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ALTOGETHER THEY HAD MET only three times and that night, the twenty-fourth of May, they would gather without meeting, and for the last time. Eric Mather would stand in full view beneath the street lamp and give the sign by which the others would know that all was as he had said it would be; they would wait in the shadows and move after he had gone. A man’s briefcase would be stolen. It was not likely that he would even go to the police, for he was a busy man and the briefcase, to his knowledge, would contain nothing irreplaceable. In the morning the briefcase would, as it were, advertise its owner: it would be discovered in a postal deposit box, its contents—again to the owner’s best knowledge—intact. The joke would seem to have been on the thief who had stolen a few strips of highly publicized and widely disseminated film and the jottings of a noted physicist, his impressions of the international conference from which he had just returned.
Three times they had met, Mather and his co-conspirators, whose names he knew only as Jerry and Tom. Nor did he want to know more of them. He had not even wanted to know what they specifically knew of him. After that night it would no longer matter.
The first meeting had occurred in New York’s Washington Square. Mather, having finished his last lecture of the day at Central University, was standing in the February sun looking vainly for signs of spring. He was watching a group of students, two or three of his own among them, distributing ban-the-bomb literature, one of their leaflets in his hand.
“What good do you think that will do?” a man said. Mather had not noticed him until he spoke. Short, pudgy-faced, he seemed vaguely familiar. Afterwards Mather knew to whom “Jerry” bore a resemblance. At the time he supposed he knew him from the university corridors.
“As a friend of mine would say, it can’t harm,” Mather said. He started to walk away.
The stranger caught up with him, not saying anything for the moment and needing to take three steps to Mather’s two in order to keep pace. Mather did not like it. He did not like Washington Square and wished he had walked out of the park instead of into it. He stopped abruptly. “Should I know you?”
“Let me put it this way, Eric: you will. My name is Jerry.”
“Very likely,” Mather tried to cut him. Vainly.
Jerry pointed a stubby finger at the handbill Mather was still carrying. “I am engaged in such business myself. I have been looking for a partner.” There was a trace of foreignness in the way he said “partner.” Otherwise his accent was what Mather would have called New York nondescript. “You have been recommended.”
“By whom?” Mather’s voice very nearly cracked, the tightening of fear catching his throat.
“It is not so much by whom, Eric, as by what.” He added, almost regretfully, “I know quite a lot about you. Can’t we walk while we are talking?”
“There is nothing …” Mather stopped. Jerry was shaking his head, a look of mournful reproof in his small dark eyes.
“But we do not need to speak of that at all—not ever. What I have in mind … Please, let us walk, like friends who happened to meet. Okay?”
This time Jerry set the pace. Mather noticed the people around them, several men idly watching from the benches. There was no way of knowing friend from foe among them. Most of them, the thought flickered through his mind, were, like himself, their own worst enemies.
“I am really an idealist, Eric, as you are. An idealist although you might not think it to look at me.” Jerry glanced up at him. “What would you say I do for a living?”
“You sell fruit,” Mather said bitingly.
Jerry snorted, a noise that passed with him for amusement. “That is very good. I sell fruit. You don’t need to know anything more about me.” He paused in his walking to gaze down at a chessboard on a bench, the game temporarily abandoned by its players.
“Don’t touch that!” A man buying a bag of chestnuts from the corner vendor shook his fist at them.
Jerry held up his hands to indicate he had no intention of disturbing the board. To Mather he said: “I don’t understand this game, not like you. It takes a particular brain—a scholar, not a fruit seller.” He moved on, Mather following, inwardly cursing his cowardice, his vulnerability. “Eric, your friend, Peter Bradley—he will be going to Athens this spring, won’t he—to the International Conference of Particle Physicists?”
“I have no idea,” Mather said.
“But you do. I have just told you.” He clicked his tongue in disgust at the litter along the path, stooped and picked up an empty cigarette packet which he dropped into the litterbasket. “People have so little pride. Eric, is he truly your friend? What I mean to say is, a man with such a deep involvement in science: what are friends to him? What is family? He has such an attractive wife. It is a shame you are …” Jerry shrugged, letting the gesture carry through his meaning.
