t  I h a d  an  easy  
sh o t  a t  h im  an d  y o u  b u m p e d  m y  arm  to  sav e  a c o p  k iller ’s  li fe ?” 

“N o ,” sh e  sa id  quietly . "C a n ’t  y o u  te ll th e m  th ere  w as a  p a p e r 
w o rk  d e lay  w ith  th e  lo ca l p o lic e ? ”

“T h a t  m ig h t w o rk  fo r  a day,” h e  ad m itted . “N o  longer.”
T h e y  d ro v e  in silen ce  fo r  a tim e, p a s t  th e  re so rt  h o te ls  an d  g o lf  

cou rses, scan n in g  th e  h igh w ay  w ith o u t m u ch  h o p e . F inally  sh e 
sa id , "W e h ave  to  go  b a c k  to  th a t  p o lice  officer, Paseo. H e  m u st  
k n o w  w h ere  Q u e n tis  w a s liv in g w h en  th ey  arre sted  h im . A n d  
w h at a b o u t th a t  o ld e r  b ro th e r?”

Frank  M u n so n  n o d d ed . “I ’ll ca ll P aseo  on  m y  ce ll p h on e .”
P aseo  an sw ered  at o n ce  on  th e  o th er  en d. “W e h a d  so m e  trou ble ," 

h e  b egan . “Q u e n tis  g o t  aw ay fro m  u s . . . .  I d o n ’t  k n ow  h o w  it  h a p 
p en ed . H e  g o t  lo o se  fro m  th e  h an d cu ffs  an d  m ad e  a run  fo r  it. . . . 
L oo k , I n eed  to  know  w h ere h e h an gs ou t, w h o  h is b ro th er  an d  his 
fr ien d s are. . . . N o, w e  can ’t  go  b ack  w ith o u t h im . C a ll th e  S D P D  
an d  te ll th e m  th e re ’s  b een  a p ap e rw o rk  delay, an d  yo u  can ’t  re lease  
h im  till tom orrow . . . .  I know, I know. L isten , d o  th is fo r m e  and 
I’ll m ak e  it  w orth  y o u r  w hile .”

H e  sn a p p e d  th e  cell p h o n e  sh u t an d  A n n ie  ask ed , “D id  y o u  ju s t  
o ffe r  h im  a b rib e  to  lie  fo r  u s? ”

“It ’s  n o  b ig  dea l. I ’ll g ive h im  a liter o f  ru m .”
“T h a t ’s  still a  bribe ."
" I ’m  try in g  to  save  y o u r skin , Sears, in  ca se  y o u  d id n ’t  n otice .” 
T h a t  silen ced  h er fo r  a fe w  m in utes. W h en  sh e ’d  finally  go tten  

u p  co u rage  to  sp eak , sh e  asked , “D id  h e  g ive y o u  an  a d d re ss?” 
“W h ere  th ey  arre sted  h im , yeah . D o n ’t  kn o w  i f  th a t ’ll d o  u s 

m u ch  go od . I t ’s  th e  la st  p la ce  in th e  w o rld  h e ’d  h e a d  for. A  m an  
n a m e d  K u rt S tr ik er lives there. D o n ’t  know  w h at h is co n n ectio n  
w ith  Q u e n tis  co u ld  b e .”

B u t th ey  h a d  to  s ta r t  so m ep lace . T h e  ad d re ss w as n ear th e  docks, 
an d  th a t  gave  M u n so n  an  idea . “T h e re ’s a  ferry  ru n s acro ss th e  
G u l f  to  L o s  M o ch is on  th e  M ex ican  m ain lan d . T h a t  w o u ld  b e  his 
b e st  w ay o u t  o f  h ere  i f  h e  w an ted  to  g e t  aw ay fa st .” W h en  th ey
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reach ed  th e  h arb o r  area  th ey  ch eck ed  th e  sch e d u le  an d  fo u n d  th e  
n e x t  trip  w a sn ’t  un til s ix  th irty  th a t evening.

T h ey  fo u n d  S tr ik e r ’s ad d re ss easily  en ou gh . It w as o n e  o f  th o se  
iro n -sh u ttered  co lon ia l h o u se s  A n n ie  h a d  ad m ire d  earlier, w ith  a 
line o f  tre e s  sep ara tin g  it  fro m  th e  b each . A  b a n d sta n d  s to o d  n ear 
th e  w a te r ’s edge, an a ftern oo n  p lay th in g  fo r  a  h a lf  d o zen  sm all 
b o y s ro m p in g  aro u n d  on  it. A  p o lic e  car  w as p ark e d  in fro n t o f  th e  
h o u se  an d  th e  officer, M igu e l Paseo, w as ju s t  co m in g  o u t th e  door. 
M u n so n  c u rse d  u n d er  h is b re a th  an d  g o t  o u t  o f  th e  car  w ith  A n n ie  
b eh in d  him .

“H e ’s n o t h ere ," P aseo  to ld  th em . “I ch eck ed ."
“N o t  likely  to  co m e  h ere  e ith er w ith  a c o p  car  o u t  in  fro n t,” 

M u n so n  to ld  h im . “W h o ’s in sid e ?”
“Fellow  n a m e d  K u rt S tr ik er an d  h is g irl.”
“I w an t to  see  th e m .”
‘W h a t ’s  the u se? Q u en tis  h asn ’t  b een  b ack  h ere since w e  arrested  

h im .”
“I w an t to  se e  th e m ,” M u n so n  rep eated .
T h e  M ex ican  p o lice  o ffice r  sh ru g ged  an d  le d  th e  w ay  b a c k  to  

th e  door. H e  ran g th e  b e ll, an d  a fte r  a m o m e n t it  w as o p e n e d  b y  
a M ex ican  girl w earin g  a T -sh irt an d  jean s. S h e  ap p e a re d  to  b e  still 
in  h er teen s. “W h at?  Y ou b a c k  ag a in ?”

“W e n e e d  to  se e  Striker," M u n so n  sa id , fo rc in g  h is w ay  in to  th e  
h o u se . It w as a sh ab b y  p lace , a b o u t w h at A n n ie  e x p e c te d  a lo n g  th e  
docks, w ith  th e  cu rta in ed  w in d o w s ad m ittin g  on ly  d im  light.

A  m an  in  an  u n d ersh irt an d  p a n ts  c am e  in  fro m  th e  k itch en . H e  
w as sm o k in g  a c ig a re tte  an d  h a d  a ta tto o  o f  a h arp  on  h is u p p e r  
le ft  arm . “W h at is it  n o w ?” h e ask ed , an n o y ed  a t  th e  in terru p tion .

“T h e se  are  th e  San  D ie g o  po lice ," P aseo  ex p la in ed . “T h e y  in sist
e d  on  sp e ak in g  to  y o u  personally ."

“I to ld  O ffice r  P aseo  everyth in g I know ,” S trik er said .
“D u n sta n  Q u e n tis  h as e sc a p e d  fro m  o u r custody . I t ’s  u rgen t th a t  

w e  ap p re h e n d  h im ,” Frank  said .
S trik er gave h im  a sm irk . “A n d  h o w  d id  th a t  h ap p en , Se rg ean t 

M u n so n ?”
“H e  g o t  free  o f  h is h a n d cu ffs  som eh ow . W e th o u g h t h e  m ig h t 

h e a d  b a c k  here .”
"N o  ch an ce  o f  th a t .”
“W h at w as y o u r re la tio n sh ip  w ith  h im ?”
“I m e t h im  in  a bar. H e  w as a fe llo w  A m erican  an d  w e  stru ck  u p  

a frien dsh ip . H e  w an ted  to  k n ow  w h ere  h e  c o u ld  sell so m e  pearls. 
I sen t h im  to  Papa B e lo ta ’s, a paw n  sh o p  I v isit so m etim es. I d o n 't  
k n o w  w h at h a p p e n e d  there, b u t  th e  p o lic e  c a m e  an d  arre sted  h im  
h ere  th a t  n igh t.”
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"H e ’d  given  th is as h is a d d re ss?”
A  shrug. “I su p p o se  so."
“W as h e liv in g h e re ?”
S trik er g lan ced  at th e  girl, w h o  sa id  n oth in g. “I gave h im  a b ed . 

H e  p ro m ise d  m e  a c u t  o f  th e  m o n ey  w h en  h e so ld  th e  pearls.” 
“D id  y o u  know  th ey  w e re  s to le n ?”
“O f  co u rse  n o t! H e  sa id  th ey  b e lo n g ed  to  h is gran dm o th er.”
“A ll righ t,” M u n so n  sa id  finally. “I n e e d  to  fin d  o u r m iss in g  p r is

oner. I f  h e  sh o u ld  c o m e  h ere  o r  c o n ta c t yo u , le t  u s know .”
"W ill do .”
A s  th ey  w e re  leaving, th e  girl fo llo w e d  th e m  to  th e  door. W h en  

sh e  w as c lo sin g  it sh e  w h isp e re d  in A n n ie 's  ear, “Q u e n tis  h e re !” 
A t  first  A n n ie  w a sn ’t  su re  sh e ’d  h e ard  h er correctly , b u t  b y  th e  

t im e  th ey  re ac h e d  th e ir  cars sh e  re p e a te d  th e  w o rd s to  M u n so n  
an d  Paseo. “S h e  say s h e ’s in th ere ! R igh t n o w !”

M u n so n  d o u b te d  th at. “S h e  p ro b ab ly  ju s t  m e an t h e w as th ere  
earlier, b e fo re  h e  w as arrested , b u t  w e  a lread y  k n ew  th a t.”

S h e  tu rn e d  to  O ffic e r  Paseo. “C a n ’t  w e  go  b a c k  in  an d  search  th e  
p la c e ? ”

H e  sh o o k  h is h ead . ‘W e ’d  n e e d  a search  w arran t, ju s t  like in yo u r 
coun try .”

“H o w  lo n g  w o u ld  it  tak e  to  ge t o n e ?” M u n so n  w an ted  to  know. 
“D e p e n d s  on  th e  ju d g e . P rob ab ly  to m o rro w  a t th e  earliest, th e  

w ay  th in gs m o v e  d o w n  here. I t ’s  la te  in th e  d ay  already.”
“A ll righ t,” M u n so n  to ld  h im . “G e t  it  a s  fa s t  a s  y o u  can  an d  ring 

m e  on  m y  ce ll p h o n e  w h en  y o u  do. C a n  y o u  g e t  a p a tro l c a r  to  
driv e  p a s t  h e re  a fe w  tim e s?  I f  th ey  th in k  w e ’re  w atch in g  th e  
h o u se  h e m ay  stay  p u t, i f  h e ’s  in th ere  at all.”

"M ay b e  w e  sh o u ld  stay  here ,” A n n ie  su gg ested .
M un son  sh dok  his h ead . “I ’v e  go t o n e  o th er p lace  w e  m igh t try—  

P apa B e lo ta ’s, w h ere  D u n stan  Q u e n tis  tried  to  sell his pearls.”

T P  h e  p aw n sh o p  w as in  an  o ld er  p a r t  o f  th e  city, aw ay fro m  th e  
g litte r  o f  th e  re so rt h otels. It h a d  a large  sign  an n o un cin g  Papa 
B e lo ta ’s, w ith  a c ru d e  p a in tin g  o f  th ree  go ld  balls. S te e l sh u tters 
ro lled  do w n  a t n igh t, an d  w h en  A n n ie  an d  M u n so n  re ach e d  it  a 
lu m b erin g  o ld  m an  w as p u llin g  th e m  dow n . A n n ie  w as su rp rised  
w h en  sh e  g lan ced  a t  h e r  w a tch  an d  saw  it  w as a lread y  a fte r  five.

“H o ld  u p  th e re !” M u n so n  ca lled  to  th e  m an . “W e ’re  po lice . W e 
h av e  so m e  q u e stio n s to  ask .”

“I h ave  n o  an sw ers. It is a fte r  five  o ’c lo ck .” M u n so n  sh o w e d  his 
b a d g e  an d  th e  m an  lau gh ed . “T h a t ’s  th e  S a n  D ie g o  po lice . You 
h ave  n o  au th o rity  h ere .”
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" L o o k / ’ A n n ie  sa id , "w e on ly  h ave a fe w  q u estion s. C a n ’t  w e 
co m e  in  fo r  five  m in u te s?”

"N o .”
“Y o u ’re  A m erican , a re n ’t  y o u ? D o w n  h ere  h id in g fro m  th e  

po lice. W h y  e lse  w o u ld  y o u  b e  h e lp in g  th e  lo ca l a u th o ritie s?”
H e  g lan ced  aro u n d  n erv ou sly  an d  w av ed  th e m  in side , u n d er  th e  

h a lf  lo w e red  shutter. T h e  p la ce  w as a litte r  o f  ob jects, p aw n e d  fo r  
a fraction  o f  th e ir  value. V io lin s an d  sa x o p h o n e s c o m p e te d  w ith  
cam eras an d  jew elry . A n n ie  even  saw  a p o rta b le  ty p e w riter  fro m  
an o th er era, rem in d in g  h er o f  th e  on e a ch arac ter  p aw n e d  in The 
Lost Weekend. M u n so n  p o in te d  o u t  a G e rm a n  Luger, so m e o n e ’s 
re lic  fro m  W orld  W ar II.

“W h at d o  y o u  w a n t?” P apa B e lo ta  asked .
“W e’re  lo ok in g  fo r  D u n sta n  Q u e n tis ,” sh e  to ld  h im . “W e kn o w  

h e  b ro u g h t y o u  so m e  sto len  p ea rl n eck lace s to  sell, an d  yo u  
re p o rte d  h im  to  th e  p o lice .”

“A m  I to  b e  h o u n d ed  fo r  o b ey in g  th e  la w ?”
‘W e  ju s t  w o n d ered  w h at y o u r  re la tio n sh ip  is w ith  Q u e n tis .” 
“T h e re  is n o  relation sh ip . I n ever saw  h im  b e fo re  h e  w alk ed  in 

h ere  w ith  th o se  p earls.”
“Y ou  m u st  ge t m an y  p e a rls  in  th is city.”
"N o t  so  m any. Folks are  m o re  likely  to  se ll th e m  to  jew elers. B u t 

th e  p o lic e  h a d  issu e d  an  a lert ab o u t th e se  sto len  n eck laces. A s 
so o n  as I saw  th e m  I re p o rte d  it, an d  th ey  arre sted  h im  a t th e  
ad d re ss h e ’d  given  m e .”

T h ere  w as no m o re  to  b e  learn ed  at Papa B e lo ta ’s. A s  th ey  w en t 
b a c k  to  th e  car A n n ie  h ad  an oth er idea. “W h at ab o u t th a t o lder 
b ro th er Q u e n tis  h ad  dow n  h ere? W ou ldn ’t  Q u e n tis  have co n tacted  
h im ?”

“It ’s w o rth  a try,” M u n so n  agreed . H e  ca lle d  O ffice r  P aseo  on  h is 
cell p h o n e  an d  a sk ed  a b o u t th e  brother. H e  m a d e  a few  n o te s an d  
th en  h u n g up. “B ro th e r ’s n a m e  is B e n ed ic t Q u en tis. H e ’s  in  th e  
w h o le sa le  fish  bu sin ess. R u n s a c o m p an y  th a t  sen d s a  b o a t  o u t  to  
b u y  fish  as so on  as th e y ’re  cau gh t. T h e  fish erm en  sell to  h im  an d  
d o n ’t  n e e d  to  c o m e  in to  p o rt  to  u n lo ad  th e ir  ca tch .”

“D o  y o u  h ave h is ad d re ss?"
“Yeah. H e  m ig h t still b e  aro u n d  th e  docks. I t ’s  n o t th e  so rt  o f  jo b  

w h ere  th e re  are  regu lar  o ffice  h o u rs.”
T h e y  fo u n d  th e  b ro th e r  w ith o u t d ifficu lty  a t  th e  d o ck  w h ere  h is 

b o a t  w as an ch ored . H e  w as o b v io u sly  o ld er  th an  D u n sta n  b u t  
b o re  little  re sem b la n ce  to  h im . For o n e  th in g, h e  h a d  a th ick  h e ad  
o f  d ark  hair, h a n d so m e  fea tu res, an d  a su av e  m an n er  th a t  se e m e d  
m o re  c a p a b le  o f  o b ta in in g  p e a rls  b y  p ersu a sio n  th an  b y  ro b b in g  
jew e lry  stores. H e  w as lau gh in g  an d  jo k in g  w ith  h is m en .
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“I k n o w  n oth in g  ab o u t m y  b rother," h e  in sisted  a fte r  th ey  in tro 
d u c e d  th em selv es, ‘‘T h e  la st I h eard  h e w as serv in g tim e  in  a 
C a lifo rn ia  p rison . I f  h e  w as on  th e  run, h e ’d  n ever co m e  to  m e.” 
A s  h e sp o k e  h e w a tch ed  h is m en  u n lo ad in g  th e  d a y ’s catch  in to  a 
w h ee led  cart to  tak e  inside.

“A  g o o d  d a y ?” A n n ie  asked .
“A verage,” T h e  cart b o re  th e  n am e  o f  B e n ed ic t  Q u e n tis  an d  a 

sy m b o l o f  a cu p  an d  a co iled  serpen t.
“W h a t ’s th a t? ” sh e  asked . “P o  y o u  catch  sn ak es to o ? ” H e  sm iled  

a t  th e  q u estio n . “It is a sy m b o l o f  S a in t  B en ed ict. I c o m e  fro m  a 
C a th o lic  fam ily .”

“Y ou  an d  y o u r  b ro th er  s tu d ie d  to  b e  p r ie sts ,” sh e  rem em b ered .
“It d id n ’t  tak e  fo r  e ith er o f  us, e sp ec ia lly  D u n stan . I th in k  th a t  

b ro k e  m y  m o th e r ’s  h eart. I t ’s a  b le ssin g  sh e  o r  m y  fa th er  d id n ’t  
live  to  see  w h at b e c a m e  o f  h im .”

“H e ’s w an ted  in th e  S ta te s  fo r  k illin g  a p o lic e  officer," M u n so n  
to ld  h im .

“N o th in g  a b o u t h im  w o u ld  su rp rise  m e.”
H e  h a d  to  leave  th en  to  h e lp  w ith  th e  fish . “T h e r e ’s n o th in g  

m o re  fo r  u s  here ,” M u n so n  d ec id ed .
“Y ou d o n ’t  th in k  h e c o u ld  b e  ly in g?” A n n ie  w o n d ered .
T h e  d etec tiv e  sm iled . “T h in k  Q u e n tis  is h id in g  h e re  u n d er  a p ile  

o f  fish ? W an t to  go  search in g  fo r  h im ?”
“T h e n  w h ere  d o  w e g o ?”
“T h e r e ’s still th e  ferry  to  L o s  M o ch is fo r  u s  to  ch eck  ou t. It ’s 

a lm o st s ix  thirty.”
T h e  sh ip  p ro v e d  to  b e  a large  car  ferry  c a p a b le  o f  tran sp o rtin g  

sco re s o f  v eh ic le s an d  several h u n d red  p assen g ers across th e  h u n 
d red  an d  fo rty  m ile s to  L ech u gu illa  B ay  an d  L o s  M ochis. T h e  jo u r 
n ey  to o k  a lm o st th ree  hours, b u t  a g o o d  c ro w d  w as lin ed  u p  fo r  
th e  even in g trip.

“I f  h e  is h ere  w e ’ll n ever fin d  h im  in  th is m o b ,” A n n ie  said .
“T h e y  all h ave to  p a ss th ro u g h  th a t gate. W e'll sp o t  h im  i f  h e ’s 

h ere .”
T h e y  sc ru tin ize d  th e  b o ard in g  p assen g ers an d  even  ch eck ed  th e  

cars in line, b u t  Q u e n tis  w as n ot to  b e  seen . “I f  h e ’s  w earin g a  w ig 
o v er th a t b a ld  h e ad  w e m ig h t n ever sp o t  h im ,” sh e  said .

“Y o u ’re  righ t ab o u t th at. I ’v e  b e e n  look in g fo r  b a ld ie s.”
T h e  la st  o f  th e  p assen g ers h u rried  on  ju s t  b e fo re  sa ilin g  tim e, 

an d  M u n so n  tu rn ed  away. "A n oth er g o o d  id e a  go n e  sour,” h e  
d ec id ed . “M ay b e  h e  stay e d  n ear th e  a irp o rt a fte r  all.”

B u t th en  su d d en ly  sh e  g r ip p e d  h is arm . "Is th a t h im ? T h e  m an  
run n in g fo r  th e  g a te ?”

“It su re  is! S ta y  aw ay fro m  m e  th is  tim e, Sears. I ’ve  g o t  h im .”
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Q u e n tis  saw  th e m  a t th e  la s t  m o m e n t. H e  se e m e d  to  sk id  to  a 
s to p  an d  ch an ge  d irection , b u t  M u n so n  a lread y  h a d  h is w eap o n  
ou t. “Freeze, Q u en tis, o r  y o u ’re  a d e a d  m an ’ ”

T h e  fu g itive  tu rn ed  su d d en ly  to w ard  th em . It w as u n clear 
w h eth er h e  m e an t to  su rren d er o r  a ttack  th em , b u t  M un son  d id n ’t  
w a it to  fin d  ou t. H e  fired  th ree  q u ick  shots, all th ree  catch in g  th e  
b a ld  m an  in  th e  chest.

"Y ou  h a d  to  sh o o t h im  th ree  t im e s? ” A n n ie  ask ed  later,
“I w asn ’t  tak in g  any ch an ces th is  t im e .”
"H e  w a sn ’t  even  arm ed .”
"D o n ’t  w orry  so  m u ch , Sears. N o b o d y  a sk s m an y  q u estio n s 

so u th  o f  th e  border. H e ’s  a c o p  killer, re m e m b e r?”
O ffice r  P aseo  h ad  c o m e  a t  on ce  fo llo w in g  M u n so n ’s  call to  h is 

ce ll ph on e. U n lik e  A nnie, h e  saw  n o  p ro b le m  w ith  th e  sh o o tin g  o f  
a  cop-k illin g  fug itive. “T h e y ’ll p ro b ab ly  g ive  y o u  a m e d a l b a c k  in 
S an  D iego . S a v e s  th e m  th e  c o s t  o f  a trial. Y ou go in g to  tak e  th e  
b o d y  b a c k  w ith  y o u ?”

Frank M u n so n  th o u g h t a b o u t it. “N o  p o in t  in  th at. H is  p aren ts 
are  d e a d  an d  h is on ly  sib lin g  is d o w n  here. M ay b e  B e n ed ic t 
Q u e n tis  w ill ev en  p ay  fo r  th e  fu n eral, th o u g h  I d o u b t it."

"W e h ave  to  te ll h im  a b o u t it  anyw ay, b e fo re  h e  see s  it  in  th e  
pap er,” A n n ie  in sisted . " I ’ll go  i f  y o u  d o n ’t  w an t to, Frank.” 

M u n so n  sh ru gged . “I t ’s  all yo u rs.”
Q u e n tis ’s  b o d y  h a d  b e e n  rem o v ed . M u n so n  ac c o m p a n ie d  Paseo 

b a c k  to  th e  p o lic e  sta tio n  to  g ive th e m  an  o ffic ia l sta tem en t, w h ile  
A n n ie  S e a rs  to o k  th e  ren ta l car  an d  d ro v e  b a c k  to  th e  d o ck  w h ere  
th e y ’d  in te rv iew ed  B e n e d ic t  Q u en tis . H e  w as n o w h ere  aroun d , 
an d  th e  fish in g o p era tio n  se e m e d  to  b e  c lo se d  d o w n  fo r  th e  day. 
F inally  sh e  sp o tte d  o n e  o f  th e  m en  w h o ’d  b e e n  lo ad in g  fish  in to  
th e  cart.

" I ’m  lo ok in g  fo r  B e n ed ic t  Q u en tis. Is h e  a ro u n d ?”
"G o n e ,” th e  m an  rep lied . "G o n e  h o m e .”
“W h e re?”
“O r  m ay b e  to  th e  C o rr id o r  fo r  a beer. W h o  k n o w s?”
“W h ere  is th e  C o rr id o r?”
H e  gave h er d irec tio n s to  a restau ran t an d  b a r  a few  b lo ck s away. 

A t  first A n n ie  d id n ’t  se e  h im  in  th e  d im  ligh t an d  d e c id e d  sh e ’d  
h ave to  ge t h is h o m e  add ress. T h e n  sh e  h e ard  his d istin ctiv e  la u g h 
te r  an d  sp o tte d  h im  in a c o m e r  b o o th  w ith  a  w o m an .

S h e  m a d e  h er w ay o v er th ere  an d  ask ed , “C o u ld  I see  y o u  alone, 
M r. Q u e n tis?  I t ’s  very  im p o rtan t."

H e  g lared  a t her, sq u eez in g  th e  w o m an ’s sh o u ld er an d  p rom isin g  
to  b e  r igh t b ack . T h ey  w en t o ff to  a c o m e r  n ear th e  restroom s, an d
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sh e  to ld  h im  his b ro th er w as dead . “M y partn er sh o t h im  as h e  w as 
gettin g on  th e  ferry  to  L o s  M ochis. H e  w o u ld n ’t surrender.”

“D u n sta n  alw ays w as a stu b b o rn  fo o l,” h e  said .
“W ill y o u  b u ry  h im  h e re ?”
H e  th o u g h t a b o u t that. “H e  d o e sn ’t  deserv e  a fun eral. B u ry  h im  

w h ere  yo u  like. I f  th e re ’s an exp en se , I w ill p ay  it. T h a t ’s all. H e  
w as d e a d  to  m e  lon g ago.”

“A ll righ t,” sh e  to ld  h im , n o t su rp rised  a t  h is d ecision . B u t so m e 
th in g  w as still b o th erin g  hef, so m eth in g  sh e  c o u ld n ’t  q u ite  p u t  her 
fin ger on.

In th e  m orning, sh e so u gh t o u t  a library th at h ad  English-language 
books. It to o k  her so m e tim e  to  fin d  w h at sh e  w anted , and  th en  she 
p h o n ed  B en ed ict Q u e n tis  fro m  th e  p o lice  station . “W e n eed  yo u  to  
iden tify  th e  body,” sh e to ld  him . “C an  yo u  m e e t m e  a t  th e  m orgu e  
in  th e  m orn in g?"

“W h at is th is?  C a n ’t  y o u  ch eck  his fin gerp rin ts?  I h a v en ’t  la id  
ey es on  h im  in n early  tw en ty  years.”

" I ’m  sorry, sir, b u t  as n e x t  o f  k in  th e  lo ca l p o lic e  say  y o u  m u st 
id en tify  th e  body.”

W h en  sh e  h u n g  up, F ran k  M u n so n  w a s stan d in g  o v er  her. 
“W h a t ’s  th a t  all a b o u t?  W e ’ve  g o t  p lan e  re serv atio n s fo r  th is  
a fte rn o o n .”

“It w o n ’t  tak e  long, Frank. I t ’s ju s t  so m eth in g  I w an t to  ch eck  on. 
I m e sse d  th is  u p  a t  th e  s ta r t  an d  I d o n 't  w an t to  m e ss  u p  aga in .”

“W as th a t  Q u e n tis ’s b ro th er y o u  w ere  ta lk in g  t o ? ”
S h e  n od d ed . “I’m  m eetin g  h im  a t th e  m o rg u e  in  an  hour.”
“W e d o n ’t  n eed  an y id en tifica tio n . P aseo  a lread y  sen t th e  d e a d  

m a n ’s p rin ts  on  to  S an  D iego . T h a t ’ll p ro v e  w h o  h e  is."
“Ju s t  h u m o r  m e. I w an t to  m ak e  u p  fo r  le ttin g  h im  g e t  aw ay 

y e ste rd ay .” f
“A ll right. Ju s t  m ak e  su re  y o u 're  a t  th e  a irp o rt b y  on e o ’c lo ck .”
W h ile  sh e  w aited  fo r  B en ed ict, sh e  sp o k e  w ith  th e  c h ie f  o f  

d e tec tiv e s  an d  p h o n e d  h er o ffice  in S an  D iego . S h e  h ad  to  m ak e  
su re  sh e w as righ t th is tim e. A n  h o u r la ter  sh e  w as a t th e  m orgue , 
aw aiting B e n ed ic t  Q u e n tis ’s arrival. W h en  h e  c am e  in he w as h u r
ried  an d  n ervous. “I d o n ’t  w an t to  see  his b ody ,” h e  to ld  her. “N o t 
w ith  b u lle t  w o u n d s in it.”

“T h e  w ou n d s w ere in his chest. H is face  w as un touch ed . H e  h ad  
a sh aved  h ead , so  h e ’s sure to  lo ok  d ifferen t fro m  w h en  you  last saw  
h im .” S h e  led  th e  w ay in to  th e  m orgu e  supervisor, w h o po in ted  at 
on e o f  th e  exam in in g  tables.

“T h a t ’s th e  on e fro m  th e  ferry  b o a t  sh o o tin g ,” h e  to ld  th em .
A n n ie  p u lle d  b ack  th e  sh eet, revealin g  D u n stan  Q u e n tis ’s 

sh av ed  h ead .
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B en ed ic t p e e re d  at th e  body. “I d o n ’t  know. H e  look s so  d iffe r
en t now .” H e  b en t o v er  an d  p u lle d  th e  sh e e t do w n  a b it  further, 
revealin g his le ft arm , an d  to o k  a d e e p  b reath . “T h is isn ’t  m y 
b ro th er,” h e  sa id  quietly . ‘“This isn ’t  D u n sta n .”

A n n ie  a llo w ed  h e rse lf  a s ligh t sm ile . "B e ca u se  th e re ’s n o  tattoo , 
r igh t?”

S h e  fo u n d  M u n so n  w ith  O ffice r  P aseo  in th e  p o lice  sq u a d  room . 
“It ’s all over, Frank,” sh e  to ld  him .

“W h at?  W h at are yo u  ta lk in g  a b o u t? ”
“D u n sta n  Q u e n tis  is still alive. You sh o t th e  w ro n g m an .”
H e  sto o d  up, sh ak in g h is h ead . “T h a t ’s crazy. P aseo  h ere  a lready  

sen t th e  d e a d  m a n ’s fin gerp rin ts to  S an  D iego .”
“T h en  I gu ess y o u ’ve  b o th  go t a lo t  o f  exp la in in g  to  do .”
T w o lo ca l d e tec tiv e s  h a d  en te re d  th e  ro o m  b eh in d  her. O n e  o f  

th e m  said , “Y o u ’d  b e tte r  su rren d er y o u r w e ap o n s.”
“W h at is th is? ” M u n so n  ye lled . “H a s  ev eryo n e  go n e  c ra zy ?” 
“O n ly  you , Frank. H o w  d id  y o u  ev er e x p e c t  to  g e t  aw ay w ith  

th is? ”
“ D o  yo u  m in d  te llin g  m e  w h at y o u ’re  ta lk in g  a b o u t? ”
“T w o th in gs stru ck  m e  as o d d  w h en  w e ca lled  at S tr ik er ’s  h o u se  

yesterday. First, h e  ca lled  y o u  b y  n am e— S erg ean t M u n so n —  
th o u g h  n o  o n e  h ad  m en tio n ed  yo u r n am e  o r  rank. T h e n  as w e 
w ere  leaving, th e  teen age  girl w ith  h im  w h isp e re d  ‘Q u e n tis  h e re ’ 
in m y  ear. I d id n ’t  rea lize  sh e  w as try in g to  te ll m e  th a t S tr ik er w as 
really  Q u en tis. B u t I re m e m b e re d  th e  ta tto o  o f  a h arp  on  his 
u p p e r  arm . W h en  h is  b ro th er  B e n ed ic t  to ld  u s h e  u se d  th e  se rp e n t 
an d  c u p  as h is lo go  b e c a u se  it w as a sy m b o l o f  S a in t  B en ed ic t, I 
re m e m b e re d  th a t  harp . I sp e n t so m e  tim e  a t  a library  th is  m o rn 
in g an d  d isco v e red  th a t  a  h arp  is a  sy m b o l o f  S a in t D u n stan . It w as 
a re lig io u s fam ily, as B e n ed ic t to ld  m e. I ch eck ed  w ith  th e  S D  
p o lic e  an d  learn ed  th a t  Q u e n tis  h ad  a h arp  ta tto o .”

"I kn o w  n oth in g  a b o u t th is,” O ffic e r  P aseo  m u tte re d  w ith o u t 
m u ch  p assion .

“I th in k  yo u  k n ow  every th in g  ab o u t it. Q u e n tis  h ad  m o n ey  fro m  
his rob b eries. O n c e  h e  w as arrested  it  w asn ’t  to o  d ifficu lt  fo r  h im  
to  b r ib e  y o u  an d  arrange fo r  Frank to  h an d le  th e  su p p o se d  e x tra 
d ition . Y ou p ick ed  m e  as y o u r partner, Frank, b e c a u se  I w as n ew  
to  th e  fo rce  an d  y o u  fig u red  I w o u ld n 't  a sk  q u estion s. Y ou sh o w ed  
m e a m u g  sh o t o f  Q u en tis, w h ich  w as really  a sh o t o f  Striker, 
a lread y  se t  u p  to  tak e  h is p lace . O n c e  dow n  here, y o u  fo u n d  an 
e x c u se  to  en te r  th e  ja il  a lon e  to  p ic k  u p  Q u en tis. P aseo  cam e 
d o w n sta irs  w ith  yo u  b o th  an d  in th e  lo b b y  th e  sw itch  w as m ade . 
Q u e n tis  b e c a m e  S trik er an d  S trik er b e c a m e  Q u en tis. Y ou  b ro u g h t
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th e  b a ld  S trik er o u t  in  h an d cu ffs  w h ile  th e  real Q u e n tis  e sc a p e d  
o u t  an o th er door. It m ig h t n ever h a v e  w o rk ed  in a S an  D ie g o  ja il, 
b u t  d o w n  h ere  it  w as easy.”

“I f  I k n ew  h e  w a sn ’t  really  Q u en tis, w h y d id  I sh o o t h im ?” 
“S u p p o se d ly  y o u ’d  arran ged  fo r  h im  to  escap e , s lip p in g  h im  a 

k ey  to  th e  h an dcu ffs. B u t in tru th  k illing h im  w as alw ays p a rt  o f  
th e  p lan . H e ’d  b e  b u rie d  here, an d  Q u e n tis ’s real fin gerp rin ts 
w o u ld  b e  se n t  to  S a n  D ie g o  as p r o o f  o f  h is dea th . Q u e n tis  w o u ld  
s ta r t  a n ew  life  as Striker. B u t I h it y o u r gu n  arm  an d  sav ed  h is life  
th e  first tim e, w h ich  c o m p lic a te d  everyth ing. W e m e t  th e  p h on y  
S trik er an d  w e  m e t  B e n ed ic t  Q u en tis . I p u t  a few  id e as to g e th er  
an d  a sk ed  B e n e d ic t  to  id en tify  h is b ro th e r ’s  body. T h e  ta t to o  w as 
m issing , o f  cou rse , an d  I k n ew  th e  tru th .”

O n e  o f  th e  d e te c tiv e s  to o k  o v er  th e  sto ry  th en . “W e a rre ste d  
th e  re a l Q u e n t is  a t  S tr ik e r ’s  h o m e  an  h o u r  ago. I t  lo o k s as i f  
y o u ’ll b e  fly in g  h o m e  alon e, M iss  Sears . Q u e n tis  an d  th e se  tw o  
w ill a ll fa c e  ch arg e s  h e re— ev ery th in g  fro m  b rib e ry  an d  p r iso n  
e sc a p e  to  m u rd er .”

“I th in k  I ’ll en joy  th e  trip .” S h e  tu rn e d  to  M u n so n . “I ’m  sorry  I 
d id n ’t  w o rk  o u t  as y o u r partner, Frank. I g u e ss y o u  sh o u ld  h ave 
p ic k e d  a  m an  fo r  th is  jo b .” A
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JL h e A m erican  m ystery  m ark e t h as b een  en liv en ed  in recen t 
years w ith  an in fu sion  o f  first-c lass foreign  w orks. T h is  m o n th ’s 
lin eu p  fe a tu re s th ree  far-flung au th o rs m ak in g  th e ir  U .S . d eb u ts; 
n ot on ly  are th e  sto rie s th e se  au th o rs te ll vastly  d ifferen t, b u t  so  
are th e  c ircu m stan ce s su rro u n d in g  th e ir  p u b lication .

N ico la  U p so n  m ak es a stu n n in g  d e b u t in th e  U n ited  S ta te s  w ith  
h er first novel A n  E x p e r t  in  M u r d e r  (H a rp e r  C ollin s, $ 2 4 .9 5 ) , 
w h ich  w as p u b lish e d  in th e  U .K . earlier th is year. For an yone w h o

ap p rec ia te s th e  c lassical B ritish  m ystery  
th is is on e yo u  c a n ’t  a ffo rd  to  m iss. 
Sk illfu lly  ren d erin g th e  m ilieu  o f  1 9 3 0 ’s 
L on d o n , p articu larly  its th ea te r  w orld , 
an d  fe a tu r in g  au th o r  an d  p lay w righ t 
Jo sep h in e  T ey as a lead  character, U p so n  
delivers a b rillian tly  c o m p le te  literary  
m ystery.

T ey ’s h it play, "R ich ard  o f  B o rd e a u x ,” is 
en terin g th e  final w e ek  o f  its len gth y  run 
at th e  N e w  T h e a te r  in L o n d o n ’s W est 
E nd , w h ich  is reaso n  en o u gh  fo r  th e  
S co ttish  au th o r  (rea l n am e  E lizab e th  
M ack in to sh ) to  m ak e  th e  train  jo u rn ey  

dow n  to  L o n d o n . O n  th e  tra in  sh e  m e e ts  an d  b e fr ien d s you n g 
E lsp e th  S im m o n s, a fan  o f  th e  m y sterie s Jo se p h in e  w ro te  u n d er 
th e  n am e  G o rd o n  D av io t, as w ell as a p a rticu la r  fan  o f  h er h it play.

S im m o n s is also  go in g to  L on d o n  fo r  th e  play. H e r  you n g m an  
w orks at th e  N e w  T h ea te r  and has m an aged  to  secu re  ch o ice  tick 
ets fo r th em  as a sp ecia l treat. W hen  th e  train arrives th e  tw o  
w om en  sep ara te  w ith  p lan s to  m e e t la ter a t th e  theater. T h a t  m e e t
ing n ever tak es p lace  as S im m o n s, return in g briefly  to  th e  train  car 
to  retrieve her bag , is qu ick ly  and ru th lessly  stab b ed  an d  slain.

T h e  d isco v ery  o f  h er body, an d  th e  tab leau  c re a ted  arou n d  it b y  
th e  killer, b rin gs D e te c tiv e  In sp ec to r A rch ie  P enrose on  to  th e  
scene. P enrose is a frien d  o f  T ey ’s: H e  an d  her lover, Jack , h ad  
serv ed  in W W I to g e th er— u n til Ja c k  w as k illed . O n e  o f  th e  m an y 
c lev er to u ch es U p so n  h as fa sh io n e d  is to  m ak e  Penrose th e  m o d el 
fo r  T ey ’s fic tio n al d etective , A lan  G ran t.
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U p so n  tak e s  u s in to  th e  th e a te r  w o rld  an d  in tro d u ces a m e m o 
rab le  c a st  o f  ch aracters: im p re sa rio  B ern ard  A u brey  alw ays th in k 
ing ah ead  to  th e  n ex t p ro d u ctio n ; le ad  ac to r Jo h n  Terry an x io u s to  
b re a k  his th e a te r  co n trac t to  film  a m ov ie ; th e  ta len ted , b aw d y  
M otley  sisters, R on n ie  and L ettice , th e a te r  d esign ers e x trao rd i
naire; ag ing actre ss Lyd ia B e au m o n t a t th at aw kw ard  age  b e tw ee n  
lead in g  an d  ch arac ter  ro les; and  L y d ia ’s la te st rom an tic  in terest, 
M arta  Fox.

U p so n  w eaves a m ystery  th at in volves all th e se  lives aga in st a 
b ack d ro p  o f  th e  catac ly sm ic  ev en ts w ro u gh t b y  th e  d ev astatio n  o f  
th e  G re a t  War. It is an im p ressiv e  an d  ac c o m p lish e d  d e b u t th a t  sa t
isfie s on  every  level: a  co m p le x  m u rd er  carried  o u t  w ith  au d ac ity  
an d  verve; a se ttin g  th at is v iv id  an d  co m p e llin g  an d  re flec ts its 
t im e  perfectly ; an d  v ibran t ch aracters th a t  rem ain  v iv id  lon g after 
th e  b o o k  is sh ut.

G io rg io  F a le tti’s I K il l  (B ald in i C a sto ld i D a la i E d itore , $ 2 4 .9 5 )  
rep re sen ts a d u a l first. T h e  first o f  th ree  thrillers b y  th is  Italian  
au th o r is a lso  th e  first en try  in to  th e  U .S. m ark e t b y  th e  publish er. 
T h e  b o o k  is b e in g  d istr ib u ted  th ro u gh  In d ep en d en t P u b lish ers 
G ro u p .

F a le tti’s th riller is an au sp ic io u s d e b u t fo r  au th o r  an d  p u b lish er  
alike. D e sp ite  its n early  six  h u n d red  pages, th ere  are few  p lace s

w h ere  th e  p a c e  lags in th is sto ry  o f  a se r
ial k iller w h o d isru p ts  th e  g litz  an d  g lam 
o u r o f  n orm ally  p e a ce a b le  M o n te  C arlo  
w ith  a p a ir  o f  sen sa tio n a l m urders.

T h e  k illings are p re sa g e d  b y  a call fro m  
th e  k iller to  Je a n -L o u p  V erdier, h o st  o f  
R ad io  M o n te  C a r lo ’s m o st  p o p u la r  call-in  
sh o w — a p ro g ra m  th a t  is b r o a d c a s t  
th ro u g h o u t m u ch  o f  E u ro p e . N o  on e 
tak es th e  ca ller  to o  serio u sly  u n til h is 
eerie  p ro n o u n ce m en t, “I k ill . . .” a ssu m es 
b lo o d y  form .

T h e  first v ic tim s a ttrac t atten tio n  n ot 
on ly  b e c a u se  o f  th e ir  fa m e — Jo c h e n  

W elder, a  fa m o u s  race  car driver, an d  A rian n a Parker, a b rillian t 
ch ess p layer— b u t b e c a u se  o f  th e  d ram atic  w ay  in w h ich  th ey  w ere  
d isp a tch e d  an d  th e  g ru eso m e  ritu a l m u tila tio n  th a t  fo llo w ed  th eir 
death s.

FBI Sp ecia l A gen t Frank O tto b re  is in M on te  C arlo  v isiting his 
friend  Police C o m m issio n er N ico las H u lo t o f  M onaco, in to w h ose 
lap  th is case falls. H u lo t is q u ick  to  ask  his frien d  to  app ly  h is ex p er
tise, b u t  as th e  case  d ev elops their ro les w ill chan ge considerably.



T h e  k iller 's tau n tin g  calls to  Je a n -L o u p  con tin u e  to  p re c e d e  th e  
k illings an d  p ro v id e  a lm o st th e  on ly  c lu e s th e  care fu l killer leaves. 
C a t-an d -m o u se  g a m e s con tin u e  w ith  p len ty  o f  cun n in g su rp rise s 
as ca su a ltie s  m o u n t an d  a ru th less A m erican  gen eral en ters th e  
ch ase  w ith  an  agen d a  o f  reven ge th at th rea ten s an yone w h o  gets 
in his way.

Sp ecia l p lau d its are du e  th e  translating team  o f  M uriel Jorgen sen , 
L en ore  R osenberg , and  A n ton y  Sh u gaar w h o ren d ered  th is hefty  
v o lu m e  in to  flu id  E n g lish  th a t  read s sm o o th ly  an d  easily.

M artina C o le ’s A m erican  d e b u t is a very d iffe ren t story. 
C o le ’s CLOSE (G ra n d  C en tra l, $ 2 4 .9 9 )  is th e  B ritish  a u th o r ’s th ir
teen th  n ovel. D e sp ite  th e  fa c t  th a t  sh e  h as h a d  m an y  b est-se llin g  
n ove ls in E nglan d, th is is h er first fo ray  in to  th is country.

H er  first novel, Dangerous Lady, w as a b estse ller b ack  in 1992. 
S in ce  th en  sh e has w ritten  m ore th an  a dozen  b oo ks ap d  seen  tw o 
o f  her novels tu rn ed  into su ccessfu l T V  series. It is curiou s th at 
C o le ’s  novels have n ot en tered  the U.S. m arket soon er given th e  
su ccess so  m an y  B ritish  crim e fiction  au th ors en joy  here. B u t C o le  
is h op in g  to  rectify  that.

Close is th e  saga  o f  th e  B ro d ie  c lan ’s u p s  an d  d o w n s in th e  rough  
an d  so rd id  crim e w o rld  o f  E a st  L o n d o n . C o v erin g  a fo rty-year 
p e r io d  fro m  th e  1 9 6 0 ’s  fo rw ard , th e  n ovel d ea ls w ith  a crim in al 
u n d erw o rld  w h ere  c o p s  are  o ften  on  th e  tak e  an d  th e  law  o f  th e  
ju n g le  prevails. T h e  on ly  on es y o u  can  tru st  are  fam ily, an d  you  
c a n ’t  really  tru st  th em . In th is w o rld  Patrick  B ro d ie  m ak es h is 
m ark , cap p in g  h is rise  to  th e  to p  o f  th e  h e ap  w ith  a b o ld  an d  v io 
len t d ep o sin g  o f  th e  cu rren t “Face.”

B rod ie con tro ls th e  liquor, th e  clubs, an d  th e  p rostitu tes, an d  has 
a h an d  in everyth ing th at goes dow n  in his territory. H e  m arries L ily  
w h ose  loyalty, sm arts an d  reso lve reso n ate  th ro u gh o u t th e  saga.

B ro d ie  in  his tu rn  is d e p o se d  even  m o re  cru elly  an d  v io lently  
th an  his predecessor, an d  L ily  m u st  h o ld  h er fam ily  to g e th er  any 
w ay  sh e  can  u ntil h er so n s can  w reak  th e ir  ven gean ce. L ily ’s 
reso lve , stren gth , an d  en d u ran ce  stan d  o u t  viv id ly  in  a  n ovel 
w h ere  m en  ru le  a lm o st all a sp e c ts  o f  th e ir  society.

C o le  w rite s fro m  th e  c rim in a l’s p o in t o f  view, an d  h er n ove ls are  
v io len t, exp le tiv e-filled , m isogyn istic , an d  en terta in in g  all a t  th e  
sa m e  tim e. In E ast  L o n d o n  an d  E sse x  (C o le ’s h o m e  to w n ), her 
b o o k s  are  n o t on ly  m o st  read , b u t  a lso  m o st  sto len  fro m  b o o k 
sh ops. It w ill b e  in terestin g  to  se e  i f  th is  B ritish  "g o d fa th e r” ty p e  
saga  can  se ll as w ell h ere  as it  d o e s  a t  h om e.
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FEAT OF CLAY

DONALD MOFFITT

I t  h a d  b een  a vex in g  m orn in g  fo r  th e  scrib e  N abu -zir. F irst th ere  
h a d  b een  th e  d ifficu lty  w ith  th e  te m p le  o ffic ia l L u -in an n a over 
th e  in ven tory  lists th a t  h e  sa id  th e  te m p le  scrib es w ere  to o  b u sy  
to  w o rk  on  today. H e  h ad  p ro m ise d  a h a lf  m in a  o f  silver fo r  th e  
job , w h ich  h a d  tu rn e d  o u t  to  b e  tw ice  as lo n g  as h e ’d  said , an d  
w h ich  h a d  ea ten  u p  h a lf  th e  m orn ing. A n d  th en  L u -in an n a had  
tr ie d  to  fo b  h im  o f f  w ith  a q u arte r  m in a. N e x t  th ere  h a d  b e e n  th e  
lo an  ag reem en t, w h ere  th e  tw o  p artie s  h a d  k e p t  ch an gin g  th e  
te rm s a fte r  th e  c lay  h a d  a lread y  b een  in scribed . N ab u -z ir  h ad  
ru in ed  a h a lf  d o zen  ta b le ts  th a t  co u ld  n o  lo n ger b e  sm o o th e d  ov er 
an d  rew ritten , un til h e ’d  fin ally  h a d  to  te ll th e  tw o  fo o ls  to  go 
aw ay an d  c o m e  b a c k  w h en  th ey  w ere  ready  to  im p rin t th e ir  s ig 
n atu re  seals.

A n d  finally  th ere  h a d  b e e n  th a t  cu rse d  w e d d in g  con tract.
N a b u -z ir  s ta re d  a fte r  th e  d ep artin g  w ed d in g  g ro u p  an d  sh o o k  

h is h ead . T h e y  w ere  h a lfw ay  to  th e  te m p le  ste p s  an d  th ey  w ere  
still q uarrelin g. T h e  b r id e 's  fa th er  h ad  b a lk ed  a t  p u ttin g  h is sea l on  
th e  tab le t, c la im in g  th a t  th e  fa th er  o f  th e  w o u ld -b e  g ro o m  h ad  
re d u c e d  th e  ag re ed  b rid e  price. T h e  y o u n g  m an 's  father, in re ta li
ation , h ad  a c c u se d  th e  o th er  o f  ev ad in g  h is ow n  ob ligation s. T h e  
tw o  h ired  w itn esse s h ad  th en  ch im ed  in, each  on  th e  sid e  o f  his 
p rin cip a l, an d  a lm o st co m e  to  b low s. T h en  th ey  h ad  all tu rn ed  on 
N abu -zir, b lam in g  h im  fo r th e  im p asse . M ean w h ile  th e  p o o r  girl, 
w h o se  m o th e r  w as a  h o u seh o ld  slave, h a d  b u rst  in to  tears, w h ile  
th e  em b arra ssed  y o u n g m an  sto o d  b y  helplessly .

T h e  six  o f  th e m  tu rn ed  th e  c o m e r  in to  th e  z iggu ra t p rec in cts  
an d  d isap p ea red . N a b u -z ir  b re a th e d  a sigh  o f  relief. T h e  co n trac t 
w as n ow  b in d in g  u n d er  th e  law, an d  i f  th e  co n ten d in g  p artie s  tried  
to  co n tin u e  th e ir  n on sen se  in side  th e  tem p le , th e  p r ie st  w o u ld  p u t 
a sto p  to  it, w ith  a stern  rem in d er o f  th e  p en a ltie s  fo r  ab rogatin g  
a con tract w ith  a sc r ib e ’s sea l o n  it.

H e  sq u in te d  a t  th e  sky. T h e  su n  go d , U tu -sh a m a sh , w as a t  h is 
h e igh t, an d  it  w as lo n g  p a s t  t im e  fo r  h is m id d a y  beer. H e  s ig 
n a led  to  th e  b e e r  w ife  p ly in g  h er tra d e  ac ro ss  th e  p la z a , an d  sh e
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h a ste n e d  to  la d le  o u t  a p itc h e r  o f  h er b re w  an d  c u t  a d rin k in g  
tu b e  fo r  h im . B u t b e fo re  sh e  c o u ld  s ta r t  ac ro ss th e  sq u a re  to w ard  
h im , a  sh a d o w  fe ll a c ro ss  h is face ; h e  h ad  an o th e r  c u s to m e r  
stan d in g  in  fro n t o f  h im .

T h e  n e w c o m e r  h ad  c o m e  alon e. H e  w as a y o u n g  m an  o f  go o d  
b ir th  in  a f lo u n c e d  linen  sk irt w ith  o n e  en d  d ra p e d  acro ss h is 
sh ou ld er. B u t  th e  sk irt w as n o t  fre sh , an d  th e  g r im e  o f  sev era l 
d ay s r im m e d  th e  h e m  an d  flo u n ces . N a b u -z ir  ra ise d  h is ey es to  
th e  y o u n g  m a n ’s  fa ce  an d  saw -re d -r im m e d  ey es an d  a h a g g ard  
e x p re ss io n .

B e fo re  N ab u -z ir  c o u ld  gree t h im , th e  y o u n g m an  b u rst  ou t, “Y ou 
are  th e  scrib e  N abu -zir, w h o sits in  th e  co u rty ard  o f  th e  m o o n  
g o d ?”

N ab u -z ir  rep lied  gravely, "T h is is th e  co u rty ard  o f  N an n a-sin , 
th e  m o o n  go d  an d  fa th er  o f  U tu -sh am ash , th e  sun . A n d  I am  
N abu -zir."

“I am  Sh am sh i-en lil, se c o n d  son  o f  th e  m erch an t A z id -sh u m ,” 
N a b u -z ir ’s v isito r  to ld  h im , th en  s to p p e d , seem in g ly  u n su re  o f  
h im self.

N a b u -z ir  s tu d ie d  th e  y o u n g  Sh am sh i w ith  aw ak en ed  in terest. 
A z id -sh u m  w as o n e  o f  th e  r ich est m en  in Ur, w ith  a  b ig  h o u se  
w ith in  th e  sh ad o w  o f  th e  z iggu ra t an d  trad in g  p o sts  as far aw ay as 
th e  c ity  o f  K ish . H is sk in  b o a ts  c am e  regu larly  flo atin g  d o w n  th e  
tw in  rivers w ith  th e ir  cargo es o f  lum ber, ston e, m etals , an d  o th er  
p re c io u s g o o d s fro m  th e  n orth ern  frontier.