Mather clasped his fists within his pockets. He was deprived of anger by his fear. His very skin was crawling with fear, fear and loathing, much of it of himself who could not lift his hand to smash this wily, syrup-tongued bastard in the mouth. And if he were psychologically able, what would come of it, a quarrel between two men in Washington Square?
“Wh-what do you want of me?” He sickened further, stuttering on the word.
“I want Dr. Bradley to bring something from Athens on his return.”
“Go to him yourself then.”
Jerry shook his head. “It is a delicate matter, and since you are very good in matters of delicacy, it is my hope that you will undertake the entire arrangement. I am a simple man, a man of action, not planning, and I would put myself under your direction.” They were passing the chestnut vendor, the sweet fumes of the roasted nuts rising from the charcoal fire. “Do you like chestnuts?”
“I loathe them,” Mather said.
“They are not very American,” Jerry said, walking on.
“Are you?”
“I pass,” Jerry said amiably. “Shall I tell you now the problem I am hoping you will solve for me—for humanity you might say? You will agree I am sure that the kind of international exchange that goes on among scientists engaged in what they call basic research—loosely speaking, the peaceful potentials of nature’s energy—you will agree, it is a good thing to exchange such information?”
“Does it matter whether or not I agree?”
Jerry shrugged. “It is more pleasant to work with people whose ideals you share.”
“Ideals is a word like peace. It means what you want it to mean at the moment, so cut the crap.”
“I am happy to do so. Well. At every such conference as will be held this May in Athens, a thriving side-business goes on in espionage. Information—often useless, sometimes critical—is passed there, much of it for money, some for, you will excuse the expression, ideals. Motive, as you would be the first to point out, is irrelevant to the betrayed government. Very simply, I am asking you to help me find a traitor.”
“To whom?”
“To the Soviet Union,” Jerry said unhesitatingly.
It might be supposed that Eric Mather, thirty-six years old, an assistant professor of English literature at Central University, born in the Midwest of New England ancestry, and with no more knowledge of international politics much less espionage than he gathered from the newspaper headlines, would have considered the whole encounter a hoax, a campus madness, the after-term prank of a disgruntled student. The thought did cross his mind, but over it almost simultaneously swept the feeling that he had been waiting, expecting something of this kind to happen. There was even a familiar nuance to the sly persuasiveness of “Jerry,” the intimation of an old affinity now to be renewed.
“You are not betraying your own country in this, Eric. What you are doing is striking a blow for international disarmament.”
“A very fine distinction,” Mather said.
“Perhaps, but I said it out of respect for your New England conscience.” Jerry peeled the paper from a stick of gum and dropped it neatly into the next waste container. The incongruousness of someone on his mission chewing gum made Mather smile. Jerry was overplaying his role. Mather began to feel a needling sense of superiority.
“You seem to have a great deal of confidence in me,” he said.
“My dear Eric,” Jerry said, laying his hand on the teacher’s arm, “you have given us every reason.”
Mather shied at the man’s touch, a reaction that made Jerry smile, but this was as close as he came to mentioning the source of his confidence in Mather’s cooperation.
“Tell me what you want me to know,” Mather said.
“We wish to intercept the highly secret military information intended for an American agent, and we want to have it brought to us here for evaluation. Such evaluation will tell us the source of the leak.”
“You want it brought here—to the United States?”
“I know it is hard for you to believe, but take my word, we are safer here than anywhere in the world.”
“I don’t understand.”
“Forgive me, Eric, but you do not need to. I will explain anyway: here we know our enemies and, perhaps fortunately for us, we have very few friends.”
Mather liked the turn of phrase in spite of himself. It distracted him momentarily.
“Neither you nor we should like to interrupt the good work of such international exchanges, so it becomes essential that our carrier—in this case Dr. Bradley—be kept in entire ignorance of his role. That is why we are calling on you.”
Mather felt he had missed something. “Why Peter Bradley?”
“Ah, of course. At the Athens conference our scientists will be making an extraordinary gesture. Grysenko will give film prints of recent Soviet nuclear experiment to certain scientists of other countries who my government feels have contributed to world progress in that particular area of research. It is a magnificent gesture. And Peter Bradley of course is foremost among those scientists.”
“I see.”
“It is our problem to see that Dr. Bradley also brings home what in another kind of film is called ‘a trailer.’”