“E very on e  in U r  k n o w s th e  n am e  o f  A z id -sh u m ,” h e  sa id . “W hy 
h ave  y o u  c o m e  to  m e ? ”

Sh am sh i-en lil h e sita ted . “E very on e  says y o u  are  a fa ir  m an ,” h e  
said .

N a b u -z ir  w aited .
“E very on e  say s y o u  are  n ot a fra id  to  tak e  th e  p a r t  o f  a p o o r  m an  

w h en  an  in ju stice  h as b e e n  done, even  to  ch allen ge  th e  nu-banda, 
th e  c h ie f  in sp e c to r  h im self, on  b e h a lf  o f  a c lien t.”

N a b u -z ir  ran  his ey es d o w n  th e  e lab o ra te  flo u n ced  sk irt. It 
b e sp o k e  w ealth , so iled  th o u g h  it  w as. “B u t y o u  are n o t a p o o r  
m an ,” h e  said .

Sh am sh i-en liP s fa ce  fe ll. T h e  w o rd s p o u re d  o u t. “T h e re  is in  o u r  
h o u se  a slave  n am e d  E lu tu , w h o  w as a fa rm e r  u p riv e r  n ear  L arsa  
b e fo re  h e  h a d  to  se ll h im self, w h en  h e  lo st  h is fie ld  th ro u g h  taxes. 
H e  to ld  m e  th e  sto ry  o f  h is n eigh bor, a lso  a farm er, w h o  c am e  
n ear to  lo sin g  h is ow n  fie ld  th ro u g h  th e  ac tio n s o f  th e  sa m e  
g ree d y  ta x  in spector, w h o  m a d e  fa lse  c la im s an d  se iz e d  h is cattle . 
N o  sc r ib e  b u t  y o u rse lf  w o u ld  d e ign  to  w rite  a le tte r  to  th e  king, 
b e in g  a fra id  o f  re ta lia tio n  b y  th e  te m p le  adm in istrator. B u t  y o u
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d id  n o t fe a r  th e  p o w e r  o f  th e  tem p le , an d  th ro u g h  th e  k in g ’s 
w rath , th e  ta x  c o lle c to r  w a s re m o v e d  an d  th e  m a n ’s p ro p e r ty  w as 
re sto re d  to  h im .”

H e  s to p p e d  fo r  b reath , th en  fin ish ed  in a rush , “T h is  E lu tu  
la m e n te d  to  m e  th a t h e  h a d  n o t gon e to  y o u  b e fo re  h e  lo st  h is 
free d o m , an d  see in g  th a t I to o  w as a v ictim  o f  in ju stice , sp o k e  y o u r 
n am e  to  m e, th o u g h  it p u t  h im  in d an ger fro m  m y  brother.”

“S o  y o u  to o k  th e  ad v ice  o f  a slave  an d  so u g h t m e  o u t,” N a b u -z ir  
sa id  dryly. H e  c a st  a p o in ted  g lan ce a t  th e  b e d rag g le d  garm en t. 
“A fte r  sp en d in g  th e  n igh t w alk in g th e  stre e t.”

Sh am sh i-en lil flu sh ed . "F or th e  sak e  o f  A n u , g o d  o f  th e  g rea t 
above, w ill y o u  h ear m e  o u t  or n o t?”

N ab u -z ir  grew  th o u g h tfu l. “I re m e m b e r  th e  ca se  o f  y o u r farm er. 
C o m e , w e  w ill go  to  m y  h ou se , aw ay fro m  pry in g ears.” H e  ga th 
ered  u p  h is sty lu se s an d  w h ittlin g  knives. “H ere, h e lp  m e  to  carry  
th is  tu b  o f  clay.”

N a b u -z ir ’s  h o u se  w as in  th e  w ate rfro n t d istric t, n e stled  am o n g  
th e  m u d  b rick  h o ve ls th a t  fro n te d  th e  in ner can al. H e  sen t h is 
serv in g w o m an , N in d ad a , to  th e  tavern  acro ss th e  a lley  to  fe tch  
beer. H e  se a te d  h is gu est  b e sid e  th e  h earth , w h ere  h e c o u ld  ge t a 
sa lu tary  v iew  o f  th e  little  sh rin e to  th e  m o o n  go d , an d  sa t  dow n  
fac in g  h im . W h ile  th ey  w a ite d  fo r  th e  beer, Sh am sh i h a d  a fu rtive  
lo o k  ro u n d  th e  m u d  b rick  in terior w ith  its sp a rse  w all d ecoration s.

“N o t  w h at y o u 're  u se d  to, e h ?” N ab u -z ir  c o u ld  n o t h e lp  saying.
T h e  y o u n g  m an  m u m b le d  a flu ste re d  apology .
“N ev er  m in d ," N ab u -z ir  said . “N o t  th e  w ay y o u ’d  e x p e c t  a  scribe 

to  live, b u t  it ’s co m fo rtab le  en ough  fo r  m e.” O u t  o f  pity, h e  d ec id ed  
n o t to  m en tion  th e  tw o  p e o p le  b u rie d  in fun eral urns u n d er th e  
floor, th e  paren ts o f  th e  prev iou s tenants.

Sh am sh i w as sav ed  fro m  fu rth er  em b arra ssm en t b y  th e  arrival o f  
N in d a d a  w ith  tw o  p itch ers o f  beer. H e  p o k e d  a straw  th ro u g h  th e  
b rew in g  d eb ris flo atin g  on  to p  an d  to o k  a sip. N a b u -z ir  d id  like
w ise, a fte r  p io u sly  sp illin g  a  few  d ro p s  on  th e  h earth  fo r  th e  m o o n  
god .

“N o w  th en ,” N ab u -z ir  sa id , se ttlin g  b a c k  com fortab ly , “w h a t ’s 
th is  all a b o u t? ”

“H o w  th e  th in g  w as do n e ,” th e  b o y  sa id  m iserab ly . “T h a t ’s w h at 
I c a n ’t  u n d erstan d . Is th ere  a w in d  d em o n  w h o  can  p en e tra te  so lid  
clay? P erhaps I n e e d  a m ashm ashu, an ex o rc ist, an d  n o t a scrib e  
like yourself.”

N a b u -z ir  saw  th a t  y o u n g  Sh am sh i w as flou n derin g , h is th o u g h ts 
dash in g  o f f  in all d irec tio n s like th e  w ild  asse s in th e  proverb , an d  
n e e d e d  h e lp  to  te ll h is story.
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“T h is  h a s  so m e th in g  to  d o  w ith  y o u r  o ld e r  b ro th e r ? ” h e  
su g g e ste d .

S h am sh i n o d d e d  gratefully . “U bar-sin . H e  h as alw ays b een  w ild  
an d  u n restrain ed . M y fa th er  w as so  grate fu l to  th e  go d s fo r  h is 
firstb orn  th a t  h e  n ever la id  a b u rd en  on  h im , n ever d en ied  h im  
anything. U bar-sin  w as n ever p u t  to  w ork , n ever w as a sk ed  to  
carry  reed s as th e  y o u n g an d  th e  little  are w o n t to  d o  or fo llo w  th e  
caravan s th a t b ro u g h t o u r fa th er  w ealth . H e  w as given  everyth in g 
h e  a sk ed  for, an d  h e w an ted  m o re  an d  so  grew  u p  to  th in k  even  
th e  go d s w ere  in d e b t  to  h im . O u r  fa th er  to ld  h im , ‘M y son , yo u  
h ave  b ro u g h t m e  sorrow , h ave to rtu red  m e  to  th e  p o in t o f  m a d 
n ess an d  d e a th ,’ an d  still U bar-sin  w o u ld  n o t m e n d  his w ays.”

“A n d  n o w  U bar-sin  h as d o n e  so m eth in g  to  w orry  y o u r father, is 
th a t it?  S o m eth in g  th a t req u ires an  ex o rc ist  or a sc r ib e ?”

"M y  fa th er  is d ea d ,” Sh am sh i-en lil sa id  bitterly. “E ven  as w e 
sp eak , h e  is p resen tin g  h im se lf  to  th e  seven  ju d g e s  o f  th e  u n d er
w o rld .”

"A zid-sh u m , d e a d ?” N a b u -z ir  said . “A n d  yo u  h ave co m e  to  see  a 
sc r ib e ?” It w as b e c o m in g  clear. “Is th ere  so m eth in g  a b o u t th e  
in h eritan ce? B u t I can  d o  n oth in g  ab o u t a w ill th a t  is p ro p erly  
in scrib ed  an d  a tte ste d .”

“T h a t ’s w h at I th o u gh t. I w as a fo o l to  c o m e  h e r d ” Sh am sh i-  
en lil s to o d  u p  abruptly , read y  to  go.

“S it  dow n  an d  fin ish  y o u r beer,” N a b u -z ir  sa id , “an d  w e  w ill 
ta lk .”

" . . .  an d  th is  fo x  o f  a  scribe, Puzar-il, w h en  h e  w as fin ish ed , read  
th e  ta b le t  b a c k  to  us an d  en jo in ed  u s to  sign  it  w ith  o u r  cy linder 
seals. U bar-sin  w as very angry, so  angry th a t  h e  cu rse d  o u r fa th er 
an d  cu rse d  t h e  very gods. T h e n  h e w as fr igh ten ed  b y  th e  p en a lty  
fo r  su ch  reck lessn ess, fo r  o u r fa th er m ig h t h ave  sh av ed  h is h ead , 
p u t  a slave m ark  u p o n  h im , an d  so ld  h im . So, th o u g h  he d id  n ot 
b e g  forgiveness, h e  p u t  h is sea l on  th e  ta b le t  a lon g  w ith  m ine, 
th in k in g to  ge t a ro u n d  o u r fa th er  later. S o  th en  Puzar-il in scribed  
an  en v elo p e  o f  c lay  w ith  a su m m ary  o f  th e  w ill an d  sea led  u p  th e  
ta b le t ,”

N a b u -z ir  h ad  sen t N in d a d a  o u t  tw ice  m o re  fo r  beer, an d  his 
y o u n g  c lien t's  to n gu e  h ad  b e c o m e  su ffic ien tly  lo osen ed . Sh am sh i 
lean ed  fo rw ard  expectan tly , w a itin g  fo r  a respo n se .

N a b u -z ir  p o n d e re d  th e  fac ts  o f  th e  sto ry  fo r  a w hile, th en  said , 
"A  su cce ssfu l m erch an t like y o u r  fa th er  m u st  h ave know n  so m e 
th in g  o f  th e  art o f  w riting. D id  h e  n o t th in k  to  verify  th e  d o c u 
m e n t b e fo re  sign ing it? ”

“It is t ru e  th a t  m y  fa th e r  a s  an  e d u c a te d  m an  h a d  le a rn e d
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so m e th in g  o f  th e  art o v e r  th e  years, th o u g h  o f  c o u rse  h e  n ever 
w e n t to  th e  sc r ib e  sc h o o l as a y o u th , to  b e  w h ip p e d  in to  le arn 
in g b y  th e  um m ia, lik e  you rself. B u t  th e  sign s h e  k n ew  w ere  
m o stly  c o n ce rn e d  w ith  g o o d s  an d  n u m b ers, so  th a t  h e  c o u ld  v e r
ify  r e c e ip ts  an d  b ills  o f  la d in g  an d  su c h  th in gs. H e  m a d e  a q u ic k  
e x a m in a tio n , an d  th e  d o c u m e n t  m u st  h ave  lo o k e d  all r igh t to  
h im , w ith  th e  lists an d  q u a n tit ie s  o f  th e  p ro p e r ty  to  b e  d iv id e d . 
A n d  h e  t ru s te d  P uzar-il. T h e y  h a d  d o n e  m u ch  b u sin e ss  to g e th e r  
fo r  a lo n g  t im e .”

N a b u -z ir  p o u n c e d  on  th e  last sta te m e n t. “S o  th is  fo x  o f  a scribe, 
as y o u  call h im , h ad  p a r t ic ip a te d  in  y o u r  fa th e r ’s  d ea lin gs b efore , 
an d  d o u b tle ss  saw  to  h is c lie n t’s  ad v an tage  w h en  m ak in g  o u t  
rece ip ts— ” H e  ra ised  a kn ow in g  eyebrow . “— an d  su ch  th in gs.”

Sh am sh i lo o k e d  sh eep ish , b u t  p re te n d e d  a fla sh  o f  anger. “O n e  
d o e s  n o t b e c o m e  a b ig  m an  b y  b e in g  so ft. B u t m y  fa th er  w as h o n 
e st  in  his dea lin gs.”

“O h , w e  can  b e  su re  o f  th at. T h e  fin es fo r  fa lsify in g  a re c e ip t can  
b e  ru inous. O n e  c o u ld  even  lo se  a fin ger o r  tw o .”

S h a m sh i’s  an sw er w as a stu b b o rn  silence.
“B esid es,” N a b u -z ir  w en t on  im pertu rb ab ly , “a fo x  o f  a scrib e  

w o u ld  n o t leave a tra il fo r  th e  h o u n d s to  follow , is th a t  n o t so ?  B u t 
le t  u s  re tu rn  to  th e  m a tte r  o f  th e  tab le t. D id  y o u  n o tice  anyth in g 
am iss a t  th e  t im e ? ”

“M e? W h at w o u ld  I k n o w ?"
It w as like lead in g  a stu b b o rn  donkey. N ab u -z ir  w a ited  h im  out.
“It is tru e  th a t m y  fa th er tried  to  in struct his son s in w h at he knew  

o f  w riting so  th at w e m igh t assist h im  in his business. For a sh ort 
tim e  h e even  p a id  a  teach er fro m  th e  scrib e  sch ool to  co m e  to  our 
h o u se  an d  tu to r  us. B u t U bar-sin  co u ld  n ot b e  tau gh t. H e  d isap 
p ea red  w h en  th e  teach er cam e, or sa t in  insolence, n o t listening.’’

“B u t y o u  w ere  d iffe re n t?”
“I le arn ed  a little ,” Sh am sh i ad m itted . “B u t n o t m u ch  m o re  than  

m y  father. I c o u ld  m an age  co m m erc ia l w riting, b u t  I c o u ld  n o t 
h ave m a n a g e d  a le tte r  or re ad  poetry , like  th e  sto ry  o f  G ilg am esh , 
w ith  an y fluency. B esides, I w as n ot given  tim e  to  d o  m o re  th an  
g lan ce  a t  th e  ta b le t  an d  its  en v e lo p e  b e fo re  im p rin tin g  m y  sea l.”

“A n d  w h at d id  y o u r  g lan ce  te ll y o u ?”
“E very th in g  se e m e d  in order. T h ere  w ere  th e  p ro p e rty  lists, in 

co lu m n s se p a ra te d  b y  lines. A t  th e  to p  o f  each  sectio n  w as a p ic 
tu re  sign  fo r  m y  n am e or U b ar-sin ’s, w ith  th e  w e d g e s th a t  say  ahi, 
th e  b ro th er  sign . T h e  co lu m n s fo r  U b ar-sin  w ere  very  sh ort. M in e  
w ere  long.”

“S o  y o u r  fa th er  in ten d ed  to  d isin h erit h is e ld e st  so n  an d  in stead  
m ak e  yo u , th e  se c o n d  son , th e  m aste r  o f  y o u r b ro th e r?”
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“H e  w as very  w ro th  w ith  U bar-sin  an d  sa id  h e n eed ed  a lesson . 
H e  sa id  th a t  h e  w o u ld  n ot leave  h is li fe ’s  en terp rise  an d  th e  m an 
ag e m e n t o f  h is w ife  an d  h is h o u seh o ld  to  a  sp o ile d  ch ild  in th e  
sk in  o f  a m an . H e  sa id  several tim e s th a t d ay  th at h e  saw  n o  o th er 
w ay  o f  m ak in g  U bar-sin  ch an ge  h is p ro flig a te  w ays. B u t h e  h e ld  
o u t  h o p e  to  U bar-sin  th a t  i f  h e  w ere  to  on e d ay  sh o w  th a t  h e  h ad  
learn ed  his h ard  lesson , h e  w o u ld  re sto re  his po rtio n ."

N a b u -z ir  sa id  th ough tfu lly , “S o  y o u r fa th er  h ad  no n otion  th a t 
h e  m igh t d ie  an ytim e so o n ?” *

“N o. H e  w o re  an  am u le t aga in st th e  asak u -d em o n s th a t cau se  
illness, an d  th o u g h  h e  w as a m an  in th e  fu lln e ss o f  h is years, th ey  
d id  n o t tro u b le  h im .”

“H m m . B u t  so on  a fte r  th e  m ak in g  o f  his te stam e n t, th e  go d d ess 
o f  d ea th  d id , in  fac t, v isit  h im ?”

“Yes. H e  fe lt  h er presen ce , an d  ca lled  fo r  an ash ipu -p rie st to  
rem o v e  th e  curse , th o u g h  th e  d em o n s h ad  c lo sed  h is lip s to  fo o d  
an d  w ater, an d  sa t  on  h is lim b s to  m ak e  th e m  w eak . T h e  p rie st 
b ro u g h t a k id , an d  p u t  h im  in  th e  b e d  w ith  m y  father. H e  then  
to u c h e d  m y  fa th e r ’s  th ro a t w ith  a w o o d en  knife, an d  cu t  th e  k id ’s 
th ro a t w ith  a kn ife  o f  b ro n ze. T h en  h e  d re ssed  th e  k id  in m y 
fa th e r ’s c lo th es an d  p e r fo rm e d  th e  ritu a l o f  m ourn in g . B u t th e  
g o d d ess o f  d ea th  w as n o t d ece ived , an d  m y  fa th er  p a sse d  aw ay th e  
n e x t  m orn in g .”

“W h at th e n ?”
“W e sen t fo r  th e  kalu, th e  fu n era l p r ie st, o f  cou rse , an d  th e  

p ro p e r  r ite s w e re  p er fo rm e d , w ith  a h ired  lyre p lay er  fo r  th e  
d irges. A  c o ffin  o f  c lay  w as m ad e , o n e  b e fitt in g  m y  fa th e r ’s 
im p o rta n c e  an d  n o t a reed  m a t  o r  tw o  ja r s  w ra p p e d  to g e th e r  
m o u th  to  m o u th , as su ffice s  fo r  c o m m o n  fo lk . H e  w as p ro v id e d  
w ith  fo o d  and'clrink  fo r  th e  jo u rn e y  to  th e  n e th er  w o rld  an d  go ld  
to  p ay  th e  ferry m an . A n d  a p it  w as p re p a re d  u n d er  th e  flo o r  fo r  
h is b u ria l.”

“A n d  h is cy lin der seal, it w as b u rie d  w ith  h im ?”
“O f  course. H o w  w o u ld  h e  m ak e  his d ec lara tio n  to  th e  seven  

ju d g e s  w ith o u t it ? ”
“A n d  th e  sea l rem ain ed  aro u n d  h is n eck  all du rin g  th e  p re p ara 

tio n s fo r  b u r ia l? ”
“W h ere  e lse  w o u ld  it b e ? ” Sh am sh i w as startin g  to  lo o k  

an noyed .
“C an  yo u  sw ear  to  th a t?”
“T h e  b o d y  w as n ever le ft  alon e,” S h am sh i sa id  w ith  stra in ed  

patien ce. “I f  I w as busy, th ere  w as alw ays a serv an t o r  th e  p r ie st  or 
a d e p e n d e n t.”

“D id  y o u r b ro th er n o t h e lp  du rin g  th is t im e  o f  g r ie f?”
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S h am sh i gave a g rea t sigh . "H e  c o u ld  n o t b e  fo u n d . H e  w as ever 
o n e  to  ev ad e  h is re sp o n sib ilitie s. P erh aps h e  re tu rn ed  at n igh t to  
sleep , b u t  i f  so, h e  w as go n e  b e fo re  daw n .”

“S o  th ough  you  w ere th e  seco n d  son, an d  th e  w ill th a t e levated  
yo u  h ad  n ot b een  o p en e d  yet, all th e  p reparatio n s w ere  le ft to  y o u ?” 

“Yes. I am  u se d  to  U b ar-sin ’s  w ays.”
“A n d  w h en  d id  yo u  see  h im  ag a in ?”
“N o t  u n til th e  th ird  day, a fter  m y  fa th er  h ad  b een  b u rie d . A n d  

th en  h e im m ed ia te ly  in sisted  th a t  w e go  b e fo re  a  ju d g e  fo r  th e  
op en in g  o f  th e  w ill. H e  se e m e d  very eager."

“D id  th a t  n o t  strike  y o u  as o d d ?  A fte r  all, th e  w ill d isin h erited  
h im . I f  w h at yo u  say  is true, h e  knew  th a t .”

“W h o ev er k n ew  w h at U bar-sin  w as th in k in g? H e  d id  n o t th ink . 
H e  w as like a m o th  th a t  flie s in to  th e  flam e. E ven  as a  ch ild  he 
w o u ld  o ften  ac t to  d o  h im se lf  h a rm .”

“A n d  y o u  h ad  o th er th in gs on  y o u r  m in d ,” N a b u -z ir . sa id  
sym path etically .

“Yes.”
“L e t  u s  go  on. S o  y o u  w e n t b e fo re  a ju d g e  o f  th e  in h eritan ce  

co u rt to  h ave th e  en v e lo p e  b ro k en  an d  th e  w ill read . I a ssu m e  th at 
Puzar-il w as p resen t, an d  to o k  th e  u su a l oa th , k n ow in g th e  te rri
b le  p en a ltie s  fo r  perju ry .”

“Yes.”
“A n d  th e  orig in al w itn esses. W ere th ey  p re se n t?”
“O n e  h a d  d ied . T h e  o th e r  a tte ste d  to  th e  au th en tic ity  o f  h is sea l 

im p re ssio n  on  th e  tab le t .”
“A n d  h is im p re ssio n  on  th e  en v e lo p e  as w e ll?”
“T h e  en v e lo p e  w as d isp lay ed  to  th e  co u rt b e fo re  Puzar-il w as 

given  leave  to  b re a k  it, an d  th e  w itn ess ra ised  n o  o b jec tio n . W h at 
d o e s  it  m a tte r?  A ll th e  sea ls  o n  th e  ta b le t  w e re  au th en tic .” 

“In clud in g  y o u rs?”
Sh am sh i b it  h is lip. “Yes.”
"C a n  y o u  b e  su re ?”
“M y sea l c an n o t b e  m istak en ,” S h am sh i said . “It w as carv ed  in 

m arb le  b y  th e  fin est cra ftsm an , an d  sh o w s th e  rising o f  th e  su n  
go d  an d  h is b ride , A ya, th e  daw n. A tte n d in g  th e m  is th e  g o d d ess 
o f  lo ve  an d  war, Inanna, an d  Enki w ith  h is fish , an d  th e  creation  
g o d d ess A ru ru , w ith  m any, m an y  details. T h e re  w as even  a tiny 
c ru m b  o f  c lay  a t  th e  t ip  o f  o n e  o f  In an n a’s w in gs th a t  I re m e m 
b e re d  fro m  w h en  I ro lled  th e  sea l ov er th e  ta b le t .”

“W as it  th e  sam e  sea l I se e  han gin g fro m  y o u r n eck  n o w ?”
“Yes, it  is th e  sa m e  sea l I h ave w o rn  all m y  life .”
N a b u -z ir  e y e d  th e  litt le  cy lin d e r  th o u g h tfu lly , as th o u g h  h e 

h a d  n ev er  see n  o n e  b e fo re . It w as a  tin y  th in g  to  h o ld  a  p e r so n ’s
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iden tity , n o  la rg er  th an  h is  litt le  finger. It h u n g  fro m  a th in  go ld  
ch ain  w h ich  p a s se d  th ro u g h  a h o le  th a t  h a d  b e e n  d rilled  le n g th 
w ise  th ro u g h  th e  m arb le .

“D id  it leave  y o u r n eck  at any tim e  b etw ee n  y o u r fa th e r ’s d ea th  
an d  th e  read in g  o f  th e  w ill?”

“N o .”
“E ven  at n igh t?”
“N o, I s le p t  w ith  it .”
N ab u -z ir  n o d d ed  approvingly . S o  d id  he. S o  d id  m o st  p eo p le . 

O n e ’s iden tity  w as a p rec io u s thing,
"It c o m e s dow n  to  th is so  far,” h e  asserted . “T h e  sea ls  on  th e  

ta b le t  can n o t b e  d o u b ted , n o t even  yours. A n d  y e t y o u  say  th e  
te rm s o f  th e  w ill h ad  b e e n  a ltered .”

D e sp a ir  con to rted  Sh am sh i’s y o u th fu l features. "W h ere m y  
n am e h ad  b een , m y  b ro th er ’s w as in scribed . W h ere m y  b ro th er ’s 
n am e h ad  b een , m y n am e w as. T h e  law s o f  d ish erison  w ere  clearly 
e tch ed , as they  h ad  b een  before. B u t n ow  th ey  ap p lied  to  m e, n o t 
U bar-sin .” H e  b u rie d  his fa ce  in h is hands. “T h e  th in g th a t w as 
h ard est to  b ear  w as th at n ow  all th e  rep ro ach es th a t  m y  fa th er h ad  
m ean t fo r U bar-sin— th at h e  h ad  b ro u gh t h im  sorrow , th a t h e  h ad  
driven  h im  to  th e  p o in t o f  d ea th — w ere  n o w  la id  a t  m y  fe e t 
in stead . T h e  ju d g e  lo o k ed  at m e  w ith  loath in g w hen  h e  an n o un ced  
his decree .”

N a b u -z ir  gav e  th e  y o u n g  m an  a m o m e n t  to  c o m p o se  h im self, 
th en  sa id , “It is p o ss ib le  to  sm o o th  w e t c lay  w ith  o n e ’s  th u m b  
an d  rew rite  a w o rd  or tw o, y o u  know . I h av e  d o n e  it  m y se lf  m an y  
tim es. E ven  a fte r  th e  su r fa c e  h a s b e g u n  to  h ard en  a little , o n e  
m ay  sp r in k le  a litt le  w a te r  o n  th e  sp o t  to  so fte n  it  an d  p e rh a p s  
ru b  in  a litt le  fre sh  clay. It is n o t p o ss ib le  a fte r  th e  ta b le t  h as 
b e g u n  to  sh rin k  w ith in  its  en v e lo p e , th o u g h  fo r  a d ay  or tw o, i f  
th e  se a le d  ta b le t  h as b een  k e p t  o u t  o f  th e  su n , I su p p o se  th e  
th in g  m ig h t b e  d o n e .”

A n  ex p re ssio n  th a t  m ig h t h ave  b een  th e  b egin n in g  o f  h o p e  flick 
ered  acro ss Sh am sh i-en lil’s face. N a b u -z ir  co n tin u ed , h is b ro w  
w rin k led  in  th o u gh t.

“B u t th e  tab le t w as w rap p ed  u p  in its envelope, an d  all its seals 
w ere  intact. S o  w e m u st look  in stead  to  th e  envelope. Everyon e had  
a lo o k  at th e  w riting on th e  en velope b e fo re  it  w as sm ash ed , th ough  
I su p p o se  th e  ju d g e  d id  n ot b o th e r  to  read  it through , o th er th an  to  
verify  its su b jec t m atter. W ere th e  sam e seals in p la ce ?”

“Yes, all o f  th e m .”
“Yours, y o u r b ro th e r ’s, y o u r  fa th e r ’s, th e  tw o  w itn esses, an d , o f  

course, th e  sc r ib e ’s, Puzar-il’s. D id  y o u  y o u rse lf  verify  th e m ?”
“O n ce  I rea lized  th a t  th e  w ill h ad  b e e n  a ltered , I ree x am in e d  th e
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sea ls  on  th e  ta b le t  it se lf  very  carefu lly  an d  c o u ld  see  no reaso n  to  
d o u b t th em . B y  n o w  th e  ju d g e  w as b e co m in g  im p atien t, b u t  
b e fo re  th e  te m p le  jan ito r  c o u ld  sw eep  u p  th e  fragm en ts o f  th e  
en velope , I p ick ed  th ro u gh  th e m  to  fin d  th e  seals."

“T h a t  w as in te lligen t o f  you . Y our c lear  th in king a fte r  su ch  a 
b lo w  is co m m en d ab le . W h at d id  yo u  a scerta in ?”

“I sav ed  th e  fragm en ts, m u ch  go o d  w ill it d o  m e .”
Sh am sh i fu m b le d  a t  h is ga rm en t an d  d rew  o u t a sm a ll linen  

p ack e t th a t  h ad  b een  t ie d  u p  w ith  a knot. N a b u -z ir  u n tied  th e  
b u n d le  an d  sp re a d  its co n ten ts on  th e  tab le .

“T h is  im p rin t sh ow s E nki, th e  g o d  o f  learn in g,” h e  sa id , h o ld in g  
u p  o n e  o f  th e  la rger fragm en ts. “I tak e  it th a t  th is is th e  m ark  o f  
th e  scribe, Puzar-il.”

Sh am sh i co n firm ed  it  w ith  a n od .
N a b u -z ir  h e ld  u p  an o th er sh ard . H e  p a u se d  fo r  a  m o m e n t to  

ad m ire  th e  e x q u is ite  d eta il. It sh ow ed , am o n g  o th er  th ings, a  d o n 
key caravan , tra in s o f  sk in  b o ats, b u rstin g  storeh ou ses, a ll b e in g  
b le sse d  b y  a w h o le  p an th eo n  o f  gods.

“A n d  th is,” h e  sa id  dryly, “w ill b e  th e  sea l o f  y o u r e ste e m e d  
father, A z id -sh u m ?"

T h e  y ou n g m an  m ad e  a sign  o f  respect. “You are correct, N abu-zir.” 
“A n d  th is o n e ?” h e  said , h o ld in g  u p  a th ird  fragm en t.
S h am sh i sa id , w ith o u t b o th erin g  to  lo o k  m o re  closely, “It 

b e lo n g s to  m y  bro th er.”
“A n d  w h ere  is y o u r se a l? ”
S h am sh i s ifte d  th ro u gh  so m e  o f  th e  sm aller  fragm en ts an d  

p u sh e d  th ree  o f  th e m  in to  rou gh  align m en t. “T h ere ,” h e  said .
“You can  te ll? ”
“E very th in g  is as it sh o u ld  be. T h e  tree  o f  life, th e  fish  god , th e  

b le sse d  Inanna."
“A n d  y e t th e  im ag es d o  n o t see m  q u ite  as sh arp  to  th e se  tired  

eyes. O r  am  I m istak en .”
"P erh aps th e  im p ressio n s c ru m b led  a b it  at th e  ed g es w h en  th e  

c lay  sp lit. O r  p e rh ap s I w as n o t q u ite  as care fu l w h en  I ro lled  m y 
cy lin der acro ss th e  clay.”

“P erhaps,” N a b u -z ir  a llow ed . H e  p ick ed  u p  th e  rem ain in g  in tact 
sh ard . “A n d  th is o n e ?”

“It b e lo n g ed  to  th e  d e a d  w itness. A n  o ld  frien d  o f  m y  fa th e r ’s.” 
“C on ven ien t,” h e  said . “H e  is n o t h ere  to  d isp u te  it.” H e  sq u in ted  

at th e  ja g g e d  p ie ce  o f  clay. “T h is  on e seem s th e  sligh test b it  b lurred , 
too, in a co u p le  o f  spots. W h at ab o u t th e  o th er w itn ess?”

Sh am sh i sh ov ed  th e  few  rem ain ing fragm en ts in to alignm ent. 
N ab u -zir  saw  a conven tion al scen e o f  a n ew  year ’s celebration , w ith  
a procession  o f  n aked  priests filing u p  th e  ram p  o f  th e  ziggu rat w ith
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their offerings, an d  th e  sacred  couplin g o f  th e  god  an d  go d d ess reen 
ac ted  b y  th e  h igh p riest an d  th e  h igh priestess.

“A  p io u s  m an ,” N ab u -z ir  rem ark ed . “A lso  an o ld  frien d  o f  yo u r 
fa th e r ’s ? ”

"A h o u se h o ld  retainer. B u z u  b y  n am e. H e  w as on e o f  th o se  
ch arged  w ith  o u r  m an ag em e n t as boys, an d  I am  sorry  to  say  h e 
o ften  tu rn ed  a b lin d  ey e to  U b ar-sin ’s e sc ap a d e s.”

“B u t n o t to  y o u rs?”
“N o. H e  w as ev er q u ick  to  u se  th e  stick . A n d  w h en  th e  read in g  

o f  th e  w ill m ad e  it c lear  th a t U bar-sin  is to  b e  th e  m aster, h e  began  
to  sh o w  m e  d isre sp ec t. H e  lau g h ed  w hen  U bar-sin  th rea ten ed  to  
p u t  th e  slave  m ark  on m e  an d  se ll m e, as a fa th er  is en titled  to  do. 
P erh aps it  w as a jo k e , b u t  I am  afraid  to  g o  h o m e.”

N a b u -z ir  s to o d  up. “Y ou w ill stay  h ere  fo r  th e  t im e  b e in g ," h e  
sa id  decisively. “M y serv an t N in d ad a  w ill see  to  y o u r  n eeds. I w ill 
p u t  m y  sea l on  th e  d o o rp o st, th a t no o n e  m ay  en te r  w h ile  I am  
gone. I th in k  I h ad  b e tte r  se e  th is scribe, Puzar-il.”

H e  fo u n d  Puzar-il’s  sp o t  a fter  m ak in g  in q u irie s in th e  bazaar. A  
slave, a sc ru ffy  b o y  w ith  p im p le s  on  h is face, w as scrap in g  a resi
d u e  o f  d r ied  c lay  o f f  th e  b rick s an d  ga th erin g  a sto o l an d  su n sh ad e  
an d  o th er  p o sse ss io n s in  a sm all pile.

“M y m a ste r  is n o t h ere ,” th e  b o y  sa id  in an in so len t tone. “H e  has 
go n e  h o m e .”

“A n d  w h ere  m ig h t yo u r m a ste r ’s h o m e  b e ? ” N a b u -z ir  said .
T h e  b o y  scan n ed  N a b u -z ir ’s  u n assu m in g  co stu m e. “T h a t  is n ot 

fo r  any tab le t-w ritin g  dub-sar  to  know ,” h e  sa id  an d  tu rn ed  away.
N a b u -z ir  sa id  m ildly, “D ub-sar  I m ay  be, boy. A n d  yo u  m u st 

su re ly  b e  th e  d on k ey  th a t ea ts  its  ow n  b ed d in g  to  sp e a k  th at w ay 
to  a freem an . It is a stran ge  slave  in d e e d  w h o  d o e s  n o t know  
w h ere  h is m aste r  lives. S h o w  m e  th e  ta g  th a t  lists th e  n am e o f  
y o u r ow ner, th a t  I m ay  b e  su re  yo u  are  n o t a runaw ay, to  b e  
re p o rte d  to  th e  p a tro l.”

T h e  b o y ’s h an d  d a rte d  re flex ive ly  to  th e  little  c lay  ta b le t  h e  
w o re  arou n d  h is n eck . “M y m aste r  lives in a h o u se  a fe w  p ace s  
fro m  th e  first eastern  gate ," h e  sa id  sullenly. “It m a y  b e  reco g n ized  
b y  a n ich e n ex t to  th e  d o o r  con ta in in g  an im ag e  o f  N ab u , th e  go d  
o f  scribes. I f  h e  k n o w s y o u  learn ed  it  fro m  m e, I w ill b e  b e a te n .”

“I w ill n o t te ll h im ,” N ab u -z ir  said .
“I f  h e  is n o t th ere ,” th e  b o y  v o lu n teered , "y o u  m ay  fin d  h im  at 

th e  sh o p  o f  L u gal-kan , th e  sea l m aker, in th e  n e x t  stree t.”
N a b u -z ir  th an k ed  h im  an d  se t  o f f  fo r  th e  c ity ’s eastern  w all. It 

w as a lo n g  w alk  in  th e  sun ; th o u gh  th e  a ftern oo n  h ad  advan ced , 
th e  co o ln ess o f  even in g h ad  y et to  arrive.
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H e  fo u n d  th e  h o u se  w ith  little  trou b le . T h e  im ag e  o f  N a b u  w as 
w h ere  th e  b o y  sa id  it  w o u ld  be, larger th an  m o st  su ch  e ffig ies and  
p a in te d  in garish  colors. T h e re  w as no ro p e  en d  w ith  c lay  sea l b a r
ring th e  door, so  Puzar-il w as at hom e.

H e  p lan te d  h im se lf  in fro n t o f  th e  door, an d  w ith o u t raisin g his 
voice, sa id , “Puzar-il, I w ish  to  see  y o u .”

T h ere  w as n o  respo n se , th o u g h  h e c o u ld  h ear vo ices w ith in , so  
h e  re p e a te d  h im self.

A fte r  an  in terval, th e  d o o r  o p e n e d  to  th e  w id th  o f  a m a n ’s hand, 
an d  a large  b ru te  w ith  th e  sh aven  h ead  o f  a slave  said , “G o  aw ay.”

B e fo re  th e  d o o r c o u ld  b e  c lo sed , N a b u -z ir  said , le ttin g  h is vo ice  
carry, “Y o u  are  n o t very  c o u rte o u s to  a fe llo w  scribe, Puzar-il. I 
th o u g h t th e  tw o  o f  u s m ig h t h ave h ad  a co lleg ia l d iscu ssio n  o f  th e  
am az in g  te sta m e n t o f  th e  la te  A z id -sh u m .”

S ilen ce  h u n g in  th e  a ir  fo r  a m o m e n t, th en  a vo ice  fro m  w ith in  
sa id  grudgingly , “L e t  h im  in .”

T h e  burly  d o o r slave s te p p e d  aside, an d  N ab u -zir  en tered . T h e  
first th in g th at struck  h im  w as th e  rich arom a o f  roasting p o rk  and 
pu n gen t sp ices w afting in  fro m  th e  rear courtyard . T w o fem ale  
slaves w ere  b u stlin g  arou n d  a tab le  laden  w ith  d ishes o f  delicacies 
an d  p a in ted  drinking vesse ls w ith  go ld  straw s. A  large fo o ted  harp  
ad o rn ed  w ith  a go lden  b u ll ’s h ead  rested  in a com er, p resu m ab ly  le ft 
th ere  b y  th e  m usician  w h o w o u ld  en tertain  durin g th e  b an q u et.

N a b u -z ir 's  ey es le a p t  to  th e  co rp u len t m an  sittin g  on  a g ild ed  
ch air in th e  cen ter  o f  it all. “I se e  y o u  h ave b e c o m e  pro sp ero u s, 
Puzar-il,” h e  said .

“I w as alw ays p ro sp ero u s, N ab u -zir ,” Puzar-il sa id  sourly. "N o t  
like y o u .”

“I see  you  k n ow  w h o  I a m .”
“Y ou are th e  p estilen tia l fe llo w  w h o w rites le tters to  k ings and 

o th erw ise  stirs u p  tro u b le .”
"As w e w ere  tau gh t in  sc r ib e  sch o o l, w e  are en jo in ed  by  th e  g o d 

d ess N an sh e  to  p ro te c t  th e  p o o r  fro m  th e  rich , to  se e k  ju st ic e  fo r  
th e  o rp h an  an d  w idow , to  see  th a t th e  m an  o f  on e sh ek el d o e s  n ot 
fa ll p rey  to  th e  m an  o f  on e m in a .”

“W orthy sen tim en ts fo r  sch o o lb o y s,” Puzar-il sn eered . “B u t on e 
le a m s th a t  th ere  is a real w o rld .”

“W orthy sen tim en ts th a t  are  e sco n ced  in  law,” N ab u -z ir  sa id  
m ildly. “T h a t  is w h y th ere  are p u n ish m en ts fo r  th o se  w ho, as 
N an sh e  says, su b st itu te  a sm all w eigh t fo r  a large w eigh t, w h o  su b 
stitu te  a sm all m easu re  fo r  a large m easu re , w h o  tak e  th e  p o sse s
sion s o f  an oth er th ro u gh  trickery.”

Puzar-il’s jo w ls w orked . H e  sa id  tightly, “T h e  te stam en t o f  A zid - 
sh u m  is n o t at all am azing. H e  le ft the greater portion  o f  h is legacy
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to  h is e ld est son, as is com m o n . T h e  seals w ere  in place, including 
th e  seal o f  th e  you n ger son , an d  a ju d g e  o f  th e  tem p le  read  the 
tab le t.”

“A n d  ye t th e  y o u n g er so n  says th e  tab le t  th a t  h e  p u t  h is sea l to  
gave h im  th e  g rea ter  p o rtio n ."

Puzar-il h e av ed  a great sigh . “You an d  I h ave h e ard  su ch  c la im s 
b efo re . T h e  y o u n g  p u p  w as u n h ap p y  w ith  h is share, an d  th o u g h t 
to  b e tte r  it .”

"I h ave h e ard  th a t  it w as th e  o ld er  p u p  w h o  w as u n h ap p y  w ith  
th e  w ill w h en  it w as in scribed , an d  sh o w ed  h is anger. H e  h ad  to  
b e  c o erced  b y  h is fa th er  to  sign  th e  ta b le t  an d  its en velope , an d  h e 
to o k  it  bad ly .”

“W h ere  are  th e  w itn esse s w h o w o u ld  te stify  to  su ch  a th ing, 
o th er  th an  th e  y o u n g  p u p  w h o  w as d isin h erited ? W h ere  are  th e  
sign ed  d o cu m e n ts  th a t w o u ld  con firm  it? Y ou  are p lay in g  a d an 
ge ro u s gam e, N abu-zir. T h e  p r ize  is th e  d ea th  pen alty .”

“I m ak e  n o  accusation s, Puzar-il, I am  ju s t  ask in g q u estio n s.”
“You h ave a sk ed  en ou gh  q u estion s. Leave, o r  m y  m an  w ill th ro w  

y o u  ou t. I w ill g lad ly  p ay  th e  fin e  fo r  any in jurie s.”
“W h at, P uzar-il? Y ou are n o t go in g  to  in v ite  m e  to  y o u r b a n q u e t 

to  h e lp  yo u  ce leb ra te  y o u r n ew fo u n d  w e a lth ?”
P u zar-il’s b lo a te d  fa ce  tu rn ed  pu rp le . T h e  o v ersize  slave  to o k  a 

ste p  to w ard  N ab u -zir. N a b u -z ir  lo o k ed  a t  h im  co ld ly  an d  said , 
“S ta y  w h ere  y o u  are, fellow ."

T h e  m an  to o k  a ste p  b ack . N a b u -z ir  ga th ered  h is ga rm en t a b o u t 
h im  and, w ith  a n o d  to  Puzar-il, un h u rried ly  le ft.

T h e  sh o p  o f  L u gal-kan , th e  sea l carver, w as in th e  n ex t street, as 
th e  b o y  h a d rsaid , n e x t  to  a  rath er d isrep u tab le-lo o k in g  tavern . It 
co n sisted  o f  little  m o re  th an  a c lu tte red  w o rk b en ch  u n d er  a seed y  
aw ning, n o t th e  tidy  e stab lish m en t th a t  N ab u -z ir  w o u ld  have 
e x p e c te d  o f  a free  artisan .

T h e  m an  sq u attin g  at th e  b en ch  lo ok ed  u p  w arily a t  his approach . 
H e  w as a scraw ny fe llow  w ith  th e  on e-eyed  sq u in t o f  so m eon e w ho 
h as d o n e  m u ch  close w ork  over a long p erio d  o f  tim e.

T h ere  w as so m eth in g  e lse  ab o u t h is fa ce  th at in te re sted  N ab u - 
zir: a  fa d e d  ro u gh  p a tc h  on his fo re h e a d  w h ere  a slave  m ark  m igh t 
h ave b een  rem o v ed . I f  so, th e  m an  m ig h t h ave  g o o d  reaso n  to  b e  
w ary o f  strangers. H e  w o u ld  h ave b een  q u e stio n e d  b y  b u sy b o d ie s  
m an y  tim e s th ro u g h  th e  years. T h e  law  d ecreed  th e  d ea th  p en alty  
fo r  illegally  rem o v in g  th e  slave  m ark , b o th  fo r  th e  ru n aw ay  slave 
an d  th e  p erso n  w h o  p e r fo rm e d  th e  op eratio n , u n less h e  co u ld  
p ro v e  th a t he h a d  b een  d e ce iv ed  in to  b e liev in g  th a t th e  slave  h ad  
b een  legally  m an u m itted .
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“A h , L u ga l-k an ,” N a b u -z ir  sa id  genially. “I w as to ld  I m ig h t fin d  
y o u  here .”

T h e  fe llo w  lo o k ed  at h im  su sp iciou sly . “A n d  w h o  m ig h t it  b e  
w h o to ld  y o u  th a t? ” h e  said .

N ab u -z ir  lo w e red  his voice, as th o u gh  th ey  h ad  a secre t in c o m 
m on . “W hy, m y  fe llo w  scribe, th e  e stim ab le  Puzar-il.”

A t  th e  m en tio n  o f  Puzar-il’s  n am e, a  p ecu lia r  ex p re ss io n  th a t 
m ig h t h ave  b een  fear  fla sh ed  acro ss th e  sea l m a k e r ’s fa ce  an d  d is
ap p e a re d  so  q u ick ly  th a t  N a b u -z ir  c o u ld  n o t b e  su re  th a t  h e  h ad  
seen  it.

“W h at is it  th a t  y o u  w ish  o f  m e ? ” th e  m an  ask ed  cautiously .
N ab u -z ir  lo w e red  h is v o ice  again . “W h at e lse  b u t  a sea l?  Puzar- 

il h a d  g rea t p ra ise  fo r  y o u r  sk ill an d  artistry .”
T h a t  p ro v o k e d  a sn ap p ish  o u tb u rst . “It is n o t P u zar-il’s  c u sto m  

to  p ra ise  an yon e fo r  anyth ing. R ath er it is h is w ay  to  fin d  fa u lt  an d  
th rea ten .”

N a b u -z ir  h ad  d ec id ed  th a t  th e  sea l m ak er w as n o t a cro n y  o f  
Puzar-il, as h e  h a d  th o u gh t, b u t  ra th er so m e o n e  o v er w h o m ‘Puzar- 
il h ad  so m e  k in d  o f  h o ld . “A n d  y e t,” h e  sa id , ch o o sin g  h is w o rds 
carefu lly , “h e  p ra ise d  y o u  as a m an  o f  d iscretio n . H e  sa id  th at I 
n e e d  h ave  n o  fears a b o u t tru stin g  y o u .”

A p p aren tly  th a t stru ck  th e  righ t note. Lugal-kan  lean ed  forw ard  
an d  said, “P erhaps w e h ad  b e tte r  ta lk  inside,” and N ab u -z ir  knew  
th at h e  h ad  b een  provisionally  ad m itted  to  th e  circle o f  scoundrels.

H e  fo llo w e d  L u gal-k an  in to  th e  m u d -b rick  h ovel b eh in d  th e  
aw ning. L u gal-k an  c lo sed  th e  d o o r  b e h in d  th e m  an d  cast a fu rtive  
lo o k  aro u n d  th e  p lace , as i f  to  a ssu re  h im se lf  th a t  so m e  m isch ie f
m ak in g  d em o n  h ad  n o t flow n  in ah ead  o f  th em .

N ab u -z ir  to o k  sto ck  o f  h is surroundings. T h e  single ro o m  w as 
m ean  an d  shabby. A  sm ell o f  sta le  b eer  h u n g in th e  air, an d  th e  only 
fo o d  h e co u ld  see  in th e  larder w as an op en  sack  o f  grain b earin g  th e 
label o f  th e  ord inary c itizen ’s ration, as w ell as a few  on ions an d  a 
co u p le  o f  d iscs o f  un leaven ed  bread . B u t th e  w orkben ch  w as an o th 
er story. T h e  array o f  scu lp tin g  too ls b eggared  th e  m eager eq u ip age  
outside, an d  th ere  w as an  am p le  su p p ly  o f  m arb le  an d  o th er fine 
stone. E viden tly  th is w as w h ere  Lugal-kan  d id  his real w ork, o u t  o f  
pu b lic  view.

H e  w as care fu l n o t to  sp ec ify  an yth in g sp ecifica lly  illegal an d  so  
risk  scarin g  L u gal-kan  off. “I n eed  to  rep ro d u ce  a cy lin der sea l th a t 
I h ave lo st ,” h e  sa id  in a co n fid en tia l tone. “A n  o ld  c lien t en tru sted  
m e  w ith  it  b e c a u se  h e d id  n o t w an t to  w eary  h im se lf  w ith  th e  b u s
in ess o f  p erso n ally  certify in g  so m e  h u n d red s o f  p e tty  d ec lara tio n s 
o f  p ro d u c e  fro m  his ag ricu ltu ral ho ld ings. A n d  n o w  h e w ish es his 
cy lin der b ack , an d  I c an n o t p u t  h im  o f f  m u ch  longer.”
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L u g a l-k an  s iz e d  h im  u p  w ith  h is sq u in ty  eye. “T h is  cy lin d er 
w o u ld  g o  to  its  r ig h tfu l o w n e r?  N o t  to  b e  u se d  b y  so m e o n e  
e lse ? ”

“I sw ear b y  all th e  gods, L u gal-kan , th a t n o th in g  w o u ld  b e  d o n e  
w ith  th e  cy lin der th a t w o u ld  a ttrac t th e  a tten tio n  o f  th e  su p er
in ten d en t o f  th e  in sp ection , th e  agrig, or h is p o licem an . T h o u g h  I 
m u st  say  th a t  m y  c lien t is very  w ealthy, an d  th e  te m p ta tio n  w o u ld  
b e  grea t, i f  o n e  w ere  fo o lish .”

T h e  sea l m ak er  still se e m e d  h esitan t, so  N ab u -z ir  th rew  h im  
an o th er fish . “O f  course , as w e  b o th  know , i f  th ere  is any p ro fit  to  
b e  m a d e  fro m  th is, Puzar-il w ill ge t  th e  lio n ’s  sh are .”

F rom  th e  p lay  o f  e x p re ssio n s on  L u ga l-k an 's  face, N ab u -z ir  
c o u ld  se e  all th e  little  th o u g h ts  dartin g  b a c k  an d  fo rth  like m in 
now s. A fte r  a  pau se , L u gal-k an  sa id , “T h e re  is n o  sea l carver b e tte r  
th an  I in  all th e  lan d  o f  th e  tw o  rivers. I le arn ed  m y  art in  E ridu , 
an d  w as ren o w n ed  th ere , un til c ircu m stan ce s fo rce d  m e  to  flee  to  
Ur. B u t even  a ta le n t like m in e  can n o t en su re  th a t so m e  sm all 
im p e rfec tio n  m ig h t n o t b e  n o ticed  b y  a se a l ’s  ow ner. P articularly  
w h en  I w o u ld  n o t h ave  th e  sea l it se lf  to  copy, b u t  on ly  an  im p re s
sion  m a d e  b y  it .”

“M y  c lien t is o ld , w ith  w e ak  eyes, an d  th e  sea l w as w orn  fro m  
y ears o f  use. B esides, h e  is a little  fo o lish , an d  n o t in clin ed  to  
n o tice  th in gs.”

G re e d  stru g g led  w ith  cau tio n  in L u ga l-k an ’s scarred  face. H e  
said , “T h e  go d s are  m y  w itn ess th a t  I h ave n o t ag re ed  to  d o  an y
th in g  to  fa lsify  a con tract, b u t  on ly  to  p erfo rm  a Service fo r  a se a l ’s 
r igh tfu l ow ner. T h e  b u rd en  is on  y o u .”

“You w ill n o t b e  sorry, L u gal-kan . Y our rew ard  w ill b e  g rea t.”
T h e  little  rqan  b e c a m e  brisk . "Y ou  w ill b rin g  m e  on e o f  th e  

tab le ts  w ith  th e  im p rin t o f  th e  seal on  it. B rin g th e  o n e  w ith  th e  
c lea re st  im pression s, an d  i f  th ere  is any d o u b t, b rin g  m e  tw o  or 
th ree .”

“You w ill h ave th e m  tom o rro w .”
L u gal-k an  w as an x io u s to  ge t r id  o f  h im  now, b u t  N ab u -z ir  w an 

d ered  o v er to  th e  w o rk b en ch  as i f  b y  curio sity  an d  p ick ed  u p  on e 
o f  th e  u n fin ish ed  cy lin ders th a t  w ere  ly ing there.

“T h is  p ro m ise s  to  b e  a fin e  w o rk  o f  art,” h e  said , p re ten d in g  
ad m iratio n . “I can  se e  w h y Puzar-il re lie s on  y o u .” B u t w h ile  h e  
spoke, h is ey es sea rch e d  th e  b en ch  an d  its su rrou n d in gs. T h e re  w as 
a little  sp o u te d  tin  p o t  restin g  on  a sm all brazier, an d  n ex t to  it, 
so m e  ch u n k s o f  w ax  an d  an u n tid y  h e ap  o f  f la tte n e d  frag m en ts to  
b e  rem elted .