It was a moment or two before Mather spoke. They had walked the distance of the park. As they approached the gate he said, but with no great hope of it meaning anything: “I wish you luck, but you don’t need me.”
“Ah, but we do and now we must have you. I have confided so much.” Jerry turned back into the park and Mather, turning after him, felt himself to be treading a counter-moving path. “You see,” Jerry went on, “in Athens itself we must establish Bradley as the man—there will be perhaps a half-dozen other American physicists there. It is too dangerous to use his name. You must find for him a mission—a particular, obscure work of antiquity—a monument perhaps?—something it will be imperative for him to visit because you, his friend, insist upon it. And on the day he returns he must be separated from his ‘trailer,’ but at the same time keep his innocence untouched.”
“It is untouchable,” Mather said with fervor.
Jerry had the effrontery then to laugh, and the instant Mather realized the source of his amusement his fury rose and exploded. “You son of a bitch!”
“I’m so sorry,” Jerry said. “I forgot myself and that you are now my superior. It will not happen again.” As he spoke he removed his hat and ran his hand through the black, lank hair, at the same time half-turning.
Another man who, Mather realized, seeing him, had passed them as they turned back from the gate, now joined them. He was Mather’s height but twice his build. Blond and ruggedly handsome of feature, he looked like an aging ball player.
“This is Tom,” Jerry said, “your other colleague.”
Tom, standing very straight, his hands at his sides, said: “How do you do, sir.”
Mather glowered at him and the other looked down at his own shoes. Mather knew his type from the classroom, the man who needed the grade and would do anything the teacher demanded in order to get it. A small tingle of satisfaction came with the realization.
Jerry, missing nothing, said: “You are going to find it surprisingly good sport, Eric. Think about Athens for a few days. We shall be available when you want us.”
They met twice again in the intervening months, once in the same park when Mather was ready to talk to them—he had seen one or the other of them there several times, but when he made no sign they had not approached him—and once in his apartment. Then on the morning of May 24 Mather posted a notice on the third-floor bulletin board in the General Studies Building: PUPPIES FOR SALE—CALL EL 7-2390 AFTER 9:00 P.M. After posting it he set about organizing a small party to celebrate the return of Peter Bradley from Athens that night.
one
THERE CAME THAT MOMENT of stillness which sometimes falls upon a crowded room. Several conversations were suspended at once and the only sound was the metallic clicking of the mantle clock. Even the street traffic beneath the open windows briefly ceased. Dr. Peter Bradley, host to a small party of students and faculty, had paused to search his memory for the name of a Greek physicist he had met at a conference in Athens from which he had returned that day. Robert Steinberg, an associate professor of physics under Bradley at Central University, had just told a joke to which no one got the point. His audience looked at one another questioningly.
Eric Mather, his back to the mantle, felt his heartbeat quicken to strike pace with the clock’s loud tick. A moment out of time, it seemed, was being given him in which to weigh the last possibility of turning back. He could excuse himself to Janet Bradley who was showing him the dummied pages of her latest book, cross the room to her husband and say to him: “Peter, old man, I got you into something you didn’t know about …” But suppose it turned out that nothing had happened in Athens, that contact had not been made at all? He had been given a moment in which only to relish the last sweet dregs of a cup he had once thought would be bitter tea. Watching Peter tap his head, the sycophants hanging breathlessly for the wisdom he was expected to shake loose, Mather had no regrets. After all, his own greatest moments had always come from turning chagrin into triumph.
Janet turned the last page of Child of the City, a photographic study of the East Twenties, where she and Peter lived, to the Bowery’s edge. Mather noticed her fingers tremble. It gave him an unexpected, an almost shocking thrill, to discover that Janet cared so deeply that he liked the book and, by extension, that he liked her. He remembered then Jerry’s intimation—the misfortune of Mather’s inadequacy to such opportunity—and the memory crippled the brief, exquisite emotion. It would not spring again, wish as he might to conjure it. He pitied Janet almost as much as he did himself. He reached out his hand to her in the need to have and give sympathy. But Janet, interpreting the gesture by her own heart’s dictate, clutched the book in both hands and looked toward her husband. Her lips met, about to say his name.
At that instant Bradley snapped his fingers. “Skaphidas,” he cried. “That’s the name, Nikos Skaphidas.”