T h e  little  sc u lp to r  w as a t  h is sid e  in  an  in stan t, h is h an d  o u t
stre tch ed . “G iv e  m e  th a t !”
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N ab u -z ir  m ad e  as i f  to  h an d  it over, b u t  con triv ed  to  d ro p  it 
b e fo re  th e  o th er co u ld  sn atch  it fro m  him , Lu gal-kan  im m ed iate ly  
sc ram b led  to  p ick  it up, an d  w h ile  h e  w as d istracted , N ab u -z ir  
m an aged  to  p a lm  a few  o f  th e  w ax  fragm en ts an d  tu ck  th e m  in to  
a fo ld  o f  h is garm en t.

"F org ive  m e, L u gal-k an ,” h e  said . “I d id  n o t m ean  to  d istu rb  yo u r 
w ork. I w ill b rin g  y o u  th e  ta b le ts  tom o rro w .”

H e  to o k  h is t im e  sau n terin g  to  th e  door, to  fe e d  th e  m a n ’s  irri
ta tio n  an d  fu rth er  d istrac t h im . W hen  h e w as p a s t  a b e n d  in th e  
n arro w  stre e t  an d  co u ld  b e  su re  h e w as o u t  o f  sigh t, h e  p a u se d  to  
ex am in e  th e  w a x  seg m en ts h e  h ad  p a lm ed . T h ey  co n ta in ed  frac
tu re d  im ag es o f  th e  so rt  th a t m ig h t b e  fo u n d  in th e  im p rin t o f  any 
cy lin der seal, e x c e p t  th a t  th ey  w e re  in b a s  relief, n o t in cised .

N o n e  o f  th e m  w ere  o f  p articu la r  in terest, e x c e p t  to  con firm  
w h at h e  h a d  a lready  d ed u ced . E x c e p t  fo r  one. N a b u -z ir  th an k e d  
th e  go d s fo r  h is luck . H e  h e ld  th e  w ax  seg m en t u p  to  th e  w an in g 
su n ligh t to  b e  sure. T h o u g h  th e  im ag es w ere  in co m p le te , th ey  
p la in ly  sh o w ed  p art  o f  a fr ieze  fea tu rin g  th e  a scen d in g  su n  go d  
an d  his bride, a tte n d e d  b y  sev eral o th er  gods. T h e re  w as Inanna 
w ith  h er bow , an d  th o u g h  E nki, th e  fish  go d , w as n o t v isib le , it w as 
c lear  fro m  a lev ita tin g  stream  o f  fish  th a t  h e  h a d  b e e n  p re se n t in 
th e  p art  o f  th e  fr ieze  th a t  w as b ro k en  off.

B u t th e  c lin ch er w as a tin y  im p e rfec tio n : a m in u te  fleck  a t  th e  
t ip  o f  o n e  o f  In an n a ’s w in gs th a t  m u st  h av e  orig in ally  b een  an 
u n w an ted  c ru m b  o f  clay. It w as w e lco m e  ev iden ce. It in su red  th a t 
th e  accu ser  in w h at m ig h t tu rn  o u t  to  b e  a  cap ita l ca se  w o u ld  n o t 
h im se lf  b e  p u t  to  death .

N a b u -z ir  se t  h is lip s in a tig h t line an d  tu ck e d  th e  w a x  fragm en t 
aw ay safely, fo r n ow  it co n ta in ed  h is ow n  life. H e  q u ick en ed  his 
str id e  an d  h e a d e d  fo r  h om e.

W h en  h e  reach ed  h is w ate rfro n t h ou se , th e  ligh t w as a lready  
grow in g d im , an d  so m e  o f  th e  b a z a a r  m erch an ts w ere b egin n in g  
to  fo ld  th e ir  aw nings. H e  fro w n ed  w h en  h e  saw  h is door. T h e  ro p e  
en d  w ith  th e  gob  o f  c lay  b earin g  h is sea l w as h an gin g loose. 
T re sp ass w as a se r io u s crim e in Ur, an d  n o t ligh tly  risk ed  e x c e p t  b y  
th e  s tu p id  an d  th e  ru th less.

H e  p u sh e d  op en  th e  door, a fra id  o f  w h at he m ig h t find. Sh am sh i 
w as gone, an o v ertu rn ed  ch air a tte stin g  to  a struggle. N in d a d a  w as 
h u d d le d  in  a com er, h er ga rm en t in disarray. S h e  lifted  a  b ru ised  
fa ce  to  h im , b lo o d  still trick lin g d o w n  h er fo reh ea d  fro m  a c u t  in 
h er scalp .

“T h ey  c am e  an d  to o k  h im , lo rd ,” sh e  sa id . “H e  fo u gh t, b u t  th ere  
w ere  th ree  o f  th e m .”
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H e  h e lp e d  her to  her fe e t an d  sa t  her dow n  in a chair. Sh e  m ad e  
no co m p la in t ab o u t h er in juries, as an oth er m igh t have d o n e  in her 
place . N in d ad a  h ad  lived  a h ard  life an d  w as g lad  o f  it w hen h e had  
re scu ed  h er fro m  th e  te m p le ’s  w o o l fac to ry  w h ere  sh e w o rk ed  as 
an in d en tu red  w eaver am id st a th ron g  o f  o th er u n d erfed  w o m en  
an d  ch ildren . In return  sh e  h ad  given  h im  h er unsw erving loyalty  
and, m ore  to  th e  po in t, an  u n e x p e cte d  re so u rcefu ln ess th at eased  
h is daily  life.

“W h o w as it ? ” h e  asked .
S h e  c lu tch e d  a t  h is arm . “O n e  w as h is brother. I h eard  h im  u se  

th e  w o rd  ahi. H e  w as th e  leader.”
“A n d  th e  o th e rs?”
“O n e  I to o k  to  b e  a free  h o u se h o ld  servant. I h eard  h im  ca lled  

B u zu . H e  h a d  an  arro gan ce  ab o v e  h is sta tion . A fte r  th ey  b o u n d  
th e  y o u n g  m a n ’s hands, th ey  ta u n te d  h im , say in g h e w o u ld  soon  
learn  w h at it  w as to  b e  a slave. T h e  th ird  w as an  o x  o f  a m an , th e  
so rt  w h o se  v a lu e  is h is stren g th .” For th e  first t im e  h er vo ice  
w avered . " I ’m  sorry, lo rd . I co u ld  d o  n oth in g  to  s to p  th e m .”

H e  p a tte d  h er arm . "Y ou  n eed  n o t  tro u b le  yourself, N in d ad a . 
Y ou  h ave d o n e  w ell. T en d  to  y o u r  w o u n d s. Y ou h ave  leave  to  u se  
th e  sa lv e  fro m  th e  a lab a ste r  jar, w h ich  w as m a d e  w ith  th e  m o st  
e x p en siv e  in gred ien ts an d  c o m p o u n d e d  w ith  p o w erfu l in can ta
tions. T h e n  re st.”

H e  w en t to  th e  ch est w h ere  h e k e p t  th e  w e ap o n s h e h a d  co l
le c te d  o v er th e  years an d  se le c te d  a b ro n z e  d ag ge r  h e  h ad  co n fis
c a te d  fro m  a m urderer, h id in g  it u n d er  th e  sh o u ld er  d rap e  o f  h is 
garm en t. O n  seco n d  th o u g h t, h e  ad d e d  a s to u t  cu d gel, w h ich  he 
c o u ld  carry  openly. T h e  w ax  seg m en t h e h a d  sto len  fro m  L u gal- 
kan, h e  h id  a t  th e  b o tto m  o f  th e  ch est.

H e  p a u se d  a t  th e  d o o r  to  lo o k  b ack . N in d a d a  w as a lready  
stra igh ten in g  th in gs up, righ tin g th e  o v ertu rn ed  chair. N ab u -z ir  
sh o o k  his h e ad  an d  s te p p e d  o u t  in to  th e  n ight.

T h e  ass istan t adm in istrator, L u -in an n a, w as an n o yed  at b ein g 
d is tu rb ed  a fte r  su n set, w h en  h e w as lo ok in g  fo rw ard  to  re lax in g  
o v er a ja r  o f  b e e r  or tw o  w ith  so m e  o f  h is te m p le  cronies.

“Really, N ab u -zir,” h e  said , “aren ’t  yo u  b e in g  a little  o v erzea lo u s 
a b o u t so m e  m isu n d erstan d in g  in an in h eritan ce  case? C a n ’t  it  w ait 
un til m o rn in g ?”

N ab u -z ir  s to o d  his groun d . “I te ll yo u , L u -in an n a, a m u rd er  has 
b e e n  co m m itted . A n d  an oth er m u rd er  m ig h t tak e  p la ce  w h ile  w e 
are  stan d in g  h ere  argu in g.”

“A re  y o u  su re  y o u  w an t to  d o  th is?  T h e  p en a lty  fo r  a fa lse  accu 
satio n  o f  m u rd er  is d ea th  fo r  th e  accu ser  h im self.”
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“ I am  sure. A n d  i f  th a t  is n o t rea so n  en o u g h  fo r  y o u  to  act, 
th ere  is th e  m a tte r  o f  th e  h o u se b re a k in g  an d  th e  b e a t in g  o f  m y 
se rv an t.”

“C o m e  now. T h e  p en a lty  fo r  in flictin g  an in jury  is on ly  a sm all 
fin e  i f  th e  v ictim  is a serv an t or a slave. L ik ew ise  th e  p en a lty  fo r 
u n law fu l entry.”

“I f  y o u  w ish  to  sp lit  hairs, L u -in an n a, th e  p en alty  fo r  tre sp a ss  by  
a day  is a fine, b u t  d ea th  i f  b y  n ight. A n d  th e  sun  h ad  a lread y  set. 
S o  y o u  a lread y  h ave  a cap ita l case ,”

L u -in an n a sighed . “Really, m y  o v erex c ita b le  fr ien d  . . .”
"O r  m u st  I go  to  th e  h igh  p r ie st  an d  te ll h im  th a t  n o th in g  w as 

d o n e  w h ile  a  c rim e  again st th e  sta te  an d  again st th e  go d s w as 
b e in g  co m m itte d ?"

“A ll righ t, all r igh t! G iv e  m e  a fe w  m in u te s  to  fin d  th e  c h ie f  
co n sta b le .”

“W e ll  n e e d  a few  a rm e d  m en . A n d  a to rch  bearer.”
“E n o u gh , N ab u -z ir ! D o e s  th e  d o g  teach  th e  lion  to  h u n t?”
“A n d  I ’ll n eed  a w arran t.”
“W rite  it y o u rse lf  w h ile  y o u  are  w aiting .”
D e sp ite  th e  a ss istan t ad m in istra to r ’s sh ow  o f  in d ifferen ce , fo u r 

b u rly  p a tro lm en  and a to rch  b e arer  w ere  fo u n d  in  le ss t im e  th an  
it  tak e s  w ate r  to  bo il. T h e  p a tro lm e n  w o re  lea th er h e lm e ts  and 
carried  sh o rt spears, lo ok in g  im p ressiv e  en o u gh  fo r  h is p u rp o se . 
N ab u -z ir  s tro d e  a t  th e ir  h ead , ju s t  b eh in d  th e  torch  bearer, carry
ing h is cu d ge l. T h e  c lay  w arran t, still so ft, w as tu ck e d  n e x t  to  his 
skin  a lo n g  w ith  th e  b ro n z e  dagger.

T h e y  m arch ed  th rou gh  th e  silen t an d  d e se r te d  stree ts  o f  U r  p a s t  
row  after  ro w  o f  b lan k  m u d -b rick  w alls, each  h o u se  m ark e d  only  
b y  th e  sin gle  a rch ed  d o o r  th a t  gave acce ss to  th e  fo y er an d  th e  
co u rty ard s w ith in . O n ly  th e  d istan t flicker o f  an  o ccasio n a l torch  
or la m p  sig n a led  th e  p resen ce  o f  o th ers w ith  b u sin e ss ab road .

N a b u -z ir  h a lte d  th e m  at th e  d o o r  to  th e  m e rc h a n t’s house. 
T h e re  w as n oth in g  to  d istin gu ish  it fro m  th e  less a fflu en t h o u ses 
on  e ith er side, e x c e p t  th at, fro m  th e  d istan ce  b e tw ee n  doors, it 
c o u ld  b e  seen  to  b e  w ider.

H e  ta p p e d  softly, n o t  w an tin g  to  alarm  th e  d o o rk eep er  w ith in . 
T h e  d o o r  o p e n e d  a crack  an d  h e  im m ed ia te ly  p u sh e d  p a s t  th e  
doork eeper, th e  p a tro lm en  righ t b eh in d  h im . T h e  m an  tr ie d  to  flee  
b u t  w as cau gh t an d  h e ld  b y  o n e  o f  th e  p a tro lm en  b e fo re  h e co u ld  
raise  th e  alarm .

“D o  n o t try  to  flee, an d  d o  n o t sh o u t fo r  he lp ,” N ab u -z ir  w arn ed  
h im . “T h is  is te m p le  b u sin e ss.”

H e  p ro d u c e d  a w arran t an d  read  it a lou d . T h e  m an  re a c te d  w ith  
in co m p reh en sion , b u t  th e  sigh t o f  th e  te m p le  sea l fr igh ten ed  h im



64 DONALD MOFFITT

in to  com p lian ce . N a b u -z ir  le ft on e o f  th e  p a tro lm en  to  gu ard  h im , 
an d  le d  th e  o th ers th ro u g h  th e  lo b b y  an d  in to  th e  cou rty ard .

T h e  w h ite w ash e d  w alls o f  th e  su rro u n d in g  c o m p le x  ro se  
a b o v e  th e m , b o rd e re d  b y  a c o n tin u o u s w o o d e n  g a lle ry  th a t  su p 
p o r te d  an  u p p e r  story. N a b u -z ir  m a d e  a b e e lin e  fo r  th e  d o o r  to  
th e  cen tra l h a ll, w ith  th e  p o lic e m e n  p o u n d in g  a lo n g  b e h in d  h im , 
an d  b u rs t  th ro u g h  to  an  ev il scen e . Y o u n g S h am sh i-en lil w as 
b o u n d  to  a chair, w ith  th re e  m e n ac in g  fig u re s  lo o m in g  o v er  h im . 
A  g lo w in g  b ra z ie r  s to o d  o m a  n earb y  stan d , w ith  a b ra n d in g  iron  
h e a tin g  in  it.

T h ere  w as an  arre sted  m o m e n t b e fo re  th e  th ree  w ere  aw are o f  
th e  in truders, th en  th ey  tu rn e d  to  fa ce  N a b u -z ir  an d  h is e scort. 
N a b u -z ir  c o u ld  te ll a t  a g lan ce  w h ich  o n e  o f  th e m  w as S h a m sh i’s 
b ro th er, U b ar-sin , a n d  h e  re c o g n iz e d  th e  o th e r  tw o  fro m  
N in d a d a ’s d escrip tio n .

“W h at v illa iny  is th is? "  U bar-sin  sh o u ted , an d  th e  b ig  one, th e  
o x , m a d e  a m o v e  to w ard  a b a ttle -a x  th a t w as lean in g  ag a in st a 
tab le . N ab u -z ir  ra ised  h is cu d ge l, b u t  th e  p o licem en  w ere  a lso  rais
ing th e ir  w eap o n s, and  th e  m an  th o u g h t b e tte r  o f  it.

"T h e  villa iny  is yours, U bar-sin ,” N a b u -z ir  sa id , “an d  y o u  h ave 
b e e n  fo u n d  o u t.”

U bar-sin  sp o k e  w ith  co n ta in ed  rage. “A  fa th er  m ay  sell h is ch il
d ren  as slaves, an d  m y  fa th e r ’s w ill m a d e  m e  th e  fa th er o f  m y  
bro th er.”

“Y ou an d  th e  scrib e  y o u  b rib e d  w ith  a p ro m ise  o f  a  sh are  o f  th e  
rich es fa lsif ied  th e  w ill, an d  w h en  th e  ju d g e s  o f  th e  a ssem b ly  ren 
d er th e ir  v erd ic t, it  is y o u r  b ro th er  w h o w ill b e  your  father, to  d is
p o se  o f  y o u  a t  h is p leasu re . B u t h e  w ill n o t g e t  th e  ch an ce  to  sell 
you , fo r  th e  co u rt w ill d e c id e  th e  p u n ish m en t fo r  all y o u r crim es. 
In clud in g , I be lieve , th e  m u rd er  o f  yo u r fath er.”

U bar-sin  tu rn e d  ashen . “W h o  are you , to  sp e ak  to  m e  like th a t? ” 
h e  said .

N a b u -z ir  p ro d u c e d  th e  c lay  ta b le t  an d  h e ld  it  up. “Sh a ll I read  
y o u  th e  w arran t, U b ar-sin ? T h is  t im e  th ere  is n o  d ish o n est scrib e  
to  ch an ge  it to  y o u r liking.”

H e  m o tio n e d  to  on e o f  th e  p o licem en , w h o  cam e  fo rw ard  and 
c u t  S h am sh i loose. “T h an k  th e  go d s th a t  th ey  saw  fit  to  sen d  yo u  
h ere  in t im e ,” S h am sh i sa id  shakily. “T h e y  w ere  a b o u t to  m ark  m e  
as a slave. B u z u  w an ted  m e  killed . H e  sa id  it  w o u ld  b e  safer, th a t 
no q u estio n  w o u ld  ever c o m e  u p  th a t way. B u t m y  b ro th er sa id  it 
w o u ld  d o  to  sell m e  to  o n e  o f  th e  n orth ern  caravans, th a t I w o u ld  
n ever b e  seen  again .”

N ab u -z ir  tu rn ed  to  B u zu . “Y ou  w ere  go in g to  b e  m a d e  rich  too. 
R ich  en ou gh  to  c o n te m p la te  m urder, it seem s. W h at w as yo u r p art
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in th is?  W ere y o u  th e  o n e  w h o  p o iso n e d  y o u r m aster, A z id -sh u m ? 
D id  y o u  stea l th e  o ld  m a n ’s sea l a fte r  h e  w as d ead , lo n g  en ou gh  
fo r  U bar-sin  to  tak e  it to  h is b o u g h t sc r ib e  to  p ro v id e  a  sta m p  on 
a n ew  en v e lo p e ?"

A ll o f  B u z u ’s cock in ess w a s gone. “I d id  n o t p o iso n  m y  m aster," 
h e  sa id  sullenly.

“N o  o n e  w ill care  i f  y o u rs w as n o t th e  h an d  itself. Y ou w ill b e  
sen ten ced  anyw ay, as an  acco m p lice .”

H e  tu rn e d  to  U bar-sin  again . “H o w  d id  y o u  p o iso n  y o u r father, 
e ld er  b ro th er?  W h at d id  y o u  u se? M an d rak e? N ig h tsh a d e ?  S o m e  
co n co ctio n  b o u g h t in a th ie v e s ’ den , sp rin k led  in  y o u r fa th e r ’s 
even in g tip p le ?  It d o e sn ’t  m atter. W e w ill fin d  o u t .”

“N o n e  o f  th is can  b e  p ro v ed . A n d  th ere  is n o  vo ice  to  sp e ak  o u t .”
“D u m b  o b je c ts  alw ays h ave a vo ice , U bar-sin . A n d  th ey  h ave 

a lread y  sp o k en  o u t.”
A n  e x c ite d  c lu tterin g  o f  vo ices c o u ld  b e  h eard  fro m  b ey o n d  th e  

hall fro m  th e  servants, w h o  h ad  b e c o m e  aw are th a t  so m eth in g  w as 
go in g on, b u t  w h o  d id  n o t d are  in trude. B u t th e  th ree  p a tro lm en  
h a d  sh ifte d  th e ir  a tten tio n  to  th e  archw ay b eh in d  N abu -zir, an d  
h e tu rn e d  h is h e ad  to  see. T h e  fo u rth  m an , th e  o n e  h e  h a d  le ft 
w ith  th e  n igh t d o o rm an , w as co m in g  th ro u g h  th e  arch, g rip p in g  a 
h o u seh o ld  slave  firm ly  b y  th e  elbow .

“T h is  o n e  is n am e d  E lu tu ,” h e  said . “H e  h as so m eth in g  to  tell 
y o u .”

It w as S h am sh i w h o  sp o k e  first. “E lu tu , y o u  w ere  th e  o n e  w h o 
sp o k e  th e  n am e  o f  N a b u -z ir  to  m e !” h e  cried , h is vo ice  b reak in g  
w ith  em o tio n . “T h e  g o d d ess N an sh e  m u st  h ave  sp o k en  in  y o u r  ear, 
fo r  h e  h a s b ro u g h t m e  ju stic e ! A s  ju st ic e  w ill b e  b ro u g h t fo r  you ! 
I sw ear i t !”

“Y ou  can  le t go  o f  h im ,” N a b u -z ir  sa id  to  th e  p a tro lm an . “H e  w ill 
n o t run  aw ay.”

“H e  cam e  to  m e  in th e  d o o r  ch am ber, b ab b lin g  his h e a d  o ff,” th e  
p a tro lm an  sa id  stiffly. “I th o u g h t it  m y  d u ty  to  brin g  h im  to  you , 
sin ce  it  w as n o  lo n ger n ece ssary  to  h o ld  th e  w atch m an ."

“Y ou ac te d  w ith  co m m e n d ab le  in itiative ," N ab u -z ir  a ssu red  him , 
“an d  I w ill say  so  to  th e  c h ie f  co n stab le .” H e  tu rn e d  to  ad d re ss 
E lu tu , w h o  w as ru b b in g  h is e lb o w  an d  q u iverin g  w ith  a desire  to  
sp eak . "Y ou  saw  so m eth in g , b u t  yo u  w ere  a fra id  to  sp e a k  before , is 
th a t  i t ? ” h e  said .

U bar-sin , h is fa ce  livid, tr ied  to  ru sh  forw ard , an d  h a d  to  b e  
restra in ed  b y  a p o licem an . “You w ill n o t sp e a k  aga in st y o u r  m a s
te r !” h e  sh o u ted . "I w ill p u n ish  y o u !”

“Y ou  are  m y  m aste r  n o  longer,” th e  slave  sa id  defiantly . H e  
ad v an ced  to w ard  N ab u -zir, h is ch in  u p  like  a free  m an . “I w as one
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o f  th o se  assign ed  to  w atch  th e  b o d y  o f  A z id -sh u m  b e fo re  th e  b u r 
ial. I w as a lon e w ith  h im  du rin g  th e  n igh t, an d  1 saw  h is cy linder 
sea l aro u n d  h is n eck , as alw ays. W hile  th e  h o u se h o ld  s lep t, th is 
o n e— ” H e  n o d d e d  to w ard  U bar-sin . “— w h o h ad  n o t b e e n  seen  all 
day, c re p t in to  th e  h o u se  an d  o rd ere d  m e  o u t  o f  th e  cham ber. 
W h en  I h e ard  h im  leave  th e  h o u se  again , 1 w e n t b ack . A t  first I 
n o ticed  n oth in g, b u t  th en  I saw  th a t  th e  cy lin der sea l w as gone. 
T h e  sa m e  th in g  h a p p e n e d  th e  n e x t  n ight, an d  th is  t im e  th e  sea l 
w as b a c k  aro u n d  A z id -sh u m 's n eck .”

“Y ou w ill te stify  to  th a t b e fo re  th e  ju d g e s ? ”
“Yes, N ab u -zir."
U bar-sin  w en t w ild , an d  tr ie d  to  b re ak  free. T h e  gu ard  q u e lled  

h im  w ith  a rap  on  th e  sid e  o f  th e  h ead .
U n p ertu rb ed , N ab u -z ir  con tin u ed : “D o u b tle ss  w e  w ill fin d  

o th er  serv an ts ab le  to  te ll u s  m o re  a b o u t th e  c ircu m stan ce s su r
ro u n d in g  A z id -sh u m ’s dea th . S u c h  as th e  sy m p to m s p o in tin g  to  a 
p o iso n in g  rath er th an  a v isit b y  a d e m o n  se n t b y  th e  g o d d e ss  o f  
d e a th .”

“T h e y  w ill b e  afra id  to  talk , lo rd .”
“T h e y  w ill h av e  n oth in g  to  fear,” y o u n g  S h am sh i sa id , s te p p in g  

fo rw ard . “I w ill se e  to  th a t.”

“ . . . an d  so ,” N a b u -z ir  su m m e d  up , "o n ly  tw o  o f  th e  se a ls  h ad  
to  b e  fo r g e d  o n  th e  e n v e lo p e — th o se  o f  th e  d is in h e r ite d  
S h am sh i-en lil an d  th e  su rv iv in g  w itn ess. T h e  en v e lo p e , as u su a l, 
g o t  on ly  a cu rso ry  lo o k  b e fo re  b e in g  sm a sh e d , an d  in  c a se  th ere  
m ig h t b e  an y  q u e st io n  o f  S h am sh i-en lil d e m a n d in g  a c lo se r  lo o k  
a fte r  th e  w ill w as o p e n e d , th a t  im p io u s  sc r ib e  Puzar-il h a d  c le v 
erly  s ta r te d  a c ra ck  in th o se  tw o  sp o ts  to  e n su re  th a t  th o se  sea l 
im p r e s s io n s 'c o u ld  n o t  b e  w h ole . A ll th e  se a ls  on  th e  w ill itself, 
o f  co u rse , w e re  a u th e n tic .”

T h e  grea t a ssem b ly  hall w as p ac k e d  to  b u rstin g  w ith  th e  free  c it
izen s o f  Ur, an d  h u n d red s m o re  w h o  c o u ld  n o t b e  sq u e e z e d  in side  
w e re  m illin g  a b o u t restlessly  in th e  o u te r  p laza . B e cau se  o f  th e  
overrid in g  im p o rtan ce  o f  th e  trial, th e  ju d g e s  h a d  d e c re e d  th a t  a 
fu ll co u n cil o f  th e  c itizen ry  w o u ld  b e  in vo lv ed  in  d ec id in g  th e  
case. T h e re  w as an  o ft-q u o te d  p rov erb : “D o  n o t w an d er in to  th e  
A ssem b ly  to  b e  draw n in to  o th er p e o p le ’s quarrels, an d  risk  b e in g  
fo rce d  to  te stify  in  a law su it n o t y o u r ow n .” B u t th e  sen satio n al 
n atu re  o f  th e  Sh am sh i-en lil case  h ad  draw n  even  th e  u n in v o lv ed  
an d  w ary  to  th e  assem b ly  hall.

T h e  d e fen d an ts w ere  g ro u p ed  to g eth er in  fro n t o f  th e  ju d g e s ' 
ra ised  thron es, gu ard e d  b y  spearm en . T h e re  w ere  fo u r o f  th em : 
U bar-sin  an d  his prin cip al acco m p lice  Puzar-il in th e  fore, an d  the
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tw o  h en ch m en , B u z u  an d  th e  ox , in th e  seco n d  rank. T h e  seal 
carver h im self, Lugal-kan , h ad  fled  th e  city  as so on  as h e  h a d  h eard  
th a t Puzar-il h ad  b een  arrested , p ro b ab ly  to  h ide  in E ridu . It d id n ’t  
m atter. A ll the c ities o f  th e  p lain  co o p era ted  in return ing fugitives, 
an d  ev en tu ally  L u gal-kan  w o u ld  b e  b ro u gh t b ack  to  U r fo r arraign
m en t. W h at d id  m atte r  w as th a t  in h is h aste  h e  h a d  le ft  b eh in d  
en ou gh  ev iden ce to  sh ow  h o w  th e  frau d  h ad  b een  co m m itted .

T h e  ev id en ce  w as on  d isp lay  on  an  o fferin g  tab le  fro m  th e  te m 
ple, a g ild ed  p la tfo rm  th a t  w as u su a lly  lad en  w ith  th e  daily  tr ib u te  
o f  grain  an d  o th er co m m o d itie s. Today, fo r  all th e  c ro w d  to  see, it 
h e ld  th e  b raz ier  and  tin  p o t  th a t  h a d  b een  u se d  in  th e  fo rgeries 
a lon g  w ith  on e o f  th e  fo rged  sea ls  th a t  L u gal-k an  h ad  fa ile d  to  d is
p o se  of, th e  w ax  frag m en ts th a t  N a b u -z ir  h a d  sto len , an d  th e  clay  
sh ard s th a t S h am sh i h a d  h a d  w it en ou gh  to  retrieve.

T h e  crow n in g p ie ce  o f  ev id en ce  w as th e  c lay  ta b le t  itself, w ith  
its sm o o th ed -o v er  an d  rew ritten  n am es. T h e  n am es h a d  b een  
a ltered  sk illfu lly  en ou gh  so  th a t  th e  d ecep tio n  co u ld  n ot, in  all 
honesty , b e  d e tec ted , b u t  N a b u -z ir  h a d  m a d e  e ffec tiv e  u se  o f  it  in 
h is su m m in g-u p , h o ld in g  it  u p  b e fo re  th e  in d ign an t c ro w d  an d  
w h ip p in g  u p  th e ir  em o tion s.

H e  h e ld  th e  ta b le t  u p  fo r  a la s t  rem in d er o f  w h at th e  tria l w as 
ab o u t, b u t  it w as u n n ecessary  fo r  h im  to  sp eak . A  m u rm u r  o f  o u t
rage  sp re a d  th ro u g h  th e  crow d , an d  a sto ck y  c itizen  a t  th e  fro n t 
said , "T o  ch an ge  a d o cu m e n t a fter  it h as b een  sea led  is a crim e 
aga in st th e  gods, w o rse  th an  m urder, an d  m u rd er  h as b e e n  d o n e  
h ere  as w ell! E ven  a ju d g e  o f  th e  te m p le  m ay  b e  p u n ish e d  i f  h e  
ch an ges h is  ju d g m e n t  a fte r  it  h as b een  in scrib ed  on  c lay !”

T h e re  w as a caco p h o n y  o f  vo ices as o th ers so u g h t to  speak . 
N a b u -z ir  re p la ce d  th e  ta b le t  an d  se ttle d  b a c k  to  w ait. It w as go in g 
to  tak e  hours, b u t  th e  v e rd ic t w as n o t in  d o u b t.

N ab u -z ir  an d  Sh am sh i-en lil w ere  en joy in g  a b e e r  to g e th er  an d  
d iscu ssin g  th e  ev en ts o f  th e  p rev io u s day, w h en  N in d a d a  cam e 
h urry in g in  fro m  th e  vestib u le , w h ere  sh e  h a d  b een  sw eep in g  
aw ay th e  m o rn in g ’s du st.

"L o rd ,” sh e  sa id , a little  o u t o f  b rea th , “th e  in sp e c to r  L u -in an n a 
ju s t  tu rn e d  th e  c o m e r  d o w n  th e  stree t an d  is h e a d e d  th is  way. H e  
is b earin g  an  arm fu l o f  tab le ts. I can n o t den y  h im  entrance. W h at 
sh all I d o ? ”

"D o  n o t tro u b le  yourself, N in d a d a ,” N a b u -z ir  sa id . "D o u b tle ss  
h e  h as c o m e  h ere  to  g loat. H e  w ill b e  tak in g  c re d it fo r  b rin gin g 
Puzar-il an d  th e  o th ers to  ju stice . G o  acro ss to  th e  tavern  an d  fe tch  
a ja r  o f  b e e r  fo r  h im . A n d  b rin g  b a c k  m o re  b e e r  fo r  u s as w ell.”

S h e  h u rried  ou t, leav in g  h er b ro o m . N a b u -z ir  tu rn e d  to  Sh am sh i
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an d  said , "H e  w ill b e  ask in g a large o fferin g  fo r  th e  te m p le  n ow  
th a t  y o u  are  rich ,” h e  said ,

“H e  w ill h ave it ,” S h am sh i said , “T h e  go d s c re a ted  m an  to  su p 
p o rt  th e m .”

“A h , yes," N a b u -z ir  said , “W e su p p o r t  th em , an d  th ey  su p p o r t  us. 
T h a t  is w h y w e  h ave  daily  o fferin gs an d  m o n th ly  offerings, an d  
o fferin gs in b e tw e e n .”

“A s  to  th e  slave, E lu tu , h e  sh all b e  a fa rm e r  again . I am  free in g  
h im  an d  w ill se e  to  it th a t h e j s  given  b a c k  h is fie ld .”

“M ean in g  a gen ero u s o fferin g  to  th e  te m p le .”
“Yes. It is th e  le a st  I can  d o  fo r  h im . I am  in  h is d e b t  fo r  sen d in g  

m e  to  yo u . H e  is a b rave  m an .”
“H e  w ill h ave to  b e  brave. T h e  te m p le ’s  ta x  co llec to r  w ill w an t 

a th ird  o f  h is cro p .”
L u -in an n a ch o se  th a t  m o m e n t to  enter. I f  h e  h a d  h e ard  th e  

rem ark  h e gave no sign . N a b u -z ir  w e n t on  sm ooth ly , “A h , h ere  is 
L u -in an n a now . Y ou can  d iscu ss th e  m atte r  w ith  h im .”

L u -in an n a d e p o site d  h is lo ad  o f  ta b le ts  on  th e  ta b le  an d  sa t  
dow n  heavily. “A n d  w h at m a tte r  is th at, N a b u -z ir?"  h e  said .

S h am sh i in te rp o se d  a rep ly : “1 w ish  to  b u y  b a c k  a fie ld  th a t w as 
co n fisca ted  b y  a ta x  collector, so  th a t  its ow n er w ill n o t h ave to  
p a y  ren t to  th e  te m p le  in  add ition  to  h is c ro p  ta x .”

L u -in an n a m an u fac tu re d  a sm ile . “It is g o o d  to  se e  yo u  look in g 
so  p ro sp ero u s, Sh am sh i-en lil. W e sh all h ave to  n am e  y o u  L u gal- 
S h am sh i n o w  th a t  y o u  are  a g rea t m an . I p re su m e  th at th is is 
a b o u t th a t  slav e  o f  you rs.”

“H e  is a slave  n o  longer,” S h am sh i said .
“U n d er  th e  c o d e  o f  N an sh i, o u tr igh t ow n ersh ip  o f  lan d  is p e r

m itte d ,” N a b u -z ir  p o in te d  ou t.
"Ah, o u r  sc r ib e  is n ow  a lega l scholar,” L u -in an n a sh o t b ack . To 

S h am sh i h e  sa id , “C o m e  ro u n d  to  th e  te m p le  to m o rro w  an d  w e 
w ill d iscu ss it .”

N a b u -z ir  t ilte d  h is h e a d  to w ard  th e  p ile  o f  tab le ts  on  th e  tab le . 
“W h at h ave  y o u  b ro u g h t m e, L u -in an n a?” h e  said . “M o re  pay ro ll 
lists to  b e  c o p ie d ? ”

“S o m e th in g  m o re  in terestin g , N ab u -zir. A  reco rd  o f  y e ste rd ay ’s 
trial, on  e leven  n u m b e re d  tab le ts. W e w ill n e e d  m an y  cop ies. O n e  
fo r  th e  legal library, an oth er fo r  th e  ju d g e s  o f  th e  assem bly , o th ers 
fo r  th e  libraries a t  K ish  an d  U ru k  an d  E ridu . It w ill k eep  y o u  b u sy  
fo r  m an y  days.”

“Yes," N a b u -z ir  m u se d . “It w ill b e  co n su lte d  fo r  years to  co m e .”
“A  w arn in g to  all th o se  w h o  m ig h t see k  to  stea l so m e o n e  e lse ’s 

n am e. A ll fo u r  w ill b e  p u t  to  dea th . W e can n o t h ave su ch  a th ing. 
U r  it se l f  m ig h t fa ll.”
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“A n d  w h at o f  th e  fifth , th e  sc u lp to r  o f  th e  se a ls? ”
“H e  d id  n o t ge t far. H e  w as in te rc e p te d  on  h is w ay to  E ridu . B u t 

h e  w ill n o t b e  tr ie d  h e re  in Ur. W e w ill h ave to  sen d  h im  b a c k  to  
E ridu . It se e m s h e  h a d  a m ark  on  h is fo reh ead . H e h ad  it  rem o v ed  
by  so m e  sco u n d re l doctor. N o t  a slave  m ark . It sa id , A  fugitive, 
arrest h im .’ H e  w ill fa ce  ch arges en o u gh  in  E rid u .”

“O n e  can  a lm o st fee l so rry  fo r  h im . E rid u  is n o t as m erc ifu l as 
Ur. T h e y  w ill m ak e  an  e x a m p le  o f  h im .”

N in d a d a  arrived  w ith  th e  beer, an d  fu rth er  ta lk  b ro k e  off. A fte r  
a sip, w ith  N in d a d a  still in th e  ro o m , L u -in an n a sa id  slyly, “Y our 
serv an t is very h an d som e, th o u g h  n o t young. T h e  te m p le  sh o u ld  
n ever h ave le t  h er go. W ill y o u  se ll h e r?”

“S h e  is n o t  fo r  sa le ,” N a b u -z ir  sa id . “H e r  fre e d o m  w a s w ritten  
in c lay  w h en  I b o u g h t  h e r  d e b t, an d  sh e  h as th e  ta b le t  to  p ro v e  
it ."> f

Solution to the july/August “Dying Words”

WORD LIST 1. Nephews R. Hornet
A. Makeshift J. Nicked S. Rotaries
B. Cubbyhole K. Evocative T. In the red
C. Oxtail L. Writhed U. Lookalike
D. Radish M. Yorkshire V. Lakehurst
E. Remits N. Off the cuff W. Eye shadow
F. Inhabited 0 . Radiator X. Rhinestone
G. Galveston P. Kowtowed Y. Sabbath
H. Abbreviate Q. Thirsts

QUOTATION

Author—M(aureen) CORRIGAN
Work—NEW YORK THRILLERS [Newsday- January 29, 2006)

“If a rookie crime writer has ambitions of breaking into the elite ranks of 
hard-boiled novelists who’ve staked out New York City as their turf, he or 
she had better be brash . . . That’s exactly what Richard Hawke does in his 
debut novel, 'Speak of the Devil.’”
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Russel D. McLean

O n e ,  two
“Y ’se e  . .
Huff-huff 

. . S am  . .
Huff-huff

. th e  m a tte r  . .
One, two
“ . . . o f  m o n ey  . .
H e  re lax ed . S te p p e d  back . K e p t d an cin g  a little , b a c k  an d  forth , 

a rm s lo o se  an d  fists  ready. H e  w as ge ttin g  on, b u t  th ere  w as still a 
stren gth  a b o u t h im . M ay b e  h e w as a little  lo o se  aro u n d  th e  ed g es 
now, b u t  h e  still se e m e d  dan gero u s. I ’d  n ever see n  h im  in  th e  ring, 
b u t  fro m  p h o to s  an d  th e  w ay  h e  m o v ed , I k n ew  h e ’d  b e e n  a real 
h ard  b astard .

H e  to o k  a fe w  d e e p  b reath s, s lo w ed  d o w n  th e  dance.
I s te p p e d  b a c k  fro m  th e  p u n ch in g  bag. N o  .n eed  to  h o ld  it 

steady, now.
“I ken  ye th in k  y e ’re d o in g  th e  righ t th in g ,” h e  sa id , “b u t  I din- 

n ae  tak e  charity.”
“N o t  charity ,* I said . “M a te s ’, rates."
“Aw , d o n ’t  p is s  m e  ab o u t.” H e  ste p p e d  b ack  an d  m o v e d  o v er to  

th e  ring w h ere  tw o  b o y s w ere  w ork in g  on  th e ir  pu n ch es. D av ey  
y e lled  a t  th em , “K eep  a t  it, lads. N o  s lack in g !” T h e y  p ic k e d  u p  th e  
pace.

I said , "I ’ll fin d  her.”
“A t  yer u su a l fee .” H e  d id n 't  even  le t  m e  s ta r t  p ro testin g . "E lse  

I ’ll k n o ck  yer b lo ck  off. For n oth ing. H o w ’s th a t  fo r  m a te s ’ ra te s?”

D a v e y ’s d au g h ter  K irsty  w as s ix te e n  years o ld . S w e e t  six teen , 
th ey  say, b u t  in m y  line o f  w o rk  y o u  c o m e  to  rea lise  th e y ’re alw ays 
an yth in g b u t.

K irsty  w as m iss in g  n o w  fo r th ree  days. D av e y  co u ld  have— an d 
m ay b e  sh o u ld  have— go n e  to  th e  po lice , b u t  h e  c a m e  to  m e. H e

70
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d id n ’t  lik e  th e  lo ca l c o p p e rs , an d  m o re  im p o rtan tly , th ey  d id n ’t 
lik e  h im .

I ’d  k n o w n  h im  n o w  fo r  fo u r  years, w h ich  w a s en o u g h  t im e  fo r  
h im  to  g e t  o v er  th e  id e a  th a t  I h a d  b een  o n e  o f  th e  en em y. H e  
th o u g h t  th e  p o lic e  h a d  th e ir  p lace , b u t  w h ere  h e g rew  u p  th a t  
p la c e  se e m e d  to  b e  h a ra ssin g  h im  an d  h is m ates.

Sa y in g  th e  fo rce  h as c h a n g e d  is o n e  th in g. P rov in g  it  to  so m e  
p e o p le  is  q u ite  an other.

S o  w h en  h is d a u g h te r  w e n t m iss in g , h e  ca lled  m e.
A n d  b e c a u se  h e ’d  d o n e  m e  so m e  fa v o u rs  in  th e  p a s t , I to o k  th e  

case , n o  q u e st io n s  ask ed .
D a v e y ’s gy m  w as fa llin g  in to  d isrep air . H e a lth  an d  S a fe ty  

w o u ld  p ro b a b ly  h av e  a  fie ld  day. D u n d e e ’s w o rk in g -c la ss  gy m s 
u se d  to  b e  p a r t  o f  a th riv in g  co m m u n ity . T h e  la d s  la p p e d  it  up, 
all th a t  c o n tro lle d  ag gre ssio n . It w as w h ere  D a v e y  h a d  learn ed , 
in h is w o rds, “h o w  ta e  b e  a  m a n ,” an d  it  h a d  in stilled  en o u gh  
p r id e  in  h im  th a t  w h en  th e  la s t  o w n er d ie d , h e  to o k  o v e r  th e  
b u sin e ss. B u t as D u n d e e  b e c a m e  le ss  o f  a w o rk in g -c la ss  c ity  an d  
th e  m e tro p o lita n  p o se u rs  to o k  over, a gy m  b e c a m e  le ss  a p la c e  
to  w o rk  o u t  th an  a p la c e  to  b e  see n . C lu b s  like  D a v e y ’s  to o k  th e  
h e a v ie st  fin an c ia l hits.

So, yeah , in p art  m y o ffer  o f  m a te s ’ rates w as charity. B u t m ostly  
it w as b e c a u se  I liked  th e  m an .

A n d  I k n ew  h o w  m u ch  h e lo v e d  his dau gh ter.
F irst t im e  I m e t  K irsty , sh e  h a d  b e e n  tw e lv e  y e ars  o ld . S m a ll 

an d  in n o cen t. M isc h ie v o u s  too . A lw ay s grin n in g  like  th e re  w as 
so m e  jo k e  go in g  on  on ly  sh e  c o u ld  u n d ersta n d .

I k n ew  sh e  w as gro w in g  up. T h e  p a s t  c o u p le  o f  years, m u ch  as 
D a v e y  still ta lk e d  a b o u t  h is d a u g h te r  in  lo v in g  ton es, h e  a lso  
so u n d e d  e x a sp e ra te d  an d  a fra id . S h e  w as b e c o m in g  a w o m an , 
an d  D a v e y  h a d  n o  id e a  to  h a n d le  th a t . H o w  to  h a n d le  h er 
frien ds, h e r  b o y frien d s. H o w  to  h a n d le  her.

S w e e t  six te e n . Y ou so o n  re a lise  h o w  m u ch  o f  a jo k e  th a t  is.

S h e  w as go in g  w ith  a la d  fro m  ro u n d  D o u g la s  w ay c a lle d  M ick . 
T o  g iv e  h im  h is m o s t  c o m m o n  n am e : M ick  th e  M ick . Irish , an d  
n o t a b o u t to  d en y  th e  B larn ey  S to n e  as lo n g  as it  gave  h im  th e  
fre e d o m  to  m a k e  girls sw o o n .

I m a d e  M ick  m y  fir s t  priority . D a v e y  sa id  th a t  M ick  an d  K irsty  
h a d  b e e n  figh tin g  o f  late . S o u n d e d  like  an o th e r  girl, b u t  D a v e y ’s 
d a u g h te r  d id n ’t  te ll h im  an y th in g  th e se  days, n o  m a tte r  h o w  
m u c h  h e to ld  h er h e  lo v e d  her.

K n o w in g  M ick  th e  M ick , it  w o u ld n ’t  b e  a su rp rise .
I ’d  ru n  M ick  in  m o re  th a n  a fe w  t im e s  w h ile  I w a s st ill a c o p 
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per. H e  w as tw en ty -n in e  y e ars o ld  n ow  a n d  a s m u ch  a p a r t  o f  
D u n d e e  as th e  O v e rg a te  o r  th e  H o w ff  cem etery . K n o w n  a s a 
ja c k -th e - lad . A  rasca l.

A  p a in  in  th e  arse.
I r a p p e d  h a rd  o n  h is d o o r  an d  w a ited . T h e  h a ll in  th e  te n e m e n t 

sm e lle d  fa in tly  o f  so m e th in g  ac id ic . D if f ic u lt  to  ignore .
I r a p p e d  again .
K ic k e d  th e  door.
A  v o ic e  in sid e  sa id , “Ja y su s , g im m e  a m in u te !”
M ick  th e  M ick .
W h en  h e  o p e n e d  th e  door, h e  w a s w e arin g  a th ic k  d re ss in g  

go w n , an d  h is h a ir  w as m e sse d  u p  like  b ird s  h a d  b e e n  try in g  to  
m a k e  a n e st  o n  h is  h e ad . “W h at th e  he ll, d ’y— ”

I p u lle d  h im  o u t  in to  th e  h all. H e  y e lp ed .
“R e m e m b e r  m e ? ”
“ I o w e  y o u  m o n e y ?”
“I a rre ste d  y o u .”
H e  tr ie d  to  fo cu s. “Aye, p o lic e ? "
“I w as.”
“R ig h t.”
I gave  h im  a sh ake . “W h e re ’s K ir s ty ?”
“W h o ?”
“Y our g ir lfr ien d .”
“N o, th e r e ’s  no g irl ty in g  m e  d o w n  lik e— ”
“W ro n g  an sw er.” I p u sh e d  h im  in to  th e  fla t . H e  d id n ’t  re sist. 

H is  b o d y  w a s lo o se , an d  re sistin g  w o u ld  b e  to o  m u ch  e ffo rt . 
P ro b ab ly  th e  th o u g h t  d id n ’t  ev en  c ro ss  h is m in d . H e  w a s to o  
fr ied .

W e d a n c e d  th ro u g h  to  th e  liv in g  ro o m  o n  th ic k  carp ets. T h e  
p o ste r s  on  th e  w all w ere  m o stly  c la ss ic  ’7 0 s  stu ff. Serpico. The 
Godfather. L ik e  a s tu d e n t  p a d  th a t  w as try in g  to o  h ard . T h a t  w as 
h o w  M ick  h a d  c o m e  to  D u n d e e , an d  ev en  i f  th e  u n iv ersity  h ad  
c h u c k e d  h im  o u t, it  s e e m e d  th a t  w a s h o w  h e  in te n d e d  to  stay.

I th re w  M ick  on  th e  so fa . H e  w as sk in  an d  b o n es. A ll th e  sam e, 
th e  fa b ric  sag ged .

“K irsty ,” I sa id .
“I ’m  te llin g  y o u — ”
I k ic k e d  th e  te lly  th a t  sa t  on  a lo w  d isp la y  u n it. T h e  sc reen  

c rack ed .
M ick  lo o k e d  read y  to  p is s  h im se lf. “A w , Ja y su s  C h rist , m a n !” 
“S h e 's  s ix te e n  y e ars o ld . D a rk  hair. T h e  k in d  o f  sm ile  c o u ld  

m e lt  y o u  i f  y o u ’re  n o t  c a re fu l. A p p le  o f  h e r  d a d d y ’s eye .” I m a d e  
ey e  c o n ta c t, h a m m e re d  th e  p o in t  h o m e. “H e r  daddy , w h o  c o u ld  
tak e  y o u r  h e a d  off."
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“T h e  o ld  m a n ’s a w a sh e d  u p — ”
“T h e  o ld  m an  c o u ld  still k ick  y o u r  arse .”
M ick  co n sid ered  this. R eally  co n sid ered . C o c k e d  h is h ead , ro lled  

h is eyes. N o  sarcasm . G en u in e  effort.
T h e n  h e  sa id , “S h e 's  n o t w ith  m e. N o t  an ym ore.”
“Y ou g o t  b o re d ?”
“S h e  w as . . . sh e  w as see in g  so m e  o th er  fe lla .”
“W h o ?”
“S h e  w o u ld n ’t  say. Ju s t  to ld  m e  to  sling m y  hook ."
“A n d  y o u  h ad  n o  id e a ?” I c ro u ch ed  dow n , ge ttin g  to  h is level. 

M ak in g  su re  h e  k n ew  th ere  w as a k in d  o f  c o n sp iracy  b e tw e e n  us. 
A n  u n d erstan d in g .

H e  fe ll fo r  it.
“C o u ld  b e  th a t b o llix , Fosty.”
“F o sty ?”
“Aye, Fosty. C h r i s t . . . w h a t ’s h is n am e? T o m  Foster. Yeah, th a t ’s 

it .”
“B u t h is m a te s  call h im  F o sty ?”
“D o n ’t  k n ow  h e h as m ates, exactly .”
“T ell m e  w h ere  I can  fin d  Fosty.”
H e  to ld  m e. A n d  w h en  I w as leavin g, h e  asked , “T h a t  p r ic k ’s  n o t 

co m in g  rou n d , is h e? L ike, K irsty ’s  d a ? ”
I d id n ’t  answ er. L e ft  h im  sh akin g on  th e  so fa . D ru g s  or fear, I 

d id n ’t  g ive a shite.

J ^ o s ,  m y  girlfrien d , sa id  it: “Sa m , y o u ’v e  b e c o m e  a hardass, you  
k n o w  th a t?”

S h e ’s A m erican , w h ich  m ean s sh e ’s a llo w ed  to  u se  w o rd s like 
“h ard ass." A n y o n e  e lse  d o es it  in  D u n d ee , th ey 're  p o se u rs  an d  
deserv e  w h at th ey  get.

A fte r  leav in g M ick ’s ap artm en t, I h ad  to  w o n d er  i f  sh e  w as on 
to  so m eth in g . I w as fee lin g  on  edge, an d  n ot ju s t  a b o u t D a v e y ’s 
daugh ter. For several m o n th s I h ad  b een  fin d in g  m y  te m p e r  m ore  
an d  m o re  d ifficu lt  to  con tro l. I ’d  b een  th ro u gh  so m e  crap, c u lm i
n atin g  in m y  b e s t  frien d  a lm o st ge ttin g  lo c k e d  u p  on  m u rd er 
charges, b u t  all th e  sam e, a year ago, I ’d  n ever h ave  b u rst  in on 
M ick  all b a lls  an d  bravado. N e v e r  have th rea ten ed  h im  w ith o u t 
tak in g  an o th er tack  first. B u t I w as go in g  a t  th is in vestigation  like 
th e  p ro v erb ia l b u ll in  a  ch in a shop.

W h en  d id  I b e c o m e  care less?
A n d  w h en  w as I go in g  to  p u ll b ack ?

F o sty ’s  p la ce  w as on ly  a ten  m in u te  driv e  fro m  M ick  th e  M ick ’s.
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A  h alfw ay  house. P u rpose-bu ilt. B arely  o v er ten  years o ld  an d  
a lread y  lo ok in g  like o v er o n e  h u n d red  years o f  w in d s h ad  b a tte re d  
it  fro m  th e  ou tside .

T h ro u g h  th e  m ain  doors, a fro n t desk . B eh in d  th at, a gau n t m an  
w h o  lo o k ed  like h e ’d  rath er b e  w a ist d e e p  in  co w  m an u re  th an  sit 
there.

“I ’m  h ere  to  ta lk  to  on e o f  your, ah, resid en ts.”
T h e  m an  regard ed  m e  coolly. “P o lice?"
“N o .” I p ro d u c e d  a card , p la c e d  it  on  th e  d esk  w h en  h e  d id n ’t 

reach  fo r  it.
“D id n ’t  k n ow  w e h ad  p riv a te  in v estigato rs in D u n d e e .”
“W ell n ow  yo u  do .”
“E ven  in S co tlan d ?  W h at d o  yo u  really  d o ? ”
I d id n ’t  h av e  tim e  to  argu e  w ith  h im . Sa id , “T h o m a s Foster." 
T h e  ga u n t m an  d id n ’t  b o th e r  ch eck in g  th e  register. H e  ju s t  

ro lled  th e  n am e  aro u n d  on ce an d  th en  sa id , “H e ’s leav in g u s so o n .” 
“A y e?”
“A  real su cce ss  story.” H eav y  on  th e  sarcasm . “T urn ed  h im se lf  

arou n d . F o u n d  th e  L o rd  an d  aw  th a t  sh ite .” H e  gave up. “Je su s, 
su ck e red  so m e  p o o r  w ee  b in t  in to  tak in g  h im  in .”

“W h o ’s th e  . . . b in t?”
“L ik e  I p ry? L oo k , I s it here, I h ear th ings, an d  I d o n ’t  really  

care.”
A n d  h e se e m e d  so  so cia lly  con sciou s, as w ell.
“S o  is h e  h ere  to n ig h t?”
“L ik e  I sa id , pal, y o u 're  n o t th e  po lice ."
“T h is  is im p o rta n t.”
H e  lo o k ed  a t  th e  card  again . “C h rist, y o u  can  p rin t th e se  a t  se r

v ice  station s. T h e y  p u t  a m ach in e  in  th e  O v e rg a te  w h ere  y o u  p ay  
a q u id , ge t fifty  o f  th ese  ta e  p a ss  a ro u n d  ta e  an yon e w h o cares.”

I p u lle d  o u t  m y  A B I licence.
H e  w a sn ’t  con vin ced . “A sso c ia tio n  o f  B ritish  In vestigators? 

N e v e r  h e ard  o f  it .”
T h e  average  b lo k e  on  th e  stree t th in k s th a t  in v estigato rs ex ist  

on ly  in  th e  p a g e s  o f  ch ea p  crim e novels. T h e y ’re m yth ica l c re a
tu res, p ro d u c ts  o f  an  o v eractive  im ag in atio n . S o m e tim e s  th a t  p e r
cep tio n  w o rks to  o u r advan tage, g ives u s  as p ro fe ssio n a ls  th e  e le 
m en t o f  su rprise . M o st o f  th e  tim e, like w ith  th e  ga u n t p rick  
b eh in d  th e  desk , it  m ean s th a t o u r  w o rk  is ra ilro ad ed , k n o ck ed  
righ t o fftrack .

H e  w a sn ’t  a b o u t to  le t  m e  in  to  see  Fosty. H e  w a sn ’t  even  go in g 
to  call th e  ee jit  dow n stairs. H e  o ffe red  to  “tak e  a  m essage .”

It w o u ld n ’t  w ork. Fosty  w asn ’t  th e  k ind  o f  m an  to  ge t b ack  in 
to u ch  w ith  so m eo n e  h e d id n ’t  know. A n d  i f  I sa id  w h at I w an ted  to
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ta lk  to  h im  ab ou t, h e ’d  p rob ab ly  d o  a runner an d  I ’d  h ave to  start 
over. B y  w hich  p o in t K irsty w o u ld  b e  even  farth er o u t  o f  reach. 

M ay b e  even  . . .
No, don ’t think like that.
I tu rn e d  to  leave.
I w as a t  th e  d o o r  w h en  th e  ga u n t m an  said , “W h y  d o  yo u  w an t 

to  ta lk  to  h im ?”
“ It ’s  a p erso n a l m a tte r  b e tw ee n  m y  c lien t an d— ”
“I can  ge t y o u  to  h im .”
I h e sita ted . H e  w an ted  so m eth in g , surely. M on ey ?
I tu rn ed  ro u n d  "H o w  m u c h ?”
H e  ra ised  h is arm s, m o ck -a ffro n ted . "Aye, y o u  th in k  th at little  o f  

m e ?”
"I on ly  ju s t  m e t  y o u .”
“A n d  a lread y  h ere  y o u  are, th in k in g  y o u  k n ow  m e.”
“S o  tell m e  w h at yo u  w an t.”
"Is it  to  d o  w ith  th e  g irl?”
“Y ou  m e an  th e  bint y o u  m en tio n e d  earlie r?”
H e  h esita ted , m ay b e  regre ttin g  h is ch o ice  o f  w ords. F igu rin g m e  

fo r  h er b rother, perh aps. O r  h er father. “Aye, her.”
“M ay b e .”
“S h e ’s  you n g, y ’see. Folks w h o  p a ss  th ro u gh —  Y ou  ge t all kinds. 

P eo p le  w h o ’v e  fa llen  on  h a rd  tim es, th e y ’re  th e  w o rst  to  see. 
’C au se , see, th e y ’re  p eo p le . R ea l p eo p le . B u t th en  th e re ’s  gu y s like 
T o m  Foster. A n d  th is  girl— sh e's, w h at, sev en teen , e ig h teen ?” 

"S ix te e n .”
"Je su s. A n d  you  th in k , w h atev e r  h e ’s g o t  co m in g  . . .”
“A ye, h e  d e se rv e s  i t .” M ak in g  o u t  lik e  I w as on  h is  sid e , b u t  I 

d id n ’t  c o m m it  to  an yth in g.
“L ik e  I say, y o u  se e  th e se  p eo p le , ta lk  to  th em , m ak e  n ice  

b e c a u se  i t ’s  y o u r jo b . B u t ev ery  so  o ften  y o u  w ish  th a t  so m eo n e  
w o u ld  . . .”

I k n ew  w h at h e  w as saying. H e  w as b ack w ard s co m in g  forw ards, 
righ t en ou gh , b u t  it  d id n 't  s to p  h im  fro m  m ak in g  th e  p o in t. I 
w an ted  to  ta lk  to  T o m  Foster, I ’d  b e  d o in g  it w ith  m y  fist. T h a t  w as 
th e  gu aran tee  th is  ga u n t b a sta rd  w an ted .

I tr ie d  to  w ease l m y  w ay  o u t. “I f  h e  d eserv es i t . . . ”
"H e  d eserv es it.”
“I u se d  to  b e  a  copp er. L e arn e d  a b o u t in terro gatio n . I n eed  

so m eth in g  fro m  Foster. S o m e tim e s  y o u  can  ge t m o re  o u t  o f  a  m an  
i f  y o u ’re  n o t try in g to  k n o ck  h is h e a d  fro m  h is sh o u ld ers.”

T h e  ga u n t m an  sa id , "P ish .”

I d id n ’t  k n o w  h o w  I w as go in g to  p lay  it, b u t  I f ig u re d  so m eth in g
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w o u ld  w ork  ou t. M ay b e  F oster  w o u ld n ’t  p lay  b all. G iv e  m e  an 
excu se , a t  least, to  lo ok  like  I w as p lay in g  ball.

T h e  gau n t m an  k n o ck ed  on  th e  d o o r to  F o ste r ’s room .
N o  reply.
A gain .
N oth in g .
T h e  ga u n t m an  sigh ed , p u lle d  o u t  a sw ip e  card . "M aste r  key.”
“W h at a b o u t p r iv acy ?”
“For em ergen cies. T h e  p e o p le  w h o  s to p  here, w e  h o p e  th e y ’re 

clean , like n o t u sin g, b u t  so m e tim e s . . .”
I n o d d ed . "A ll th e  sam e .”
“L ik e  h e ’ll b e  cry ing a b o u t invasion  o f  p riv acy  w h en  y o u ’re d o n e  

w ith  h im , e h ?”
H e  sw ip e d  th e  key. O p e n e d  th e  door.
R eco iled .
I p u sh e d  p ast, saw  th e  b lo o d  on  th e  b e d  sh ee ts first an d  th en  

saw  w h at h a d  o n ce  b e e n  T o m  F oster  c ru m p le d  in  th e  corner. H e a d  
b o w e d  dow n , ch in  b a la n c e d  on  h is ch est. H is skin  w as p a le  w h ere  
it  w a sn ’t  sta in ed  n ear b lack  b y  b lo o d . H is arm s h u n g  u se lessly  by  
h is sid es an d  h is p a le  ch ick en -legs w ere  sp lay e d  o u t in  fro n t o f  
h im . It w o u ld  h ave b een  fu n n y  i f  it  w e re n ’t  so  horrific.

T h e  ga u n t m an  risk ed  en terin g th e  ro o m  again  ju s t  b eh in d  m e. 
I sa id , “L o o k s like  so m eo n e  b e a t  u s  to  it.”

“O h  Je su s ,” h e  sa id . S o u n d in g  read y  to  pu k e. H is sp ie l earlier h a d  
b een  all talk , an d  I ’d  kn ow n  th at. T h e r e ’s  a line b e tw ee n  fan tasy  
an d  reality  th a t  m o st  p e o p le  c a n 't  cross.

I said , “C a ll th e  p o lice .”
“B u t— ”
“C a ll th e m .”
T h e  gau n t m an  le ft  th e  ro o m . I w en t to  F o sty ’s corp se , knelt 

dow n , an d  gave h im  the once-over. Ju s t  a look. I still re ta in ed  m y  
c o p p e r ’s train ing, k n ew  en o u gh  n o t to  d istu rb  h im .

“S o  te ll m e  vyhat h a p p e n e d  to  K irsty ,” I said .
Fosty, n o t surprisingly , sa id  noth ing.

D .I . San d y  G rig g s g lan ced  at th e  co rp se  as h e  cam e in to  th e  
ro o m . “T ell m e  y o u  d id n ’t  d o  th is.”

“Y ou k n ow  I d id n ’t .”
H e  n o d d ed . “T h e  w ay  R o s lo ok s a t  y o u  so m etim es, I ’m  n o t so  

su re .”
L ik e  a k ick  in  th e  gu t, th a t. San d y  an d  m e  h ave kn ow n  each  

o th er sin ce  h igh  sch ool. I f  th e re ’s really  su ch  a th in g  as a b e s t  
frien d , I gu e ss  h e  c o m e s close.

“I w an ted  to  ta lk  to  h im .”
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“A ye? G u e ss  h e  w a sn ’t  u p  to  it .”
“S o  y o u ’re T ay sid e ’s  b rig h te st  an d  b e s t? ”
H e  tr ied  fo r  a sm ile, b u t  it d ie d  w h en  h is ey es flick ed  b a c k  to  

Fosty. H e  sa id , "W e really  n eed  to  ta lk .”
“T h e re ’s n o t m u ch  I can  te ll y o u .”
"P roced u re .”
W e le ft th e  ro o m . O u t  in th e  corridor, S a n d y  s to p p e d  a u n iform , 

said , “M cN ee , d id  th e  S O C O  team  g ive an  E T A ?”
T h e  y o u n g  la d  sa id , “T en  m in utes, sir.”
Sa n d y  n od d ed . “N o b o d y  go es in  o r  ou t, go t it ? ”
“Aye, sir.” H e  sto o d  p o in t  o u tsid e  th e  door.
A lread y  a fe w  cu rio u s n e igh b o u rs h a d  c re p t o u t  o f  th e ir  b e d s  to  

see  w h at all th e  fu ss  w as ab o u t. T h e y  w ere  all th e  sam e, greasy  
hair, d ee p -lin ed  featu res, so u lle ss  eyes. H au n ted , b u t  p erh ap s 
m o m en tarily  re lieved  to  rea lise  th a t it  w a sn ’t  th e m  in th a t  b lo o d 
sta in ed  roo m .

Sa n d y  an d  I w en t ou tsid e . H e  sp a rk e d  up.
“T h o u g h t y o u  q u it .”
H e  o ffe re d  m e  a cigarette . I to o k  it.
S a n d y  sm iled . "N o w  w e  b o th  h ave a  se c re t.”
“K a tie  still ge ttin g  y o u  on  th a t  h e a lth  k ic k ?”
“A n d  failing. Lately , th o u g h , sh e ’s n o t b e e n  so  b a d .” M ean in g  

a fte r  h e  g o t  c leared  on  tru m p e d -u p  ch arges o f  a ssa u lt  an d  co rru p 
tion . A n  in vestigation  th a t n early  sc rew e d  h is career.

“I h a v en ’t  sm o k e d  in s ix  m o n th s.”
“A y e ?” H e  to o k  a d e e p  drag.
I jo in e d  h im . H e  k n ew  I w as lying. I h a d n ’t  given  up. Ju s t  learn ed  

se lf-con tro l, en o u gh  th a t R o s w o u ld  b e lie v e  I ’d  q u it. W e all k eep  
secrets, ev en  fro m  th o se  w e love.

“T o m  Foster,” sa id  Sandy. H e  crack ed  h is knuckles, ro lled  his 
h e ad  like h e w as stre tch in g  o u t  a k ink in h is neck . “F rom  w h at I 
know , a real p rick .”

“Y ou d o n ’t  en d  u p  in  a p la ce  like th is i f  yo u r life ’s on  track .” 
“T ell m e  a b o u t it ,” h e  sa id . “B u t F o ster  . . . reco rd  lo n g  as yo u r 

arm . B an d  E, A B H , G B H , o n e  co lla r  fo r  rape. D ro p p e d , sad ly .”
“A  real character.”
"T h a t ’s w h at th ey  say.”
"S o m e o n e  like th a t p ro b ab ly  h as a lo t  o f  en em ies.” I th o u g h t o f  

th e  ga u n t m an  on  d o o r  duty. B arely  kn ew  Foster, an d  h e p rac ti
cally  p ro p o sitio n e d  a stran ger to  b o u n ce  th e  p o o r  b a sta rd ’s h e ad  
o f f  a  w all.

"D id  y o u  g e t  a g o o d  lo o k  a t  th e  c o rp se ?”
I n o d d ed , tr ie d  n o t to  v isualise .
S a n d y  sa id , “V ic io u s.”
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"I c am e h ere  b e c au se  it lo o k ed  like Foster w as go in g to  p ro v id e  
a lead  in an in vestigation .”

“C a re  to  sh are?”
I sh o o k  m y  h ead . “C lie n t in fo rm atio n  is— ”
“P riv ileged ,” h e  fin ish ed  fo r  m e. S h o o k  his h ead , b lew  ou t 

sm oke. It c au gh t in  th e  m oo n ligh t. “H o w  m an y  tim e s d o  I h ave to  
h ear y o u  say  th a t?”

I tr ie d  a  grin.
San d y  lo o k ed  away. “T h is  is b a d  b u sin e ss.”
"I t ’s  a lw ays b a d  b u sin e ss.”
“I f  y o u  w ere  still on th e  force , y o u ’d  h ave b ack u p .”
“I f  I w as still on  th e  fo rce  . . .” B u t  I w a sn ’t  h ere  to  ge t in to  

recrim in atio n s or sta rt b a d  b lo o d  b e tw e e n  m y se lf  an d  th e  on e 
m an  I still co n sid e re d  a tru e  friend . I b it  m y  lip, h ard  en o u gh  I 
th o u g h t I c o u ld  ta s te  b lo o d .

S a n d y  sa id , " I f  y o u  say  y o u  know  n oth in g, aye, sure, I ’ll tak e  it at 
fa ce  value. B u t . . .”

I tu rn ed  away, to o k  an o th er drag  on  m y  c igarette . It ta s te d  fou l. 
M ay b e  it really  w as tim e  to  q u it. I le t it d ro p  to  th e  p av em en t, 
g ro u n d  it b en e a th  th e  to e  o f  m y  b o o t.

“Sam , y o u ’re  n o t a lon e.”
I tr ie d  to  lau gh  it  off. “N ah , m ate ,” I said . “D o n 't  try  it .”
H e  w a lk ed  p a s t  m e, b a c k  in sid e  th e  bu ild in g . “I d id  it,” h e  said . 

“G a v e  y o u  a chan ce, e h ?”
“Aye. W h at are  fr ien d s fo r?”

I d ro ve  a fe w  stree ts  aw ay b e fo re  p ark in g  u n d er  th e  o ran ge  g low  
o f  a stree tlig h t an d  tak in g  th e  p h o n e  o u t o f  m y  po ck et.

R u le  n u m b e r on e: N ev er  in terfere  w ith  a crim e scene. M ay b e  I 
w as ge ttin g  ta r r ie d  away. M ay b e  I w as ge ttin g  stu p id . M ay b e  I 
kn ew  th a t  I h a d  m a d e  a p ro m ise  to  m y  c lien t an d  h ad  to  d o  every
th in g  w ith in  m y  p o w er to  c lo se  th is case.

T h e re  w as a g irl’s  life  a t  stake.
A n d the police could handle that better than . . .
I ’d  sta rte d  this. B e cau se  fo r  no o th er  reaso n  th an  I w o u ld n ’t  b e  

ab le  to  live  w ith  m yself, I w as go in g  to  fin ish  it. R o s ca lled  m e  a 
stu b b o rn  b a sta rd  w ith  g o o d  reason .

I sc ro lled  dow n  th e  list o f  rece iv ed  calls. A  few  an o n y m o u s n u m 
bers, th en : K irstM o b . R e ce iv e d  earlier th a t  evening, ju s t  p a s t  six .

I d ia lled .
W aited .
A  g ir l’s v o ice  p ic k e d  up. S h e  so u n d e d  n ervous, as th o u g h  sh e 

w a sn ’t  su re  sh e  sh o u ld  really  b e  answ ering.
“K irsty ?”
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“U h  . . . ”
“I k n o w  it ’s yo u . W e n eed  to  talk . I f  y o u ’re in tro u b le— ”
“W h o  are  y o u ? ”
“I w o rk  fo r  y o u r f a th e r . . .  . H e  ju s t  n eed s to  k n ow  th a t  y o u ’re  all 

righ t."
T h e re  w as silence. I th o u g h t fo r  a seco n d  th a t  sh e  m ig h t h an g  

up. In stead  sh e  b ro k e  d o w n  in  tears on  th e  o th er  en d  o f  th e  line. 
. . .  to know that you're all r ig h t. . .
Like, b y  th a t p o in t, th ere  w as ever a  chance.

K irsty  m e t m e  on  a s tre e t  com er, n ear a  g ro u p  o f  h igh -rises d u e  
fo r  d em o litio n . W ith  th e  ligh ts off, th e  w in d o w s b o a rd e d  up, an d  
th e ir  sh ad o w s so ak in g  u p  any light, th ey  w ere  im p o sin g  m o n o 
liths, rem in d ers o f  a so c ia l fa ilu re  th a t w e  try  to  deny.

S h e  sa t  on  th e  kerb, her k nees tu ck ed  u p  against h er chest. H er 
h ead  ro se  sligh tly  on  m y  approach . Sh e  lo ok ed  so  sm all an d  fragile.

I p a rk ed  th e  car, g o t  o u t, an d  w alk ed  rou n d . E ven  in  th e  h a lf  
ligh t, I c o u ld  se e  h er p a le  sk in  stan d in g  o u t  aga in st th e  d ark  p a tc h 
es o f  b ru ise s o n  h er face.

H e r  su m m ery  d ress w as to rn  an d  d ish ev elled , an d  th e  b ack s o f  
h er h an d s w ere  dirty, co v ered  w ith  . . . so m eth in g .

I d id n ’t  w an t to  d raw  con clu sion s, as I sa t  d o w n  b e s id e  her. 
“Y our d a d ’s  w o rried  fo r  y o u .”
“I c an n ae  go  h om e. N o  a fte r  . . .  J u s t . . .  ju s t  te ll D a d  th a t  th is is 

b e tte r  th an  . . .” S h e  ra ised  h er h an d s to  h er face. T h e n  I saw  th e  
b ack s o f  h er h an d s clearly  an d  rea lised  it  w a sn ’t  ju s t  m u d  an d  dirt. 

“T ell m e  w h at h a p p e n e d .”
“I c a n ’t . . . ”
“T o m  F o ster  h ad  a v io len t h isto ry  an d— ”
“It ’s n o  his fau lt, n o t really.”
“Y ou  c a n ’t  say  it  w as y o u r— ”
“L ik e  h ell I ’m  say in g  t h a t !” S h e  g o t  to  h e r  fe e t. S h e  w as su d 

d en ly  fi lle d  w ith  a r ig h te o u s  an ger  th a t  se e m e d  to  f lo w  th ro u g h  
th e  g ro u n d  lik e  an  e le c tr ic  ch arge . H e r  m u sc le s  te n se d  an d  h er 
e x p re ss io n  w a s fi lle d  w ith  h ate . “N o  F o sty ’s fa u lt, n o  m y  fa u lt—  
th a t  b a s ta rd  M ick — ”

“H e  to ld  m e  yo u  sp lit  u p .”
“M o re  like h e so ld  m e  on. L ik e  h is b lo o d y  prop erty .”
I fe lt  sick , c o u ld n ’t  b rin g  m y se lf  to  stan d . L o o k in g  a t  K irsty, se e 

in g  th a t an ger an d  realisin g it m ask e d  a fe ar  an d  sh am e  th a t  h ad  
b een  cou rsin g  th ro u g h  her. B e cau se  o f  w h at h ad  b een  d o n e  to  her. 

A n d  w h at sh e  h a d  d o n e  herself.

S h e  c a m e  w ith  m e  in  th e  end. I to o k  h er to  a h o sp ita l.
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C a lle d  h er father.
T h e n  Sandy.
I d id n ’t  say  m u ch  o th er  th an  I h ad  fo u n d  her, th a t  so m eth in g  

h a d  h a p p en ed . F igu red  sh e  co u ld  te ll th e  p o lice  th e  rest i f  sh e  
w an ted  to.

D av ey  arrived  at th e  h o sp ita l, lo ok in g  like h e ’d  ga in ed  d ecad es 
in th e  sp a ce  o f  a few  days. H is ey es w ere  red  raw, su p p o r te d  b y  
bags. H e  saw  m e  in  th e  recep tio n  a t  N in e w e ll’s A  an d  E , cam e 
ov er an d  sa id , “Tell m e.”

I sh o o k  m y  h ead . “S h e ’s  b e e n  th ro u gh  so m e  . . .  I w o n ’t  lie  an d  
say  sh e ’s fine, D avey. B u t sh e ’s a live  an d  sh e ’ll pu ll th ro u gh  th is.”

“O h , Je su s .”
I g rab b ed  th e  a tten tio n  o f  a nurse. D av ey  in sisted  on  see in g  his 

daughter. I w a ited  un til sh e  re len ted , th en  s lip p e d  ou tside .
M y  m o b ile  sta rte d  to  ring. I lo o k e d  at th e  n um ber.
Sandy.
H e  co u ld  a sk  his q u estio n s later.
I m a d e  su re  I d u m p e d  F o sty ’s m o b ile  in  th e  T ay  b e fo re  driv ing 

h om e.

R o s w as a sleep  o n  th e  so fa , th e  ligh t fro m  th e  T V  illu m in atin g  
h er gently. G ra h a m  N o rto n  on  th e  B B C  faw n in g  o v er w h atever 
ce leb rity  h e co u ld  ge t h is h an d s on.

I c lick ed  it off.
R o s stre tch ed . “H o n ?”
I k issed  her on  th e  fo reh ead , to ld  h er I n e e d e d  a show er.
S h e  w as a lread y  in b e d  w h en  I g o t  ou t. I s l ip p e d  b en e a th  th e  

sh eets, d rap e d  an arm  aro u n d  h er w aist, fe lt  h er b o d y  h eat, and  
to o k  c o m fo rt in th e  s im p le  fa c t  o f  her presen ce.

S h e  tu rn e d  ov er so  th a t  sh e c o u ld  lo o k  a t  m e. “T h e re 's  so m e 
th in g— ”

“T h is  is m e,” I said , try ing it  w ith  a sm ile.
“Yeah, gu ess  th e re ’s alw ays so m eth in g , h u h ?” T h a t  A la b a m a  

accen t u su a lly  so u n d e d  so  com fortin g , an d  y e t th ere  w as a stin g 
b eh in d  it, so m eth in g  I c o u ld n ’t  q u ite  identify . “A lw ays.” Sh e  h e ld  
it  a m o m e n t. “Sa n d y  ca lled .”

“A y e?”
“I k now  w h at y o u r w o rk  is, S a m . I know  w h o  yo u  are. A n d  I 

a c c e p t  it  all . . . b u t  so m e tim e s  I w orry."
I w as silen t fo r  a  m o m en t. “I know . Lately , I ’ve b een — ”
S h e  fin ish ed  fo r  m e. “A  little  in tense . T h a t ’s  h o w  I’d  say  it, h o n .”
“R eally ?”
S h e  w a ited  a w h ile  b e fo re  saying, “I love  you , b ab e .”
"I lo v e  y o u  to o .”
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“Y ou know  w h at th a t  m ean s, h on ? T h a t  so m etim es, y o u  h ave to  
le t  m e  in .”

T h e  p h o n e  w o k e m e  aro u n d  th ree  o ’clock .
D av e y  said , “W h a t ’d  th ey  d o  ta e  m y  g irl?”
I fe lt  co n fu sed  an d  sluggish , h is w o rd s tak in g  a m o m e n t to  reg

ister. “D avey, w h at th e  h e ll? ”
“W h a t ’d  th ey  d o  ta e  h er?" H is v o ice  w as slu rred  w ith  drink.
“W e’ll ta lk  in  th e  m orn in g .”
“W e’ll ta lk  now .”
I s l ip p e d  o u t o f  b ed . Ros, aw ake  n ow  as w ell, lo o k ed  at m e  an d  

h er b ro w  cre ased  gen tly  w ith  concern .
“Y ou n e e d  to  g e t  so m e  rest, D avey. W e ’ll ta lk  in th e  m orn in g .”
“W e'll ta lk  n o w !” H e  so u n d e d  like a co rn e re d  an im al, sn arlin g at 

m e  d o w n  th e  line, th en  h e p lead ed , “C h rist, S a m , p lease , w e  n eed  
ta e  . . . ”

I said , “D avey, tell m e  w h ere  y o u  are.”

M ick  th e  M ick ’s  d o o r  h a d  b een  h eav ed  o f f  its  h inges. L ik e  a to r
n ad o  h ad  sw e p t th ro u g h  th e  b u ild in g  w ith  d ea d ly  in tent.

N o  o n e  e lse  arou n d . T h e  n eigh b ou rs m a y b e  th in k in g it  b e tte r  to  
k eep  th em se lv e s  to  th em selv es. O r  e lse  th ey  w ere  so  u se d  to  the 
so u n d s o f  v io len ce  in th e  n igh t th a t  n on e  o f  th e m  even  th o u g h t 
a b o u t callin g  th e  po lice .

I w alk ed  in.
M ick  th e  M ick  w as on  th e  floor, h is b o d y  sh u d d erin g  gently, 

tea rs  m ix in g  w ith  b lo o d  on  his face. A  righ t m ess. W orse  th an  I ’d  
le ft  h im . A n d — th is m a d e  m e  s to p  in m y  track s— a lo o k  o f  grati
tu d e  w h en  I w a lk ed  in.

D a v e y  w as on  th e  so fa , sm o k in g  a c igarette . H is fin gers and 
h an d s sta in ed  w ith  M ick ’s  b lo o d . H e  w as b righ t red, a n ice sw eat 
w o rk ed  up. D re sse d  in  a w h ite  T -sh irt an d  track su it b o tto m s. I f  it 
w a sn ’t  fo r  th e  lo ca tio n  an d  th e  b lo o d  h e co u ld  h ave b e e n  re lax in g  
a fte r  a w o rko u t.

“Irish h ere  w o u ld n ’t  h ave la s te d  lo n g  in  th e  ring, ay e?”
“Aye, m ay b e  th e re ’s th a t.”
“A n y  on e o f  m y lad s co u ld ae  k illed  h im . O n e  blow . K n o ck ed  

th a t sorry  h e ad  ae h is righ t o f f  h is sh ou ld ers." H e  lo o k ed  m e an 
in gfu lly  to w ard s M ick , w h o w h im p ered  an d  d u ck e d  his h e a d  in to  
h is ch est, “T h a t  m ean  I ’m  ge ttin g  s lo p p y  as I ’m  ge ttin g  o n ?”

“N o ,” I said . “It m ean s . . .  it m ean s y o u  k now  w h at y o u ’re  do in g .”
“N a h ,” sa id  D avey. “I w an t ta e  kill h im . K n o ck  his b lo ck  righ t 

o f f . ”
“T h en  w h y call m e ? ”
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“W h en  I’v e  h a d  a few  drinks, like, I ge t em o tio n a l.”
“D o n ’t  w e a ll?”
"C h rissak es,” M ick  w h im p ered , “I d o n ’t  w an t to  d ie !”
D av ey  flick ed  h is c igare tte  a t  M ick . C a u g h t th e  p o o r  so d  in th e  

fa ce  w ith  th e  ash  en d. M ick  sc ream ed . “ C h rist, lad ,” sa id  D avey, 
“K eep  y o u r go b  sh u t !”

“You called  m e,” I said, “b ecau se  you  d o n ’t  really w an t to  kill h im .” 
“T h a t  so ? ” D av ey  la u g h ed  hard .
“Aye, i t ’s so .” I s te p p e d  forw ard . “I k n ow  y o u  fee l like y o u  co u ld  

d o  it. L ik e  y o u  sh o u ld  d o  it. A n d  a p rick  like M ick , th in k in g ab o u t 
w h at h e  d id , aye, h e ’d  d eserv e  it  too .”

"Aw, Je su s .”
I tu rn ed  on  th e  lad , sn arled  a t  h im . "S h u t  y o u r b lo o d y  m o u th , or 

D a v e y 's  th e  le a st  o f  y o u r w o rrie s !”
M ick  w h im p ered .
D av ey  lau gh ed .
I s te p p e d  fo rw ard  again . T ak ing it  slow . “B u t, D avey, th is isn ’t  

h o w  th e  w o rld  w orks.”
“Aye, w h at, I call th e  p o lic e ? ”
“Sure , yo u  call th e  p o lice .”
“A n d  th ey  s lap  h im  on  th e  w ris t?”
“I g ive y o u  m y  w ord , th e y ’ll fe e d  h im  to  th e  b lo o d y  lions.” 
D av e y  lo o k ed  at M ick . H is b o d y  w as sh aking, his m u sc le s 

b u n ch in g . “Je su s, S a m , i f  on ly  it  w e re  tru e .”
“K irsty ’s alive, D avey. S h e ’ll talk , in  h er ow n  tim e, an d  th e  p o lice  

are  go in g to  lo ck  th is b a sta rd  u p .”
“R o o m  an d  b o ard  an d  th ree  sq u are  b lo o d y  m ea ls  a d a y ?” D av ey  

so u n d e d  like h e c o u ld n ’t  q u ite  b e lie v e  it. “W h at k in d ae p u n ish 
m en t is th a t? ”

“Aye, th a t ’s it,” I said . “T ell y o u rse lf  h o w  cu sh y  it  is in prison . 
T h a t  h e ’s go in g to  b e  tre a te d  like  royalty. B e cau se  i t ’s all crap, 
D avey. H e ’s go in g to  b e  sc rew e d  o v er in  there. E ven  i f  I h ave to  
u se  m y  ow n  co n n ectio n s to  m ak e  su re  o f  it .” I w as righ t in fro n t o f  
h im  now. I cau g h t h is ey es w ith  m in e  an d  h o p e d  h e w o u ld n ’t  see  
an y w eakn ess. “A n d  w h at g o o d  d o es it d o  K irsty  i f  y o u  en d  u p  
in side  in stead  o f  th is w o rth less b ag  o f  sh ite ?”

D av ey  tr ied  to  lo o k  p a s t  m e. I stay e d  on  th e  way.
H e  g o t  to  h is feet. H is m u sc le s  k e p t  b u n ch in g . I th o u g h t o f  

sp rin gs un co ilin g, w o n d ered  i f  I ’d  even  h ave t im e  to  ge t o u t  th e  
way.

A n d  h e m ov ed .
I ’d  seen  h im  k n o ck  y o u n g lad s on  th e ir  arses. N o t  even  trying. In 

th is state , I w o n d ered  i f  h e ’d  p ro v e  h o w  se r io u s h e  w as ab o u t 
kn ock in g m y  b lo ck  off.
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B u t th e  p u n ch  n ever lan ded .
In stead , h e  p u sh e d  h im se lf  aga in st m e, h is h e a d  aga in st m y  

ch est. I th o u g h t o f  b o x e rs  in th e  ring, ge ttin g  c lo se  to  th e  o th er 
gu y  so  h e c o u ld n ’t  ge t in a pu n ch . H o w  so m e tim e s th ey  co u ld  
lo ok  like th ey  w ere  em b rac in g  each  other.

D av ey  roared .
T h e  so u n d  w as m u ffled .
It h u rt w o rse  th an  an y pu n ch .

T h re e  d ay s la te r  D a v e y  w as on  b a il, p e n d in g  tria l, fac in g , as 
h e ’d  sa id , a s la p p e d  w rist. I to ld  h im  tim e  an d  aga in  h e  w as a 
lu ck y  b a sta rd .

E very  tim e, h e  gave m e  th is  lo o k  th a t  w as so m ew h ere  b e tw ee n  
accep tin g  an d  p is se d  off.

M ick  th e  M ick, on  th e  o th er  h an d , w as fac in g  a n u m b e r  o f  
charges. I f  th ey  c o u ld n ’t  ge t o n e  to  stick , th e y ’d  g e t  a n o th e r  San d y  
to ld  m e  h e w o u ld n ’t  g ive  u p  on  th is  o n e  till M ick  g o t  w h at w as 
com in g.

T h e  la ss h e rse lf  w as still in h o sp ita l. H e r  fa ce  w as p a le  an d  puffy, 
an d  every so  o fte n  sh e  w o u ld  sh iver u n co n tro llab ly  b e n e a th  th e  
tigh tly  tu ck e d  sh ee ts like so m e o n e  h a d  tu rn ed  th e  h e atin g  dow n  
p a s t  freezin g.

I w o u ld  w atch  h er fro m  th e  en d  o f  th e  w ard , b u t  n ever 
ap p ro ach  her. T h e  n u rses w o u ld  w atch  m e  in turn , p e rh a p s  w o n 
derin g  w h at I w as do in g , b u t  alw ays en o u gh  d o u b t  in th e ir  m in d s 
to  leave m e  alone.

D av ey  w as a llo w ed  to  v isit her.
A t first, h e  k e p t  h is d istan ce  fro m  h er b ed , w atch in g  her, h is 

b o d y  sc ream in g  im p o te n c e — a n e e d  to  ac t  an d  n o  ab ility  to  d o  so.
A n d  th en  sh e  sa id  so m eth in g . T h e  first w o rd s I h a d  h e ard  in 

days. I c o u ld n ’t  h ear  th e m  fro m  w h ere  I sto o d , b u t  I saw  h er Ups 
m o v e  an d  h er fa th er  stag ger  like h e ’d  rece iv ed  th e  w o rst su cker 
p u n ch  o f  h is life.

B u t h e  p re sse d  on  to w ard s her. R each ed  o u t an d  to o k  h er hand.
T h e  to u c h  se e m e d  to  stead y  him .
A n d  fo r a m o m e n t— ju s t  a m o m en t— I fe lt a strange elation . L ike 

m ay b e  th in gs co u ld  w ork o u t after all. A n d  in a w o rld  like this, any 
ch an ce o f  red em p tio n  or reso lu tion  or even  th e  sm allest o f  h ap p y  
endings is a m in or m iracle. C au se  en ou gh  for celebration .

I w a tch ed  th em  fo r a m o m e n t m ore, b e fo re  I tu rn e d  on  m y  h eels 
an d  le ft  th e  h o sp ita l. *



Dying Words
A c r o s t i c  b y  A r l e n e  F i s h e r

For instructions on how  to solve the acrostic puzzle, turn to  page 28. 
T he solution to the puzzle will appear in the O ctober issue.

D E F IN IT IO N S  W O R D S

A. Puerile

B. 2002 Chen Kaige 
movie

C. Supermodel posture, 
maybe: slang

D. Vojvodina’s locale

E. Condiments 
container: 2 wds.

F. Like eight-track 
tapes

G. Patterns of flow

H. Museum regular, 
perhaps

I. Fast-food units

J. — Rising, 1916 
event

K. In a far from adroit 
way

L. Snug site

M. Khoisan language

N. Marine alert: 2 wds

O. “Years of Renewal” 
author

3 3 20 88 111 104 136 176 98

159 201 9 0 55 19 115 9 4 171

56 139 51 15 97 153 165 4 6

77 5 0 23 149 108 183 132 63 126

155 120 197 7 81 22 110 161 146

35 41 67 11 125 37 148 196

123 160 184 H 4 4 5 31 9

83 13 143 189 52 105 150 175

144 172 91 *44 158 102 3

71 32 2 0 0 25 128 87

181 82 174 185 3 0 141 121 4 8 138

170 194 154 65 2 190 163 135 122

79 26 14 137 ~58~ 38 4 9 6 43

92 5 76 61 117 166 27 182 69

127 9 9 10 192 8 188 3 6 156 70

64 29 129 24 75 3 9
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P. Nehemiah follower



Q

R.

S.

T.

U.

V.

w.
X,

Y.

Becomes evident
191 1

Convention bigwigs
20 2 145

Hugh Laurie TV role
186 140

Chewed the scenery

Perissodactylous
178 12

mammal __ __

Front section, in
107 130

some spots 164 54

Sought information

The Blade, e.g.
134 103

100 86

Helicopter: slang
131 101

17 59 162 198 124

16 199 89 119 169 6 0

113 168 4 9

152 78 4 0 147

180 95 62 173 66 74 21

179 34 112 18 116 151 73

193 42 167 118 80 57

157 53 93 109 177 187 72

85 133 142 106 68 195 6



FIRST COUSIN, 
TWICE REMOVED

John H. Dirckx

A t  fo u r  A.M. th e  b ird s s ta r te d  w akin g up . W illy  K en n eb au gh , 
w h o  h ad  b e e n  d o z in g  fitfu lly  th ro u gh  m u ch  o f  th e  n igh t, a lso  jo l t 
e d  ab ru p tly  aw ake. S o m ew h ere  in th e  h o u se  a creak in g o f  w o o d  
an d  a m u ffle d  th u m p  h a d  th ro w n  h im  in to  a su d d en  sw e a t o f  
a lm o st su p erstit io u s  terror.

T h e  so u n d s h ad  co m e  n o t fro m  th e  d irection  o f  h is m o th e r ’s 
ro o m  b u t  fro m  th e  m ain  sta ircase  lead in g  u p  fro m  th e  fro n t hall. 
H av in g  liv ed  in  th is  h o u se  all h is fo rty -fo u r years, K en n eb au gh  w as 
w ell fam ilia r  w ith  every  n o ctu rn a l sn ap  an d  groan  o f  its an cien t 
tim b ers. For five  m in u te s  h e  lay  m otio n less, p ersp irin g  ice  w ater 
fro m  sca lp  to  toen ails, an d  h e ard  n o  fu rth er  noises. A t  len gth  he 
m u ste re d  en o u gh  co u rage  to  s it  u p  on  th e  sid e  o f  h is b e d  an d  p u ll 
on  his s lip p e rs  in th e  dark.

U p p e rm o st  in h is m in d  w as th e  fe ar  th a t  so m e  o f  th e  vagran ts 
fro m  th e  co lon y  in th e  w o o d s a t  th e  b o tto m  o f  th e  hill h ad  go tten  
b o re d  w ith  caro u sin g  on  w in e  an d  w h o o p in g  like sav ages in the 
m id d le  o f  th e  n igh t an d  h ad  d e c id e d  to  lau n ch  an  assau lt on  th e  
n earest house . T h is  w as an ab id in g  d read  o f  lo n g  stan d in g  th at 
re tu rn ed  n igh tly  to  b e se t  h is t im id  sou l as th e  sh ad o w s b egan  to  
faU. .

K en n eb au gh  sh u ffled  a lon g  th e  sh ad o w y  p assag e  to w ard  th e  
h e ad  o f  th e  stairs. A fte r  arriving th ere  h e p e e re d  w ith  e lab o rate  
cau tio n  aro u n d  th e  w orn  n ew el p o st . A  fa in t g low  o f  b reak in g  day, 
stragg lin g th ro u g h  th e  grubby, u n cu rta in ed  w in dow  on  th e  lan d 
ing, sh o w ed  h im  a vagu e  m o tio n le ss  sh a p e  h u d d led  there. W ith  
m o u n tin g  horror, h is h eart slam m in g  in h is th ro a t like a tru ck  
en gin e m iss in g  on  tw o  cylinders, h e  sta rte d  d o w n  th e  stairs.

It se e m e d  to  h im  like h o u rs b e fo re  th e  E M T s arrived . T h en  they 
sw arm ed  in to  th e  house , d ep lo y ed  a m o u n ta in  o f  p araph ern alia , 
an d  carried  o u t  a serie s o f  life sav in g  m an eu v ers w ith  m ad d en in g  
slow ness, w h ile  K en n eb au gh  k e p t h o verin g  an d  ge ttin g  in th e ir
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way. F inally  th ey  a ssu re d  h im , w ith  c risp  an d  im p erso n a l to k en s o f  
sym pathy, th a t  h is m o th er  h ad  e x p ire d  an d  th a t  fu rth er e ffo rts  at 
re su sc ita tio n  w o u ld  b e  fu tile .

N ic k  S ta m a ty  h ad  b are ly  se ttled  h im se lf  b eh in d  h is d e sk  in th e  
c o ro n e r ’s o ffice  w h en  th e  first call o f  th e  d ay  w as p a sse d  on to  h im  
b y  a secretary. F ire  an d  R escu e  w as calling  to  re p o rt  th e  d eath , at 
h om e, o f  Iris K en n eb au gh , w idow , age  six ty-four, aro u n d  fo u r  A.M. 
th a t  m orn ing . "T o o  la te  fo r  h o m ic id e  an d  to o  early  fo r  su ic id e ,” 
q u ip p e d  S tam aty . “N o  sign s o f  fo u l p la y ?”

“N o, sir, w e ’re ju s t  m ak in g  a fo rm al rep o rt. D e c e a se d  w as on  a 
c o u p le  o f  h eart m ed ic in es an d  th e  n e x t  o f  k in  is th e  o n e  w h o 
ca lled  us.” S ta m a ty  to o k  dow n  th e  in fo rm atio n , en te re d  it  in  th e  
d e p artm en ta l co m p u ter, an d  go t on  w ith  th e  n e x t  ite m  on  h is 
agen da, w h ich  w as to  b o o t  u p  th e  e sp re sso  m ach in e.

Severa l c u p s later, in th e  m id d le  o f  th e  a ftern oo n , h e  rece iv ed  
an o th er call a b o u t Iris K en n eb au gh . T h is  o n e  c a m e  fro m  Petra 
B othnerby , o f  N e ig h b o rs  an d  B o th n erb y  F un eral H o m es, Inc. M s. 
B o th n erb y  w as o b v io u sly  in a te rrib le  dither, h er u su a lly  b egu ilin g  
Scan d in av ian  accen t so  m u d d y  th is a ftern o o n  as to  ren d er h er 
w o rd s a lm o st un in tellig ib le . A t  len gth  S ta m a ty  g o t  th e  m essage  
th at, in  th e  ca se  o f  M rs. K en n eb au gh  a t  least, fo u r  A.M. h a d n ’t  
b een  to o  la te  fo r  m u rd e r  a t  all.

H e  in stru c ted  th e  undertaker, q u ite  unn ecessarily , to  cease  and  
d e s ist  fro m  em b a lm in g  th e  body, su m m o n e d  th e  m o rtu ary  sq u a d  
to  tran sfer it fro m  th e  fu n eral p arlo r  to  th e  co ro n er ’s m ortuary , 
an d  a lerted  th e  fo ren sic  p a th o lo g ist, Dr. V alentine. T h en  h e ca lled  
th e  D e p a r tm e n t o f  P u b lic  Safety .

A t  five  P.M. th a t  d ay  fo u r  m en  co n v en ed  at th e  m o rtu ary  fo r  th e  
p o stm o rte m  ex am in a tio n  o f  th e  rem ain s o f  Iris K en n eb au gh . 
S tam aty  an d  D e te c tiv e  S e rg ean t C y ru s A u b u rn , d ee p  in co n v ersa
tion , p a c e d  th e  p ark in g  lo t, en joy in g  th e  m ag n ificen t sp rin g  
w eather, un til Dr. V alen tin e d ro ve  up. W h en  th ey  all w e n t in side  
th ey  fo u n d  th at Ju liu s, th e  a tten d an t, h ad  p o sit io n e d  th e  b o d y  on  
th e  sta in le ss stee l tab le  an d  la id  o u t  th e  in stru m en ts.

V alen tin e, six ty ish  w ith  a w a x e d  m u stach e , p u lle d  on  go w n  an d  
ru b b er  g lov es an d  p lu n g e d  in to  b u sin e ss w ith  m o re  en ergy  than  
m o st  p e o p le  can  m u ste r  a t  th e  b egin n in g  o f  th e  w orkday. W ith  a 
m agn ify in g  g lass in on e h an d  an d  a m illim eter  ru le  in th e  other, he 
w e n t carefu lly  ov er th e  e x te r io r  o f  th e  body, d ic tatin g  h is findings 
to  a p ed a l-ac tiv a ted  reco rd in g  m ach in e.

A s o ften  h a p p en s w ith in  a few  h ou rs a fter  death , th e  d eced en t 
h a d  th e  age less and  in scru tab le  ap p e aran ce  o f  an im age  carv ed  in 
m arb le  o r  ivory b y  a m aste r  hand, rath er th an  o f  so m eo n e  w h o  h ad
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on ce  w alk ed  an d  ta lk ed , loved  and su ffered . O f  prin cip al in terest 
w as a c lean  b u lle t h o le  in th e  u p p e r  ab d o m en , su rro u n d ed  b y  the 
u n m istak ab le  su rface  charring an d  p o w d e r ta tto o in g  ch aracteristic  
o f  a po in t-b lan k  gu n sh o t w oun d . Dr. V alen tin e to o k  several p h o to 
graph s b e fo re  gently  in serting a p ro b e  to  ex p lo re  th e  tra c t b o re d  by  
the p ro jectile  an d  d eterm in e  its d irection  o f  travel.

“T h e  w o u n d  is in th e  m id line o f  th e  ep igastriu m ,” h e  to ld  th e  
m ach in e as w ell as h is live audience, “eigh t and  o n e-h alf cen tim eters 
b e lo w  the x iph o id . It ap p ears to  have b een  m ad e  b y  a m ed iu m - 
caliber b u lle t fired  fro m  b e lo w  at a  d istan ce o f  less th an  ten  cen 
tim eters fro m  th e  skin su rface  and a t  an  angle o f  ap p ro x im ate ly  
forty-five degrees fro m  the vertical.”

S in ce  th e  d e c e a se d ’s so m ew h at th read b are  tw o -p iece  flan n el 
p a ja m a s  sh o w e d  no co rresp o n d in g  h o le  an d  no ev id en t trace s o f  
pow der, th e  a ssu m p tio n  w as th a t th e  gun h a d  b een  fire d  a t  her 
b are  m idriff, b e tw ee n  p a ja m a  to p s  an d  b o tto m s.

B y  th is  tim e, A u b u rn  an d  S ta m a ty  w ere  eager to  ge t to  th e  scen e  
o f  th e  d eath , in terv iew  th e  d e c e d e n t ’s son , search  fo r  a  w eap o n , 
an d  reso lve  th e  fu n d am en ta l q u estio n  w h eth er th is  w as su ic id e  or 
h om icide . B u t th ey  s to o d  b y  p atien tly  w h ile  V alen tin e  p ro c e e d e d  
in h is b risk  b u t  m e tic u lo u s fa sh io n  to  o p en  th e  b o d y  an d  carry  o u t  
each  ste p  o f  th e  fo ren sic  autopsy , p reserv in g  sp e c im e n s o f  organ s 
an d  flu id s fo r  lab o ra to ry  study.

T h e  b u lle t  h a d  grazed  th e  u n d ersu rface  o f  th e  h eart— a so m e 
w h at tim ew o rn  h eart w ith  a leaky va lve  an d  coron aries fu ll o f  
s lu d ge— slash in g a sm a ll artery  an d  cau sin g  a  fa ta l in tern al h e m 
orrhage. E v en tu ally  V alen tin e rem o v e d  a .3 2 -ca lib er  le ad  slu g  
fro m  th e  v ic t im ’s spine, w ork in g it lo ose  w ith  ru bb er-sh od  p liers 
so  as n o t to  d e fo rm  it  fu rth er  o r d istu rb  its su rface  m arkings.

“T h is  w ill b e  availab le  fo r  e x am in atio n  as so on  as w e run  it 
th rou gh  th e  au to c lav e  to  kill o f f  any re sid en t aliens," h e  to ld  
A u b u rn . “Ju s t  le t u s  k n ow  w h ere  yo u  w an t u s  to  sen d  it .”

"T h a t ’ll d e p e n d  on  w h eth er or n o t w e fin d  a .3 2  ca lib er w e a p 
on  a t  th e  scen e ,” sa id  A u bu rn .

H e  an d  S ta m a ty  le ft  as V alen tin e an d  Ju liu s  w ere  p rep arin g  to  
tak e  o f f  th e  to p  o f  th e ir  p a t ie n t ’s sku ll w ith  a  p o w e r  saw.

D e n e  H o llo w  R o ad  so u n d e d  m o re  p ic tu re sq u e  th an  it  lo ok ed . It 
z igzag ge d  th ro u gh  b arren , rocky  h e igh ts a ltern atin g  w ith  b oggy  
valleys, a reg ion  w h ich  ap p aren tly  h ad  n ever len t i t se lf  to  agricu l
tu re  an d  for sim ilar reaso n s h ad  th u s fa r  e sc a p e d  th e  a tten tio n  o f  
resid en tia l dev elopers. H ere  an d  th ere  a  ram sh ack le  h o u se  sto o d  
on  a ran d o m  p ie ce  o f  level g ro u n d  am id  a ju n g le  o f  tack y  law n 
orn am en ts, scrap  iron , an d  w eeds. T h e  few  larger fla t  zo n es h ad  
b een  p u t  to  co m m erc ia l p u rp o se s— a b o d y  shop, an  ap p lian ce
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w areh o use , a  rem o d elin g  an d  co n stru ctio n  com pan y . O f  sid ew alk s 
or stree tligh ts th ere  w a s no trace.

T h e  K en n eb au gh  p lace , ev iden tly  a co m b in atio n  o f  resid en ce  
an d  b u sin e ss  p rem ises, w as largely  screen ed  fro m  v iew  b y  a strag
glin g th ick et th a t  ran  a lon gsid e  th e  road . T h e  d rivew ay  led  to  a 
graveled  p ark in g  area, w h ere  a p ic k u p  an d  a m u ch  h eav ier tru ck  
lad en  w ith  lad d ers on  racks sto o d  in fro n t o f  a b ig  a lu m in u m  
stru c tu re  th a t m ig h t h ave b een  a b a m  b u t  ev id en tly  w asn ’t. A  n ar
row  track  le d  fa rth er b a c k  to  th e  h ou se , a very  o ld  tw o -sto ry  re d 
b rick  w ith  fo u r  ch im n eys, tw o  gables, an d  a r o o f  th a t w as lo n g  o u t  
o f  w arranty.

A u b u rn  an d  S ta m a ty  h a d  driven  separate ly . T h e y  p ark e d  sid e  b y  
sid e  ju s t  o f f  th e  ro ad  in  th e  graveled  lo t  an d  g o t  o u t  to  recon noi- 
ter. T h e  even in g sh ad o w s c lu ste red  th ick ly  b a c k  aro u n d  th e  house, 
w h ich  lay b u rie d  am o n g  an cien t trees ju s t  co m in g  in to  leaf.

“I d o n ’t  se e  any ligh ts b a c k  th ere ,” sa id  Stam aty .
“Y ou a lm o st n ever do ,” sa id  a vo ice  fro m  th e  g lo o m  a lm o st a t  h is 

elbow . W ith  a ru stlin g  o f  d e a d  leaves an d  a crack lin g o f  u n d er
b ru sh , an  e lderly  m an  e m e rg e d  fro m  th e  th ick et. E ven  in th e  tw i
ligh t A u b u rn  reco g n ized  h im  as a re tired  n e w sp ap er  re p o rte r  w h o 
h a d  given  h im  a few  h e ad ach e s in  years past.

“T h e y ’re  to o  ch ea p  to  tu rn  on  th e  lights,” co n tin u ed  th e  n ew 
com er. “O r  to o  poor, I c o u ld  n ever figu re  o u t  w h ich . W e w e re  ju s t  
w o n d erin g  w h at h a p p e n e d  o v er th ere  la st  n igh t." “W e” in c lu d ed  a 
m u ch  y o u n g er w o m an  in a runn ing su it, w ith  a d o g  on  a leash —  
to o  lon g a leash  to  su it  A u b u rn ’s taste . “I g u ess so m eb o d y  d ied , 
sin ce  y o u  gu ys are  h e re ?”

“A re n ’t  y o u  S tu  B y ro n ?” a sk ed  A u bu rn .
“R igh t. T h e  o ld  n o se  fo r  new s, yo u  know. C a n ’t  b re ak  th e  h a b it.” 

B y ro n ’s laugh  w as an  irritatin g  chatter, like th ree  g o lf  b a lls  rattling 
aro u n d  in a cock ta il shaker. “T h is  is M o n ica  N o rg e l.”

M on ica , try in g h a lf-h earted ly  to  co n tro l th e  carn iv o ro u s te n 
d en c ie s o f  h er dog, m an ag e d  a tired  w ave.

“W h at h a p p e n e d  ov er th ere  la st n igh t?” a sk ed  A u bu rn .
S tu  B y ron  sh ifted  in to  th e  tab lo id  m od e. “A ro u n d  fo u r  o r  five 

th is  m orn in g  an  am b u lan ce  c a m e  h o w lin g  o u t  o f  th e  n igh t at 
ab o u t n in ety  p e r  an d  s to p p e d  th ere  in  th e  gravel like a su p e rso n 
ic  je t  try in g to  lan d  in a san d  trap. By th e  t im e  I go t m y g lasse s on 
an d  m y  b ra in s in  gear, th e y  d ro v e  aw ay again . N o  siren , no red  
ligh t.”