Steinberg, to those around him, said: “Oh, God. No wonder you didn’t get the point. I forgot to say the man in the story …”
His wife, Louise, cut in: “Bob, you always do that!”
Spontaneously the murmur of conversation resumed all through the room. Mather watched Janet, trying to catch her eyes, to seek the best of himself reflected there, his lost salvation.
“Janet …” He caught her hand and kissed it. Anyone in the room, observing, would say it characteristic of him: Eric was a great kisser of hands.
But Janet said: “Thank you, Eric.”
“It’s a beautiful book, you know. One would expect it to be, coming from you.”
She inclined her head in acknowledgment of his praise. To escape the intimacy with which she could not cope, she said: “There’s more coffee. Shall I warm it?”
He shook his head and forced her to endure a few seconds of his scrutiny. She suffered it with great poise, only the faint telltale pulse moving at her throat. Still she would not meet his eyes, keeping Peter within her gaze.
“Do you love him, Janet?” he asked quietly.
“Yes!” She tilted her chin and the word had come too quickly. A cry in the wilderness. Mather felt it at his own heart’s core. The clock behind him rasped, about to strike the hour of nine. How bitterly ironic to reach two climaxes at once in a life so barren of such moments. The others in the room had begun to move, the eagerness of the young scientists to see the film irrepressible now that the time had come. Mather heard Peter say: “Mind, there may not be anything we don’t know …” But even as he said the words his eyes were shining. He wanted to see it as much as they did.
Mather allowed himself one last thought of Janet: he wondered how he would feel about her after this night had passed. “I’d better go too,” he said. “I’ve promised to look in on the Imagists.”
“What are the Imagists?” Janet asked.
“Well, they’re neither beats nor Beatles, certainly. They’re latter-day worshippers of Eliot and Hume, and they’re so square, they’re cubed.” He smiled down at her and brushed her cheek with the back of his hand. “Thank you, my dear, for everything.”
As he moved across the room the clock struck nine. Louise Steinberg said to no one in particular, simply a despairing statement of fact: “Wouldn’t you know they’d go to the laboratory, even tonight?”
Yes, Mather thought, one would.
“Damn you, Peter,” Louise added, but without malice. Louise was getting plump. She liked comfort and was both proud and possessive of her husband who was finally making a comfortable living as well as a reputation in physics under Bradley.
“It won’t take long,” Bradley said. “I haven’t seen Janet in a week.
“Eric, come look at some pictures with us. They’re Russian.”
It was Anne Russo who said it. Her purpose, Mather thought, was to forestall his interrupting her moment with Peter. Possibly she was single-minded enough to think the pictures might actually mean something to him. Anne, studying for her doctorate with Bradley, adored him. Most of the women in his classes did. Not that he had many—Anne was the only one in graduate work—and he did his best to discourage those he had. To make it in science a woman had to be able to take discouragement. The little beasts loved Peter for giving it to them. Anne did not look like a female scientist: more the social register sort. Quite tall, she had a good body, Mather supposed, but he doubted that any of this crew was aware of it.
“I haven’t seen a Russian picture in years. They’re much too hammy,” he said, playing the scientists’ clown. He sometimes thought it why they tolerated him, for they were snobs to the last man of them.
He put his hand on Bradley’s shoulder. Peter was getting gray at the temples—at thirty-five—the burden of premature success. “How much of Athens did you see?”
“The Acropolis and the Plaka, like any week-end tourist.”
“And the Byron monument?”
“We had a hell of a time finding it …”
We, Mather thought. He had supposed that Bradley walking in Athens even as at home would insist upon his solitude. He did not like to think Bradley might again break that pattern in the next few minutes.
But Bradley was true to habit. He picked up a magazine from the side-table waiting for the others to leave before him. Janet said he did much of his reading in such odd moments, able to absorb a page at a glance. And he had the remarkable faculty of doing it without giving offence, a sort of social sixth sense. As Mather reached the door and glanced back, Peter waved and called out, “We’ll talk, Eric!”