“W h ere  d o  y o u  liv e?”
Byron  tw isted  in his track s an d  p o in ted  vagu ely  to w ard  h igh er 

groun d . “U p  th ere  on  to p  o f  th e  hill. M o n ica  lives a little  farth er 
a lon g  aro u n d  th a t  b e n d  to  y o u r le ft .”
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"H o w  w ell d o  yo u  k now  th e  K en n eb au gh s?”
“H ard ly  know  th em  a t all. W e see  W illy p retty  m u ch  every day, 

go in g b ack  an d  forth  on  jobs, an d  his m o m  w as o u t  th ere  all day  y es
terd ay  w orking in her garden  on  th e slo p e  n ex t to  th e  house. B u t 
n eigh bors d o n ’t  m ix  m u ch  arou n d  here. I ’ve  n ever b een  in their 
h o u se  and th e y ’v e  never b een  in m ine. W hich  on e o f  th em  w as it?"

A u b u rn  w as e x p erien c in g  a resu rgen ce  o f  lo n g-stan d in g  an im o s
ity  aga in st th is  m e d d le so m e  oaf, an d  p e rh a p s  in  an  e ffo r t  to  su p 
p re ss  it  h e  p ro c e e d e d  to  te ll B yron  m o re  than  h e w o u ld  likely  h ave 
to ld  an in tim ate  frien d  w h o h a d  n o  p articu la r  righ t to  th e  in for
m atio n . “M rs. K en n eb au gh  d ie d  d u rin g  th e  n igh t."

“M m -h m m . W e th o u g h t it  w o u ld  b e  Iris ra th er th an  W illy. I b e t  
th e y ’ve  b een  d igg in g  th rou gh  th e  o ld  file s  do w n  a t th e  n ew sp ap er  
all day. M igh t even  h ave so m eth in g  a b o u t it  to n igh t on  th e  n ew s 
a t  e lev en .”

“So m eth in g  a b o u t M rs. K en n eb au gh ?”
“W ell, a b o u t  h er h u sb a n d ’s fam ily. H e ’s b e e n  d e a d  five or ten  

years now. T h is h a p p e n e d  b a c k  in th e  six ties, w h en  yo u  w ere  still 
p ack in g  a cap  gun . T h e  o ld  m an  an d  h is w ife  w ere  fo u n d  sh o t to  
d ea th  an d  th e ir  k id  b ad ly  in jured . T h e  k id ’s go v ern ess or n ann y or 
w h at h ave  y o u  w as m issing , an d  so  w ere  th o u san d s o f  d o llars in 
cash  an d  jew elry . T h e y  n ever d id  fin d  her, an d  th e  jew elry  n ever 
tu rn e d  up, either. It w as fro n t-p ag e  s tu f f  fo r  a c o u p le  o f  m on th s. 
H ey, w e b e tte r  g e t  b ack . M y  w ife  isn ’t  very  w ell, an d  M o n ica 's  go t 
a c o u p le  teen agers w h o like to  b o u n ce  each  o th e r ’s  h e ad s o f f  th e  
flag sto n es in th e  patio .”

M o n ic a  u n c e re m o n io u s ly  y a n k e d  h e r  h o u n d  aw ay  fro m  
A u b u rn ’s an kles an d  th ey  all m e lte d  in to  th e  sh adow s.

S tam aty  p ick ed  u p  h is fie ld  k it an d  sh o u ld ered  his cam era case. 
T h ey  starfed  across th e  graveled park ing area tow ard  th e  house, 
A u bu rn  u sin g his flash ligh t to  help  th em  avoid  poth oles, o ld  fence- 
posts, an d  o th er hazards. A s the h o u se  grew  m ore  distinct in th e  vio
le t sprin g tw ilight, S tam aty  p o in ted  o u t th e  design  featu res— th e 
ta ll p eak ed  ro o f  an d  gables, the ellip tically  arch ed  lim eston e w in
d o w  heads, th e  on e-story  k itchen  tack ed  on  u n d er a slop in g ro o f  at 
th e  rear like an afterth ou gh t— th at m arked  its age, prov in g it a tru e  
survivor fro m  th e  m id-n in eteen th  century.

T h e  p la n k s o f  th e  c o v e re d  p o rc h  c re a k e d  u n d er  th e ir  fe e t . T h e  
g lo o m  h ere  w as in ten se . A u b u rn  m a n ip u la te d  th e  h eav y  b ra ss 
k n o ck er  on th e  fro n t door, se tt in g  o f f  se p u lch ra l e c h o e s w ith in  
an d  w ith o u t. A t  len g th  a ligh t sh o n e  b e h in d  th e  w in d o w s th a t  
fla n k e d  th e  door, an d  a m o m e n t  la te r  an o th e r  f la sh e d  on  in th e  
p o rc h  ceilin g .

T h e  d ish ev e led  m an  w h o  o p en e d  th e  d o o r lo o k ed  th o ro u gh ly
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rattled . H is T-shirt h u n g slack ly  fro m  his saggin g sh o u ld ers b u t  
stre tch ed  ta u t  as a b a llo o n  across h is b lo a te d  m idd le.

“M r. K en n eb au gh ? I ’m  D e te c tiv e  A u b u rn  w ith  th e  D e p a r tm e n t 
o f  P u b lic  S a fe ty  an d  th is  is Mr. S ta m a ty  fro m  th e  c o ro n e r ’s  o ffice .” 
T h e y  b o th  sh o w ed  id en tifica tio n . “So rry  to  d istu rb  y o u  w ith o u t 
callin g  first.”

“T h a t ’s all right. C o m e  on  in .”
T h e  fro n t d o o r  o p e n e d  d irectly  in to  a sq u are  liv in g ro o m  w ith  a 

sto n e  firep lace . T h e  ro o m  w as c ro w d ed  to  cap ac ity  w ith  bric-a- 
b rac  an d  an tiq u e  fu rn itu re  th a t lo o k ed  as i f  it m ig h t h ave b e e n  sit
tin g  righ t th ere  sin ce  it  w as brand-new . A  lingering sm ell o f  
recen tly  sco rch ed  fo o d  o ffe re d  little  co m p e titio n  to  a dusty, m u sty  
a ro m a o f  m u ch  o ld er  vintage.

K en n eb au gh  c lo se d  an d  b o lte d  th e  d o o r  an d  in v ited  th e m  to  sit 
do w n . “I ’m  sorry  i f  I d o n ’t  see m  to  b e  th in k in g  very  stra igh t 
to n ig h t,” h e  sa id . “T h is  w h o le  th in g  h as h it m e  like  a M ack  tru ck .”

“W e u n d erstan d  h o w  yo u  fee l, sir,” S ta m a ty  sa id  in his satin y  
bariton e. “P lease  b e lieve  th a t w e w o u ld n ’t  b e  h ere  b o th e rin g  yo u  
w ith o u t a go o d  reason . C o u ld  y o u  ju s t  te ll u s b rie fly  w h at h a p 
p e n e d  la st  n igh t?”

K en n eb au gh  lo w e red  h is h eavy  fram e  in to  an  o v erstu ffe d  ch air 
th a t lo o k ed  as i f  it h ad  b e e n  b earin g  h is w eigh t re so lu te ly  fo r 
m an y  years. “I w en t o v er all th a t  w ith  th e  p aram ed ic s ,” h e  said , 
“b u t  I gu ess y o u  h ave to  file  y o u r ow n  rep o rts.” H e  ran  stu b b y  fin 
gers u p  ov er ch u b b y  ch eek s an d  m a ssa g e d  h is ey elid s n oisily  fo r  
several secon ds. “L ik e  I to ld  th em , I go t b ack  fro m  a jo b  a little  
b e fo re  m id n ig h t la st  n igh t.”

“W h at k ind  o f  job , s ir?” a sk ed  A u bu rn .
"R ep lac in g  b u m e d -o u t  ligh t b u lb s  in th e  ro tu n d a  a t  C arn ey  

C o u n ty  co u rth o u se ,"
“A re  yo u  th e  ow n er o f  th e  b u sin e ss?”
“Yes. B a ck  w h en  m y  d ad  sta rte d  it, h e  d id  general e lectrica l co n 

tractin g. S in ce  h e d ied , w e ’ve  b een  sp ec ia liz in g  in serv icin g ligh t
ing fix tu re s  an d  rep lac in g  b u lb s and  tu b e s  in h ard -to -reach  areas—  
p ark in g  lo t  floo d ligh ts, ceiling lam ps, an d  ch an deliers in  church es, 
th eaters, p u b lic  b u ild in g s . . .”

A u b u rn  tried  to  im ag in e  th e  p lu m p  an d  u n gain ly  K en n eb au gh  
dan glin g  fro m  a fo rty -fo o t lad d er  to  ch an ge  b u lb s  in a chandelier. 
“S o u n d s like y o u ’re  k e p t  p re tty  busy .”

“A c tu a lly  I ’m  n o t d o in g  all th a t w ell. T h e r e ’s  a lo t  o f  gu ys o u t  
th e re  w ith  ex ten sio n  lad d ers tak in g  serv ice  co n trac ts  aw ay fro m  
m e. In fac t, I ju s t  h a d  to  le t m y  la st  h e lp er  go. P lu s o v erh e ad  an d  
in su ran ce  are eatin g  m e  alive.”

“W as th is a serv ice  call at th e  co u rth o u se  la st  n ig h t?”
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“N o, sir. I h ave  a regu lar  m a in ten an ce  co n trac t w ith  th em , b u t  I 
can  on ly  w o rk  w h en  th e  b u ild in g  is c lo sed  to  th e  p u b lic . I w as 
th ere  fro m  a b o u t e ig h t la st  n igh t till a little  a fter  eleven , an d  th e  
d rive b a c k  to o k  m e  a b o u t an hour.”

“D id  y o u  se e  y o u r m o th e r  or ta lk  to  h er a fte r  yo u  g o t  h o m e ?” 
“N o. Sh e  h as a h eart co n d itio n  an d  sh e ’s  u su ally  in b e d  b y  ten  

o ’clock . I m ean  ‘w as.’ W hen  I c am e  in la te  I d id n ’t  b o th e r  her.” 
“W h en  w as th e  la st tim e  y o u  saw  h er a liv e?”
"W h en  I le ft  la st  n ight, r igh t a fter  dinner. S a y  seven , m ay b e  a 

q u arte r  till.”
“D id  sh e  se e m  all righ t to  y o u  th e n ?”
“A s w e ll as ever. S h e  ate  a go o d  d in n er an d  sh e  w as d o in g  th e  

d ish es w h en  I le ft .”
“W as sh e  a lon e  in th e  h o u se  w h en  y o u  le ft? ”
“Su re .”
“W h en  yo u  g o t  h o m e  d id  yo u  n otice  an yth in g u n u su a l in  th e  

h o u se ?  A n y th in g  o u t  o f  p lace , o r  sign s th a t  so m e b o d y  h ad  b e e n  in 
th e  h o u se , an yth in g d a m a g e d ?”

“N o .”
“D id  y o u  h ear an yth in g du rin g  th e  n igh t?”
“L ik e  I to ld  th o se  param ed ics, 1 h eard  a  c o u p le  th u m p s th e re  on 

th e  sta irs a ro u n d  fo u r  th is  m orn ing. I th o u g h t so m e b o d y  m igh t 
h ave  b ro k en  in, an d  sin ce  m y  m o th e r ’s b e d ro o m  is on  th e  gro u n d  
flo o r— ”

“H av e  yo u  h a d  b reak-in s b e fo re ?”
“N o, b u t  i t ’s on ly  a m a tte r  o f  tim e. T h e r e ’s  a w o o d s b a c k  o f  u s 

h ere  w h ere  a b u n ch  o f  b u m s h an g  o u t m o st  o f  th e  year. T h ey  live 
in  sh e lters  m ad e  o u t  o f  stick s an d  ca rd b o ard  an d  p la stic  sh eeting . 
T h e y  b u ild  fire s w ith  an yth in g th a t  w ill b u rn  an d  so m e tim e s th e  
sm o k e  ge ts p re tty  tox ic . M o st  n igh ts w e  can  h ear th e m  o u t th ere  
raisin g C ain , d ru n k  o r  h igh  on  d ru gs— ”

“H av e  y o u  c o m p la in ed  to  P u b lic  S a fe ty ? ”
“N u m e ro u s  tim es. A n d  th e y ’ve  run  th e m  o u t o f  th ere  an d  

k n o ck ed  d o w n  th e ir  sh e lters n u m ero u s tim es. B u t th ey  alw ays 
co m e  b a c k .”

“H av e  y o u  ev er h ad  an y k in d  o f  tro u b le  w ith  th e m ? ”
“N o, ju s t  th e  n o ise  an d  th e  sm oke, an d  th e  fa c t  th a t  w e  d o n ’t  

w an t r iffra ff like  th a t  so  c lo se  to  o u r p rop erty .” E v id en tly  sen sin g  
th a t  th e  con versatio n  h a d  d rifte d  o f f  on  a tan gen t, K en n eb au gh  
fin ish ed  h is acco u n t o f  th e  ev en ts o f  la s t  n igh t. “S o  w e figu red , m e  
an d  th e  p aram ed ics, th a t  sh e  w o k e  u p  du rin g  th e  n igh t w ith  h eart 
p a in  or b rea th in g  tro u b le  an d  w as on  h er w ay  u p  to  ge t m e, b u t  
on ly  go t as fa r  as th e  lan d in g  b e fo re  . .  . b e fo re  sh e  . . . ” H e  se e m e d  
m o m e n tar ily  lo st  in p a in fu l reverie.
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S ta m a ty  re su m e d  con tro l o f  th e  con versatio n . “T h e re  h ave b een  
so m e  n ew  d e v e lo p m e n ts  sin ce  th e  fu n era l d irec to r p ick ed  u p  yo u r 
m o th e r ’s b o d y  th is m orn ing . A n  e x am in atio n  sh o w ed  th a t sh e 
d ie d  o f  a gu n sh o t w o u n d  to  th e  h eart.”

A fte r  a m o m e n t o f  stu n n ed  silence, K en n ebaugh  co v ered  h is face  
w ith  his b ig  c lu m sy  h an ds an d  rock ed  b ack  an d  fo rth  m o an in g  like 
a ch ild  w ith  a too th ach e . “O h , no. O h , no. O h , th a t c an ’t  be."

“I ’m  afraid  i t ’s true, sir. A re  th ere  any firearm s in th e  h o u se ? ”
“L o rd , n o !”
“C o u ld  y o u  sh o w  u s w h ere  yo u  fo u n d  y o u r  m o th er  la st  n igh t?”
K en n eb au gh  ro lled  o u t  o f  h is ch air an d  le d  th em  to  th e  fo o t  o f  

th e  stairs. “R igh t th ere  on  th e  landing. I ’m  afraid  th a t ligh t is 
b u rn e d  o u t.”

It figures, th o u g h t A u b u rn , th a t a gu y  w h o  m a d e  h is liv ing b y  
rep lac in g  b u m t-o u t  ligh t b u lb s  w o u ld  p u t  o f f  rep lac in g  th e  on es 
in his ow n  h o u se  indefinitely .

A u b u rn ’s  fla sh ligh t b e a m  p ick ed  u p  a few  d rib b les o f  d ried  
b lo o d  on th e  ta tte re d  sta ir  runner. “I th in k  y o u  sa id  y o u r m o th e r ’s 
b e d ro o m  is on  th e  lo w er level. H av e  yo u  b een  in  th ere  sin ce  yo u  
fo u n d  h er on  th e  sta irs?”

“W ell, no, ac tu a lly  I h a v en ’t .”
“I th in k  w e ’d  b e tte r  tak e a look . W e’ll a sk  you n o t to  to u c h  an y

thing^— th at in c lu d es ligh t sw itch es, d o o rk n o b s . . .”
K en n eb au gh  p re c e d e d  th e m  th ro u g h  a d im  h allw ay to  a groun d- 

flo o r  b ed ro o m . A u bu rn  u se d  th e  b u tt  o f  h is fla sh ligh t to  sw itch  on  
th e  ceilin g  light. H e  h ad  a lread y  seen  th e  te n an t o f  th is ro o m  in 
dea th . T o  th e  im p ressio n s h e h ad  fo rm e d  a b o u t h er th en , h e  b egan  
to  ad d  in feren ces ab o u t h er in  life.

T h e  d eco r  in  th e  b e d ro o m  w as sp artan , th e  b e d ste a d  an d  m a tc h 
ing b u re a u  an d  van ity  ta b le  sta in ed  an d  scratch ed . T h e  T V  in th e  
c o m e r  h a d  rab b it-ears an ten n ae  an d  a screen  th e  size  o f  o n e  o f  th e  
p a p e rb a c k  ro m an ces th a t lay  sca tte re d  a ro u n d  th e  ro o m  like  toys 
in  a nursery.

T h e  b e d c lo th e s  tra iled  in  a  w ild  tan g le  fro m  th e  b e d  halfw ay  
across th e  floor.

A u b u rn  re s is te d  th e  te m p ta t io n  to  stra igh ten  th e m  o u t  in 
sea rch  o f  b lo o d s ta in s  o r  a b u lle t  h o le  b e fo re  th e  scen e  h a d  b e e n  
p h o to g ra p h e d .

M o re  strik in g th an  th e  sta te  o f  th e  b e d c lo th e s  w as th e  fa c t  th a t 
an air con d itio n in g  u n it h ad  b een  sh o v ed  o u t  o f  its  p o sit io n  on  th e  
sill o f  o n e  o f  th e  tw o  w in d o w s an d  n o w  lay  on  th e  flo o r  b e tw ee n  
th e  b e d  an d  th e  w all. T o m  p ie ce s  o f  w e a th er  str ip p in g  an d  ad h e
siv e  still ad h ered  to  b o th  th e  air co n d itio n er an d  th e  sash  w indow , 
w h ich  h a d  b een  draw n d o w n  n early  sh ut.
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K en n eb au gh  sto o d  in th e  doorw ay, starin g  an d  im m obile .
“I know  th is  is h ard  fo r  yo u , sir,” sa id  A u b u rn , “b u t  p lea se  lo o k  

a ro u n d  h ere  an d  se e  i f  an yth in g se e m s to  b e  m issing. R em em b er, 
d o n ’t  to u ch  anyth ing.”

W ith o u t sh iftin g  h is p o sitio n , K en n eb au gh  p o in te d  to  an  old- 
fa sh io n e d  b u t  o p u len t je w e l case  a to p  th e  b u rea u . It sa t  sligh tly  
askew , w ith  tw o  o f  its d raw ers partia lly  p u lle d  ou t. “C h e ck  th a t ,” 
h e  sa id . “M y  m o th er  h ad  lo ts  o f  an tiq u e  jew e lry  th a t sh e  w o u ld n ’t  
ev er sell, even  th o u g h  sh e  n ever w o re  it .”

N o t  a sin gle  p ie ce  o f  jew e lry  w as to  b e  fo u n d  in th e  case.
“W as th e  jew elry  in su re d ?”
“I d o n ’t  th in k  so."
“Is th ere  any ch an ce  y o u r m o th er  w o u ld  h ave  h a d  a list  o r  a 

d escrip tio n  o f  th e  p ie ce s  th a t  are  m iss in g ?”
K en n eb au gh  w as sh ak in g h is h ead , w ith  h an d s sp re a d  w ide, in 

an  a ttitu d e  o f  u tte r  he lp lessn ess.
“W e n eed  to  lo o k  th ro u g h  th e  re st  o f  th e  h o u se ,” A u b u rn  to ld  

h im . “W e k n ow  a p p ro x im a te ly  w h at t im e  yo u r m o th e r  d ied , b u t  
w e  d o n ’t  k n o w  w h en  sh e w as sh ot. S in ce  y o u  d id n ’t  h ear th e  shot, 
th e  b u rg lar  m u st  h ave b e e n  h ere  b e fo re  y o u  cam e  h o m e  la s t  n ight. 
In th a t  case, h e  m ay  h ave c lean ed  o u t  o th er  ro o m s.”

T h e  m ed ic in e  cab in e t in  th e  d o w n sta irs  b a th ro o m  con ta in ed  
th ree  k in ds o f  h e art  p ills  p re sc r ib ed  fo r  Iris K en n eb au gh .

“D o  y o u  m in d  i f  I tak e  th e se  a lon g  w ith  m e ? ” a sk ed  Stam aty . 
“Ju s t  as a b a c k  ch eck  on  th e  lab o ra to ry  findings."

“Is th a t  ro u tin e ?” a sk ed  K en n eb au gh , seem in g ly  re lu c tan t to  let 
th e  m ed ic in e  o u t  o f  h is p o ssess io n .

S tam aty  n o d d e d  suavely. “I ’ll g ive y o u  a re c e ip t fo r  th em . O r  i f  
y o u  prefer, I can  ju s t  co p y  th e  la b e ls  . . . ”

“N o, th a t ’s  all righ t. T h e y  c a n ’t  d o  h er any go o d  now .”
T h e re  w as n oth in g  m u ch  in th e  d in in g ro o m  e x c e p t  d u st  an d  

d isu se d  fu rn itu re . T h e  fix tu re s  an d  cab in etry  in th e  k itch en  an d  
p an try  at th e  b ack  w e re  like  so m eth in g  o u t  o f  a m u se u m . T h e  
u p sta irs  o f  th e  h o u se  m a tc h e d  th e  d o w n sta irs  in its gen eral air o f  
d ilap id atio n  an d  d ecay — d isco lo re d  w allpaper, c rack ed  plaster, 
an cien t fu rn iture . K en n eb au gh ’s  sp a c io u s b e d ro o m , w h ich  also  
serv ed  as a b u sin e ss  o ffice, w as a s  d iso rd erly  as a p ig sty  an d  as 
h o m ey  as a too lsh ed .

A u b u rn  p u sh e d  o p en  th e  d o o rs o f  th e  tw o  fro n t b e d ro o m s w ith  
th e  t ip  o f  h is sh o e  to  av o id  to u ch in g  th e  do ork n o bs. O n e  o f  th em , 
like K en n eb au gh ’s b e d ro o m  an d  th e  o n e  dow n stairs, h a d  a w in 
d o w  air con ditioner. B u t  th e  b u re a u s  an d  c lo se ts  in  th e se  ro o m s 
co n ta in ed  on ly  a fe w  artic les o f  w o rn  cloth ing.

W h ile  A u b u rn  an d  S ta m a ty  lin gered  in  th e  u p sta irs  b a th  w ith  its
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fre e -sta n d in g  tub, K en n eb au gh  w en t b a c k  d o w n sta ir s  to  th e  
k itch en , w h ere  th e y  c o u ld  h ear h im  ru n n in g  w a te r  an d  c lan k in g  
p a n s  an d  d ishes.

S ta m a ty  u n stra p p e d  h is cam era  an d  s ta r te d  dow n stairs.
"Y ou  in a hurry, N ic k ?”
“Frankly, I am . B e cau se  in  a b o u t tw o  m in u te s y o u ’re  go in g  to  call 

K estre l o u t h ere  to  co llec t ev iden ce, an d  I w an t to  ge t m y  p ic tu re s 
an d  go  b e fo re  h e b lo w s in an d  starts  co u n tin g  th e  str ip e s in th e  
w allp aper.”

“W ell, co m e  h ere  an d  tak e  a p ic tu re  o f  th is  first.” A u b u rn  led  
h im  in to  th e  le ft  fro n t b e d ro o m , th e  o n e  w ith  an air con d itio n er 
in th e  w indow . S to o p in g , h e  ra ised  th e  lo w er ed g e  o f  th e  d u st ru f
fle  on  th e  b e d  an d  p o in te d  u n d ern eath  to  an irregu lar sc rap  o f  
n ew sp aper. “W ith  a c lo se -u p  se ttin g .”

“W h at am  I reco rd in g  fo r  p o ster ity ?  B lo o d  sta in s?”
“T ake an o th er look. T h o se  h ead lin es a b o u t w e lfare  c u ts  an d  th e 

te a c h e rs ’ strike  w ere  in  ye sterd ay  m o rn in g ’s pap er.”
A fte rw a rd  th ey  u se d  th e ir  fla sh ligh ts to  in sp e c t th e  d o w n sta irs 

b e d ro o m  w in d o w  fro m  th e  ou tsid e . A  sto n e  w alk  ran  a lon g th e  
fo u n d atio n  o f  th e  h o u se  here, w ith  on ly  a th ree- o r four-inch  gap  
w h ere  early  sp rin g  w e e d s h a d  a lread y  e stab lish ed  a fo o th o ld . T h ey  
fo u n d  no m ark s on  th e  gro u n d  an d  no c lear  ev id en ce  o f  to o l d a m 
age to  th e  w in d o w  fram e.

S ta m a ty  sh o t sev eral fla sh  p ic tu re s  an d  b u stle d  o f f  th ro u g h  th e  
d ark  to  h is car as i f  h e  d read ed  even  a p a ssin g  en co u n ter  w ith  
K estre l in th e  p ark in g  lo t. A u b u rn  w en t b a c k  in side  to  h e lp  
K en n eb au gh  lo o k  fo r  a list  o f  th e  m iss in g  jew elry. H is c h ie f  m otiv e  
fo r  h an g in g  aro u n d  un til K estre l arrived  w as to  m ak e  su re  
K en n eb au gh  d id n ’t  s ta rt w an derin g  aro u n d  h is m o th e r ’s  ro o m  
to u ch in g  things, m ov in g  th e m  o u t o f  p lace , an d  leav in g trace s o f  
h is ow n  p re se n ce  fo r  th e  ev id en ce  tech n ic ian  to  fin d  an d  sp in  in to  
on e o f  h is d ev io u s an d  im p ro b ab le  th eories.

A u bu rn  le ft as soon  as K estrel arrived. D urin g th e  long drive 
h o m e he p h o n ed  h ead q u arters to  req u est th at R ecords in itiate  full 
b ackgro u n d  p ro b es in th e  m orn ing on  Iris K enn ebaugh  an d  her son.

A fte r  m orn in g  re p o rt  th e  n e x t  day, A u b u rn  sa t  d o w n  w ith  
L ie u te n a n t H o w ell D un bar, c h ie f  o f  w h at th e  lieu ten an t h im se lf  
liked  to  call th e  D e p a r tm e n t o f  U n p la n n ed  G ivin g. L ik e  A u bu rn , 
h e  w as A fr ican  A m erican , b u t  th e  tw o  h ad  n ever b e c o m e  close. A  
re tired  arm y  officer, D u n b a r  w as a stick ler  fo r  p ro to co l an d  a 
w alk in g m o n u m e n t to  th e  m ilitary  adage, R an k  H as Its Privileges.

"A n oth er h u n tin g  acc id en t,” h e  gro w led  in  his gravelly  bass. 
D u n b a r  d e ligh ted  in b a fflin g  p eo p le .

A u b u rn  ey ed  h im  inquiringly. “H u n tin g  acc id en t as in  . . . ?”
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“T h e  k iller w as h u n tin g  fo r  so m eth in g  to  lift ,” ex p la in e d  
D un bar, “an d  th e  v ictim  w o k e  u p  b y  acciden t. D o e s  th e  n am e 
D a v id  D ak in  m ean  an yth in g to  y o u ?”

“H e  w as a carp en ter— ”
“R o o fin g  an d  sid in g  contractor. R e m e m b e r  his M .O .? ”
“P ush ing air co n d itio n ers o u t  o f  first-flo o r w in dow s. T ill th e  

t im e  a  n e igh b o r saw  h im  at it an d  ca lled  P ub lic  Safety .”
“W h y  isn ’t  th is h im ?”
A u b u rn  th o u g h t b rie fly  an d  co u n te d  o f f  th e  reaso n s on  h is fin 

gers. “First, b e c a u se  he alw ays w o rk ed  d u rin g  th e  day tim e. Seco n d , 
b e c a u se  h e  n ever carried  a firearm  a s fa r  as w e  know . A n d  th ird , 
b e c a u se  h e ’s b e e n  stay in g  a t  th e  L o se rs ’ H o te l a t  B atesv ille  fo r  th e  
p a s t  th ree  or fo u r  years.”

“W as. T h e  p aro le  b o a rd  ev ic ted  h im  less th an  a m o n th  ago. 
So m eth in g  ab o u t n eed in g  h is ce ll fo r  a c ro o k ed  cop. W hy d o n ’t  
y o u  ge t D a k in ’s cu rren t ad d re ss fro m  D o rm e y e r  an d  p a y  h im  a 
ca ll?” L ieu ten a n t D u n b a r  h ad  a trick y  w ay  o f  say in g “W h y d o n ’t  
y o u ? ” so  as to  m ak e  it  so u n d  ex ac tly  like "I w an t y o u  to .”

A n  o b itu a ry  n o tic e  in  th e  m o rn in g  p a p e r  in d ic a te d  th a t  Iris 
K en n eb au g h  w as to  b e  c re m a te d  th e  fo llo w in g  d ay  a fte r  a se rv ice  
a t  th e  fu n e ra l parlor. T h e  p a p e r  w as m ak in g  th e  u su a l so c ia l cri
sis o u t  o f  th e  m u rd e r  an d  b u rg la ry  on  D e n e  H o llo w  R o ad . 
M oreov er, as S tu  B y ron  h a d  p re d ic te d , th ey  h a d  rak ed  u p  th e  
fo rty -y ear-o ld  fa m ily  tra g e d y  an d  draw n  v a g u e  p a ra lle ls  to  th e  
p re se n t  case.

A rth u r  K en n eb au gh , th e  b ro th er  o f  th e  la te  Iris K en n eb au gh ’s 
la te  h u sb a n d  an d  W illy  K en n eb au gh ’s uncle, h a d  an  “em o tio n a lly  
u n stab le ” d au g h ter  n a m e d  G ild a . T h is  b ran ch  o f  th e  fam ily, w h ich  
h a d  b ro a d  real e sta te  an d  m an u fac tu rin g  in terests, co u ld  easily  
a ffo rd  to  h ire  a fu ll- tim e  co m p an io n  to  a c t  as a k e ep er  fo r  th eir 
u n ru ly  daughter.

R ach e l Ferrante, a n ew ly  certified  te ach e r  ju s t  tw o  y ears o ld er 
th an  G ild a , se rv ed  sa tisfac to r ily  as h er co m p an io n  fo r  s ix  m on th s. 
T h e n  sh e  su d d en ly  van ish ed , a lon g  w ith  th e  fam ily  jew e ls  an d  a 
v a st  h o ard  o f  cash , p o ssib ly  o f  d isre p u tab le  origin , w h ich  A rth u r  
h a d  k e p t  in  a sa fe  at h om e. R ach e l le ft  A rth u r  K en n eb au gh  an d  his 
w ife  sh o t to  d ea th  w ith  o n e  o f  A r th u r ’s  h u n tin g  rifles, an d  G ild a  
se m ico m a to se  fro m  a sev ere  b lu n t h ead  w o u n d . G ild a ’s u n d erly 
ing m en ta l trou b le , aggrav ated  b y  th e  sh o ck  o f  th e  experien ce , 
m a d e  it  im p o ssib le  fo r  h er to  g ive a co h eren t acco u n t o f  th e  event.

N e ith e r  R ach e l Ferran te  n or th e  sto len  artic les h ad  ev er b een  
traced . S o m e  b e lie v ed  th a t  sh e  w as an o th er v ic tim  o f  th e  crim e 
rath er th an  its p e rp e tra to r  an d  th a t sh e  h ad  b een  carried  o f f  b y  th e  
th ie v e s  an d  p ro b a b ly  m u rd e re d . B u t later, as e le m e n ts  o f



FIRST COUSIN, TWICE REMOVED 9 7

F erran te ’s lu rid  p a s t  c a m e  to  th e  su rface , th e  m a jo rity  v iew  w as 
th a t  sh e h e rse lf  h a d  b e e n  th e  in stigato r o f  th e  crim e, o r  a t  le a st  a 
w illing  accom plice .

A u b u rn  w as add in g  th e  h igh ligh ts o f  th is  an cien t an d  n o  d o u b t 
irre levan t sag a  to  h is c o m p u te r  file  on  th e  Iris K en n eb au gh  m u r
d er  w h en  M ark  D orm eyer, th e  p aro le  officer, w h o  w o rk ed  o d d  
h o u rs an d  w as o ften  o u t  o f  h is o ffice  fo r  ex ten d ed  perio ds, finally  
re tu rn ed  h is call. B e fo re  con sen tin g  to  reveal D a v id  D a k in ’s cu r
ren t h o m e  address, ph on e, an d  p la ce  o f  em p lo y m en t, D o rm e y e r  
gave A u b u rn  th e  th ird  d egree  a b o u t h is in te re st in th is  paro lee .

D ak in  w as w ork in g  as a w a reh o u sem an  a t  a  w h o lesa le  b u ild in g  
su p p ly  com pan y. E ven  th o u g h  th e  m an ag e m e n t o f  th e  co m p an y  
k n ew  o f  h is crim in al record , A u b u rn  d e c id e d  to  w ait un til D ak in  
g o t  h o m e  fro m  w ork, sin ce  th e ir  in terv iew  m ig h t w ell cu lm in ate  
in  an arrest.

W h en  h e re tu rn ed  to  h is o ffice  a fter  lun ch , h e  fo u n d  p re lim i
n ary  re su lts  o f  co n fid en tia l b ack g ro u n d  p ro b e s on  Iris a n d  W illy  
K en n eb au gh . B y  co lla tin g  th e se  w ith  in fo rm atio n  in  Iris’s o b itu ary  
an d  draw in g so m e  o b v io u s in feren ces, h e  p u t  to g e th er  an o u tlin e  
ch ron o logy  o f  th e  fam ily  history.

Iris h a d  w o rk ed  as a  sten o g rap h er  a t  a p a in t  fac to ry  b e fo re  her 
m arriage  an d  fo r  so m e  years afterw ard , ev iden tly  un til W illy  w as 
b o m . H er  la te  h u sb an d  G era ld , W illy ’s  father, h ad  o w n e d  an d  
m an aged  a su cce ssfu l e lectrica l con tractin g  firm , w h ich  h ad  
p a sse d  to  W illy  on  h is fa th e r ’s d ea th  a t  age  fifty-four. P erhaps 
W illy  h a d n ’t  in h erited  h is fa th e r ’s  b u sin e ss  acu m en ; m ay b e  h e ju s t  
w a sn ’t  a very  g o o d  e lectric ian . In any even t, th e  b u sin e ss  h a d  b een  
go in g dow n hill fo r  th e  p a s t  e ig h t years, an d  th e  fa m ily  fin an ces 
w ere  n o w  ex ceed in g ly  shaky.

D av id  D ak in , recen tly  p aro le d  a fte r  serv in g  p art  o f  a p riso n  term  
fo r  a d ay tim e  b u rg lary  o f  u n ten an ted  p rem ises, w as liv in g in  a 
th ree-ro o m  ap artm en t on  C h a rle sto n  Pike. For v ario u s reasons, 
in clu d in g  th e  u n savo rin ess o f  th e  n e igh b o rh o o d , A u b u rn  d ec id ed  
to  tak e  a lon g  a u n ifo rm ed  co lleagu e . T o  p u t  it  m o re  accurately , 
P atro lm an  D ollin ger, at th e  w h ee l o f  a cruiser, to o k  A u b u rn  alon g 
as a passenger.

D ak in  c am e  to  th e  d o o r  ch ew in g  a su b stan tia l p o rtio n  o f  w h at
ev er h e  w as h av in g fo r  dinner. H e  w as a co lo ssa l m an  w ith  a  b a ld  
p a te  an d  d e e p -se t  ey es like  a gorilla . I f  p riso n  fare  h ad  tak en  any 
in ch es o f f  h is w aistline, h e  w as lo sin g  n o  t im e  in  p u ttin g  th e m  
b ack  on.

A u b u rn  sh o w e d  id e n tifica tio n . “M r. D ak in ?  S e rg e a n t A u bu rn  
w ith  P u b lic  Safety . G o o d  to  h ave  y o u  b a c k  am o n g  u s." A u b u rn  
w as h a b itu a lly  c o u r te o u s  w ith  m ale fac to rs, e x c e p t  n ow  an d  th en
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in  th e  h e a t o f  b attle . “I h o p e  y o u ’re g e ttin g  th in gs b a c k  to g e th e r  
aga in .”

"Trying to. C o m e  on in .” D ak in  sw allow ed  h is fo o d  an d  g lan ced  
in th e  d irection  o f  th e  k itch en e tte  as i f  w o n d erin g  h ow  lo n g  it 
w o u ld  b e  b e fo re  h is n e x t  m o u th fu l. H e  w ip e d  his h an d  on  his 
sh irt an d  sh o o k  h an d s w ith  b o th  o f  th em . L ik e  m an y  b ig  m en , he 
h a d  a grip  as gen tle  as a w o m a n ’s. “A re  y o u  ch eck in g u p  on  m e ? ” 
H e  w as ta lk in g  to  A u b u rn  b u t  look in g at D o llin ger ’s u n iform .

“N o t  exactly . I ’ll leave  th a t ijp  to  S e rg e an t D orm eyer. I ju s t  w o n 
d ered  w h ere  y o u  w ere  T u esd ay  n igh t.”

T h e  ap artm e n t w as sm all an d  sp arse ly  fu rn ish ed , w ith  ca rd 
b o a rd  b o x e s  stack e d  in o d d  corn ers an d  an  ov erp o w erin g  a tm o 
sp h ere  o f  carry o u t ch icken  an d  fries.

“T h is  p a s t  T u e sd ay ?”
“Yes, sir.”
“I w as at m y  b ro th er 's  u p  till a b o u t m idn igh t. S it  dow n , b o th  o f  

y o u .” H e  c leared  th in gs o f f  th e  w o rn  so fa , b u t  A u b u rn  and 
D o llin ger  rem ain ed  stan d in g. D o llin ger  a lso  rem ain ed  silen t 
th ro u g h o u t th e  interview , p o ssib ly  d istrac ted  b y  th e  p ervasive  
a ro m a o f  fo o d .

“W h ere  d o es y o u r b ro th er  liv e?”
“A t  3 5 7  R u sh m o re  A venue. R on  an d  B lair h ad  m e  o v er fo r  d in 

n er an d  a fter  th a t w e  se t  aro u n d  an d  h ad  a  few, y o u  know, an d  
p lay e d  so m e  card s.”

“B lair  is y o u r sister-in -law ?”
“Yes. W ell, th ey  a in ’t  e x ac tly  m arried .”
“W h at t im e  d id  y o u  ge t th e re ?”
“I d ro ve  th ere  fro m  w ork. I w as p ro b ab ly  a t  R o n ’s b y  ab o u t 

tw en ty  a fter  five. W h a t ’s th e  b e e f? ”
"A nd you  w ere  th ere  u ntil m id n ig h t o r  so ? ”
"Yes, sir, a t  least. A n d  R on  an d  B lair w ill b a c k  m e  u p  on  th a t  on e 

h u n d red  p ercen t.”
“Is R o n ’s la s t  n am e  th e  sam e  as y o u rs?”
“Su re .”
“W h ere  d o e s  he w o rk ?”
"A dvance D ry  C lea n ers o u t  on  Pearl.”
“M in d  i f  w e  lo o k  aro u n d  h e re ?” A u b u rn ’s ap p lica tio n  fo r  a 

search  w arran t h ad  b een  d en ied  on  th e  gro u n d s th a t  h e  lack ed  
p ro b a b le  cause . “Y o u ’re  w ith in  y o u r righ ts to  say  no. Y o u ’re  n ot 
u n d er  arrest, y o u ’re  n ot ch arged  w ith  any crim e, an d  I d o n ’t  h ave 
a w arran t to  sea rch .”

“Su re , y o u  can  lo o k  arou n d . T h ere  a in ’t  n o th in g  to  see  b u t  a lo t 
o f  m ess .”

H e  w as ab so lu te ly  righ t ab o u t th at.
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A fte r  leav in g D ak in , A u b u rn  an d  D o llin ger  d ro v e  to  R on  
D a k in ’s p la ce  on  R u sh m o re . H e  w as a m o re  c o m p a c t  an d  re fin ed  
version  o f  D av id . H e  co n firm ed  h is b ro th e r 's  alibi in  ev ery  p a rt ic 
ular. H is frien d  B lair D a m ic o  w o rk ed  till n ine on T h u rsd ay s a t  a 
p a rty  su p p ly  sto re  u p  th e  street. A u b u rn  an d  D o llin ger  v isited  her 
there, an d  as so on  as sh e  g o t  o v er h er pan ic  a tta ck  or h y sterics or 
w h atev e r  it w as th a t th e  sigh t o f  D o llin g e r ’s u n ifo rm  h a d  b ro u gh t 
on, sh e  to o  co n firm ed  D av id  D a k in ’s a lib i fo r  T u esd ay  evening.

N e x t  m orn in g , th e  d ay  a p p o in te d  fo r  th e  c rem atio n , A u b u rn  
v erified  b y  p h o n e  th a t D ak in  h ad  b een  at w o rk  u n til five  on  
Tuesday , as sch ed u led , at th e  w are h o u se  w h ere  h e  w as em p lo y ed .

B e fo re  ten  o ’c lo ck  h e m e t b rie fly  w ith  h is supervisor, L ieu ten an t 
Savage, to  d iscu ss th e  case. T h e  m ark in gs on  th e  .3 2 -ca lib er slug  
rem o v ed  fro m  th e  b o d y  d id n ’t  m atch  any se t  o f  m ark in gs on  file. 
K estre l’s in vestigation s at th e  K en n eb au gh  resid en ce  h a d  y ie lded  
th e  u su a l b litz  o f  tech n ica l in form ation , m o st  or all o f  it seem in gly  
u se le ss  as crim in al ev idence. R on  D ak in  an d  B lair D a m ic o  h ad  
sn ow -w h ite  backgrou n d s, m ak in g  it  un likely  th at th ey  h ad  co llab 
o ra ted  w ith  D av id  in th e  robbery  an d  m u rd er or w ere  su p p ly in g  
h im  w ith  a fa lse  alibi.

“K en n eb au gh  m en tio n ed  a h o b o  c a m p  w ith in  earsh o t o f  th e ir  
h o u se ,” sa id  A u bu rn . "I ch eck ed  on  th a t w ith  Fou rth  D istr ic t  th is 
m orn ing. T h e r e ’s a w o o d s d o w n  b eh in d  D e n e  H o llo w  R o ad  an d  a 
cu lv ert w ith  a sto rm  sew er run n in g th ro u g h  it  w h ere  tra m p s hang 
o u t  du rin g  th e  w arm er w eather. T h e  n eigh bors, in clu d in g  th e  
K en n ebau gh s, h ave  b e e n  com p la in in g  fo r  years a b o u t th e  n o ise  
d o w n  th ere  an d  th e  sm ell o f  b u rn in g  trash . F ou rth  D istr ic t  runs 
th e m  ou t, th e y  co m e  b a c k .”

Sav age  ta p p e d  th e  file  ly ing o p en  on  h is desk . “O n e  or tw o  o f  
th o se  tra m p s co u ld  h ave p u lle d  th is o ff,” he co n ced ed . “B u t i f  th ey  
d id , th e y ’re lon g gon e .”

“I still th in k  it ’d  b e  w o rth  ch eck in g  d o w n  there, m ay b e  look in g 
fo r  th e  w e ap o n .”

“M y stars, Cy, i f  I sen t K estre l to  a p la c e  like th a t to  ga th er ev i
d en ce  it w o u ld  b e  like  sen d in g  an  arch aeo lo g ist to  d ig  at 
G e tty sb u rg  or B u n ker H ill w ith  a so u p  sp o o n . W e w o u ld n ’t  see  
h im  fo r  tw o  m on th s. A n d  i f  y o u ’re  th in k in g o f  q u estio n in g  any 
b im b o s  y o u  h a p p en  to  fin d  dow n  there, fo rg e t it. T h e y  d id n ’t  see  
n o th in ’, d id n ’t  h ear n o th in ’, d o n ’t  k n o w  n o th in ’ .”

“T h ey  w o n ’t  ta lk  to  a cop ,” ag reed  A u b u rn . “I w as th in k in g  o f  
p u ttin g  on  so m e  o ld  c lo th es, m essin g  u p  m y  hair, sh u fflin g  a lon g 
o u t  o f  th e  w o o d s aro u n d  su n d o w n  . . .”

“A ll b y  y o u rse lf?”
“I th in k  th a t  w o u ld  w o rk  better, d o n ’t  y o u ?”
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Sav age  p e e re d  a t  h im  fo r a long m o m en t. “ Probably ,” h e  sa id  at 
last. “B u t i f  I w ere  you , I ’d  sh u ffle  o u t o f  th o se  w o o d s righ t after 
lu n ch  an d  n o t w ait till dark. A n d , C y — th is is y o u r idea , n o t m ine. 
D o n 't  co m e  cry ing to  m e  i f  y o u  ge t b lo w n  aw ay w ith  th a t  .3 2 .”

A u bu rn  le ft his car in th e  park ing lo t o f  an ab an don ed  church  
ab o u t a m ile  fro m  th e  h o b o  jungle, locking his b ad ge  an d  his service 
revo lver in th e  trunk. T h e  cap  he w as w earing h ad  a v isor th at 
lo ok ed  like th e  m u d flap  o f  a .garbage tru ck  and his sh irt h ad  b egu n  
life  as a p a ja m a  to p  design ed  w ith  th e  free-sp irited  ado lescen t in 
m in d. T h e  last tim e  h e ’d  w orn  th e  p air o f  L e v i’s he h ad  on  w as 
w h en  h e ’d  h e lp ed  his brother-in-law  clean  o u t a b asem en t. To 
en han ce th e  e ffec t o f  their liberal em b ellish m en t o f  rust, soot, and 
paint, he h ad  rep laced  th e  b e lt  w ith  a length  o f  co tton  clothesline.

T h e  lo w e rin g  sky, w ith  its th re a t  o f  a d o w n p o u r, h e ld  n o  te r 
rors fo r  C y ru s  A u b u rn . H is  fath er, w h o  h a d  w o rk e d  fo r  d e c a d e s  
as a  m a so n  in  all so rts  o f  w eath er, h ad  im p re sse d  u p o n  h im  early  
in  life  th e  p r in c ip le  th a t  u m b re lla s  are  fo r  th e  e ffe m in a te  an d  th e  
e ffe te . B u t w ith o u t a  su n  to  g u id e  h im , h e  h a d  to  n av ig a te  b y  
d e a d  reckon in g.

A t  first h e  fo llow ed  a rural road  th at w o u n d  and d o u b led  am ong 
rocky rises an d  w eed y  low lands. Finally leaving th e  road , h e  struck  
o f f  across a track less w aste  in th e  general d irection  o f  his goal. T h e  
lan d  b eh in d  th e  K enn ebaugh  p ro p erty  s lo p ed  gradually  dow n 
tow ard  a th ickly w o o d ed  culvert, at w h ose  b o tto m  an an cient and 
b ad ly  w eath ered  o p en  con crete  channel carried  a v iscous trick le  o f  
tu rb id  water.

In th e  m id st  o f  a sm all c learin g sto o d  o n e  o f  th o se  m y sterio u s 
stru c tu re s th a t  on e o ften  see s n ear m o v in g  w ater— an ugly, w in 
d o w less h o ve l o f  b rick  w ith  a p ad lo ck ed  iron  d o o r  an d  b izarre ly  
sh a p e d  b its  o f  p ip e  ju tt in g  o u t  o f  its to p  an d  sides. By th e  lo o k  o f  
things, m an y  fire s o f  b ru sh w o o d  an d  ru bb ish  h ad  b la z e d  in  th e  lee 
o f  th a t  bu ild in g . B u t to d a y  th e  a sh es w ere  cold .

A m o n g  th e  n earby  trees lay  a tan g le  o f  w ild  h on eysu ckle , so m e  
o f  it  in b lo o m , w ith in  w h ich  A u b u rn  fo u n d  a h a lf  dozen  rou gh  
sh e lters co n stru c ted  o f  b ou gh s, card b o ard , an d  p lastic  sh eeting. 
D e sp ite  sign s o f  recen t h u m an  tenancy, th e  on ly  liv ing c rea tu res 
h e  en co u n tered  th ere  w ere  b ird s an d  sq u irre ls fo ragin g b en eath  
th e  d ism al sky.

W h at h ad  h e  b een  th in k in g w h en  h e p lan n ed  to  co m e  h ere  at 
n igh t? H e  co u ld  h ard ly  see  an yth in g a t  tw o  o ’c lo ck  in th e  a fte r
n oon , a t  le a st  today. P ick ing u p  a yard -lon g  sc rap  o f  ru sty  iron , he 
s ta r te d  po k in g  am o n g  th e  h e ap s o f  garb age  an d  d eb ris th a t  lay 
ev eryw h ere aro u n d  h im .
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H e  fo u n d  n o  c ach e  o f  illic it drugs, n o  sto len  jew els, n o  d ism e m 
b e re d  corpses. Ju s t  a very o ld  .3 2  ca lib er  Sm ith  an d  W esson  
revo lv er w ith  on e ro u n d  fired .

T h e  rain  s ta r te d  ju s t  as he w as try ing to  d ec id e  on  th e  sh o rte st 
ro u te  b a c k  to  h is car.

It w as la te  in  th e  a ftern o o n  w h en , h is h a ir still dam p , h e  
re tu rn ed  a call fro m  th e  co ro n er ’s o ffice.

“H av e  y o u  g o t  an yth in g so  far on  th is  K en n eb au gh  h o m ic id e ?” 
a sk ed  Stam aty .

A u b u rn  to ld  h im  a b o u t fin d in g th e  revolver. "A n yth in g n ew  a t 
y o u r e n d ?”

“O h , yes. T h e  p lo t  sickens. T h e  p re lim in ary  b lo o d  te sts  sh o w ed  
u p  a m a jo r  d iscrepancy . T h e r e ’s n o  trace  o f  th e  h eart m ed ic in es 
sh e  w as su p p o se d  to  b e  tak ing. B u t th ere  are  ex ac tly  sev en  m o re  
p ills  m issin g  fro m  each  b o tt le  th an  th ere  w o u ld  h ave  b een  i f  sh e ’d  
b een  tak in g  th e m  on  sch e d u le  sin ce  th e  d ay  th e  p rescr ip tio n s 
w ere  fille d .”

“W ell, th an k  yo u  very m u ch .” A u b u rn  p o n d e re d  in silen ce  fo r  a 
w hile. “D o  y o u  th in k  it  w as th e  so n ? T ried  to  po lish  h er o f f  b y  ju g 
glin g h er m ed icin es, an d  w h en  th a t d id n ’t  w o rk  he s lip p e d  h er a 
d o se  o f  le a d ?”

“A n d  fak ed  th e  break-in  and d itch e d  th e  p ie ce  d o w n  w h ere  th e  
vagran ts ga th er to  m ak e  m erry? It su re  lo ok s th a t  way, d o e sn ’t  it? ”

A u b u rn  g u e s se d  c o rrec tly  th a t  th e  rain  w o u ld  d is su a d e  S tu  
B yron  fro m  tak in g  h is ev en in g  c o n stitu tio n a l. B y ron  an sw ered  
h is call an d  a c c e d e d  e n th u sia stic a lly  to  A u b u rn ’s p le a  fo r  fu r th e r  
in fo rm a tio n  a b o u t  th e  K en n eb au gh s. In fa c t , p e rh a p s  scen tin g  
se n sa tio n a l d e v e lo p m e n ts , h e  even  o ffe re d  to  c o m e  to  h e a d 
q u a rte rs  to  d iscu ss  th e m  a s h e  h ad  d o n e  d u rin g  h is  y e ars as a 
n e w sp a p e r  repo rter. A u b u rn  a ssu re d  h im  a te le p h o n e  in terv iew  
w o u ld  su ffice .

“I ju s t  w an ted  to  ask  y o u  ab o u t so m eth in g  you  sa id  th e  o th er 
n ight. Y ou  saw  M rs. K en n eb au gh  w orkin g in th e  gard en  a fe w  days 
b a c k ?”

"C o rre c t. T h e  day  sh e  d ied , in fa c t .”
“W ou ld  y o u  say  sh e  w as a p re tty  active, h ea lth y  ty p e  o f  p e rso n ?”
“Sure, con siderin g  h er age. S h e  co u ld  h an d le  a  sp a d e  w ith  th e  

b e st  o f  th em . A n d  sh e  d id  all th e  sh o p p in g — gro cerie s an d  so  
fo rth . T h a t  o ld  b o m b  sh e  d ro v e  h as a crack ed  m uffler, an d  w e ’d  
h ear h er go in g by, fly in g low, ab o u t fo u r  o r  five t im es a w e ek .”

A u b u rn  s le p t on  th a t  b u t  fo u n d  in  th e  m o rn in g  th a t h e  w as no 
w iser th an  h e ’d  b een  th e  n igh t b efo re . W h ile  h e  slep t, th e  jo u r 
n alists h ad  b een  busy. A lth o u gh  h is fin d in g  o f  th e  revo lver h a d n ’t  
y e t leak ed  ou t, th e  m orn in g  p a p e r  h in ted  sin isterly  th a t  th e  break-
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in a t th e  K en n eb au gh s’ m ig h t h ave b een  fak ed . A u b u rn  th o u g h t 
h e  d e te c te d  th e  hand o f  S tu  B yron  in so m e  o f  th e  rac ier passages.

K estre l h ad  fo u n d  no fin gerp rin ts on  th e  revolver. T h e  p ie ce  w as 
very  o ld  an d  its seria l n u m b er c o u ld n 't  b e  traced . T h e  b a llistic s 
re p o rt w as still pen din g. A ro u n d  ten  o ’clock , w h ile  A u b u rn  w as 
sh u fflin g  rep o rts  an d  u sin g  a m agn ify in g  g lass to  b rin g  u p  d eta ils  
in K estre l’s  p h o to grap h s, h is p h o n e  rang.

“Sergean t, th e re ’s  a lady  d o w n  h ere  w h o say s sh e ’s  go tta  ta lk  to  
y o u  A SA P , P D Q , an d  th e  day, b e fo re  yesterd ay .”

A u b u rn  lo o k ed  a t  h is w atch . “H as th is w o m an  go t a n am e, or 
ju s t  in itia ls?”

“S a y s h er n a m e ’s Iris K en n eb au gh .”
W hy, sure, A u b u rn  co m m e n te d  to  h im self. “I ’m  co m in g  dow n ," 

h e  said .
O n e  o f  th e  few  th in gs o f  w h ich  A u b u rn  w as certa in  w h en  h e 

en te re d  th e  w aitin g  area  o f f  th e  m ain  lo b b y  w as th a t  th e  s to u t  
w o m an  stan d in g  b y  th e  co u n ter  w as n ot th e  o n e  w h o se  au to p sy  
h e h ad  a tte n d e d  W edn esd ay  aftern oon . Sh e  w as as ta ll an d  b ro ad , 
an d  i f  age  h a d  p u t  a few  d en ts in  h er fenders, it  h a d n 't  y e t d im m e d  
th e  sh in e in h er h ead ligh ts o r  m a d e  h er fro n t b u m p e r  sag.

“O h , Sergean t] I ’ve  seen  y o u r p ic tu re  in  th e  p a p e r  an d  on  T V .”
“Yes, m a ’a m ?”
“I h ave to  ta lk  to  you righ t away. W illy d o e sn ’t  know  I ’m  here .” 

S h e  h ad  a p p lie d  m ak eu p  sk etch ily  an d  in haste, an d  A u b u rn  su s
p e c te d  h er ligh t ra in co at co n ce a led  a co rresp o n d in g ly  sk etch y  jo b  
o f  dressing. “W e n ever th o u g h t th is  co u ld  tu rn  in to  su ch  a m ess. 
W e n ever d re am e d  th a t sh e ’d  b een  sh o t.”

A u b u rn  sta rte d  fo r  th e  e lev ato r an d  b eck o n e d  h er to  fo llow  
h im . “W h o ’d  b een  sh o t? ”

“M y n iece  G ild a . T h a t ’s w h o se  b o d y  th ey  c re m a te d  yesterday .”
“C o u ld  yo u  sh o w  m e so m e  iden tifica tio n , m a ’am ? Ju s t  rou tin e .”
“A ll I h ave is m y  d riv er ’s licen se .” S h e  h an d ed  h im  th a t as th ey  

ro d e  u p  in th e  elevator. “I le ft  everyth in g e lse  a t  h o m e  so  it w o u ld  
lo o k  like G ild a  w as . . . m e. B u t I n eed ed  th is  fo r  id en tifica tio n , to  
rent an ap artm e n t.”

W h en  th ey  reach ed  A u b u rn ’s o ffice  he c lo sed  th e  door, m ad e  
su re  sh e  w as se a te d  com fortab ly , an d  sw e p t th e  litter o f  p a p e rs  on 
h is d e sk to p  to  on e side. "P lease  start  fro m  th e  b egin n in g ,” h e  said , 
“an d  tak e  all th e  t im e  yo u  n eed ."

“T h e  b eg in n in g  w as a lo n g  tim e  ago— alm o st fifty  years. M y la te  
h u sb an d  G e ra ld  c a m e  from  a very  w ealth y  fam ily  in th e  E ast. 
G e ra ld ’s fa th er b e lie v e d  his son  h ad  m arried  b e lo w  h is station , as 
th ey  u se d  to  say, b e c a u se  I w o rk ed  as a secre tary  an d  m y  fa th er 
w as a  rem o d e lin g  contractor. S o  h e cu t  G e ra ld  o u t  o f  h is w ill an d
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w o u ld n ’t  give u s a p en n y  to  h e lp  u s  ge t started .
“G e ra ld  w as d ra fted  du rin g  th e  K orean  War, an d  a fterw ard  he 

tr ied  to  ge t an en gin eerin g d egree  w ith  h is v e te ran s’ b en efits, b u t  
th a t d id n 't  w o rk  o u t. S o  h e b e c a m e  an e lectric ian  an d  sta rte d  u p  
h is ow n  c o m p an y  w ith  so m e  b o rro w e d  m on ey .”

D e sp ite  h er ag ita tion , Iris K en n eb au gh  im p re sse d  A u b u rn  as a 
d isc ip lin ed  an d  clear-th in king w om an .

"G e ra ld  h ad  a n iece, G ild a , h is b ro th er  A rth u r ’s daughter. I f  yo u  
re ad  y e ste rd a y ’s  paper, yo u  k n ow  a b o u t her. Sh e  w as— I d o n ’t  
k n ow  w h at th e y ’d  call it n ow adays, n o t exactly  re tard ed , b u t  
p ecu lia r— hyperactive , u n m an ageab le , ju s t  p la in  w ild . T h ey  h a d  to  
h ave  so m eb o d y  w ith  h er all th e  t im e  to  k eep  h er fro m  se ttin g  fire 
to  th e  fu rn itu re  or runn ing away. O r  b o th .

“A n d  like it sa id  in  th e  paper, th is gu ard ian , R ach e l Ferrante, h it 
G ild a  o v er th e  h ead — it w as a b o u t tw o  w eek s b e fo re  th e  R o b ert 
K en n edy  a ssassin ation — sh o t b o th  paren ts, an d  ran o f f  w ith  all 
A r th u r ’s  m o n ey  an d  all G ild a ’s m o th e r ’s  jew elry . A fte r  th a t  G ild a  
go t w orse. Brain  dam age . S h e  h ard ly  ta lk ed , an d  sh e ’d  s it  fo r  h o u rs 
starin g  at a flo w er o r  try in g to  w ip e  a su n b ea m  o f f  th e  'floor.

“W ell, G e ra ld  an d  I to o k  h er in  to  live  w ith  us, n o t en tire ly  o u t  
o f  ch arity  o r  fa m ily  feelin g. G e ra ld ’s fa th er w as still liv in g an d  w e  
fig u red  h e ’d  ev en tu ally  c o m e  aro u n d  an d  h e lp  u s  w ith  h er u pk eep , 
m ay b e  even  p u t  G e ra ld  b a c k  in his w ill n ow  th a t  A rth u r  w as dead .

“G ild a  w as n ine y ears o ld er  th an  W illy. T h ere  w as n ever any 
q u estio n  o f  raisin g th e m  to g e th er  as b ro th e r  an d  sister, b u t  G ild a  
alw ays h ad  a q u ie t  ro o m  w ith  h er ow n  T V , an d  g o o d  fo o d , an d  
n ice  co m fo rta b le  c lo th es. B u t w h en  G e ra ld ’s fa th er  d ied , every 
p en n y  o f  h is e sta te  w e n t to  so m e  co u sin s in th e  E ast. W e g o t  n o th 
ing an d  n eith er d id  G ild a .

“B u t b y  th a t t im e  w e ’d  h ad  h er on  o u r  h an d s fo r  years, an d  w e 
c o u ld n ’t  ju s t  th ro w  h er o u t  in th e  street. A fte r  G e ra ld  d ie d  it  go t 
even  h ard er fo r  m e  to  m ak e  en d s m eet, b u t  b y  th a t t im e  W illy  w as 
run n in g th e  b u sin ess, an d  w e d id  th e  b e st  w e cou ld . O n e  d ay  W illy 
sa id  to  m e, ‘M other, i f  G ild a  ever dies, w e ’re go in g to  te ll th e  
u n d ertak er  sh e ’s  you . B e cau se  D a d  in su red  y o u  fo r  a q u arte r  o f  a 
m illion , b u t  w e ’re  n ever go in g  to  ge t a p en n y  o u t  o f  her.’

“I d id n ’t  tak e  h im  serio u sly  a t  first, b u t  th e  m o re  I th o u g h t 
ab o u t it, th e  b e tte r  it so u n d ed . N o b o d y  in th e  n e igh b o rh o o d  
b e s id e s  th e  tw o  o f  u s  ev en  kn ew  G ild a  ex isted . S h e  lo o k ed  m u ch  
o ld er  th an  sh e  w as b e c a u se  sh e  d id n ’t  e a t  righ t or ge t an y exercise . 
T h e  b u sin e ss  w a sn ’t  d o in g  w ell, an d  as W illy  sa id , I w as w orth  
m o re  d e a d  th an  alive.

“S o  w h en  I g o t  h o m e  fro m  m y b rid g e  p arty  T u esd ay  n ight, and  
W illy to ld  m e  G ild a  h a d  d ied — ”
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“W h at t im e  d id  y o u  ge t h o m e ?”
“P rob ab ly  ab o u t ten .”
“Y our son  to ld  y o u  a t  ten  o ’c lo ck  T uesday  even in g th a t  sh e  w as 

d e a d ?”
"Yes. H e  sa id  h e fo u n d  h er ab o u t eigh t-th irty .”
“W h e re?”
“In b ed . A t  lea st h e  th o u g h t sh e w as d ead . A n d  so  d id  I, th o u g h  

I on ly  lo o k e d  a t  h er fro m  th e  doorw ay. O f  co u rse  w e  th o u g h t 
sh e ’d  d ied  a n atu ra l d ea th . W e d id n ’t  tu rn  on  all th e  ligh ts or w e 
w o u ld  h ave seen  th e  d a m a g e  to  th e  w indow .”

“S o  th en  y o u  d ec id ed  to  ex ch an ge  id e n titie s  w ith  G ild a ? ”
“W e h ad  a te rrib le  scram ble , p u ttin g  h er th in gs aw ay in th e  c lo s

e ts  u p sta ir s  an d  m ov in g  all m y  th in gs o u t  o f  m y  b e d ro o m  an d  
dow n  to  hers. T h e n  I c ra m m e d  everyth in g I c o u ld  in  on e b ig  su it
case  an d  W illy  d ro v e  m e  to  W ilm o t, w h ere  I stay e d  ov ern igh t a t  a 
m o te l. T h e  n e x t  d ay  I m o v e d  in to  an  e ffic ien cy  a p a r tm e n t . . . .  O h , 
S e rg ean t, I still h ave a cab  w aitin g o u tsid e  w ith  all m y  th in gs.” 

A u b u rn  sen t a c lerk  o u t  fro n t to  p a y  o f f  th e  cab  d river an d  co l
le c t  M rs. K en n eb au gh ’s luggage.

“T h e  p lan , as I u n d ersta n d  it, w as fo r  y o u r son  to  call th e  u n d er
tak er  W ed n esd ay  m o rn in g  an d  rep o rt th a t y o u  h ad  d ie d  d u rin g  th e  
n igh t?”

“Yes. A n d  to  b e  su re  an d  h ave G ild a  c re m a te d  w ith o u t a v iew 
ing, b e c a u se  n on e o f  m y  fr ien d s c o u ld  m istak e  h er fo r  m e, d e a d  or 
alive. B u t fro m  w h at l h e ard  on  th e  new s, G ild a  o b v io u sly  w a sn ’t  
d e a d  w h en  w e th o u g h t sh e  w as, an d  du rin g  th e  n i g h t . . .  O h , th at 
m u st  h ave b e e n  so  terrib le  fo r  W illy !”

“Y ou  say  y o u  h av en ’t  b e e n  in to u c h  w ith  h im  sin ce  T u e sd ay ?” 
“N o, n o t ev en  to  te ll h im  w h ere  I w as. T h a t  w as w h a t w e  

ag re e d  on , so  th e re  w o u ld n ’t  b e  an y slip -u p s. N o t  fo r  a t  le a st  a 
w e e k .”

“W e ’re  go in g to  h ave to  b rin g  y o u r so n  in fo r  q u estio n in g  th is 
m orn in g , m a ’am . D o e s  he h ave a  cell p h o n e  w h ere  w e can  reach  
h im  i f  h e ’s o u t  on  a jo b ?  O r  w o u ld  h e b e  w ork in g  on  a S a tu rd a y ?” 

“1 can  give y o u  th a t  n um ber. A re  w e go in g to  b e  a rre ste d ?” 
“W e’ll h ave to  ask  yo u  to  stay  aro u n d  until y o u 'v e  sign ed  fo rm al 

sta tem en ts. W e ’ll p ro b ab ly  b e  m ak in g  so m e  crim inal charges. D o  
y o u  h ave a law yer y o u ’v e  w o rk ed  w ith  b e fo re ? ”

W h en  Iris K en n eb au gh  an d  h er su itca se  h ad  b e e n  re lo ca te d  
tem p o rarily  in  an oth er ro o m , A u b u rn  ca lled  Stam aty .

“N ick ,” h e  said, “I ’m  afraid  o f  w h at I ’m  ab o u t to  h ear yo u  say. Is 
th ere  any chan ce you ro lled  a se t  o f  fingerprin ts on Iris K enn ebaugh  
b efo re  sh e w as re leased  to  th e  u n dertaker fo r  c rem atio n ?”

“T h a t ’s routine.”
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T h an k  th e  L o rd  fo r  routines, sa id  A u b u rn  to  h im self, an d  fo r  
p e o p le  w h o stick  to  th em . It w as a th o u g h t h e h a d n ’t  o ften  en te r
ta in ed  in th e  past.

"W h a t’s th e  g ig ?” S ta m a ty  w an ted  to  know.
“T h e  gig, N ick , is th a t Iris K en n eb au gh  is d o w n  th e  hall righ t 

n ow  w ork in g  h er w ay  th rou gh  a lu n ch  tray fro m  th e  can teen .”
“W ou ld  yo u  w an t to  re p e a t  th a t a little  s lo w e r?”

J ^ L r o u n d  tw o  th irty  P.M. tw o  p a tro lm en  to o k  W illy  K en n eb au gh  
in to  cu sto d y  on  a ch arge  o f  illegal d isp o sitio n  o f  h u m an  rem ain s 
w ith  in ten t to  c o m m it frau d . O n ce  h e arrived  a t  h e ad q u arte rs h e  
w asn ’t  p e rm itte d  to  se e  or co m m u n ica te  w ith  his m other. N early  
five h o u rs p a sse d  b e fo re  A u b u rn  w as read y  to  m e e t  w ith  h im . 
D u rin g  th a t in terval b o th  d e ta in ee s w ere  tre a te d  to  d in n er an d  
o th er  creatu re  co m fo rts  a t c ity  ex p en se . N e ith e r  h ad  d ec id ed  yet 
to  reta in  a lawyer.

A u b u rn  to o k  Fritz D o llin ger  an d  a p o lice  sten o g rap h er  w ith  h im  
in to  th e  co n feren ce  ro o m  an d  sta rte d  th e  session  .by havin g 
D o llin ger read  th e  p riso n er his righ ts fo r  th e  seco n d  tim e. 
K en n eb au gh , w earin g  a v o lu m in o u s coverall an d  w o rk b o o ts w ith  
so le s like th e  tre ad s o f  sn ow  tires, f id g e te d  as h e  n o d d e d  h is c o m 
p reh en sion  o f  th e  regu latio n  cau tion s.

“Mr. K en n eb au gh ," sa id  A u b u rn , “acco rd in g  to  y o u r w itn ess 
sta tem en t, as a m en d ed  today, yo u  w ere  at h o m e  on  T u esday  ev e
ning, n o t a t  th e  C arn e y  C o u n ty  co u rth o u se . A ro u n d  e igh t th irty  
th a t evening, w h ile  y o u r m o th er  w as aw ay fro m  th e  house , you  
fo u n d  y o u r  co u sin  G ild a  K en n eb au gh  d ead . O r  a t  le a st  yo u  
b e lie v e d  sh e  w as d e a d .”

K en n eb au gh  n o d d ed  again.
“B u t th en  du rin g  th e  n igh t y o u  h e ard  n o ise s an d  fo u n d  h er ly ing 

on  th e  sta ir  landing. Y ou ca lled  an em ergen cy  sq u a d  an d  they  
d e te rm in ed  th a t sh e w as in d eed  d ead , a t  le a st b y  then . A ll correct 
so  fa r ? ”

“Yes, sir.” I f  W illy  sm ile d  here, it w as on ly  b e c a u se  A u b u rn  h ad  
p a sse d  righ t o v er th e  frau d u len t ex ch an ge  o f  id en tity  b e tw ee n  Iris 
an d  G ild a . A n d  i f  th a t  sm ile  w as fa in t an d  sickly, it  w as b e c a u se  
W illy  w as su re  A u b u rn  w as ev en tu ally  go in g to  c o m e  b a c k  to  it.

“W h en  w e  m ad e  o u r in vestigation  on  W ednesday, th e  a p p e a r
an ces su g g e ste d  th a t  th e  ten an t o f  th e  d o w n sta irs b e d ro o m  h ad  
b e e n  sh o t b y  a burglar, w h o  h ad  b ro k en  in  b y  p u sh in g  in th e  w in 
d o w  air co n d itio n er an d  sto len  so m e  jew elry . B u t i f  yo u  fo u n d  her 
in  a con d itio n  re sem b lin g  d ea th  as early  as e igh t thirty, th e  b u r
glary  m u st  h ave  taken  p lace  w h ile  it  w as still ligh t. A n d  a lth ou gh
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th e  gu n sh o t w o u ld  h ave to  h ave b een  fired  w h ile  y o u  w ere  in th e  
house , y o u  say  y o u  d id n ’t  h ear it.”

K en n eb au gh  n o d d e d  ag re em en t w ith  th e se  con clu sio n s o f  
A u b u rn ’s, an d  h is fu rro w ed  b ro w  sh o w ed  th a t  h e  fo u n d  th e m  ju s t  
as m ystify in g  as A u bu rn  did.

“A n o th e r  th ing. I f  th e  tw o  o f  y o u  on ly  m o v e d  th a t jew e lry  b o x  
d o w n sta irs  a fter  y o u r co u sin  h a d  b een  sh ot, w h at b e c a m e  o f  th e  
jew elry ? T h e re  w as no sign  o f  d am a g e  or lo o tin g  in any ro o m  
e x c e p t  th e  do w n sta irs b ed ro o m . E ven  i f  a b u rg lar  h ad  c lean ed  o u t 
th e  je w e l b o x  w h ile  it w as still up sta irs, y o u r  m o th e r  w o u ld  h ave 
n o ticed  th a t it w as e m p ty  b e fo re  sh e  to o k  it dow n .

“B u t  th a t  gu n sh o t w o u n d  is th e  h a rd est  th in g  o f  all to  u n d er
stan d . B e cau se  th e  p a th o lo g ist  say s it w as a lm o st in stan tly  fatal. 
A n d  a lth o u gh  th ere  w ere  b lo o d sta in s on  th e  stairs, th ere  w e re n ’t 
an y on  th e  b ed sh eets. S o  th a t  lo ok s like  sh e  m u st  h ave b een  sh ot 
righ t w h ere  th e  p aram ed ic s  fo u n d  her. D o e sn ’t  it ? ”

K en n eb au gh  sta rte d  to  co m m en t, th o u g h t b e tte r  o f  it, an d  sa t  
silent.

“L e t m e  su gg est  an o th er version  o f  y o u r sta tem en t. A t  eigh t 
th irty  y o u  fo u n d  y o u r co u sin  ap p are n tly  d e a d  an d  th o u g h t sh e 
h a d  d ie d  a n atu ra l d ea th . W hen  yo u r m o th e r  c a m e  h o m e  at ten  
y o u  to ld  h er th at. T h e  tw o  o f  y o u  m o v ed  a few  th in gs aro u n d  in 
th e  h o u se  so  y o u  c o u ld  p ersu ad e  th e  u n d ertak er  th a t  th e  d e a d  
w o m an  w as y o u r  m oth er, an d  th en  y o u  d ro v e  y o u r  m o th er  to  a 
m o te l in W ilm ot.

“D u rin g  th e  n igh t y o u  w o k e u p  an d  g o t  a sh o ck  w h en  y o u  rea l
iz e d  th a t  y o u r co u sin  h a d n ’t  b een  d e a d  a fte r  all. B u t  b y  th a t  tim e  
y o u ’d  a lread y  sen t y o u r m o th e r  aw ay an d  se t  th e  stag e  fo r  h er fake  
dea th . Y ou  p ractica lly  h a d  y o u r h an d s on  th a t  life  in su ran ce 
m oney, an ^  n ow  h ere  w as y o u r co rp se  still alive. S o  . . . y o u  sh o t 
her. A t  fo u r  o ’c lo ck  in th e  m orn ing. A n d  th en  y o u  fa k ed  th e  break- 
in an d  th e  robbery. A n d  I im ag in e  y o u  go t an o th er sh ock  w h en  th e  
p aram e d ic s  d id n ’t  even  n o tice  th e  gu n sh o t w o u n d .”

W illy  K en n eb au gh  w as n o d d in g  again , even  th o u g h  th e  ge stu re  
n o w  a m o u n te d  to  a co n fessio n  o f  d e lib era te  h o m ic ide . A u b u rn  
fe lt  n o th in g  b u t  p ity  fo r  h is prisoner. U n til earlier in th e  w eek , 
K en n eb au gh ’s w o rst fa u lt  h a d  p ro b ab ly  b een  ju s t  th a t  h e  w as a 
lo ser— un skilled , u n am b itio u s, u n su ccessfu l. A n d  w h at w as p ro b 
ab ly  his first ven tu re  in to  serio u s c rim e h ad  sw iftly  p ro g re ssed  
fro m  frau d  to  m urder. W h ich  h e h a d  b o tc h e d  every  w h ich  way.

“W h ere  d id  y o u  g e t  th e  g u n ?”
"M y  fa th er  u se d  to  carry  it  in  th e  tru ck  w h en  h e  w as o u t  on  a 

jo b  b y  h im self. I d o n ’t  k now  w h ere  h e g o t  it. I d o u b t i f  h e  ever 
f ire d  it in h is life .”
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“A ll right, Mr. K en n eb au gh . I ’m  go in g to  le t y o u  ta lk  to  your 
m o th er  u p sta irs  now. A n d  I c a n ’t  u rge  yo u  stron gly  en ou gh  to  get 
in to u ch  w ith  a go o d  law yer b e fo re  M on day .” A u b u rn  g a th ered  his 
p a p e rs  to g e th e r  and sto o d  up. “T h e r e ’s on e o th er th in g I ’d  like to  
ge t stra igh t w ith  yo u .

"T h e  au to p sy  on th e  w o m an  y o u  sh o t on  T u esday  sh o w ed  th a t 
sh e  h ad  h ad  at lea st on e ch ild . T h a t  w o rk ed  all righ t w h en  w e 
th o u gh t sh e  w as y o u r m other, b u t  it  d id n ’t  fit  so  w ell w ith  th e  idea  
th at sh e  w as y o u r cou sin . B e fo re  th e  b o d y  w as re le ased  to  th e  
u n d ertak er fo r  crem ation , a se t  o f  fin gerp rin ts w as taken . A n d  
th o se  p rin ts p ro v e  th at th e  d e a d  w o m an  w asn ’t  y o u r cou sin  G ild a  
K en n eb au gh . S h e  w as G ild a ’s  co m p an io n , R ach e l Ferrante, w h o 's  
b een  w an ted  fo r m u rd er  an d  gran d  larcen y  fo r  th e  p a s t  th irty-six  
years.”

K en n eb au gh  w as n ow  sh ak in g  h is h e ad  ju s t  as v igo ro u sly  an d  
p ersisten tly  as h e  h a d  n o d d ed  it before .

“It w as G ild a ,” sa id  A u bu rn , “w h o  h it Ferrante o v er th e  h e ad  
w ith  a gran ite  sta tu e , sh o t  b o th  h er paren ts, an d  to o k  o f f  w ith  th e  
m o n ey  an d  th e  jew elry . T h e  au th o ritie s  h ad  to  p u t  th e  story  
to g e th e r  w ith  th e  h e lp  o f  n e igh b ors an d  re la tiv es w h o  h a d n ’t  seen  
G ild a  fo r years, an d  th ey  go t it  backw ards. Y our au n t an d  u n cle  
m u st  h ave k e p t  her p re tty  co m p le te ly  o u t  o f  sigh t b e c a u se  even  
yo u r m o th er  d id n ’t  p ick  u p  on  th e  sw itch .”

“I su re  n ever saw  G ild a  u n til a fter  th ey  d ie d .” K en n eb au gh ’s 
b ro a d  b ro w  w as gray an d  p e a rle d  ov er w ith  d ro p le ts  o f  sw eat. 
"D o e s  m y  m o th e r  k n ow  ab o u t it n o w ?”

“I f  sh e  does, sh e  d id n ’t  ge t  it fro m  m e.”
“W ell, w ill y o u  p ro m ise  m e  n ev er to  te ll h e r  th a t  it  w a sn ’t  

G ild a  w e  to o k  care  o f  all th o se  y e ars?  B e c a u se  i f  sh e  ev er  fin d s 
o u t, w e ’ll h ave to  c re m a te  h er all o v er  again . A n d  o n ce  w as 
en o u gh  fo r  m e .”

SOLUTION TO THE MYSTERIOUS CIPHER
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Lon g b e fo re  th e  con tro versie s o f  jin go ism , c a m p  d ilu tion , or 
ru b b er  n ipp les, all th e  w ay b ack  to  th e  m o m e n t Bill K an e  and 
W illiam  Finger first com m itted  to  p ap er the m ythology o f  a  long- 

suffering billionaire turn ed  dem onic crim e fighter, the character o f  
Batm an— nay, T h e  D ark  K night— w as a detective, a m ystery solver, a 
noirish gum shoe, inspired in equal parts b y  Sherlock  H olm es, D ick  
Tracy, and T h e  Shadow.

Sure , o v er th e  years B a tm an  h as b e c o m e  kn ow n  fo r h is gadgetry, 
h is 'B iff! Z ap ! P o w !’ fisticu ffs, an d  h is sleek , n igh tm arish  c o s
tu m e — n ip p le s (in  th e  1 9 9 5  film , B atm an  &  Robin) o r n o t— b u t, 
a t  th e  co re  o f  th e  ch arac ter  is a stee ly  d eterm in atio n , a p re te rn a t
ural g ift  o f  d ed u ctio n , an d  a p assio n  fo r  crack in g to u g h  cases. It 's 
n o t fo r  n o th in g  th at B a tm an  h as sp e n t h is c areer in  pu b lish in g  
w ith  D e te c tiv e  C o m ics.

“ For se v e n ty  years, B a tm an  h as b e e n  re fe rre d  to  a s  ‘th e  w o r ld ’s 
g re a te s t  d e te c tiv e ,’ ” say s M ark  W h ite , A sso c ia te  P ro fe sso r  o f

P o litica l S c ien ce , E c o 
n o m ic s , a n d  P h ilo s 
o p h y  a t  C o l le g e  o f  
S ta te n  I s la n d /C U N Y  
an d  c o -a u th o r  (w ith  
R o b e r t  A rp )  o f  B a t
m an  an d  Philosophy: 
The D a rk  K night o f  
the Soul. “ Su re , B a t
m an  is an O ly m p ic -  
c la ss  a th le te  an d  m a s
te r  o f  m a n y  m a rt ia l 
arts a n d  b o x in g  sty les. 

H e  h a s  h is  p h y sic a l p ro w ess, lik e  a  su p e rh e ro  n eed s. B u t a t  h is  
b e s t  h e  so lv e s  c rim e  u sin g  im p e c c a b le  lo g ic  an d  a m a z in g  p o w e rs  
o f  o b se rv a tio n .”

It ’s th e  sh eer  h u m an ity  o f  B a tm a n ’s  b ack sto ry — o rp h an ed  a t  an 
early  age  w h en  h is p a ren ts are  gu n n ed  d o w n  in  co ld  b lo o d , B ru ce  
W ayne c o m m its  h is life  to  so lv in g  c rim es in  his b e lo v e d  G o th a m
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C ity — th at h as k e p t  th e  ch arac ter  cu rren t th ro u gh  sev era l gen er
a tio n s o f  fans.

T h is  Ju ly , W arn er B ros, w ill r e le a se  th e ir  m u c h -a n tic ip a te d  
The D ark  Knight, w ritten  an d  d irec ted  b y  C h ris  N o lan , th e  d irec 

to r  o f  2 0 0 5 ’s B atm an Begins. C h ristian  
B a le  re tu rn s a s  th e  C a p e d  C ru sa d e r  an d  
H e a th  L e d g e r  a p p e a rs  as T h e  Joker. To 

v  b rid g e  th e  n arrative  gap  b e tw e e n  th e  
\  tw o  film s, W arner H o m e  V id e o  w ill 

th a t sa m e  w eek  re le ase  Batm an: 
\ Gotham  Knight, a d irec t-to -D V D  
/a n im a te d  m o v ie  con sistin g  o f  six  

1 in terlock in g  stories, teem in g  w ith  
y  darkness, m ay h em , an d  d e tec tiv e  

^  w ork.
“B a tm a n ’s a p p e a l can  b e  su m m e d  u p  

q u ite  easily : h e ’s th e  th in k in g m a n ’s 
hero ,” say s A rie  K ap lan , au th o r  o f  the 

fo rth co m in g  b o o k , From K rakow  to Krypton: Jews 
an d  Comic Books. "A n d h e ’s  p o p u la r  n o t on ly  w ith  fan s o f  su p e r
heroes, b u t  w ith  fan s o f  d e tec tiv e  fic tio n  too . B e ca u se  h e ’s  on ly  a 
m an  in a  c o stu m e  so lv in g  c rim e  w ith  p u re  in te lle c t  an d  d ed u ctiv e  
reason in g , h e ’s  m o re  like  S a m  S p a d e  or S h erlo ck  H o lm e s  or Ja m e s  
B o n d  th an  h e  is gu ys w ith  in cred ib le  po w ers, like  Sp id er-M an  or 
S u p e rm an . B a tm an  is o n e  o f  u s.”

In d eed , in sp ire d  b y  p u lp  fic t io n , noir  l ite ra tu re , a s  w e ll as 
V ic to r ia n  m y ste r ie s, B a tm a n — fro m  h is fir s t  a p p e a ra n c e  in 
Detective Com ics # 2 7 , “T h e  C a se  o f  th e  C h e m ic a l S y n d ic a te ,” 
M ay  1 9 3 9 — w as p la y in g  s le u th  to  a p e rp le x in g  h o m ic id e . T w o 
issu e s  later, re a d e rs  w e re  in tro d u c e d  to  B a tm a n ’s c h e r ish e d  u t il
ity  b e lt— “p re tty  m u c h  a p o r ta b le  fo re n s ic s  lab ,” a c c o rd in g  to  
K a p la n .

“R igh t o f f  th e  b at, p u n  in ten ded , B a tm an  w as so lv in g  m y sterie s 
in  th e  c lassic  fa sh io n ,” say s K ap lan . “L ik e  all g rea t detectives, 
B a tm an  relie s on  sc ien tific  an aly sis o f  c lu es.”

Paul L ev itz , P u b lish er/E d ito r  at D C  C o m ics, n o te s th a t  o v er th e  
years co u n tle ss  au th o rs o f  literary  thrillers an d  d e tec tiv e  fic tio n —  
fro m  G a rd n e r  Fox  to  M ik e  B arr to  B illy  S ch w artz  to  W alter 
G ib so n  to  B rad  M eltze r— h ave  co n tr ib u ted  to  th e  character, 
ad d in g  to  T h e  D a rk  K n ig h t’s  a p p e a l to  lo v ers o f  tigh t, p ro v o cativ e  
m ysteries, n o t m ere ly  fo u r-co lo red  co m m o tio n .

“B a tm an  h as freq u en tly  t ip p e d  h is h a t to  th e  c lassic  m y ste r
ies,” say s L ev itz , w h o  co u n ts  am o n g  h is favo rite  B a tm an  
serie s th e  1 9 6 4  run, e d ite d  b y  Ju liu s  Sch w artz , ca lled  The
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Mystery Analysts. “B a tm an  w o rk ed  w ith  a c lu b  o f  d etectives, each  
on e an an alo g  fo r  a c lassic  d e tec tiv e -sto ry  figure. T h e y  w e re  great 
p ie ce s .”

“B a tm a n  is  a lw ay s in  th e  B a tcav e , s tu d y in g  c rim in a l file s,
sc o u r in g  th e  N e t  fo r  in fo rm a tio n  to  
im p ro v e  h is  d a ta b a se s . H e  v is its  
m u r d e r  s c e n e s  a n d  f ig u r e s  o u t  
c lu es, ju s t  lik e  a c la s s ic  d e te c t iv e ,” 
say s B o b  G ree n b e rg e r , a u th o r  o f  
The E ssential B atm an  Encyclopedia. 
“A n d  h e  n o t ic e s  s t u f f  ev en  th e  
m ig h tie st  h e ro e s  in  th e  D C  u n i
v e rse  m a y  h a v e  m isse d . A  fe w  y e ars  
b a c k , S u p e rm a n  c o u ld n ’t  f in d  a k id 
n a p p e d  L o is  L an e , b u t  B a tm a n  d id . 
E v e ry o n e  c o n s id e r s  B a tm a n  th e  
sm a r te s t  h e ro  o n  E a r th .”

B rad  M eltzer , w h o  p e n n e d  th e  
b e s t- se l lin g  D C  m y stery , Identity  

Crisis, p ro m in en tly  fe a tu rin g  B a tm an , alw ays a d o re d  B a tm a n ’s 
sleu th in g  ex p ertise . “O n e  o f  m y  e ar lie st B a tm an  m em o rie s  is a 
sto ry  w h ere  h e  te ach e s a c lass ab o u t b e in g  a d etective , u sin g  th e  
e x a m p le  o f  a  m an  w h o  w alk s b ack w ard  in  h is sh o es to  leave  th e  
c rim e  w ith  n o  fo o tp rin ts ,” say s M eltzer, w h o se  n e x t  n ovel, The 
Book of Lies, w ill b e  p u b lish e d  in Se p te m b e r. "B u t B a tm an  figu res 
it  o u t  b e c a u se  th e  fo o tp r in t  is d e e p e r  in  th e  to e  in stead  o f  th e  
h ee l. I a te  every  p an e l o f  th at. I w as te n .”

T h ro u gh  th e  years, how ever, B a tm an  co m ic s— n o t to  m en tio n  
th e  cam p y -cu lty  A d a m  W est te lev isio n  series o f  th e  1 9 6 0 ’s an d  
th e  fe a tu re  film s o f  th e  p a s t  tw en ty  years— h ave sp e n t le ss  t im e  
w ith  p ro ced u ra l an d  m o re  t im e  on  p y ro tech n ics an d  cliffhanging.

“A s  co m ic s  w ere  in creasin g ly  seen  as a ch ild ren ’s m ed iu m , th e  
d e tec tiv e  w o rk  w as d o w n p lay ed  in favo r o f  s im p le r  ad v en tu res,” 
say s G reen berger.

S t il l, m a n y  in te rv ie w e d  fo r  th is  s to ry — B a tm a n  e n th u sia sts  
a n d  e x p e r ts , a d m itte d ly — say  T h e  D a rk  K n ig h t su ffe re d  m o re  
m ig h tily  w ith  th is  d u m b in g -d o w n  th a n  h e  ev er  d id  w ith  su ch  
n e fa r io u s  v illa in s as T h e  Jo k e r  o r  T h e  R id d ler. “T h e r e ’s a sc e n e  
in  1 9 9 5 ’s  B atm an  Forever (d ire c te d  b y  Jo e l  S c h u m a c h e r )  w h ere  
a  car  c ra sh e s  in to  a b a rre l f i lle d  w ith  g litte r ,” say s  A r ie  K a p la n . 
“G litte r , p e o p le ! T h a t ’s  w h a t  B a tm a n  h a d  b e e n  re d u c e d  to  fo r  a 
w h ile .”

D C ’s L e v itz  con fesses, "S o m e  w riters are  m o re  p a ss io n a te  a b o u t 
co n stru c tin g  an d  so lv in g  a c o m p lic a te d  m ystery, w h ile  o th ers are
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m o re  in te re ste d  in a  g rea t rom p. B o th  are  co m p le te ly  v a lid .”
In re c e n t years, B a tm a n — in fe a tu re  film s, a n im a te d  T V  series, 

an d  c o m ic  b o o k s— h a s re tu rn e d  to  h is n o irish  ro o ts  an d  h is c la s
sic  d e te c tiv e  w ork . “I th in k  th e re  h a s b e e n  a re tu rn  to  th e  d e tec -

§

tiv e  w o rk ,” say s B atm an  Philosophy  a u th o r  W h ite . "D e te c tiv e  
C o m ic s , ideally , h a s  a lw ay s fo c u se d  o n  th is  s id e  o f  h im , an d  I 
th in k  i t ’s tru e r  to d a y  th a n  it  h a s  b e e n  in  a lo n g  tim e . P eo p le  are  
h u n gry  fo r  g re a t  c rim e-so lv in g  sto rie s, an d  B a tm a n  is d e liv erin g  
th e m .”

In ad d itio n  to  M e ltz e r ’s Identity Crisis, recen t c o m ic  series 
p en n e d  b y  G ra n t M orrison  an d  Paul D in i, separate ly , h ave b e e n  
w idely  h e ra ld ed  fo r  th e ir  b ra in -tw istin g  m ysteries. A n d  B ru ce  
T im m  an d  Paul D in i’s an im ated  series, The Batm an, h as b een  
given  h igh m arks.

E v ery o n e  in terv iew ed  fo r  th is  sto ry  b e lie v e s th a t  film m ak er 
C h ris  N o lan , th e  acc la im e d  d irec to r  o f  Memento, d e liv ered  th e  
g o o d s w ith  2 0 0 5 ’s  B atm an  Begins, an d  is lo ok in g  fo rw ard  to  th is 
su m m e r ’s The D ark  Knight.

"U ltim ately , th is  is a  ch aracter  th a t h as b een  aro u n d  fo r  m o re  
th an  sev en ty  years,” say s Paul L ev itz . “T h e  w o rld  ch an ges a lo t in 
sev en ty  years, an d  so  d o  th e  storie s w e  tell. S o m e tim e s  B a tm an  is 
m o re  dram atic . S o m e tim e s  h e ’s m o re  com ed ic . S o m e tim e s  h e ’s 
d o in g  a lo t  o f  d e tec tiv e  w ork. O th e r  tim es, h e ’s  u sin g  h is fists. It 
g o e s w ith  th e  tim es.”

L ev itz , th o u g h , a lon g  w ith  so  m an y  m y stery  lovers, is c learly  
p le a se d  to  se e  B a tm an  b a c k  to  h is c rim e-so lv in g  roo ts. “I’v e  alw ays 
b een  h a p p ie s t  w h en  B a tm an  is so lv in g m y ster ie s I n ever co u ld ,” 
h e  says. “I t ’s  th e  b ra in  in th a t  character, n o t th e  braw n th a t  is 
m o s t  in terestin g  to  m e. A n d  I k n ow  I ’m  n o t alon e.”
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THE BIRTHDAY 
WATCH

G. MIKI HAYDEN

M ir iam  h ad  b o u g h t N an a  th ree  or fo u r  ten -d o llar  w atch es on 
th e  street, y e t fo r  so m e  reason , th ey  n ever se e m e d  to  la st  lon ger 
th an  a m on th . M iriam  h e rse lf  d id n ’t  ow n  a w atch , b u t  th en  sh e 
n ever h e ld  a jo b  w h ere  sh e h ad  to  b e  a t  a certa in  p lace  a t  a p a r
ticu lar  tim e. B e sid e s th at, N an a  sim p ly  liked  to  w ear a w ristw atch , 
w h ich  m a d e  h er fe e l like a lady  o f  so m e  value. T h ere fo re , M iriam  
d ec id ed  to  b u y  h er d au g h ter a w atch  fo r  h er b irth d ay  in  February, 
an d  sh e  b egan  sm all fo rays h ere and th ere  on 1 2 5 th  S tre e t  in 
H arlem  w h ere  th ey  lived  to  lo o k  at w h at w as in th e  stores.

T h e  sad  tru th  w as th a t e ith er th e  w atch es M iriam  saw  w ere  h o r
rib ly  u g ly  or th ey  w ere  ex tre m e ly  exp en siv e . T h e  on e w atch  sh e 
saw  an d  lik ed  in M arsh alls d e p artm e n t sto re  w as go n e  b y  th e  tim e  
sh e  w en t b ack  to  b u y  it. T h u s  sh e  d eterm in ed  to  go  on  an  e x c u r
sion  to  M id tow n  M an h attan  lo ok in g  fo r  a w atch  th a t w o u ld  m ak e  
h er y o u n g an d  b e a u tifu l ch ild  happy.

M iriam  fo u n d  so m e  ad s fo r B lo o m in g d a le ’s in a n ew sp ap er  sh e 
sav ed  o u t o f  h er b u ild in g ’s recycling stack . T h e  d ep artm en t store  
ad v ertised 'w atch es, an d  M iriam  sp o tte d  a co u p le  o f  go ld -p lated  
ones un der a h un dred  dollars— w atch es th at w o u ld  sh ine splendidly  
again st N a n a ’s dark  m ah ogan y  coloring. M iriam  th en  stu d ied  a 
w ell-creased  tran sit m ap  until sh e u n d ersto o d  h o w  to  ge t to  Fifty- 
n inth and L ex in gton , an d  on e m orn in g  sh e p u t  a sign ifican t am o u n t 
o f  cash  in a h an d k erch ie f b e tw ee n  h er b reasts an d  d esce n d e d  in to 
a su b w ay  station  o th er th an  th e  on e c lo sest to  hom e.

A t  F ifty-n in th  S tree t, sh e  go t o u t  an d  en te red  th e  ov erw h elm in g  
sto re  th ro u gh  th e  b asem en t. L u ck ily  a sign  liste d  th e  flo o rs fo r 
each  o f  th e  d e p artm e n ts  an d  M iriam  w as ab le  to  fin d  h er w ay to  
th e  jew e lry  area on  th e  m ain  floor.

S h e  d id n ’t  se e  in  th e  c a se s  e ith er  o f  th e  w a tch es sh e  w as in te r
e s te d  in  b u y in g . M oreov er, th e  le ss  e x p e n siv e  w a tch e s w e re  o f  
silver, w h ile  th e  g o ld -co lo re d  o n es h a d  sm a ll d ia m o n d  c h ip s  an d  
c o s t  q u ite  a lo t. T h e  je w e lry  c le rk  w a s e n g a g e d  w ith  a g e n tlem an
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in te re ste d  in sp e n d in g  a ro u n d  a th o u sa n d  d o lla rs  on  a slen d er  
g o ld  b ra ce le t .

M iriam  w alk ed  aw ay in  o rd er to  regroup . Sh e  e x am in e d  scarves 
an d  p u rse s  th a t in te re sted  her, e sp ec ia lly  th eir p r ice  tags. P eop le  
p a id  as m u ch  as seven ty-n in e d o llars fo r  sm all, n o th in g  p u rse s  and  
fo rty  d o llars fo r  scarv es to  d eco ra te  th e ir  n ecks— n o t k e e p  th e m  
fro m  th e  co ld , no, b e c a u se  th e  m ater ia l w as silk, b u t  d eco ra te  th eir 
necks. T h e  w o rld  h a d  gon e tru ly  b erse rk  in a sc ram b le  fo r  su ch  
lu x u rie s  as s tru ck  th e m  as-n ecessary  to  th e ir  co n tin u ed  ex isten ce . 
M iriam  sm iled  to  herself.

T h e n  sh e  saw  it. A  slen d er w h ite  b o y  h a d  s lip p e d  su ch  a sc a r f  
fro m  its h o o k  an d  p u t  it  in to  th e  in side  p o c k e t  o f  h is sh ab b y  le a th 
er jack e t. M iriam  lo o k ed  aro u n d  to  see  i f  an yon e e lse  h a d  n o ticed  
th e  m o v e ; th e  sto re  m u st  h ave secu rity  to  p ro te c t  its goods. 
C o n cen tra tin g  on  th e  y o u n g  m an — m ay b e  h e  w as e igh teen  or 
m ay b e  h e  w as a year or tw o  o ld er  o r  yo u n ger— M iriam  fo llo w ed  
h im  to w ard  th e  door. T h is  is n o t y o u r bu sin ess, M iriam  O b ad ah , 
sh e  to ld  herself. Y o u ’re in  th is  s to re  to  b u y  a w atch . S h e  b it  her 
to n g u e  to  try  to  s to p  fro m  d o in g  an yth in g rash.

Finally, w h en  th e  b o y  w as a b o u t to  e x it  B lo o m in g d a le ’s entirely, 
M iriam  sid le d  u p  q u ite  c lo se  to  th e  th ie f  an d  c learly  en u n c ia ted  
fo u r  s im p le  w o rd s in to  h is ear, “A re n ’t  y o u  fo rge ttin g  so m e th in g ?” 
S h e  ju s t  c o u ld n ’t  h e lp  herself.

H e  tu rn e d  an d  lo o k e d  to  see  w h o h a d  sp o k en . O n e  em o tio n  
a fte r  an o th er w as e tch ed  on  th e  su sp e c t ’s  face : gu ilt, bravado, fear, 
an d  anger.

“T h e  scarf,” sh e  sa id , as i f  h e  d id n ’t  know.
“I w as a b o u t to  p ay  fo r  it ,” th e  b o y  p ro tested .
"Is th ere  a p ro b le m ?” a sk ed  a m an . S in ce  th e  m an  d id n ’t  have a 

c o a t  su itab le  fo r  th e  co ld  Ja n u ary  w eather, M iriam  c o u ld  only  
a ssu m e  h e w o rk ed  fo r  th e  store.

“T h e  so n  o f  m y  e m p lo y er  h as a m en ta l d isorder,” M iriam  said. 
S h e  in d ica ted  to  th e  b o y  th a t  h e  w as to  rem o v e  th e  sc a r f  fro m  
in sid e  h is ja ck e t. Panic an d  re sen tm en t still w arring in h is e x p re s
sion , h e  o b ey ed  her, an d  M iriam  grab b ed  th e  sc a r f  an d  h an d e d  it 
b a c k  to  th e  w orker. "W e’re  terrib ly  sorry,” sh e  ad d ed . “I h o p e  yo u  
w ill b e  su re  n o t to  le t h im  in  th e  sto re  on  h is o w n .”

“I f  y o u ’ll co m e  up, w e can  tak e  a p ic tu re  o f  h im ,” th e  w orker 
o ffered .

M iriam  sh o o k  h er h ead , to o k  th e  b o y ’s c lam m y  h an d , an d  led  
h im  ou tsid e , o n to  th e  street.

“W as th a t  really  n ece ssa ry ?” a sk ed  th e  y o u n g m an .
"B e ca u se  o f  y o u , th ey  m u st  ch arge  fo r ty  d o llars fo r  a s im p le  

scarf,” M iriam  ch ided . "All th e  sh o p p e rs  m u st  p ay  fo r  y o u r th e ft.”
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"B e ca u se  o f  th e ir  c ap ita list  greed , y o u  m ean .” H e  m a d e  a ru d e  
face.

“Y our m o th er  w o u ld  b e  very a sh am e d ,” M iriam  co u n tered . “A n d  
tru st  m e, y o u  know  n oth in g  o f  p o litica l an d  eco n o m ic  sy stem s. 
B e sid e s w h ich , you  w ill ru in  y o u r y o u n g  life  i f  yo u  co n tin u e  on 
su ch  a d ish o n o rab le  p a th .” T h e  c ro w d s sw irled  b y  th em  w h ile  
a u to m o b ile  h o rn s h o n k ed  in th e  stree t, an d  M iriam  h a d  to  raise 
h er vo ice  to  b e  h eard .

"W ell, y o u 're  sm arte r  th an  I am , okay,” th e  b o y  sh o t  b ack . “B u t 
n ow  I h ave n oth in g  to  sell an d  w o n ’t  b e  ab le  to  b u y  any dinner.”

A h , no dinner. H e  sc o re d  a p o in t  w ith  h er on  th a t  accou n t.
H e  o b v io u sly  c o u ld  see  sh e  w as v u ln erab le  to  su ch  a line o f  rea

son in g, an d  h e p re sse d  on. “Y o u ’ll h ave to  g ive m e  a tw en ty  for 
so m e  fo o d . I co u ld  h ave so ld  th e  sc a r f  fo r  a tw en ty .”

“O r  y o u  co u ld  h ave  w o u n d  u p  in  ja il ,” sh e  argu ed . “B u t I ’ll fin d  
so m e o n e  to  h e lp  y o u  now. C h u rch e s alw ays fe e d  th e  poor.” Sh e  
lo o k ed  arou n d . T h e  on ly  ch u rch es v isib le  on  L ex in g to n  A ven u e 
w ere  to  th e  sh o p p in g  gods. H er  m in d  w an d ered  b a c k  to  h er m is
sion . T h is  w as a w o n d erfu l s tree t to  lo ok  fo r  a  w atch . B u t no; sh e 
h a d  tak en  on re sp o n sib ility  fo r  th e  boy.

T h e n  sh e  saw  th e ir  sa lvation . T h is  w as go o d — a n un  in  trad i
tio n a l h ab it, co llec tin g  m oney. T h e  n un  w an ted  a lm s fo r  th e  poor, 
an d  h ere  w as th e  poor. B e sid e s w h ich , n u n s alw ays kn ew  w h at to  
d o  in  any situ ation .

O n c e  again  M iriam  to o k  th e  b o y ’s w rist an d  h a u led  h im  off.
"E x c u se  m e, Sister,” sh e  sa id  to  th e  nun.
“Yes, m y  ch ild . W ou ld  y o u  like to  m ak e  a do n atio n  to  S t. A n n e ’s? 

T o  th e  p o o r? ”
“I ’m  afraid  n ot today, Sister, b u t  can  y o u  d irect u s  to  a ch u rch  

w h ere  th is b o y  can  fin d  a m e a l an d  so m e  h e lp ?” M iriam  a p p e a le d  
to  th e  h o ly  w o m an , w h o lo o k ed  b o th  startled  an d  an n oyed .

T h e  n u n ’s reaction  c au se d  M iriam  to  ex am in e  th e  w o m an  a b it 
m o re  c losely  an d  ob serv e  th a t sh e w as d ressed  in th e  h a b it o f  a 
C arm elite , a co n tem p lativ e  an d  c lo istered  o rd er fo u n d ed  b y  Sa in t 
T eresa an d  having n oth in g to  do, th a t M iriam  knew  of, w ith  Sa in t 
A nne. M oreover, th e  w o m an ’s w im p le  h ad  a fo o d  stain  on  it and  
n ot a fresh  one.

“A h , y o u  are a F ranciscan  sister,” sh e  su g g e ste d  to  th e  nun.
“Yes,” th e  w o m an  ag reed  readily.
M iriam , in h er g irlh o o d  in G h an a  sp e n t in a B ritish  C ath o lic  

sch o o l there, h ad  learn ed  all the ord ers an d  th e  saints, am o n g  o th er 
arcan e  facts. T h is w o m an  co llec tin g  fo r “ch arity ” w as no nun.

M iriam  b a c k e d  aw ay  fro m  th e  “n u n ” an d  tu rn e d  to  re trie v e  th e  
sh o p lift in g  b o y  . . . B u t  h e  w as g o n e ’ S h e  c o u ld n ’t  b e lie v e  it.
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S h e ’d  tak en  h er ey es o f f  h im  fo r o n e  ca re le ss  se c o n d , an d  h e ’d  
fle d  h er m in istra tio n s. W h y ? S h e  h a d  in te n d e d  to  h e lp  h im  fin d  
fo o d  an d  sh e lte r  an d  a so c ia l w o rk e r  to  se t  h im  stra igh t. P erh aps 
h is h av in g  run  o f f  m a d e  h er life  easier, b u t  sh e  w as rea lly  very  
d isa p p o in te d .

“E very  do llar  y o u  g ive g o e s to  h e lp  th e  poor,” c a lled  o u t  th e  nun.
C h arity  is p o sit iv e  in  so c ie ty  an d  m ay b e  giv in g w ill d o  th e  g iver 

go o d  wherever th e  m o n ey  goes. H ow ever, w h at th is w o m an  w as 
d o in g  w a sn ’t  accep tab le . -If p e o p le  fo u n d  ou t, th ey  w o u ld  b e c o m e  
even  m o re  cyn ical ab o u t do n atin g  to  th o se  in  n eed .

M iriam  lo c a te d  a p o licem an  o n  th e  com er. “T h e  n u n  sittin g  in 
th e  n o o k  b y  B lo o m in g d a le ’s  co llec tin g  fo r  ch arity  is a fake," 
M iriam  said .

T h e  o fficer  fro w n ed  a t  th e  W est A fr ican  w o m an , as i f  sh e ’d  ju s t  
accu se d  a real n un  o f  so m eth in g  d read fu l. “W ell, sir, sh e ’s  d re ssed  
a s a C a rm e lite  b u t  say s sh e ’s  co llec tin g  fo r  S t . A n n e ’s. D o  y o u  se e ? ”

N o, h e  d id n ’t.
“ I a sk ed  h er i f  sh e  w as a Franciscan , an d  sh e  ag reed ,” M iriam  

c larified . “B u t  sh e ’s d re ssed  as a C arm elite . A n d  o f  co u rse  
C arm e lite s— ” M iriam  h e ld  h er p a lm s u p  to  d em o n stra te  th a t  h er 
p o in t w as q u ite  ob v iou s. “T h ey  d o n ’t  c o m e  o u t in to  th e  w o rld .”