Mather waited for a car to pass before crossing the street. There was the sound of water to the wheels’ whine over the pavement. But it was heat only. It had been too hot a day for May. He tried to think about the heat, the children playing—if you could call it play, their deadly stalking of one another among parked cars and the shattering bray of their make-believe guns. Darkness had come, the murky darkness of ill-lighted streets over which the city brightness hung, a neon-tinted nebula of smoke and fume sealing in the night below. Mather took up his self-arranged vigil beneath a street lamp and looked up at the Bradley second-floor windows. As he gave the sign to his co-conspirators who were watching—from where he did not know; he could not even be sure they were watching—the kissing of his fingertips toward the house he had left, he saw Janet in the window facing him. How extraordinary that she should be there! It brought full circle the wheel within the wheel. She abruptly turned her back so that he supposed she had seen him and taken the gesture to her own heart. Good! So much the better if something should go wrong. It was the first time he had permitted himself even fleetingly that fear. Anne Russo was with her now, shaking back her dark long hair as she spoke to Janet. Had she seen him too? He could not be sure.
In the street directly below the windows, the three male students—Mather could not keep their names straight—were hallooing up to Anne. Steinberg joined them and the party started to move up the street. A few seconds later Anne loped after them. Louise Steinberg came out and paused on the stoop. Mather had almost forgotten her. She stood a moment breathing deeply of the fume-infested air: Louise was the sort who’d embrace an oyster; she loved the world. Sometimes she audited his classes. He remembered her best there for her description of Shelley as a proletarian poet!
A light went on in Bradley’s study, a small room just off the livingroom. Peter came to his desk near the window and opened his attaché case. He took a small box from it along with some papers which he put into the less important-looking lettercase. A few seconds later, switching off the light, he left the room. Janet was drawing the livingroom shades, talking over her shoulder to her husband.
Mather’s job was done. All that remained was for him to walk away, which to the other watchers meant that Peter Bradley would now come. Mather moved quickly, for he wanted no part in what was to follow, however simple the snatching of the lettercase. Almost instantly he resented that Peter should be their dupe now that his own involvement was finished.
Mather angled his way through the half-commercial, half-residential streets that lay between the Bradleys’ and Greenwich Village. He chose his route at random fancy, striding out, swinging his body like a country boy legging joyously over the fields. That image shot briefly through his mind, his favorite memory of himself: at the age of twelve running free, scattering ducks and chickens in his grandmother’s yard, starting a partridge and her young as he dashed through a field, and then reaching the vast and silent woods unobserved, utterly free.
He was again free, exhilaratingly so, having successfully loaned his talents to a conspiracy which, he had convinced himself, would go far to destroy conspiracy. That he had been recruited less for his talents than for his availability, and that he had acted out of vulnerability more than conviction were circumstances he no longer believed himself. He had snatched honor from dishonor as perhaps did more men than he knew. Despite his continual playing on it, his knowledge of human nature was suspect to him underneath. But his problem now would be to keep his exultation secret. He knew his own weakness for the dramatic. One of the things he was going to have to avoid after the incident was over was the temptation to tell Peter Bradley the truth, that unbeknownst to himself, Bradley had been used by Soviet counterespionage.
Mather laughed dryly at his own expense: the temptation should be easily overcome. Bradley simply would not believe him; he would call it a splendid tale, worthy of Mather’s imagination, fiction patterned to coincidence. Free? He was locked within his own contrivance.
His pace slowed with the diminished sense of triumph. The fact that Bradley would not believe him if he could tell the story rankled fiercely. Bradley did not know him that well. Nobody did. It sometimes troubled him that he suspected no one wanted to. Yet, he was welcomed in all company, even that of scientists. He could choose at that moment among a half-dozen groups of young intellectuals meeting by chance or habit at some Village shop or bar and find a welcome. He could retrace his steps to the house he had just left. Would Janet welcome him? She would want to. Or had a moment alone again with Peter cast the tempter from her mind?
When he reached the Red Lantern, the Imagists were in full flower: the word struck him as particularly apt. These were a group of young men distinguished by their carefulness of speech, their elegance of clothes and manner. Mather was amused by the affectation: to pursue elegance for its own sake on today’s campus, among the consciously sloppy and unwashed, took its own kind of courage. The dark-paneled, hazily lighted tavern was crowded, tourist trade at most of the tables and the regulars squaring their backs to it at the bar. He ambled toward his young friends. The only girl among them, wearing a scalloped paisley shawl and with her hair loosely nested on the top of her head—or was it a wig?—stuck out her tongue as a wolf-whistler paid her tribute on his way to the washroom. Sweeney among the nightingales.