T h e  p o licem an  se e m e d  finally  a little  b it  in te re sted . “Y o u ’re 
su re ?"  h e  asked .

“Positive,” in sisted  M iriam . S h e  d id n ’t  b o th e r  to  m en tion  th e  o ld  
fo o d  sta in  on th e  p o rtio n  o f  th e  h ab it  th a t  sh o u ld  b e  sp o tle ss ly  
w hite. S h e  sh u d d ered  to  th in k  o f  a rea l n un  b e in g  so  slovenly.

“O kay ,” sa id  th e  officer. H e  w en t o f f  to  h an d le  th e  m atter, an d  
M iriam  p e e k e d  aro u n d  fo r  h er sh oplifter, b u t  th e  b o y  w as really  
an d  tru ly  gone.

B ack  to  th e  b u sin e ss  a t  h an d— M iriam  w alk ed  d o w n to w n  a c o u 
p le  o f  b locks, w h ere  sh e  fo u n d  a sm all jew e lry  sh o p  to  h er liking. 
Inside, sh e  sp o tte d  a  w atch  th a t  a p p e a le d  to  her, an d  w h en  sh e 
a sk ed  th e  clerk , h e  to ld  her th e  c o st  w as a h u n d red  an d  ten  d o l
lars. W ith  tax , th a t w o u ld  c o m e  to  a lm o st one-tw enty . Sh e  h ad  
th a t  m u ch  w ith  her, so  w h y n o t sp lu rg e?  Sh e  lik ed  th e  w atch , b u t  
still sh e  w avered .

In th e  m ean tim e, h er con cen tration  w as b ro k en  b y  a y o u n g 
H isp a n ic  c o u p le  lo ok in g  at a d ia m o n d  ring. T h e  m an  w as try in g to  
p lea se  th e  w o m an , alw ays a g o o d  sign  fo r  th e  fu ture .

B u t M iriam  co u ld n 't  see  th e  d iam o n d  very  w ell, an d  sh e w an ted  
to  tak e  a b e tte r  look . “W h at a p re tty  ring ,” sh e  to ld  th e  cou ple . “ I 
k now  so m eth in g  ab o u t d iam on ds." Sh e  h ad  learn ed  a g rea t d ea l as 
a girl, w h en  sh e  h ad  w o rk ed  fo r  a d ia m o n d  m erch an t.

T h e  c lerk  h e lp in g  th e  c o u p le  sm ile d  tigh tly  w h en  th e  co u p le
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h an d e d  th e  ring ov er to  M iriam . H is ey es w ere  f ix e d  rigid ly  on  her. 
P erh aps h e th o u g h t sh e  w as go in g to  p o ck e t  th e  p iece.

F irst sh e  lo o k ed  a t  th e  p r ice  ta g  on  th e  item , th en  sh e  to o k  u p  
th e  je w e le r ’s lo u p e , w h ich  th e  c lerk  h ad  se t  do w n  on  th e  counter. 
“W h at a sh am e,” sh e  sa id  after a m o m en t.

"T h a t ’s a certified  d ia m o n d ,” th e  clerk  sa id  loudly.
M iriam  sm iled . “L o o k ,” sh e  sa id  to  th e  y o u n g  w o m an  an d  sh e 

h an d e d  th e  girl th e  je w e le r ’s lo u pe . “S e e  th a t  frac tu re ?” sh e  asked . 
U n d er  th e  lO x  m ag n ifica tio n  o f  th e  lo u pe , th e  flaw, filled  w ith  
resin  so  it w o u ld n ’t  b e  o b v io u s to  th e  n ak ed  eye, w as clear.

“O h ,” sa id  th e  girl, “I do  se e  th a t .”
M iriam  again  lo o k ed  at th e  w atch  an d  im ag in e d  it on  N a n a ’s 

w rist. T h e  w om an  p u t  th e  d iam o n d  ring b a c k  dow n  on  th e  counter. 
“I d o n ’t  th in k  so,” th e  b rid e-to -b e  said .

M iriam  d e c id e d  th a t sh e  w o u ld  b u y  th e  w atch . Sh e  o p e n e d  her 
purse.

“G e t  o u t  o f  m y  store, all o f  y o u ,” th e  clerk  b egan  to  sh o u t in 
ex c ite m en t.

M iriam  w as startled . W h at righ t h ad  h e to  b e  so  an gry? H e  w as 
th e  o n e  w h o  w as try in g to  ch eat. Sh e  b a c k e d  u p  as h e  co n tin u ed  
to  yell, an d  sh e  an d  th e  y o u n g  c o u p le  fled  fro m  th e  store.

"H o w  u n fo rtu n ate ,” M iriam  to ld  th e  co u p le  m eekly. “B u t in 
se lec tin g  d iam on ds, o n e  h as to  b e  care fu l.”

“T h an k  y o u  so  m u ch ,” sa id  th e  girl.
M iriam  gave th e m  a q u ick  p r im er on  b u y in g  d ia m o n d s an d  th e  

co u p le  w alk ed  o f f  to  se e  w h at th ey  c o u ld  fin d  c ro sstow n  a t th e  
Forty-seven th  S tre e t  D ia m o n d  E xch an ge.

M iriam  co n tin u ed  w alk ing dow n  L ex in g to n , b u t  th e  n e igh b o r
h o o d  ch an ged  ch arac ter  an d  sh e  saw  n o  m o re  n ice  little  jew elry  
sto res— on ly  large o ffice  b u ild in gs. T ire d  o u t  an d  ch illed , a t  Forty- 
seco n d  S tree t, sh e  go t on  th e  cro ssto w n  b u s  w ith  a free  tran sfer  on 
h er M etro C ard .

T h e  b u s  w as cro w d ed , so  sh e  h ad  to  stan d . S h e  w a tch ed  w ith  
in te re st th e  sev eral y o u n g  p e o p le  o f  b o th  gen d ers w h o  sa t  c o m 
placently . O f  co u rse  M iriam  h e rse lf  d id n ’t  a p p e a r  to  b e  as o ld  as 
sh e  w as— sh e u se d  a h en n a c o m p o u n d  to  k eep  h er h air fro m  go in g 
gray. W h en  tw o  rath er an cien t w o m en  go t on at F ifth  A venue, 
how ever, M iriam  had  to  say  so m eth in g  to  tw o  b o y s w h o sat. “You 
tw o  h a n d so m e  m en  h ave y o u th  on  y o u r side. Y our m u sc le s  are 
stron g. L e t  th e se  lad ie s rest. T h e y ’ve  w o rk ed  h ard  to  p ro d u c e  y o u r 
w o rld  an d  to  g ive b irth  to  y o u  an d  y o u r b ro th ers.”

T h o se  aro u n d  h er w h o  sto o d  n o d d e d  th e ir  ag reem en t, th o u gh  
th e  w o m en  on  w h o se  b e h a lf  sh e  sp o k e  sa id  no, no, th ey  w ere  ge t
tin g  o f f  in a co u p le  o f  b locks.
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T h e  boys, b o th  em b arrassed  an d  re luctan t, s im u ltan eo u sly  sto o d . 
M iriam  p e rsu a d e d  th e  w o m en  to  sit, an d  five m in u te s la ter  th ey  
all go t o f f  w h en  th e  d riv er called , “T im e s Sq u are . B roadw ay.”

O n c e  o f f  th e  bus, th e  w o m en  th an k ed  her. “S u c h  m an n ers o f  th e  
y o u th  today ," d e c r ie d  M iriam . “D o  y o u  know  o f  a sto re  arou n d  
h ere  w h ere  I m ig h t fin d  a p re tty  w atch  fo r  u n d er  o n e  h u n d red  
d o lla rs?"  T h e  w o m en  d ire c te d  h er n orth  to  a sto re  ca lle d  Sw at, 
an d  M iriam  se t  o f f  u p  Broadw ay.

D e sp ite  th e  co ld , th e  day  w as su n n y  an d  th e  s tre e t  w as m o b b e d . 
M iriam , h er ey es o u t  fo r  th e  sto re  th e  lad ie s h ad  d irec ted  h er to, 
p a id  a tten tio n  to  n oth in g  else. Sudden ly , how ever, sh e  fe lt  th e  
to u ch  o f  a sm all h u m an  h an d  in  h er ow n  an d  sh e  lo o k ed  d o w n  to  
se e  th a t a b lack  b o y  n o  o ld er  th an  fiv e  o r  six  h a d  con fid en tly  
th ru st  h is h an d  in to  hers.

“H ello ,” M iriam  ca lled  to  h im . T h e  b o y  lo o k ed  up, startled . H e  
w ith d rew  his co ld  h an d  and ga zed  arou n d  in con fu sio n  and distress. 
W ell, heavens. M iriam  cau gh t u p  h is arm  so  th a t h e  w o u ld n ’t  ge t 
sw e p t  aw ay in th e  cro w d  an d  sh o u te d  loudly, “H as an yon e lo st  a 
little  b o y ?  H ere, m oth ers, h ave  y o u  lo st  y o u r  ch ild ?” S h e  p ick ed  u p  
th e  y o u n g ste r  an d  h e ld  h im  a lo ft fo r  h is m o th e r  to  see.

P eop le  w alk ed  aro u n d  her, an d  no eager b lack  w o m an  resp o n d ed  
w ith  tea rs  an d  h y sterica l th an k  y o u ’s, g rab b in g  h er child .

T h e  little  b o y  all th e  w h ile  h ad n ’t  s to p p e d  crying, so  M iriam  too k  
a h an dk erch ie f fro m  h er p o ck et to  dry h is tears an d  w ip e  his nose.

S tan d in g  ag a in st th e  w all o f  a  b u ild in g , o ffe r in g  th e  ch ild  to  th e  
w o rld  a t  large  as it p a sse d , M iriam  ev en tu a lly  sp o t te d  a p o lic e  
v e n u e  o p p o s ite  h er in th e  w id e  tra ffic  is lan d  b e tw e e n  u p to w n  an d  
do w n tow n .

Sh e  c ro ssed  ov er to  g ive th e  b o y  in to  o ffic ia l custody , an d  b y  th e  
tim e  sh e  Je f f ,  an  arran gem en t w as b e in g  m a d e  to  b rin g  th e  y o u n g
ste r  a fro zen  cu stard . A  b it  pecu liar, M iriam  th o u g h t, to  o ffe r  a 
ch ild  an ice  c re am  as a su b stitu te  fo r  h is b e lo v e d  m other, b u t  th e  
p o lice  o fficers w ere  m en , w a rm h earted  an d  c lueless.

S h e  fo u n d  th e  w atch  sto re  w h ere  th e  w o m en  h a d  to ld  h er it 
w as, th o u g h  th e  n am e  w as Sw atch , n o t Sw at, w h ich  on ly  m in 
im ally  m a d e  any m o re  sense. A b so lu te ly  h u n d red s o f  w atch es 
w ere  av ailab le  an d  M iriam  d islik ed  every  sin gle  o n e  o f  th em . N o t  
th e  w atch es, sh e  su p p o se d , b u t  th e  ban d s, w h ich  sh e  fo u n d  ugly.

Sh e  sa t  on  a p la tfo rm  n ear th e  en tran ce  fo r  a few  m in u te s to  rest 
u p  fo r  h er fu rth er  ex p lo ratio n . Sh e  w o u ld  b u y  N a n a  a p ro p e r  
w atch  to d a y  i f  it  k illed  her. S h e  su re ly  w a sn ’t  co m in g  b ack  d o w n 
tow n , w h ere  th ie v es ab o u n d ed , y o u n g  m en  le t  o ld  w o m en  stan d  
w h ile  th ey  re ste d  th e ir  stu rd y  m u sc le s  in  th e ir  seats, an d  w h ere  
m o th ers le t  go  o f  th e ir  ch ild ren ’s little  h an d s in  a crow d .
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S o o n  M iriam  w as b a c k  u p  an d  at h er q u est. O n  th e  sidew alk , 
how ever, so m e o n e  b u m p e d  in to  her, w ith  a  q u ick  apology . A  m an  
w ith  a h o t  d o g  h ad  sp re a d  m u sta rd  o v er h er co at. W ait a  m in u te ! 
Sh e  h e rse lf  w as fro m  a co u n try  o f  ex p e r ie n ce d  an d  d ev io u s 
th ieves. M iriam  s te p p e d  b a c k  q u ite  de lib erate ly  an d  o n to  so m e 
o n e ’s sty lish ly  c lad  fo o t, g iv in g rise  to  a sh arp  cry  fro m  a h ealth y  
se t  o f  fe m a le  lungs. In stead  o f  ap o lo g iz in g , M iriam  cru n ch ed  dow n 
on  th e  fo o t  a little  further, w h ile  sh e  firm ly  c lo se d  h er purse, 
w h ich  so m e o n e  h a d  b eg u n  to  unzip . O n c e  sh e  lifte d  h er ow n  fo o t  
fro m  th e  o ffe n d e r ’s  fo o t, th e  w o u ld -b e  th ie f  lim p e d  o f f  speedily . 
M iriam  w as q u ick  en ou gh  to  w h irl on  th e  m an  w h o  h a d  go tten  th e  
co n d im en t on h er w o o l c o a t  an d  sm ack  h im  in th e  fa ce  w ith  her 
n o w  secu re  handbag .

‘‘Y ou p ack  o f  jack a ls ,” sh e  cried  o u t  an d  w en t to  h it h im  again , 
b u t  h e  w as gone.

T h en , to  h er sa tisfac tio n , sh e  saw  an  o fficer  run n in g a fter  th e  
p ick p o ck ets. H o w  w o n d erfu l! Sh e  slu n g  h er p u rse  acro ss her 
sh o u ld er  an d  w alk ed  so u th  again  to w ard  F orty -seco n d  S treet. 
M a cy ’s, a t T h irty -fo u rth , w as h er destin atio n .

S lo w  as sh e w as, sh e  w as ab le  to  see  th e  o ffice r  return , h au lin g  
th e  m an  w h o  h a d  d irtied  h er coat. T h is  w asn ’t  a b a d  country, a fter 
all. “I ’ll te stify  aga in st h im ,” sh e  ca lled  o u t  to  th e  p o licem an . H e 
s to p p e d  an d  gave h er h is card  an d  sh e  sa id  sh e ’d  call. “T h a t ’s  no 
w ay  to  b eh ave ,” sh e  to ld  th e  thief. “W h at k in d  o f  life  d o  yo u  c re 
a te  fo r  y o u rse lf?  T h e  p a th  y o u  h ave ch o sen  is a  th o u san d  tim es 
h ard er th an  go in g to  w o rk  every  day. B u t G o d  w ill fo rg iv e  y o u  i f  
y o u  m ak e  am en d s now .”

“A re n ’t  y o u  th e  w o m an  w h o  b ro u g h t in th e  little  b o y  b e fo re ? ” 
a sk ed  th e  officer.

"Yes, sir. I a m .”
“H e ’s b a c k  w ith  h is m oth er. S h e  w as very  re liev ed ,” th e  p o lic e 

m an  to ld  her,
“G o o d ,” sa id  M iriam . “T h o u g h  sh e  m u st  b e  m o re  ca re fu l.”
T h e y  p a r te d  a t  once, an d  M iriam  co n tin u ed  h er stro ll. T h e  ro b 

b ery  a t te m p t  h a d  sh o ck e d  h er an d  slo w ed  h er dow n . A lso, her fe e t 
h u rt. I f  sh e  d id n ’t  fin d  th e  w atch  today, m ay b e  sh e ’d  try  again  in  a 
day  or tw o. S h e  k e p t  lo ok in g  to  see  th e  sta in  on  h er co at. S h e ’d  ge t 
it  o u t  w ith  w ater an d  a b ru sh , sh e  su p p o se d .

T h en  on  F o rty -seco n d  S tre e t , a m an  a c c o s te d  M iria m  to  ask  
h e r  so m eth in g . S h e  tr ie d  to  d o d g e  h im , fe a r in g  so m e  n ew  
sc h e m e  a g a in st  h er p erso n . R e ad y  to  e ith e r  liste n  o r  flee, sh e  
s to p p e d  a fe w  fe e t  aw ay  fro m  th e  m a n  an d  lo o k e d  in to  h is sa d  
b lu e  eyes. S h e  t r ie d  to  d e te c t  so m e  sign  o f  in sin cerity , b u t  m a y b e  
h e  rea lly  w as sa d  a b o u t  so m eth in g . O r  v ery  p ra c tice d . “I ju s t
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w o u ld  like  to  k n o w  w h ere  th e r e ’s  a p aw n  sh op , m a ’a m ,”
S h e  h ad  p a s se d  o n e  an d  sh e tr ied  to  th in k  o f  w h ere. A t  th e  sam e 

tim e, sh e k e p t  a w ary  eye on  th e  m an . T h e  co llar on  h is b row n  
w o o l co a t w as tu rn e d  u p  to  w ard  o f f  th e  co ld , an d  h e  h a d n ’t  
sh av ed  in  a co u p le  o f  days, b u t  h is hair w as neat.

“W ell, I can  p ic tu re  it in m y  h e a d ” sh e said . “I ’ll try  to  tak e  yo u  
th ere  b e c a u se  I ’m  n o t a h u n d red  p e rc e n t sure .”

“O h , thanks. T h an k s a lo t ,” H e  fe ll in to  ste p  w ith  M iriam . “I ’m  
go in g to  p aw n  m y  w atch ,”, h e  co n fid ed . “I t ’s  a go o d  on e too . B u t 
I 'm  in a b it  o f  a ja m .”

“O f  co u rse ,” sh e  an sw ered . T h e se  day s ev eryo n e  w as in a b it  o f  a 
ja m .

T h e  m an  to o k  th e  w atch  o f f  h is w rist an d  sh o w ed  it to  her. 
F un n y th a t  h e  w as go in g to  paw n  a w atch , w h en  sh e  w as look in g 
fo r  one. O f  course, sh e  d id n ’t  w an t a m a n ’s w atch  w ith  a  w orn  
lea th er strap. “V e ry  n ice,” sh e  said .

" I t ’s  a  B reitlin g ," h e  to ld  her proudly. “I b o u g h t it seco n d h an d  
rnyself, b u t  fo r  six teen  h u n d red  d o llars .”

T h e  w o rd s “seco n d h an d ” an d  “s ix teen  h u n d re d ” d id n ’t  seem  to  
h er to  go  together. I f  th is  stran ger w as try in g to  fab rica te  a con , sh e 
w a sn ’t  h av in g any. T h e  p aw n  sh o p  ow n er w o u ld  b e a r  th e  b ru n t. 
Paw nbrokers, how ever, sh o u ld  k n o w  th eir  trade.

“I w as b e a te n  u p  an d  ro b b e d  th e  o th er  n igh t,” th e  m an  co n tin 
u ed , “an d  1 n e e d  seven ty-five  d o llars to  ge t dow n  to  F lo rid a  w h ere  
I h ave a g o o d  jo b  w aiting .” S o  h e  w as try in g to  stin g  h er fo r  th e  
m oney, sh e  dec id ed . O h  w ell.

T h ere . S h e  c o u ld n ’t  b e liev e  it. S h e ’d  fo u n d  th e  paw n sh op , w h ich  
sh e ’d  m ere ly  g lim p se d  an d  h a d n ’t  ex ac tly  even  “n o ticed .”

T h e  m an  o p e n e d  th e  d o o r  fo r  M iriam  to  en te r  th e  sto re  a lon g 
w ith  h im , so  sh e  did .

H e  h a d n 't  p u t  his w atch  b ack  on  an d  h e  im m ed ia te ly  o ffe re d  it 
to  th e  clerk, w h o g ru n ted  over h is exam in atio n .

M iriam  sh o u ld  h ave le ft, b u t  sh e  w as curiou s, so  sh e s to o d  and 
w a tch ed  th e  p aw n b ro k er w ork. H e  se t  d o w n  th e  w atch . “I can  give 
y o u  fifty  do llars fo r  it.” A h , so  th e  w atch  w as w o rth  so m eth in g , 
a fte r  all.

T h e  ow ner o f  th e  w atch  lo ok ed  obv iously  d isappo in ted . H e  sh oo k  
h is h ead . “I n eed  a h u n d red ,” h e  said .

M iriam  tu rn ed  to  th e  p aw n b ro k er to  see  h is reaction . T h e  m an  
d ism issed  th e  id e a  th a t  h e  w o u ld  p ay  any su ch  in cred ib le  am o u n t 
fo r  th e  w atch .

“ I ’ll g iv e  y o u  a sev en ty -fiv e ,"  M iriam  b ro k e  in , th o u g h  sh e  
w a sn ’t  q u ite  su re  w hy. M a y b e  th e  m a n  w as te ll in g  th e  tru th  
a b o u t  b e in g  b e a te n  an d  ro b b e d — an d, anyw ay, i f  th e  w a tch  w as
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w o rth  fifty, su re ly  it  w as ac tu a lly  w o rth  seven ty-five .
T h e  p aw n b ro k er a p p e a re d  a larm ed . “I ’ll g ive y o u  e igh ty-five  

do llars,” h e  said .
“I ’ll se ll it to  th e  lad y  fo r  seven ty-five," sa id  th e  w atch  ow ner. 

“Sh e  w as very  n ice to  m e.”
W ell, M iriam  h ad n ’t  b een  all th a t nice. Sh e  h ad n ’t  tru sted  h im  and 

n ow  sh e fe lt  b ad . Sh e  tu rn ed  her b ack  to  th e  m en , reach ed  in to  her 
coat, and p u lled  the m on ey-h old in g h an dk erch ie f o u t o f  her dress. 
Sh e  th en  co u n ted  o u t eighty-five dollars. Yes, sh e w o u ld  give h im  
th e  ex tra  ten . Sh e  d id n ’t  w an t to  ch eat h im  o u t o f  anything.

A s to  w h at sh e  w as do ing, sh e  h e rse lf  w as su re ly  p u zz led , sin ce 
sh e  h a d n ’t  c o m e  sh o p p in g  fo r  a seco n d h an d  m a n ’s w atch  b u t  fo r  
a brand-new , go ld -co lo re d  w o m a n ’s w atch .

“G re a t,” sa id  th e  seller, w ho gave M iriam  th e  w atch . H e  cou n ted  
o u t  th e  b ills and  o ffered  her b ack  her “ex tra” ten.

S h e  sh o o k  h er h ead . “You m igh t w an t to  ge t th e  w atch  again  
th o u g h ,” sh e  said , realiz in g  su d d en ly  h o w  th ese  th in gs u su ally  
w orked .

H e  sh ru g ged  an d  b ack ed  aw ay to w ard  th e  d o o r  w h ile  h e  tu ck ed  
h is m o n ey  in to  h is p o ck et. “E a sy  com e, easy  go,” h e  sa id . T h en  h e 
c am e  b a c k  in to  th e  sh o p  an d  m u ch  to  h er su rp rise  k issed  h er on 
th e  cheek. S h e  h a d  d o n e  n oth in g  fo r  h im ! H e  h u rried  away.

"H e  sto le  th e  w atch ,” sa id  th e  paw n  sh o p  clerk . "D id  y o u  see  
w h at a  h urry  h e  w as in? H e so ld  it  to  you  b e c a u se  h e d id n ’t  have 
to  g ive his n am e  and id en tifica tio n .”

"O h , I d o n ’t  th in k  so ,” sa id  M iriam . “I b e liev e  h e w as an  h o n o r
ab le  m an .”

“Y ou 'd  b e  su rp rised ,” sa id  th e  clerk . “C a n  I se e  th e  w atch  ag a in ?”
M iriam  gave it to  h im  in tre p id atio n . S h e  h a d  ju s t  given  aw ay 

th e  m o n ey  w ith  w h ich  sh e  w as go in g  to  b u y  N a n a ’s  p resen t. N o w  
sh e  w o u ld  fin d  o u t  th a t  sh e  h ad  th ro w n  aw ay th e  m on ey  b e c a u se  
sh e  w as su ch  a b a d  ju d g e  o f  character.

"Y eah ,” sa id  th e  clerk . “H e  m u st  h ave sto len  it. I t ’s a  really  n ice 
w atch . C a n  I b u y  it  fro m  y o u ? For m e, th a t  is.”

“W hy d id n ’t  y o u  b u y  it fro m  h im ?” M iriam  ask ed  su sp iciously . 
S h e  e x am in e d  th e  ca se s fo r  w o m e n ’s w atch es. S h e  h ad  ju s t  fifteen  
d o llars le ft.

“T h a t  w as bu sin ess, b u t  I ’d  like th e  w atch  fo r  m yself. I ’ll g ive yo u  
a h u n d red  fo r  it. Y ou  m ak e  fifteen  do llars.”

A s  i f  sh e  c o u ld n 't  re a d  th e  sh ifty  lo o k  in h is eyes. “G o o d  h eav 
ens, no,” sh e  sa id  in  su rprise . “T h is  is an in cred ib le  w atch . It ’s a 
B reitlin g .” Ju s t  th en , sh e  cau g h t sigh t o f  a la d y ’s w atch  in th e  case  
th a t w as rath er h an d so m e, th o u g h  th e se  all w ere  seco n d h an d . 
"C a n  I see  th is? ”
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T h e  m in u te  h e m o v ed  it, sh e  saw  th e  p rice  tag , w h ich  read  
$ 2 0 9 , w ay o u t o f  h er range. Sh e  sp e n t so m e  tim e  ex am in in g  th e  
w atch , anyw ay, so  as n o t to  em b arrass  herself.

"I ’m  going to  lo ok  on th e  sh eets to  see  i f  th e  B reitling w as sto len ,” 
th e  clerk  said, p icking u p  so m e p ages from  u n d er th e  counter.

“Yes,” sh e  agreed . Sh e  w as a b it  cu rio u s too.
H e  lo o k ed  th ro u gh  th e  p a p e rs  w h ile  sh e  co n tin u ed  to  scru tin ize  

th e  u n a ffo rd ab le  w atch . S h e  w o n d ered  i f  h e  w o u ld  o ffe r  h er m o re  
fo r  th e  B reitlin g  o r  w h eth er sh e  m igh t b a c k  dow n  an d  tak e  th e  
h u n d red  dollars.

“M ay b e  it  w as h is,” sa id  th e  p aw n  sh o p  clerk, p u ttin g  d o w n  th e  
pages. “O r  m ay b e  it h a sn ’t  b e e n  re p o rte d  yet."

M iriam  ab an d o n ed  th e  w o m a n ’s w atch  an d  lo o k ed  aro u n d  th e  
sto re  a t  m an y  gu itars an d  an  o ld  fu r  or tw o. B u t th ere  w as n oth in g 
ch ea p  as in th e  th rift  sh ops.

“I ’ll trad e  w atch es w ith  y o u ,” the c lerk  sa id  a fter  a m in u te  o f  this. 
“M y  b o ss  w ill kill m e, b u t  I ’ll th in k  o f  so m eth in g .”

A h a! H e  really, really  w an ted  th e  w atch . “W ell, y o u  p ro b ab ly  
on ly  p a id  fifty  d o llars fo r  th e  w o m e n ’s w atch ,” sh e  said . “T h e  
w o m a n ’s w atch  is n ice  b u t  i t ’s seco n d h an d , a fte r  all.”

" I t ’s n o t seco n d h an d ! I t ’s p re -o w n ed !” H e  w as indignant,
"S o m e o n e  e lse  w o re  it. I t ’s n o t lik e  n ew .” T h a t , to  M iriam , w as 

seco n d h an d .
“A ll righ t,” h e  said . “Y ou tak e  th e  w o m e n ’s w atch , p lu s  I g ive yo u  

fifty.”
“E igh t-five ,” sh e  said . "T h e  w o m e n ’s w atch  m ig h t b e  w orth  

n oth in g  a t  all. I ’d  b e  c h e a te d .”
H e  d id n ’t  answ er, b u t  to o k  a roll o f  b ills o u t  o f  h is p o ck e t  and  

co u n te d  o u t  eigh ty-five  dollars. H e  m o v e d  th e  w o m e n ’s w atch  in 
h er d ire c tio n .'H e  a lread y  h a d  th e  Breitling.

S h e  n o d d ed  in ag reem en t. “D o  y o u  w an t m e  to  sign  an yth in g?”
“N o. It ’s a p riv ate  d ea l,” h e  said.
S h e  tu rn e d  fro m  h im  an d  arran ged  th e  cash  again  w h ere  it 

b e lo n g ed , th en  p u t  th e  w atch  in to  h er purse. H a d  th e  n ego tia tion  
b e e n  a little  to o  easy ? "T h an k  y o u ,” sh e  said . H e  sh ru gged .

T h o u g h  sh e  h a d  all th e  cash  sh e ’d  c o m e  d o w n to w n  w ith , on  h er 
w ay  o u t  sh e  w o n d ered  i f  sh e ’d  b een  ch e a te d  b y  th e  p aw n b ro k er in 
regard  to  th e  w o m a n ’s w atch .

S till tired  an d  h er fe e t  still m o re  o r  le ss on  fire, M iriam  b egan  to  
w alk  again  to  F iftieth  S tre e t to  re turn  to  th e  E a st  S id e  on  the 
cro sstow n  bus. S h e  ru m in ated  on  h er recen t tran sactio n  an d  tr ied  
to  d ec id e  w h at to  d o  a b o u t th e  w atch . Sh e  h a d  o n e  fo r  N an a, b u t  
it w as seco n d h an d . S h e  co u ld  still b u y  th e  girl a  n ew  w atch , h o w 
ever, sin ce  sh e  again  h a d  th e  cash .
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M ay b e  sh e  sh o u ld  go  b a c k  to  th e  sto re  w h ere  th e y ’d  th ro w n  h er 
o u t?  N o. Sh e  o u g h t to  h ave m o re  p r id e  th an  th at. A t  F orty-seven th  
S tree t, sh e  rea lized  sh e  m ig h t go  w h ere  th e  y o u n g  c o u p le  in  love 
h a d  go n e— to  th e  D ia m o n d  E xch an ge . T h e y ’d  sa id  th e  b o o th s 
in side  so ld  w atch es too.

M iriam  en te re d  th e  b ig  sto re  a t  5 5  W est F orty-seven th  S treet. 
T h e  p la ce  rem in d ed  h er o f  th e  o p en  m ark e ts in h er h o m e  cou n try  
o f  G h an a , th o u g h  h e re  th e  sh o p s w ere  u n d er a w arm in g  r o o f  and  
th e  p ro d u c ts  b e in g  so ld  w ere  fa r  d iffe ren t fro m  th e  clo th , cocoa , 
an d  sh ea  b u tte r  m a rk e te d  b y  th e  ven d o rs a t  h om e.

S h e  s to p p e d  a t  several co u n ters an d  lo o k ed  at th e  m erch an d ise  
until, a t  th e  rear o f  th e  b ig  m ain  floor, sh e  fo u n d  so m e  w a tch es in 
a sh o w case  th a t re se m b le d  th e  o n e  sh e  h a d  b een  given  a t  th e  paw n  
shop. S h e  b ro u g h t o u t  h er w atch  an d  sh o w ed  it to  th e  c lerk  w h o 
h ad  b e e n  eyein g h er w ith  a frow n . Sh e  d id n ’t  say  anyth ing, b u t  he 
g a sp e d  in  w h at so u n d e d  like  sh ock.

“T h a t 's  a V an  C le e f  an d  A rp e ls  lad ie s d ress w atch ,” h e  croaked . 
H e  c leared  h is th ro a t, th en  b it  h is lip. "T h a t ’s  a  b e a u tifu l ite m .” H is 
ey es fo c u se d  on  h er in rap t atten tio n . Sh e  c o u ld  se e  h e  w as see k 
ing o u t  an  ex p la n a tio n  as to  w h y a h eav y se t b lack  w o m an  w ith  an 
ugly  m u sta rd  sta in  on  her c o a t  w as sh ow in g  h im  th is n ice  (th o u gh  
seco n d h an d ) w atch .

“T h o se  are d ia m o n d s aro u n d  th e  face ,” h e  ad d e d  reverentially .
“Yes,” sh e  ag reed , n o t all th a t im p ressed . “G rain ers.” T h a t  w as th e  

in d u stry  te rm  fo r  sm all, in co n seq u e n tia l d ia m o n d s— d iam o n d s th e  
siz e  o f  a sm all grain  o f  rice. “H a lf  grainers.”

H e  sta red  a t  her. “W h ere d id  y o u  ge t this, i f  y o u  d o n ’t  m in d  m y  
ask in g.”

“A  b irth d ay  p re se n t,” sh e  sa id . T h a t  w a sn ’t  an an sw er to  h is q u e s
tion , exactly, b u t  it w o u ld n ’t  h ave b e e n  a lie i f  th e  q u estio n  h ad  
b een  “w h y ?” rath er th an  “w h e re ?”

“S o m e o n e  cares fo r  y o u  very m u ch  th en ,” h e  said .
Sh e  n o d d ed  an d  s tu d ie d  th e  w atch es in th e  case. Su d d en ly  sh e  

saw  it: T h e  w atch  sh e  h ad  n early  b o u g h t in th e  sto re  n ear 
B lo o m in g d a le ’s. “C a n  I see  th a t  little  go ld  w a tc h ?” sh e  asked . S h e  
m ig h t b e  ab le  to  c o m p le te  h er sh o p p in g  righ t here.

"T h a t ’s n o t go ld ,” he an sw ered , as i f  c o n fu sed . " I t ’s ju s t  go ld  co l
o red .” H e  to o k  th e  n ew  w atch  fro m  o u t  o f  th e  ca se  an d  sh o w ed  it 
to  her. T h en  h e k e p t  h is ey e  on  h er fan cy  w atch  w h ile  sh e  tu rn ed  
o v er th e  w atch  fro m  th e  case, m ark e d  at n inety-n in e dollars. A h , a 
ten  d o lla r  d isco u n t. S h e  lik ed  it an d  k n ew  th a t  N an a  w o u ld  like it, 
too, b u t  sh e  se t  it dow n .

H e  sigh ed . “I ’ll g ive y o u  five  h u n d red  fo r  th e  w atch ,” th e  m an  
sa id  a t  la st. H e  lick ed  h is lips.
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M iriam  k ep t her equanim ity. H er  m oth er h ad  to ld  her on ce  th at 
in  bargain ing, "Y ou 're n ot ask ing fo r  en ou gh  un less your palm s 
sw eat.”

“T h ro w  in this o th er w atch  an d  you  h ave a dea l,” sh e  sa id  coolly. 
H er  h eart h ad  accelerated  to  a fa st trot, so  sh e gu essed  sh e  w as ask
ing ju s t  ab o u t the righ t am oun t.

H e  w as th e  on e w h o see m ed  to  b e  sw eatin g th ough . “O kay,” he 
answ ered , "b u t p lease  tell m e  th at y o u  d id n ’t  steal th e  w atch .”

M iriam  lau gh ed  quietly. “I ’m  exactly  th e  o p p o site  o f  th at type,” 
sh e  in fo rm ed  him . “O nce, as a  girl, I w alked  ten  k ilom eters to  return  
a h u n dred  ced is to o  m u ch  th at I rece iv ed  in change— ab o u t a  d im e.”

T h e  m an  b egan  to  co u n t o u t  five h u n dred-d o llar b ills fo r her, b u t  
sh e  ask ed  fo r  tw en ties. H e  th en  gave her th e  w atch  in a b lu e  ve lvet
b o x . T h e ir  dealin gs done, M iriam  carefu lly  p la ce d  everyth in g in her 
purse, p ray in g to  G o d  sh e  w o u ld  b e  ab le  to  return  h o m e  w ith o u t 
b e in g  ro b b ed . Sh e  m u st b e  m ore  carefu l even  th an  usual.

“D o  yo u  rea lize  h o w  n ice th is  w atch  is ? ” h e  asked , lo ok in g  do w n  
again  at th e  w atch  sh e ’d  ju s t  so ld  h im .

“Yes, i t ’s n ice," sh e  an sw ered , ,rb u t  I really  w an ted  so m eth in g  
new .” H e  gave h er a p u z z le d  look. “N o t  p re-o w n ed ,” sh e  ex p la in ed .

H e  o p e n e d  h is m o u th , th en  c lo se d  it again . T h e  ex p re ssio n  on  
his fa ce  to ld  h er he b e lie v ed  h e ’d  seen  ju s t  ab o u t everyth in g, an d  
th is  tran sactio n  c a p p e d  it all.

B a ck  on  th e  s tree t on ce  m ore, sh e  fe lt  as i f  sh e  w ere  w alk in g on  
air, th o u g h  h er fe e t  an d  legs w ere  ab so lu te ly  k illing her. H o w  
m u ch  w o u ld  a cab  to  1 2 3 rd  S tre e t co st?  S h e  la u g h ed  a t  herself, 
b e c a u se  sh e  w o u ld  n ever b e  th a t m u ch  o f  a sp en d th rift.

Sh e  h ad  on ly  o n e  m o re  s to p  to  m ak e  b e fo re  sh e  w en t h om e. For 
th at, sh e  p u t  a b ill in h er p o ck e t. B ack  a t  B lo o m in g d a le ’s  an d  eager 
to  ge t o n to  >■ th e  subw ay, sh e lo o k e d  arou n d . I f  sh e  co u ld  fin d  th e
boy, sh e ’d  give h im  th e  tw enty.

B u t th o u gh  sh e  sp e n t several m in u te s in th e  search , h e  d id n ’t  
sh o w  up. W h at a sh am e. O h  w ell. S h e 'd  m ak e  su re  so m e o n e  e lse  
in  n eed  go t th e  m on ey  in stead .

A t  h om e, b e fo re  ly ing d o w n  to  re st  h er very  tired  b o d y  an d  
w h irlin g m in d , M iriam  to o k  th e  v e lv e t b o x  o u t  o f  h er purse, 
o p e n e d  it, an d  s tu d ie d  th e  p re tty  little  go ld -co lo re d  w atch .

W h at a w o n d erfu l b irth d ay  p re se n t it w o u ld  m ake. T h a t  w as th e  
m ain  thing.

S h e  u n d ersto o d , o f  course , th a t th e  tw o  w atch es sh e  h a d  so ld  
to d a y  h ad  b een  w orth  a g rea t dea l, b u t  th is  w as e x ac tly  th e  on e 
th a t  N an a  w o u ld  like.

G o d  h a d  certa in ly  b le sse d  M iriam  today. H e r  sh o p p in g  trip  h ad  
b een  a g rea t su ccess. >#
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J ean Femling

j t r e e  C ra ig  le ts h im se lf  d ro p  in to  th e  lo ge  seat, fo u r  in fro m  th e  
aisle  an d  h igh ab o v e  S tad iu m  C o u r t  1 at Indian  W ells T ennis 
C o m p le x , an d  stre tch es h is legs, lu xu ria tin g . Free free free. T h e  
c ro w d  is fillin g in rap id ly  fo r  th e  first m atch , an d  a lm o st d irectly  
b e lo w  h im  th e  players, th e  b a ld -h e a d e d  Pole B o h ac ik  an d  R afae l 
N a d a l in h is s ign atu re  b rig h t b lu e  sh irt, are a lread y  w arm in g  up. 
F rom  u p  h ere  th e  o c tag o n a l s ta d iu m  is a m u ltico lo re d  b asin  
b u zz in g  w ith  life. T h re e  d ay s o f  p e r fe c t  so litu de . For C ra ig  th e  b ig  
ch an ge  starts  to d a y — in fac t, i t ’s a lready  started . H igh , t im e ; h e ’s 
fo rty -on e  already.

C ra ig  is to ta lly  alon e; n o b o d y  living ev en  k n o w s h e 's  go n e  to  
Palm  Sp rin gs e x c e p t  h is d ad . N o b o d y  h e  kn ow s ev er sits u p  here. 
A n d  n o b o d y ’s  w aitin g fo r  h im  o r  co u n tin g  on  h im , n o  d u tie s th at 
c a n ’t  b e  d eferred . H is e x ’s law yers h ave  finally  b a c k e d  off. Ju s t  live 
in th e  p resen t, like th e  gu ru  says. K iss  th e  m o m e n t an d  le t it go.

T h e y  say  N a d a l h as ch an ged  his serve. C ra ig  w atch es to  see  i f  he 
can  p ic k  u p  th e  n ew  m ove. A  girl p a u se s  a t  th e  en d  o f  C ra ig ’s  aisle 
an d  th en , b rea th in g  audibly, m o v es in  tw o  sea ts  an d  sits. N o  b abes, 
h e  rem in d s h im self. N o  ey e  con tact. S h e ’s trim  an d  curvy en ough , 
in stan d ard  khaki sh orts, sleev e le ss sh irt, w h ite-b illed  cap, runn ing 
sh o es— p retty  b u t  n o t b eau tifu l, w h ich  is go o d , alw ays. Sh e  sto w s 
h er N av a jo  ru g-lo ok in g  b a g  an d  w ate r  b o tt le  u n d er th e  sea t an d  
slap s  h er h an d s o v er h er face, e ith er laugh in g  or crying, he d o e sn ’t  
k n ow  w h ich — m ay b e  sh e  d o e sn ’t  either.

Y ou can  alw ays te ll a  girl ra ised  rich , C ra ig  thinks, w h ich  m ak es 
h er p re se n ce  h ere  a lon e ev en  m o re  u n u su al. T h e  grea t ha ircu t, 
to u s le d  b u t  e legan t. T h e  sleev e le ss  sh irt o f  b e ig e  linen, w ith  row s 
o f  fin e  tucks. H e r  fin gern ails n atu ral p in k  w ith  p e r fe c t  m o o n s an d  
little  w h ite  c re scen t tip s. R ich  girls are  c o m p o se d  o f  th e  b e st  o f  
everyth in g; th e ir  very  fle sh  is m o re  refin ed , like h an d -fed  K o b e  
beef.

H e ’s p ay in g  to o  m u ch  a tten tio n  to  her. C ra ig  sh ifts  aw ay a q u a r
te r  tu rn . E x ac tly  w h at h e  in ten d s n o t to  do. H e  is n o t h is father.

A n d  th en  sh e ’s all ten n is fro m  th e  get-go, su ck s u p  everyth in g
12S
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go in g on  d o w n  there. N e v e r  lo o k ed  a t  h er t ick e t co m in g  in, w h ich  
c o u ld  m ean  sh e an d  h e are  in  th e  sa m e  situ atio n . C ra ig ’s lo ge  t ick 
e t  is fo r  an oth er sectio n  o v er in th e  sun . T h is  sh ad y  sectio n  w as 
so ld  ou t, b u t  h e ’s gam b lin g  th e re ’ll b e  sea ts  en o u gh  to  go aroun d . 
P rob ab ly  so m e o n e  is m ee tin g  h er h ere— also  good .

G re a t  tenn is. F rom  u p  h ere  th e  co u rt is a g ian t ga m e  b oard , an d  
each  p la y e r ’s stra tegy  an d  re sp o n se s sh arp  an d  indelible. A fte r  on e 
o f  N a d a l’s  b rillian t re tu rn s C ra ig  an d  th e  girl lo o k  to w ard  on e 
an o th er an d  grin in sh ared  ap p rec iatio n .

A t  th e  en d  o f  th e  terrific  first se t  t ie  b reak , it se lf  w o rth  the 
w h ole  trip, a c o u p le  lean s in  to  a sk  th e  girl to  m o v e  ov er so  th ey  
can  sit  in  th e  en d  seats, an d  sh e  does, giv in g C ra ig  an ap o lo getic  
g lan ce  as sh e  se ttle s  b e sid e  h im . H e  fee ls  a p le a san t w arm th  e m a 
n atin g  fro m  th e  sm o o th , tan n ed  th igh  ju s t  in ch es fro m  his. A fte r  
th e  seco n d  se t  h e  e x c u se s  h im se lf an d  asks h er to  h o ld  h is sea t  
w h ile  he go e s ou t.

“D o n ’t  b e  to o  lo n g ,” sh e  says. "Y ou  d o n ’t  w an t to  m iss an y o f  
th is .”

“N o t  a ch an ce,” C ra ig  says.
In th e  th ird  se t  th ey  ex ch an ge  ap p rec ia tiv e  g lan ces an d  th en  

b r ie f  c o m m en ts  a fte r  a ch o ice  rally  or su p e r io r  po in t.
“A re n ’t  th e se  grea t s igh t lin e s?” C ra ig  asks. “L ik e  w e ’re  han gin g 

o u t  in  sp ace .”
H a lf  tu rn ed  away, sh e  m u rm u rs, “It m ak es m e  w an t to  ju m p ,” so  

so ftly  th a t h e  w o n d ers i f  h e  im ag in e d  it.
A t  th e  en d  o f  th e  m atch  (N ad a l tak e s  it) th ey  stan d  in  th e  roar, 

ap p lau d , stre tch . “I ’m  C ra ig .” H e  h o ld s o u t  h is hand.
Sh e  h esitates, con siderin g. “D e e n a .” Sh e  to u c h e s  h is fingertip s.
T h e y ’re  b o th  fro m  L .A . D e e n a  lo ves to  w atch  ten n is m o re  th an  

an y o f  her frfen ds do, sh e  say s; th a t ’s w h y sh e  c o m e s d o w n  alone. 
H e  te lls h er h e ’s an acco u n tan t in th e  en te rta in m en t b u sin ess, and  
at on ce  w ish es h e ’d  lied : It so u n d s so  d isgu stin gly  boring. W h o 
w o u ld  k n ow ? D e e n a  say s sh e ’s  a p ro je c t  m anager. C ra ig  d o e sn 't  
b e lie v e  it, figu res sh e  ju s t  say s it to  f it  in.

Sh e  leaves h er b a g  w ith  h im  w h ile  sh e g o e s ou t, tak in g  on ly  a 
sm all c lu tch . S h e ’s beg in n in g  to  re lax  aro u n d  h im , an d  C ra ig  starts  
to  th in k  o f  h er as a p o ssib le  d in n er partner, a t  th e  least. N o th in g  
can  c o m e  o f  it, n o  d an ger o f  th at: H e  h as far travels p lan n ed  
ah ead , th e  A d ria tic  coast, N e p a l, A n tarc tica . M ay b e  D e e n a  is ju s t  
an  o p en in g  note, p a rt  o f  th e  p re lu d e . S h e  c o m e s b a c k  sligh tly  
flu sh ed , re fresh ed , an d  spark ling.

T h e  sec tio n  is fu ll; so m e b o d y  w ill su re ly  u p ro o t  th em  now. B u t 
th e  d ay  ju s t  g e ts  better. T h e  n e x t  m atch  is a gru elin g  th ree-se tter  
b e tw ee n  a R u ssian  an d  an A rgen tin ian , w ith  en d less rallies and
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fre q u e n t serv ice  b reaks. D e e n a  is ge ttin g  su n b u rn ed , h er n ose  
shiny. S h e  likes th e  A rgen tin ian , h e  co m es to  th e  n et m ore, b e sid e s 
w h ich  th e  R u ssian  in fu ria te s h er b y  argu in g so  m u ch . B asically  
h e ’s a b ig  baby, sh e  say s— h ere  h e  is d o in g  h is life 's  w o rk  an d  he 
w o n ’t  even  try  to  con tro l h im self. T h e y  b e t  ten  d o llars on  th e  o u t
com e. T h e  A rgen tin ian  sk ids an d  falls, b lo o d y in g  his elbow , an d  
th e  R u ssian  ge ts m a d  an d  th ro w s h is racket, b u t  finally  w ins.

D een a  tak es o u t  a ten  do llar  b ill an d  h an d s it to  h im  as th ey  
m ak e  th e ir  w ay  slow ly  o u t  an d  d o w n  th e  stairs, le ttin g  th e  c ro w d  
flo w  aro u n d  th em . F rom  th e  lan d in g  C ra ig  se e s  th e  sn ack  stan d s 
an d  sm ells  sau sag e s  an d  su gg ests  th ey  grab  som eth in g .

“A ctu ally ,” D e e n a  says, “I ’m  to o  h un gry  fo r  a sn ack .” Sh e  tak es 
o u t  tw o  en ergy  b ars an d  h an d s h im  one.

"T h a t ’s g o o d ,” C ra ig  says. “A ctually , I w as h o p in g  fo r  th e  p leasu re  
o f  y o u r  c o m p an y  at d inner.”

“I can  d o  th a t ,” sh e  says. “O n e  th ing: no h o o k u p .” S tartled , h e  
d o e sn ’t  an sw er a t  once. “N o  se x ,” sh e  says, o v er en unciating .

“Y o u ’re th e  b oss, m a ’am ,” h e  draw ls sarcastically . "S tr ic tly  yo u r 
call, lady.”

D e e n a  sm iles. “G o o d .”
C ra ig  fee ls  like h e ’s ju s t  b e e n  s lap p e d . S h e  d o e sn ’t  m ean  it. A fte r  

all, sh e ’s  still h ere  w ith  h im . T h a t  sp e ak s lo u d er  th an  w ords.
Passing th ro u g h  th e  ex it, D e e n a  veers to w ard  th e  tick et w in

dow s. “I ’m  go in g to  ge t m y  lo g e  fo r  to m o rro w  now , to  b e  su re ,” sh e 
says. “I’v e  go t s tu f f  to  d o  first th in g  in th e  m orn in g .”

“G o o d  id e a .” C ra ig  d o e s  likew ise.
T h ey  m e e t  again  a t  seven  in  th e  lo b b y  o f  D e e n a ’s h o te l, a  m o n 

ste r  re so rt  w ith  artific ia l “la k e s” o u ts id e  an d  in. “N o t  m y  sty le  a t  
a ll,” D e e n a  says. “O u r  o ffice  m an ag er  b o o k e d  it  fo r  m e.” S h e ’s 
w earin g  a w h ite  sleev e le ss  sh irt an d  trousers, e legan t b u t  severe, 
an d  le ts  h im  tak e  h er e lb o w  as th ey  ste p  o n to  th e  little  b o a t  g lid 
ing th e m  acro ss th e  in d oo r w ater to  th e  re stau ran t o f  th e ir  choice.

A d m irin g  th e ir  re flec tion  in th e  w ater, h e  says, “G o o d -lo o k in g  
co u p le .”

“Y ou th in k  so ? I th in k  i t ’s o u trage o u s.” D e e n a  lau n ch es in to  a 
d ia tr ib e  ab o u t Palm  S p rin g s ’s on e h u n d red  tw en ty  g o lf  co u rses 
drain in g th e  va lley ’s aquifer. O h  G o d , C ra ig  thinks, sh e ’s  a greenie. 
H ere  w e  go.

“Y o u ’v e  h e ard  it  all b efo re , r ig h t?” sh e  says, an d  qu its. S h e  ord ers 
a ste a k  an d  fries, n o t o n e  o f  th o se  girlie salads, ap p re c ia te s  h is 
ch o ice  o f  w ine, o f  w h ich  h e drin ks m o st, en co u rages h im  to  ta lk  
a b o u t h im self, an d  ea ts  everyth in g in  sigh t, in clu d in g  th e  b read . 
A n  ex ce llen t sign— sh e  h as h earty  appetite s.

C ra ig  te lls  h er a b o u t h is n ow  ex-w ife, th e  c iv ilized  d ivorce, an d
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his reso lve  to  ge t aw ay an d  red isco v er h im self! H e  d e b a te s  a lo u d  
th e  A d ria tic  (p o ssib ly  N e p a l, defin ite ly  A n tarc tica ) an d  in ev itab ly  
b rin g s u p  D ad , w h o se  acco u n tan t h e  is ( th e re ’s o n e  o f  h is m a jo r  
m istak es). C h a rm in g  R o bb ie , th e  prod ucer, in stan t cen ter  o f  every  
group , like a d o o r  b lo w n  o p en  in to  any ro o m . A  sp e c ia list  in  p le a 
sure. N o t  th a t  g o o d  look in g, b u t  w o m en  ad o re  h im . W h en  he 
m o v es in, m arriage s crash  an d  b u m . P rob ab ly  I so u n d  jea lo u s, h e  
th inks. P rob ab ly  I d am n -all am .

E v en tu ally  C ra ig  rem e m b e rs  to  a sk  D e e n a  ab o u t herself, b u t  h e  
m ostly  fo rg e ts  to  listen  to  th e  answ ers. Sh e  lives in  W est L .A ., 
a lon e  e x c e p t  fo r  h er o ld  B u rm e se  ca t  M olasses, sh e ’s  a p ro je c t  
m an ager  fo r  a  b ig  developer, an d  a sid e  fro m  th e  tenn is, sh e ’s  h ere 
on  a p ilgrim age.

“I ’m  go in g  d o w n  to  th e  S a lto n  S e a  to m o rro w  m orn ing. Early.” 
S h e  starts  to  ga th er h e rse lf  together. “A re  y o u  fam ilia r  w ith  th e  
S e a ? ”

“N e v e r  b e e n  there. I h ear  i t ’s th e  pits. A  d isaster.”
“A n o th e r  w o rld . Y o u ’d  h ave  to  se e  it  to  u n d ersta n d ,” sh e  sa id . "I 

g rew  u p  in  th e  desert. L e ft  th ere  fifteen  years ago, an d  I ’ve  n ever 
b e e n  b ack . I t ’s  t im e .”

“It ’s  really  early.” C ra ig , an noyed , lo o k s a t  h is w atch .
"N o t  fo r  m e. C o m e  on, I ’ll b u y  y o u  a n igh tcap .”
A t  th e  b a r  sh e  g e ts  h im  a sn ifter  o f  very  go o d  brandy, an d  th en  

another. “W h at d o  y o u  m ean , y o u  grew  u p  in  th e  d e se r t? ” h e  asks.
“M y d ad d y  an d  m y  m o m m a  w ere  redn ecks. T h a t ’s  w h at th ey  

ca lled  th em se lv e s,” sh e  says. “D e se r t  rats. T h ey  d id n ’t  care  fo r 
o th er  p e o p le  a t  all. H a d  a b ig  d o g  an d  a c o u p le  b ig  sh otgu n s. I h ad  
to  figh t th e m  to  ge t on  th e  sch o o l bus. I e x p e c t  th e y ’re still o u t  
th ere  so m ew h ere .”

“Y ou w ant, to  go  an d  se e  th e m  to m o rro w ?” C ra ig  d o e sn ’t  b e liev e  
a w o rd  o f  it. S o u n d s like th e  k in d  o f  sto ry  R o b b ie  w o u ld  tell.

“O h  no. T h e y  m o v e d  o n ,” D e e n a  say s “N o  fo rw ard in g  address. 
I ’m  go in g do w n  to  S h a lim a r  B each . I lived  th ere  a w hile. A ctually , 
w h at I m iss  th e  m o st  are  th e  stars. O u t  on  th e  desert. T h ey 're  
w o n d erfu l.”

Sh e  p o in ts  at his seco n d  e m p ty  glass. "A fter all th a t sun , y o u  b e t
te r  tak e  it easy."

C ra ig  tak es th e  h int, b eg in s to  sag  an d  w ob ble , an d  a lm o st t ip s  
ov er a b arsto o l.

“O h , w ow ,” sh e  says, d isg u ste d  b u t  n o t angry. “You can ’t  driv e  in 
th a t  sh ape. You b e tte r  co m e  u p sta irs  an d  ge t y o u r h e a d  clear. I 
m ay  h ave so m eth in g  to  h e lp  . . .”

In h er ro o m  C ra ig  d ro p s o n to  o n e  o f  th e  q u een  b e d s  an d  sh uts 
d o w n  d e a d  a sleep  fo r  a fe w  m in utes. W h en  h e c o m e s to, D e e n a ’s
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in  co tto n  p a jam as, ju s t  ge ttin g  in to  th e  o th er bed . H e  p ro p s h im 
s e lf  u n stead ily  on  o n e  elbow , lo o k in g  across a t  her.

“A ll r ig h t,” sh e  says, n o t  friendly . S h e  p u lls  so m e th in g  o u t  fro m  
u n d e r  h er p illo w  an d  b rin g s it  o v er  to  sh o w  h im . I t ’s an  o ld  
w o o d e n -h a n d le d  k itch en  p arin g  kn ife , s lid  in sid e  a m a n ’s fo ld e d  
h an d k erch ie f, its  b la d e  sh a rp e n e d  to  a razo r  ed g e  th a t  h as a  w av e  
in  it. “Feel it ,” D e e n a  says. "F ee l th e  p o in t .”

H e  does. “Y ou  k n ow  th is is to ta lly  u n n ecessary ,” h e  says.
“R igh t u n d er  m y  pillow ,” sh e  says. "G o o d  n igh t,” sh e  adds, tu rn 

ing o u t  th e  light.
In th e  n igh t C ra ig  fin ds h im se lf  in  th e  b a th ro o m , p ee in g  b y  th e  

d im  ligh t fro m  ou tsid e .
“C lo se  th e  d o o r ’ ” sh e  yells.
W h en  C ra ig  w akes at first ligh t, D e e n a  is in th e  b a th ro o m , 

d re ssed  an d  drying h er hair. “W h y d id n 't  y o u  w ake m e ? ” h e  says, 
ju m p in g  up.

"I w a sn ’t  aw are  I ’d  in v ited  y o u  alon g .”
"Ah, c o m e  on. A fte r  y o u ’ve  w h etted  m y  a p p e tite ? ” H is m o u th  

fe e ls  c o a te d  an d  slim y, an d  h is sh irt sm ells. “T en  m in utes. A t  least 
le t m e  ge t m y  to o th b ru sh  an d  a c lean  sh irt o u t  o f  m y  car.”

“U se  m in e; I can  ge t an oth er d o w n  th ere .” T h e  id ea  is rev o lu 
tionary. H e  sla th ers h er b ru sh  w ith  to o th p aste , an d  even  so  can  
b are ly  ge t it in h is m o u th . H e ’s sh o ck e d  a t  h im se lf— w h at a b o u t 
k issin g? A m erican  cu ltu re  is sick.

T en  m in u te s later, th e y ’re g lid in g  a lon g  em pty , pa lm -lin ed  
b ou levard s.

“T h is  is th e  la st  sh ad e  y o u ’ll see ,” D een a  says. “E n jo y  it .” T h is 
m o rn in g  sh e  look s q u ite  d ifferen t, h er h a ir p u lle d  u p  an d  h id in g 
b eh in d  b ig, ro u n d  sun glasses.

W ith o u t co n su ltin g  h im , D e e n a  drives th ro u gh  a M c D o n a ld ’s 
an d  ge ts th ree  E gg  M cM u ffin s, tw o  fo r  h im , an d  tw o  a lm o st- 
d rin kab le  c u p s o f  co ffee . “C u is in e  later,” sh e  says.

C ra ig  d ec id e s to  ap o lo g iz e  fo r  la st n ight.
“N o  b ig ,” sh e  says. “I ’ve  h a d  m y  . . . ep isod es, en co u n ters w ith  

u n co n tro lled  su b stan ces.”
“H ad , y o u  say. Y ou m ean  th a t ’s all over.”
“O h  yes," D e e n a  says. “I t ’s all all over.”
O n  th e  h igh w ay  h ead in g  so u th , D e e n a  p o in ts o u t  green  fie ld s 

an d  p a lm  gro ves o f f  to  th e ir  right. "W h ere  y o u r sa lad  la st  n igh t 
c am e  fro m .”

B u ild in gs d w in d le  an d  scatter, g iv in g w ay m o stly  to  b arren  flat- 
lan ds w ith  th e  ru ddy  d e se rt range b ey o n d . O n  C ra ig ’s right, th e  
S a lto n  S e a  ap p ears, a silver-b lue sh e e t stre tch in g  so u th w ard  to  a 
hazy, in d istin ct h orizon .
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“T w en ty-five  p ercen t sa ltier  th an  th e  o cea n ,” D e e n a  says. 
"F a ste st  w ate r  in th e  w o rld . T h e y  se t  w o rld  sp e e d b o a t  reco rd s h ere  
b ack  in th e  six ties. P icture  a h u n d red  th o u sa n d  p e o p le  o u t  h ere  
w atch in g .”

“H ard  to ,” h e  says. “H o w  o ld  w ere  y o u  w h en  y o u  le ft? ”
“Sev en teen .” Sh e  sm ile s a t  h im . “M ak es m e  th irty-tw o. I've 

h eard  y o u  w o n d erin g .” S h e ’s so m e h o w  m u ch  friendlier, and 
C ra ig ’s su d d en ly  co n v in ced  th at to d a y  th e  real D e e n a  w ill b e  
revealed .

D e e n a  p u lls  o f f  th e  h igh w ay  o n to  a drive  lead in g  p a s t  a b ig  
b o a rd e d -u p  m o te l, to  a w h ite  and  b lu e  b u ild in g  w ith  a vagu ely  
ste am sh ip  look . Its u p p e r  sto ry  is on e h u g e  oval, like an ocean  
lin er ’s sm o k estack , w ith  th ree  g ian t p o rth o le s an d  th e  n am e  in 
scrip t: ACES &. 8s. W h atev er  w as u n d er  th e  8 s  h ad  b e e n  p a in ted  
ou t.

“W e’re n o t w h ere  w e ’re go in g y e t,” D e e n a  says, o p en in g  h er 
door. “I n e e d  to  ch eck  so m eth in g , w e ’ll ju s t  b e  a m in u te .” C lo se d  
lon g b e fo re  h er tim e. O n c e  it  w as a yach t club , Je rry  L ew is an d  th e  
B e ach  B o y s p lay e d  there. A n d  th en  it  go t f lo o d e d  ou t.

“W e u se d  to  c lim b  u p  in th ere .” S h e  p o in ts to  th e  yaw n ing p o r t
holes. “U gh ! G en era tio n s o f  b ird  d ro p p in gs. Filthy.” Sh e  h e ad s 
a ro u n d  th e  sid e  o f  th e  b u ild in g  to w ard  th e  w ater, w ith  C ra ig  tra il
ing b eh in d . H e ’s rem em b erin g  som eth in g.

“A c e s an d  e igh ts,” h e  says. "T h a t ’s  a d e a d  h an d . U n p lay ab le .” B u t 
sh e ’s to o  fa r  ah ead  to  hear.

T w o curv in g sto n e  b reak w aters sh e lter  ro w s o f  ta ll pilings. T h e  
w a te r ’s co lo r  is so m ew h ere  b e tw ee n  liq u id  ru st  an d  b la c k  coffee , 
an d  it stinks. “W h a t ’s w ro n g w ith  th is w a te r?” h e  asks.

D e e n a  h as c lim b ed  dow n  to  th e  n ear b reakw ater. "E veryth in g. 
A lgae , all o f  th e  alkali, fe rtilizer  ru n o ff— y o u  n am e it .” S h e  ste p s  
o u t  o n to  th e  breakw ater.

“W h at are yo u  d o in g ?” h e  calls ou t. A n elab o rate  ab an d on ed  
sw im m in g  p o o l sits on  a rise  ab ov e  th e  water, an d  h e m o v es c lo ser 
to  lo o k  it  over.

“N o th in g ." S h e  tu rn s aro u n d  an d  c o m e s b ack . “O u t  th e re ’s  th e  
b e st  p la ce  to  see  th e  stars. N o  ligh ts a t  all. L e t ’s go."

“A  n ea t little  ru in ,” h e  says. “W ish  I ’d  b ro u g h t a c am era .”
“You d o n ’t  w an t to  m iss yo u r ten n is.” D e e n a  is h ead in g  fo r  her 

car.
This is one controlling chick. C ra ig  figu res h e  m ay  h ave  to  d iv est 

h im se lf  o f  h er in th e  n ear fu ture . R igh t now, th o ugh , h e ’s havin g 
an  adven ture. H e  can  h ear h im se lf  te llin g  it.

O n  d o w n  th e  highw ay, D e e n a  says, “Y ou h av en 't a sk ed  m e  w h y 
I le ft  y e t.” A  c o u p le  m ile s go  by. “It w as a guy. O f  co u rse .”
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T h e y ’re co m in g  u p  on so m e  k in d  o f  se ttlem en t. H o u se s  an d  
tra ilers line th e  h igh w ay  an d  range o u t  to w ard  th e  b each . D een a  
tu rn s o n to  th e  ed g e  ro a d  th a t  ru n s to w ard  th e  w ater. “W elco m e to  
S h a lim ar  B e ach ,” sh e  says. “E igh t b lo ck s across."

“A n y o f  y o u r p e o p le  le ft  h e re a b o u ts?”
“O h , I d o u b t it.” T h e y  p a ss  a sm allish  m ark e t w ith  an iron  grill 

still c lo sed  o v er th e  door, an d  a b lo ck  farth er on, B u r t ’s B ar & 
G rill, likew ise  n ot o p e n e d  yet. A fte r  an o th er co u p le  b lock s, D een a  
say s w ith o u t slow ing , “R igh t here. T h is gu y  p u lls  u p  in a cream  
C a d d ie  an d  asks m e, ‘W h ich  w ay is th e  b e a c h ? ’ B e in g  fu n n y  o f  
course, b u t  you  know , real likable. S o  I w in d  u p  ge ttin g  in to  sh o w  
h im  th e  way, w h ich  h e  clearly  d id n ’t  n eed . I w as d u e  a t  th e  m a r
k et in  h a lf  an  hour. O h , I m ad e  it all right.

“H e  cam e  in to  th e  m ark e t a c o u p le  h o u rs la ter  an d  w an ted  to  
tak e  m e  to  lun ch . T h e  u p sh o t o f  it  w as . . .  I w en t. W alked  o u t an d  
go t in  th a t  car, all p u ffy  lea th er in side  like  a w h ip p e d  cre am  cave, 
an d  b lew  away. N e v e r  even  th o u g h t to  lo ck  th e  cash  draw er. O f  
co u rse  so m e b o d y  c lean ed  it  ou t, an d  all th e  steak s an d  m o st  o f  th e  
b o o ze . I c o u ld n ’t  co m e  b a c k  th en , co u ld  I?”

A n d  th en  w h at?  C ra ig  w an ts to  ask, b u t  k n o w s better. It 's  all 
go in g to  co m e  o u t so o n er  or later. Sh e  w an ts to  te ll it.

N e a r  th e  b e ach  th e  ro ad  go es le ft  a lon gsid e  a san d  b e rm  h igh er 
th an  th eir h eads, so  th a t  th e  se a  is in v isib le  to  th e m  an d  to  th e  
p e o p le  liv ing b eh in d  it. Fou r b lo ck s la ter  th e re ’s an  open in g . T h ey  
co m e  o u t on  a b each  m arred  w ith  h e ap s o f  b ro k en  co n cre te  an d  
seven  or e igh t d ere lic t b u ild in gs an d  veh icles, a  g u tte d  h u ll o f  an 
A irstre am  trailer, an d  a w in dow less, ru ste d -o u t sch o o l b u s. In th e  
w ater a ru in ed  w in ch  stands, an d  a ro w  o f  sk inny p o le s  lep ro u s 
w ith  ch em ica l gro w th s m arch es in to  th e  shallow s.

“T h is  lo o k s like so m eth in g  b y  D a li,” h e  says. “Sa lvador.”
“I k n ow  w h o Sa lv a d o r  D a li is.” D e e n a  p o in ts at a w o o d en  sh ell 

co v ered  a lm o st u p  to  its w in d o w  fram es. “T h a t  w as m y  a u n t ’s 
sn ack  stan d . T h ey  h ad  so m e  really  w e t years, an d  th e  lake rose."

“T h o se  b u ild in g s d id n ’t  fa ll d o w n ,” C ra ig  says. “T h e y  w ere  b u r 
ied .” H e  c ru n ch es acro ss to  th e  A irstream , sto m p in g  on th e  th ick , 
c ry sta llized  alkali th a t sq u eak s u n d e rfo o t  like c ru sted  snow . W h ere 
h e  sm ash es th ro u gh  th e  to p  layer h e  see s m o re  d e p o sits  an d  fo r
m atio n s below , dow n  an d  dow n . D e e n a  w aits silen tly  fo r  h im  to  
b e  fin ish ed .

C ra ig  w alks o u t  to  th e  Sea , th a t rich , v ile  w ater. A n  en d le ss p a le  
fe sto o n  sca llo p s  th e  h igh -w ater line, n u m b erle ss  dried , h an d -sized  
fish , th e ir  b la c k  ey e-h o les staring.

“T ilap ia , “ D e e n a  says. “T h ey  lo se  b ird s  too. A b o u t  a m illio n  la st 
tim e .”
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C ra ig  sq u in ts in to  th e  d azzle , try in g to  see  across to  th e  o p p o 
site  shore. “H o w  d e e p  is th e  lake n o w ?”

“A ro u n d  fifty  feet, I th ink . M ay b e  less,” sh e  says. “N ig h ts  are  th e  
b e st . T h e  stars. Y ou ever— ? N o, th a t ’s right, y o u  n ever ge t fa rth er 
d o w n  th an  th e  Sprin gs, d o  y o u ? A b so lu te ly  m ag ica l. A w eso m e. 
T h a t ’s  w h at i w an t."

D e e n a  sto p s  at th e  to p  o f  th e  b erm  to  g ive h im  o n e  g o o d  lo o k  
a t  th e  tow n . A b o u t  h a lf  th e  h o u ses are  b o a rd e d  up, a c o u p le  o f  
th e m  su rro u n d ed  b y  razo r w ire. T h e  on ly  life  h e  see s is a m an  w ith  
tw o  b ig  d o gs in side  a  h igh  ch ain -link  fence.

“You d id  th e  righ t th in g ,” h e  sa id . “L eav in g .”
H ead in g  b ack  out, D een a  sto p s at th e  n ow  op en  m arket. “I d o u b t 

an yb od y ’ll recogn ize m e," sh e says softly. T h ey  go  in together, and 
sh e  strikes u p  a con versation  w ith  th e  you n g A sian  b o y  b eh in d  the 
counter. D o e s  an ybody  arou n d  rent o u tb o ard s? A n d  sh e an d  th e  b oy  
go  o u t  b ack  together. C ra ig  w anders th rough  th e  store, turn ing 
th ings over. T h e  dark  farth est en d  sm ells o f  branched fru it an d  ant 
po ison . H e  p ick s u p  a can  o f  cream ed  co m , w h ich  h e ’s n ever seen  
before, an d  a sm all p ack age  o f  C racker Jack , leaves a five-dollar bill 
on th e counter, an d  goes o u t  to  w ait in the shade.

D e e n a  c o m e s o u tsid e  laugh in g  an d  an im ated  an d  stan d s in  the 
doorw ay, ta lk in g  to  C raig . “I go t i t !” sh e  says. “H e  fo u n d  an  o u t
b o a rd  fo r  m e. A n d  I g o t  th e  anchor, so  w e can  go  o u t  to n igh t.” 

D e e n a  d riv es like a b an sh ee  go in g b ack ; C ra ig  h as to  call h er on 
it. T h e y ’re u tterly  re la x e d  to g e th er  now, h e n o tices: Sh e  scratch es 
h er b u tt , an d  he ca tch es h im se lf  p ick in g  his nose.

C ra ig  fin ds h im se lf  ask ing, “S o  w h ere  d id  th is  gu y  tak e  y o u ?” 
a lth o u gh  h e  d o e s  n o t w an t to  know  th e  details.

“Indio .” Sh e  n o d s to w ard  th e  o p p o s ite  shore. “A  g rea t tw o -h o u r 
lun ch , an d  ev en tu ally  a really  n ice  m o te l. A ll th e  A C  y o u  co u ld  
ever, ev er w anY F ive d ay s w e  sp e n t th ere— in th e  m o rn in g  h e ’d  go 
b a c k  u p  fo r  th e  ten n is and  leave  m e  m o n ey  to  go  sh o p p in g  for 
c lo th es, an d  th en  h e ’d  co m e  b ack  d o w n  at n igh t.”

“H u h . Y ou w ere  un derage, r ig h t?”
S h e  sn iffs as i f  h e ’s  m ad e  a jok e . “H e  w as a w o n d erfu l lover, te n 

d er an d  con siderate . S t u f f  I c o u ld n ’t  h av e  im ag in ed . B y  th e  fifth  
d ay  it  g o t  a little  w ild , h e  w as brin g in g  d o w n  coke. I ’v e  n ever h ad  
an o th er ex p erien ce  like th a t .” D e e n a  w as silen t till th ey  p a sse d  
A c e s & 8s. “I th o u g h t I w as in  love w ith  h im . W ell, I w as. S o  . . . 
five  days, an d  th en  n oth in g .”

“L ik e  h o w ?”
“H e  d id n ’t  co m e  b a c k  like  h e sa id  h e  w o u ld . H e  d id n ’t  call. N o  

w ord , ju s t  ‘S e e  y o u  to n ig h t ’ an d  th en  . . . noth in g. L ik e  I ’d  ju s t  
c e a se d  to  e x ist .”
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C ra ig  d o e s  n o t w an t to  know  w h at h a p p e n e d  to  h er n ext; h e  
w an ts th is  con versatio n  to  b e  over. “W ell,” h e  says. “I f  h e  co u ld  see  
yo u  now .”

T h e  re st  o f  th e  day  is m e llo w  an d  u n rem ark ab le . T h e y  d o  ge t 
to  se e  Ju s t in e  H en in , th e  litt le  B e lg ian  firecracker, p lay : H e r  
se rv e  h o ld s u p  p re tty  w e ll an d  sh e  w ins. C ra ig  d o e s  n o t a llo w  
h im se lf  to  th in k  a b o u t  to n igh t. T h e y  h av e  d in n er  a t  a g o o d  
M e x ica n  p la c e  on  H igh w a y  111 th a t  D e e n a  know s, d aw d lin g  till 
it  g e ts  darker.

“I d o n ’t  w an t to  ge t th ere  to o  early," sh e  says. C ra ig  h a sn ’t  h eard  
an y m ore  a b o u t h er life  a fte r  “th e  m an ," b u t  h e  figu res h e  o u gh t 
to  ask. T h e y  go  b a c k  to  D e e n a ’s h o te l fo r  C ra ig ’s car  so  h e  can  
drive. B u t sh e  d o e sn ’t  w an t to  b o th e r  to  go  u p sta irs  now.

H ead in g  so u th , D e e n a  is e x c ite d , w h ich  b o d e s  w ell fo r  C ra ig ’s 
evening. E very th in g  tu rn s h er on — th o se  sh arp  vo lcan ic  co n es so  
c lo se  to  Indian  W ells an d  th e  fa rth er ran ges all ru d d y  n ow  in  th e  
la st  sun ligh t, an d  th en  th e  su n se t co lors in th e  w ater. “T h a t  filthy  
s t u f f  lo o k s to ta lly  in n o cen t fro m  here, d o e sn ’t  i t ? ” h e  says.

E ven tu ally  h e  says, m ak in g  con versatio n , “W ell, y o u  m u st  fee l 
p re tty  p ro u d  o f  yourself. Y ou  say  d ru gs are  to ta lly  in y o u r p ast. A ll 
o v er  now . T h a t ’s a b ig  d ea l.”

“Yes. A ll, all o v er now .”
It ’s a fte r  d ark  w h en  th e y  tu rn  in at A c e s  & 8s. C ra ig  p ark s a t  th e  

sid e  o f  th e  b u ild in g  as D e e n a  d irects. S h e ’s  o u t  an d  u p  to  w h ere  
sh e  can  see  th e  w ater, w h ile  h e ’s still scrab b lin g  in  th e  g love c o m 
p artm e n t fo r  h is little  flash ligh t.

“I t ’s th e re !"  sh e  calls b ack . N e x t  th in g  sh e ’s d igg in g  aro u n d  in 
th e  d irt a t  th e  fo o t  o f  a  fro w sy  p a lm  tree ; sh e  c o m e s u p  w ith  keys 
on  a lea th er fo b  ju s t  as C ra ig  arrives w ith  h is flash ligh t, po in tin g  
stra igh t ah ead .

D e e n a  co n sid ers a m o m e n t. “G o o d  id e a ,” sh e  says.
T h e  b o a t, a lu m in u m  h u ll an d  a b o u t  tw elv e  fo o t, s its a lon gsid e  

th e  breakw ater, m ay b e  th irty  fe e t fro m  sh ore. W ith  n o  ligh t 
a ro u n d  b u t  starligh t, i t ’ll b e  tricky  ge ttin g  o u t  there.

“L o o k  a t  th e  stars,” D e e n a  says, h u sh ed . “A  th o u san d  th o u san d  
suns, sp in n in g  aw ay.”

T h e  sky  is tru ly  d azz lin g— b o th  d ark er an d  b righ te r  th an  C ra ig  
h as ev er seen . "D e fin ite ly  w orth  th e  trip ,” h e  says.

“Isn ’t  it?  T h an k  y o u  fo r  say in g th a t .” S h e ’s a h e ad  o f  h im  on th e  
rocks, c ro u ch ed  low, an d  h e sh ifts  th e  little  d an cin g  circle  o f  ligh t 
b a c k  an d  fo rth  b e tw e e n  h er fe e t  an d  his.

“Y ou k n o w  h o w  to  o p e ra te  an o u tb o ard , I gather,” h e  says.
“O h , sure, m y  d ad  tau gh t m e  rea l yo u n g , to o k  m e  alon g  fish in g 

so  I co u ld  d o  all th e  c lean u p .”
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T h e  an ch or is a co n cre te  b lo ck  w ith  a len gth  o f  ro p e  a ttach ed  to  
a c lea t on  th e  gunw ale. D e e n a  d irects C ra ig  to  th e  m id d le  o f  th e  
b o a t. C ro u ch in g  low, sh e  sw ings th e  b lo ck  acro ss to  h im , an d  he 
b are ly  b re ak s its fall. Sh e  ste p s  in to  th e  stern  an d  starts  th e  m o to r  
w ith  n o  trou b le . I t ’s sh ockin gly  lo u d . S h e  id le s it  dow n  and 
m an eu v ers slow ly  th ro u gh  th e  row s o f  tall, slen d er p ilin gs an d  o u t 
in to  o p en  water.

“G o o d  jo b ,’’ C ra ig  say s as th ey  p ick  u p  sp eed .
T h e  m o v em en t o f  th e ir  go in g m ak es a sm all w in d  p a ssin g  over 

C ra ig ’s  skin. T h e  sca tte r  o f  ligh ts on  th e ir  sh o re  recedes, b u t  th o se  
o p p o s ite  co m e  n o  nearer. S low in g , D een a  says, “N o b o d y  kn ow s 
w h ere  y o u  are. O h , e x c e p t  fo r  th e  kid at th e  m ark e t.’’

“I t ’s n o t  lik e  w e ’re  w o rr ie d  a b o u t  a t su n a m i,” h e  says. 
“E arth q u ake , m ay be. W e’re righ t on  th e  fa u lt .”

D e e n a  lies b ack , h er fa ce  tu rn ed  to  th e  sky. “G o d ! T h e  stars. T oo 
m an y  to  cou n t. T o o  m an y  to  h o ld  in y o u r h ead . I u se d  to  th in k  w e 
go  th ere— after. M ay b e  I still do .”

S h e  sh u ts th e  m o to r  off. N o w  th e  b o a t  lie s still in th e  w ater, 
b are ly  even  rocking. C ra ig  rea lizes th a t  h e  h as n o  id e a  h o w  to  start 
th e  m o to r  again . B u t h o w  h ard  can  it b e ?  U neasy , h e  asks, “A re  
th ere  still fish  o u t  h e re ?”

D een a  w aves a h an d  in  d ism issal. “O f  co u rse  I c o u ld n ’t  a ffo rd  
cok e,” sh e  says. “S o  it h a d  to  b e  crank. Sp ark le . C ristin a . I ’ve  k icked  
th e  m e th  tw ice. I c an ’t  go  th ro u gh  th a t  again .”

C ra ig  m ak es a sy m p ath e tic  noise. I t ’s n o t en ou gh , b u t  w h at is?
“W h at co m es n ext— I feel a little  sorry  fo r yo u ,” sh e says. “I w as 

going to  tak e you  along, b u t  th en  I figured , w hy? You d id n ’t  really 
do  anything."

T ak e  h im  a lo n g? A la rm e d , C ra ig  s tra ig h te n s u p  q u ietly . H e ’s 
g o t  to  d 6  so m eth in g , h e  h a sn ’t  a c lu e  w h at, b u t  h e ’s g o t  to  try. 
“I ’m  n o t  fo llo w in g  yo u . H o w  d o  y o u  m ean , y o u  fe e l so rry  fo r  
m e ? ”

“I saw  y o u r d a d  la st T h u rsday .”
“W h at?”
“In S a n ta  M o n ica ,” sh e  sa id . “N o t  th a t  h ard  to  fin d , o n ce  I 

d e c id e d  to  lo ok . T h a t  c o ffe e  p la c e  w h ere  h e  h an g s o u t, on  
M o n ta n a ?  H e  n ev er  re c o g n iz e d  m e, o f  co u rse . A  sh a m e  a b o u t  h is 
arth ritis. H e  n ev er sa id  an yth in g , b u t  y o u  can  se e  h o w  it  h a m 
p e rs  h im .”

“W ait a  m in u te .” It ’s  a so lid  b lo w  to  h is ch est; C ra ig  c a n ’t  p ro 
cess this. “H o w  d o  you  k n ow  m y d a d ?”

“I sto le  o n e  o f  h is cred it c ard s in  Indio. B e cau se  I w an ted  so m e 
th in g  o f  his. I d id n ’t  even  k n ow  h is la st n am e. I ’ve  ta lk ed  to  h im  
sev eral t im e s  now. Ju s t  so m e b o d y ’s nanny, w aitin g  to  p ic k  u p  th e
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ch ildren , righ t? H e  sa id  I rem in d ed  h im  sligh tly  o f  so m eo n e .” Sh e  
sm ile d  a t  th at. “M y a ll-p u rp o se  face .”

N o w  sh e ’s b en d in g  o v er th e  rope, d o in g  so m eth in g  w ith  it. C ra ig  
sh in es th e  ligh t on  h er hands. T h e  ro p e  lo o p  is free  o f  th e  c leat, 
an d  sh e ’s  ju s t  fa sten in g  a c lear p la stic  strip  aro u n d  h er w rist an d  
th ro u g h  th e  loop , sn u ggin g  it u p ; it lo ok s like th e  k in d  o f  tie  yo u  
u se  to  fa sten  a tra sh  b ag , w ith  n o tch es yo u  cinch  up.

“H e y l” H e  c a n ’t  b e lie v e  this. S h e ’s  lo ck ed  h e rse lf  to  th a t  ch u n k  
o f  con crete . H e  starts to  slid e  to w ard  her.

"S to p  i t !” sh e  yells. “Y ou 'll t ip  th e  b o a t  over.” M ean in g , sh e  w ill. 
“A n d  tu rn  o f f  th a t ligh t. It sp o ils  th e  view .”

C ra ig  p re sse s  th e  ligh t again st h is leg , con cealin g  it entirely. 
D e e n a  slid es h er fo rearm s in to  th e  o p en  co n cre te  b lo ck  an d  c a re 
fu lly  p u sh es h e rse lf  u p  h alfw ay  o n to  th e  gunw ale, h er b a c k  to  th e  
water. W h en  sh e  h o ists th e  b lo ck  o n to  h er lap  th e  b o a t  lists over 
on  th a t  side, its  lip  on ly  a few  in ch es fro m  th e  w ater.

“H ey, hey, w a it a m in u te ,” C ra ig  says, v isib ly  h o ld in g  h im se lf 
m otio n less. “Ju s t  listen , baby. T h e re  are  so m e  g o o d  w a y s 'n o w  to  
dea l w ith  th is, th is d ru g  thing. Su re fire— ”

“Y our d a d  sh o u ld  b e  h ere  in stead ,” sh e  says. “B u t I c o u ld n ’t  m ak e  
it  h ap p en . H e  ad o res yo u , yo u  an d  th e  gran dk ids are th e  ap p le  o f  
h is eye. H e  w o rries th a t  y o u  d o n ’t  ge t en ou gh  jo y  o u t  o f  liv ing.” 
S h e  sn ickers a t  th at. “H e  w as alw ays ta lk in g  a b o u t y o u .” S h e  stop s, 
b u t  C ra ig , d u m b stru ck , c a n ’t  th in k  o f  an yth in g to  say.

“You kn o w  h o w  it ’s go in g to  lo ok ," sh e  g o e s on. “T h e y ’ll nail you  
fo r  sure. W h o  w o u ld n ’t  b e liev e  y o u  d id  it? N o w  i t ’ll all co m e  out. 
B u t  y o u  d o n ’t  h ave  to  w orry, y o u ’ll b e  all righ t in th e  lon g run . You 
k now  w h at th ey  say: M on ey  alw ays w alks.”

S h e  sh ifts  again . “Sa y  g o o d b y e  to  R o b b ie  fo r  m e .” T h e  b o a t  rocks 
an d  C ra ig  d iv es a t  her, g rab b in g  fo r  h er arm . “N o !” sh e  sc ream s and 
t ip s  b ack w ard  in to  th e  w ater, h u ggin g  th e  co n cre te  b lo ck  to  her 
ch est.

H e  lu n ges in to  th e  sp la sh  reach in g  a fte r  h er b u t  to u c h e s n o th 
ing, th e  b o a t  reco ils an d  th en  sp rin gs fa rth er b ack , sh ip p in g  water, 
an d  C ra ig  g o e s o v er in to  th e  w arm  so up . H e ’s go in g dow n  and 
d o w n  tw istin g , churn in g, grop in g  fo r  anyth ing. Panic in flam es 
h im : W hich  w ay  is u p ?  T h rash in g , h e  b u rsts  th ro u g h  th e  su rface  
u n d er  th e  stars an d  grab s o n to  th e  b o a t . B eyo n d  th e  roar, w ater  
ru n s o f f  h im  in tin k lin g rivulets.

H is ey es b u m . T h e r e ’s  n o  sign  o f  D een a , n o t th e  s ligh te st ripple. 
C ra ig 's  flesh  is alive w ith  a th o u san d  cuts. H e  see s th e  ligh ted  flash  
b e lo w  h im  tu rn in g  slow ly, d riftin g  d o w n w ard , d im m in g. D e e n a  
w e n t in fa ce  up, lo ok in g  to w ard  th e  stars. H e  w ill n ever b e  ab le  to  
fo rge t it. v#



Jack London

THE LEOPARD 
MAN’S STORY

H e  h a d  a dream y, far-aw ay lo o k  in h is eyes, an d  his sad , in sis
te n t  voice, gen tle-spok en  as a m a id ’s, se e m e d  th e  p lac id  e m b o d i
m e n t o f  so m e  d e e p -se a te d  m elancholy . H e  w as th e  L e o p a rd  M an, 
b u t  h e  d id  n ot lo o k  it. H is b u sin e ss in life, w h ereb y  h e lived , w as 
to  a p p e a r  in  a cage  o f  p erfo rm in g  le o p ard s b e fo re  v ast aud ien ces, 
an d  to  thrill th o se  au d ie n ces b y  certa in  exh ib itio n s o f  n erve fo r 
w h ich  his em p lo y ers rew ard ed  h im  on  a sca le  co m m en su ra te  w ith  
th e  thrills h e  p ro d u ced .

A s  I say, he d id  n ot lo o k  it. H e  w as n arro w -h ipped , n arro w 
sh o u ld ered , an d  anaem ic, w h ile  h e  se e m e d  n ot so  m u ch  o p p re sse d  
b y  g loo m  as by  a sw eet an d  gen tle  sadn ess, th e  w e igh t o f  w h ich  
w as as sw eetly  an d  gently  borne. For an h ou r I h ad  b een  try in g to  
ge t a sto ry  o u t o f  h im , b u t  he ap p e are d  to  lack  im ag in atio n . To 
h im  th ere  w as n o  ro m an ce  in h is go rgeo u s career, no d ee d s o f  d a r
ing, no thrills— n oth in g  b u t  a gray sam en ess  an d  in fin ite  b o red o m .

L ion s? O h , yes! he h a d  fo u gh t w ith  th em . It w as noth ing. A ll 
y o u  h ad  to  d o  w as to  stay  sober. A n y b o d y  co u ld  w h ip  a lion  to  a 
stan d still w ith  an  ord in ary  stick. H e  h ad  fo u g h t on e fo r  h a lf  an 
h o u r once. Ju s t  h it h im  on  th e  n ose  every  tim e  h e ru sh ed , an d  
w h en  h e g o t  artfu l an d  ru sh ed  w ith  h is h e ad  dow n , why, th e  th in g 
to  d o  w as to  stick  o u t  y o u r leg. W h en  h e grab b ed  at th e  leg  yo u  
drew  it b a c k  an d  h it h im  on  th e  n o se  again . T h a t  w as all.

W ith  th e  far-aw ay lo ok  in his ey es an d  h is so ft  flo w  o f  w o rds he 
sh o w ed  m e  his scars. T h e re  w ere  m an y  o f  th em , an d  o n e  recen t 
o n e  w h ere  a tig ress h ad  reach ed  fo r  h is sh o u ld er  and  go n e  dow n  
to  th e  bon e. I co u ld  see  th e  n eatly  m e n d e d  rents in  th e  c o a t  h e  h ad  
on. H is righ t arm , from  th e  e lb o w  dow n , lo o k ed  as th o u g h  it h ad  
go n e  th ro u gh  a th resh in g  m ach in e, w h at o f  th e  ravage w ro u gh t by  
c law s an d  fangs. B u t it w as n oth in g, h e  said , on ly  th e  o ld  w o u n d s 
b o th e re d  h im  so m ew h at w h en  rainy w e ath er  c a m e  on.

First published  in Leslie’s Magazine, A ugust 1903 .
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Su d d en ly  h is fa ce  b righ ten ed  w ith  a reco llec tion , fo r  h e  w as 
really  as an x io u s to  g ive m e  a sto ry  as I w as to  ge t it.

“I su p p o se  y o u ’v e  h e ard  o f  th e  lio n -tam er w h o  w as h a te d  by  
an o th er m a n ?” h e  asked .

H e  p au se d  and lo ok ed  pensively  at a sick  lion  in th e  cage opposite .
“G o t  th e  to o th ach e ,"  h e  ex p la in ed . “W ell, th e  lio n -tam e r ’s  b ig  

p lay  to  th e  au d ie n ce  w as p u ttin g  h is h e a d  in  a  lio n ’s m o u th . T h e  
m an  w h o  h a te d  h im  a tten d ed  ev ery  p e rfo rm an ce  in  th e  h o p e  
so m e tim e  o f  see in g  th a t  lion  cru n ch  d o w n . H e  fo llo w e d  th e  sh ow  
a b o u t all o v er th e  country. T h e  years w en t b y  an d  h e grew  old , an d  
th e  lio n -tam er grew  o ld , an d  th e  lion  grew  o ld . A n d  a t  la st  one 
day, s ittin g  in a fro n t seat, h e  saw  w h at h e  h a d  w a ited  for. T h e  lion  
c ru n ch ed  dow n , an d  th ere  w a sn ’t  an y n eed  to  call a d o cto r.”

T h e  L e o p a rd  M an  g lan ced  casu a lly  o v er h is fin ger n ails in a 
m an n er  w h ich  w o u ld  h ave b e e n  critical h a d  it  n o t b e e n  so  sad .

“N ow , th a t ’s w h at I ca ll p a tien ce ,” h e  co n tin u ed , “an d  i t ’s m y  
style. B u t  it  w as n o t  th e  sty le  o f  a fe llo w  I knew . H e  w as a little, 
th in , saw ed-off, sw ord-sw allow in g  an d  ju g g lin g  Fren ch m an . D e  
V ille , h e  ca lled  h im self, an d  h e h a d  a n ice w ife. Sh e  d id  tra p e z e  
w o rk  an d  u se d  to  d iv e  fro m  u n d er  th e  r o o f  in to  a n et, tu rn in g  over 
on ce  on  th e  w ay  as n ice  as y o u  p lease .

“D e  V ille  h a d  a q u ic k  tem p er, as q u ic k  as h is h an d , an d  h is 
h a n d  w as as q u ic k  as th e  p aw  o f  a tiger. O n e  day, b e c a u se  th e  
rin g-m aster called  h im  a frog-eater, o r  so m eth in g  like th at and 
m ay b e  a little  w orse, h e  sh ov ed  h im  against th e  so ft p in e b ack 
gro un d  h e u sed  in his knife-throw ing act, so  q u ick  th e  ring-m aster 
d id n ’t  h ave tim e  to  th ink , an d  there, b e fo re  th e  au d ien ce, D e  V ille  
k e p t  th e  air on  fire  w ith  h is knives, sin k ing th em  in to  th e  w o o d  all 
a ro u n d  th e  r in g-m aster  so  c lo se  th at th ey  p a sse d  th rou gh  his 
c lo th es an d  m o st  o f  th e m  b it  in to  h is skin.

“T h e  clow ns h ad  to  pu ll th e  knives o u t to  get h im  loose, fo r he w as 
pinned fast. S o  th e  w ord  w en t aroun d  to  w atch  o u t for D e  Ville, and 
n o  one d ared  b e  m ore than  barely  civil to  his wife. A n d  she w as a  sly 
b it o f  baggage, too, only all hands w ere afraid  o f  D e  Ville.

“B u t th ere  w as o n e  m an , W allace, w h o  w as a fra id  o f  noth ing. H e  
w as th e  lion-tam er, an d  h e  h ad  th e  se lf-sam e  trick  o f  p u ttin g  his 
h e a d  in to  th e  lio n ’s m o u th . H e ’d  p u t  it in to  th e  m o u th s  o f  any o f  
th em , th o u g h  h e p re fe rred  A u gu stu s, a b ig , go o d -n atu red  b e a st  
w h o  c o u ld  alw ays b e  d e p e n d e d  u p o n .

“A s I w as saying, W allace— ‘K in g ’ W allace  w e  ca lled  h im — w as 
a fra id  o f  n o th in g  a live  or d ead . H e  w as a k ing an d  no m istake. I ’ve  
seen  h im  drunk , an d  on  a w ager go  in to  th e  cage  o f  a lion  th a t ’d  
tu rn ed  nasty, an d  w ith o u t a stick  b e a t  h im  to  a fin ish . Ju s t  d id  it 
w ith  h is fist  on  th e  nose,
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“M a d a m e  D e  V ille— "
A t  an  u p ro ar  b eh in d  u s  th e  L e o p a rd  M an  tu rn e d  q u ie tly  

arou n d . It w as a d iv id e d  cage, an d  a m onkey, p o k in g  th ro u g h  th e  
b ars an d  aro u n d  th e  partitio n , h a d  h a d  its p a w  se iz e d  b y  a b ig  
gray w o lf  w h o  w as try in g  to  p u ll it  o f f  b y  m ain  stren g th . T h e  arm  
se e m e d  stre tch in g  o u t  lo n ger an d  lo n g er  like  a th ick  elastic , an d  
th e  u n fo rtu n a te  m o n k e y ’s m a te s  w ere  ra isin g  a terrib le  din . N o  
k e e p e r  w as a t  h an d , so  th e  L e o p a rd  M an  s te p p e d  o v er a c o u p le  
o f  p aces, d e a lt  th e  w o lf  a sh arp  b lo w  on  th e  n o se  w ith  th e  ligh t 
can e  h e carried , an d  re tu rn ed  w ith  a sad ly  a p o lo g e tic  sm ile  to  
tak e  u p  h is u n fin ish ed  sen ten ce  as th o u g h  th ere  h a d  b een  n o  
in te rru p tio n .

“— lo o k ed  at K in g W allace  an d  K in g  W allace  lo o k ed  at her, w h ile  
D e  V ille  lo o k ed  b lack . W e w arn ed  W allace, b u t  it w as n o  use. H e  
lau g h ed  at us, an d  h e lau gh ed  a t  D e  V ille  on e d ay  w h en  h e sh o v ed  
D e  V ille ’s  h e ad  in to  a b u ck e t o f  p a s te  b e c a u se  h e  w an ted  to  fight.

“D e  V ille  w as in a p re tty  m ess— I h e lp e d  to  sc rap e  h im  off; b u t  
h e  w as co o l as a cu c u m b e r  an d  m ad e  n o  th rea ts  a t  all. B u t  I saw  a 
g litte r  in h is eyes w h ich  I h ad  seen  o ften  in th e  ey es o f  w ild  beasts, 
an d  I w en t o u t  o f  m y  w ay to  g ive W allace  a final w arn ing. H e  
lau gh ed , b u t  h e  d id  n o t lo o k  so  m u ch  in  M a d a m e  D e  V il le ’s d irec
tio n  a fte r  th at.

“Several m o n th s p a sse d  by. N o th in g  h a d  h a p p e n e d  an d  I w as 
b eg in n in g  to  th in k  it  all a scare  ov er n oth ing. W e w ere  W est b y  
th a t tim e, sh ow in g  in  'Frisco. It w as d u rin g  th e  a ftern o o n  p e r fo r
m an ce , an d  th e  b ig  ten t w as filled  w ith  w o m en  an d  ch ildren , 
w h en  I w e n t lo ok in g  fo r  R ed  D enny, th e  h e ad  can vas-m an , w h o  
h ad  w alk ed  o f f  w ith  m y  pocket-kn ife .

"P assin g  b y  o n e  o f  th e  d re ss in g  te n ts  I g la n c e d  in  th ro u g h  a 
h o le  in  th e  can v as to  se e  i f  I c o u ld  lo c a te  h im . H e  w a sn ’t  th ere , 
b u t  d irec tly  in  fro n t o f  m e  w a s K in g  W allace, in tigh ts, w a itin g  
fo r  h is tu rn  to  go  on  w ith  h is c age  o f  p e r fo rm in g  lion s. H e  w as 
w atch in g  w ith  m u ch  a m u se m e n t  a q u a rre l b e tw e e n  a c o u p le  o f  
tra p e z e  artists. A ll th e  re st  o f  th e  p e o p le  in  th e  d re ss in g  te n t  
w e re  w a tch in g  th e  sa m e  th in g , w ith  th e  e x c e p t io n  o f  D e  V ille , 
w h o m  I n o t ic e d  sta r in g  a t  W allace  w ith  u n d isg u ise d  h a tred . 
W allace  an d  th e  re st  w e re  all to o  b u sy  fo llo w in g  th e  q u a rre l to  
n o tic e  th is  o r  w h at fo llo w ed .

“B u t I saw  it  th rou gh  th e  h o le  in th e  canvas. D e  V ille  d rew  his 
h an d k erch ie f fro m  h is po ck et, m ad e  as th o u g h  to  m o p  th e  sw eat 
fro m  his face  w ith  it (it  w as a h o t d ay ), an d  a t  th e  sam e  tim e  
w alk ed  p a s t  W allace ’s back . H e  n ever s to p p e d , b u t  w ith  a flirt o f  
th e  h an d k erch ie f k e p t  righ t on  to  th e  doorw ay, w h ere  h e tu rn ed  
h is h ead , w h ile  p a ssin g  ou t, an d  sh o t a sw ift  lo o k  b ack . T h e  lo ok
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tro u b led  m e  at th e  tim e, fo r n o t only  d id  I see  h a tred  in it, b u t  I 
saw  tr iu m p h  as w ell.

‘“ D e  V ille  w ill b e a r  w atch in g ,’ I sa id  to  m yself, an d  I really  
b re a th ed  easier  w h en  I saw  h im  go  o u t  th e  en tran ce to  th e  c ircu s 
gro u n d s an d  b o a rd  an  e lectric  car  fo r  d o w n  tow n . A  fe w  m in u tes 
la ter  I w as in th e  b ig  ten t, w h ere  I h ad  o v erh au led  R e d  D enny. 
K in g  W allace w as d o in g  his tu rn  an d  h o ld in g  th e au d ien ce  sp e ll
b o u n d . H e  w as in a p articu larly  v ic io u s m o o d , an d  h e  k e p t  th e  
lion s stirred  u p  till th ey  w ere  all snarling, th a t is, all o f  th em  
e x c e p t  o ld  A u gu stu s, an d  h e w as ju s t  to o  fa t  an d  lazy  an d  o ld  to  
ge t stirred  u p  o v er anything.

“F inally  W allace crack ed  th e  o ld  lio n ’s knees w ith  his w h ip  an d  
g o t  h im  in to  po sitio n . O ld  A u gu stu s, b lin king good-naturedly , 
o p e n e d  his m o u th  an d  in p o p p e d  W allace ’s h ead . T h en  th e  jaw s 
c am e  together, crunch, ju s t  like th a t.”

T h e  L e o p a rd  M an  sm iled  in a sw eetly  w istfu l fash ion , an d  th e  
far-aw ay lo o k  cam e  in to  h is eyes.

"A nd th a t w as th e  en d o f  K in g  W allace,” he w en t on  in his sad , 
low  voice. “A fte r  the ex c ite m en t co o led  dow n  I w atch ed  m y  
ch an ce  an d  b en t over an d  sm elled  W allace ’s head . T h en  I sn eezed .”

"It . . .  it w as . . .? ’’ I q u eried  w ith  haltin g eagerness.
“S n u ff— th at D e  V ille  d ro p p e d  on h is h air in th e  dressin g  tent. 

O ld  A u g u stu s  n ever m ean t to  d o  it. H e  only  sn e e ze d .” A

THE MYSTERIOUS CIPHER
by Willie Rose

Each letter consistently represents another. The quotation is from a short 
mystery story. Arranging the answer letters in alphabetical order gives a 
clue to the title of the story.

BY RM M TY X JE , H IQ GIRYX, LCIB Q  H B Q G E CSH IG JU YSI 

C S  YQ W B B Q S X  Q S X  Q S Y N E G Y H H C M S IBQ I U Q X Y  UY 

A R Q X  C  Q R L Q O H  AM Q G U Y X  MS Q BM U C W CX Y  WQHY. 

— RM G Y S X . YH IRYUQS

c ip h e r : _________________________________________________________________
ANSWER: a b c d e f g h i j k l m n o p q r s t u v w x y z

Solution on page 107



The Story That Won

The March Mysterious Photograph contest 
was won by Frances Lowe o f Orlando, 
Florida. Honorable mentions go to Katherine 
Bennett o f Pembroke Pines, Florida; Art 
Cosing of Fairfax, Virginia; A. M. Gavin of Los 
Angeles, California; Adrian Ludens of Rapid 
City, South Dakota; Randy Pigman of 
Brownsburg, Indiana; James A. Stewart of 
Butler, Pennsylvania; Rudy Uribe, Jr. of Valley 
Glen, California; and Valerie Whisenand of 
Glencoe, Arkansas.
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BAND ON THE RUN
Frances Lowe

• S e v e n  m en  in b la c k  su its  a n d  carry in g  m u sic a l in stru m e n ts  
m a rc h e d  u p  M ain  S tre e t . T h e  p a ra d e  h a d  en d e d  an  h o u r  earlie r ; 
th ere fo re , th e y  d id  n o t  a ro u se  su sp ic io n  as th e y  h u rr ie d  alon g.

H o w ev er, th e  lo c a l p o lic e  s ta t io n  b eg a n  g e ttin g  ca lls  re p o rtin g  
h o m e  in v asio n s an d  m iss in g  m u sic a l in stru m e n ts .

O n e  fran tic  p a ra d e  w a tc h e r  re p o r te d  a n  e x p e n s iv e  d ia m o n d  
rin g  an d  p e a rl n e ck la ce  w e re  m iss in g  fro m  h er h o m e .

C h ie f  D o n e g a n  sc ra tc h e d  h is h e a d . H o w  c o u ld  th is  m an y  
th e fts  o c c u r  w h en  all h is o ff ic e r s  w ere  on  th e  s tre e ts?

A s  h e p a tro lle d  in h is cru iser, h e  o b se rv e d  th e  b a n d  o f  m en  
m a rc h in g  u p  th e  stre e t . H e  d id n 't  re m e m b e r  se e in g  th is  g ro u p  
in  th e  p arad e , so  h e  s to p p e d  th e m  to  a sk  q u e stio n s.

H e  sa id  to  th e  t ru m p e t  p layer, “I ’d  lik e  to  h e ar  y o u  p la y  ta p s  
on  th a t  th in g ."

T h e  b a n d  m an  p u t  th e  t ru m p e t  to  h is lip s an d  le t  o u t  a few  
d isc o rd a n t n otes.

T h e  c h ie f  p u lled  o u t  h is p isto l an d  h a n d cu ffs  w ith  th e  co m m en t, 
“Sorry, son , y o u  b lew  it !”
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T he Lineup

JOHN C. Boland's first pub lish ed  story, “Stand-In ,” appeared  in these 
pages in Sep tem ber 1976. H e w rote a half-dozen  financial m ystery 
novels in the 1990s. H is last story for A H M M , “M arley ’s W om an," 
appeared  in the Sep tem ber 20 0 7  issue.

JOHN H . D irckx retired in 2003 after practicing primary care medi
cine for forty years. He remains active as a technical writer and edi
tor, with emphasis on medical lexicography, and indulges in book col
lecting and fiction writing for amusement and relaxation.

JEAN Femling has published several mystery novels, as well as fantasy, 
children’s and crime/suspense short stories, a non-fiction travel book, 
and articles on everything from graphoanalysis to junior rodeo riders. 
This is her first story for AHMM.

Booked & Printed colum nist Robert C. Hahn review s m ysteries for 
Publishers Weekly and N ew  York Post, am ong other places, and is the 
form er m ystery colum nist for the C incinnati Post.

A  short story E dgar winner, G . MlKI HAYDEN teaches w riting at 
W riter's D igest’s  online w orkshops. She is author o f  W riting the 
M ystery and The N ak ed  Writer, a w riting style and com position  book. 
H er last story for A H M M , “A  Killing in M idtow n,” appeared  in the 
January/February 20 0 8  issue.

Edward D. Hoch publish ed  nearly a thousand short 
stories before his death  in January 200 8 . H e w as p re
sented  with the G rand M aster A w ard by  the M ystery 
W riters o f  A m erica in 2001 . “B a ja” is his 106th  contri
bution  to A H M M .

Russel D. McLean's first novel, The G ood Son, w ill be released in 
W inter 2 0 0 8 /2 0 0 9  by  N ottingham , England publisher Five Leaves.

Donald Moffitt has publish ed  six  science fiction novels since 1977. 
"Feat o f  C lay” is his first contribution to  A H M M .

J. RENTILLY is a L os A ngeles-based  journ alist w ho covers film , m usic, 
and literature for a variety o f  national and international publications.

HARRIET Rzetelny is currently w orking on a novel featuring her 
A H M M  series characters, social w orker M olly Lew in and D etective 
Steve Carm aggio. A lthough she currently lives on C ap e  C od , her 
m ysteries continue to be  ab ou t N ew  York C ity  and its people, past 
and present.
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