The young people edged together to make as much room as Mather wanted, which was a whole bench to himself. Most of them called him Eric, off-campus. He often sat among them, sideways, a knee drawn up to his chin, his eyes closed as he listened to their talk. He bought his welcome possibly with his ability to quote from memory whole passages of poetry to either bolster or defeat the point in the making. Tonight it was “Sweeney” again. He would not stay long. He had always found Sweeney a bore as well as a boor.
Suddenly he opened his eyes and began reciting, the conversation falling off beneath his onslaught. He was as startled himself by his choice of lines as were his listeners. They had come from deep within his own subconscious and were as remote from Sweeney as London from the Dardanelles. In fact, until he found himself reciting them he had not been aware of knowing them at all:
“Snatch from the ashes of your sires
The embers of their former fires;
And he who in the strife expires
Will add to theirs a name of fear
That tyranny all quake to hear …”
Having started, he found the impulse to carry on too strong to resist. He poured out stanza after stanza, plummeting the strange and hidden recesses of his own memory for them. And as he tumbled out the words, his delivery far more eloquent than the poem, he loosened his tie and then removed it, unbuttoned his shirt and spread the collar.
The young people watched him, fascinated, their eyes a mixture of amused puzzlement. Eliot? Surely not. Some of them could scarcely suppress laughter, and others let it go thinking it would prove them knowledgeable of the jingo he was counterpoising to Eliot’s sardonicism.
He stopped abruptly. His listeners waited silently. He said: “Who?”
More silence. Then the girl giggled. “I know,” she said with a grating drawl. “It’s Byron.”
“How could you tell?” he mocked.
Grinning vacuously, she gestured with her limp hand at her own neck, indicating his open collar, that bit of manly flair for which the romantic poet had been remembered when his lines were long forgotten.
“The testimony of fair woman,” Mather again mocked. “The poet is soonest recognized who bares his throat to her fangs.”
He gathered his long legs under him and slid out of the booth. “Forgive the interruption, gentlemen. Live, Sweeney! Agamemnon died tonight.”
He moved quickly out of the tavern, pushing his way through the incoming crowd, ignoring the bartender’s friendly salute. He was possessed of a wild restlessness, the need to do something flamboyant, to lose himself by calling attention to himself. Agamemnon died tonight! Well, hadn’t he with honor’s death? He began then a round of the taverns and coffee shops, conjuring a welcome from one group, then another with his fierce exuberance.
two
JANET WAS IN THE darkroom, which had probably served a previous tenant as a maid’s room, when the phone rang. She was a few seconds getting used to the light as she stepped into the kitchen. The thought ran through her mind that Peter had become involved: something had turned up in the film which he and his group had not observed before. To Janet photography meant a study of persons, objects. Sometimes she experimented with non-objective effects—she had an exhibit of such studies showing now—but to Peter, a high-energy physicist, in his work film was the record of possible mathematical significants achieved in nuclear experiment.
It was Bob Steinberg on the phone. “Janet? Where the hell is Peter? We’ve been waiting here for over an hour and I’ve got an eight o’clock class in the morning.”
“He left just after you did,” Janet said. “I expected him home soon.” The University was a brisk twenty minutes’ walk.
“Did he say he was stopping any place?”
“No. And he was tired, Bob. He wanted to get home.”
“Huh.” Then as though to allay her concern by citing the seeming illogic which was sometimes characteristic of her husband, Steinberg added: “When he’s tired, that’s when he goes walking. Don’t worry about him, Janet. He picked up a lot to think about in the last few days.”
“If he doesn’t come soon …”
“I’ll call you,” Steinberg interrupted. “We’ll break up soon if he doesn’t come and I’ll call you.”
“Thank you, Bob.” Janet looked at her watch as she hung up the phone. It was twenty minutes to eleven. The latest it could have been when Peter had left the house was nine fifteen. He was not a man to hold to a timetable, but he was considerate of other people’s time. He might have stopped for a few minutes at St. John’s Church if it were open. He often did. Not that he was religious. It was just a place he liked to stop. She wondered if he might have fallen asleep, sitting there. They might even have locked him in! She gave a little laugh aloud at the thought. But even to herself the sound was edged with hysteria.
She returned to the darkroom and put away the materials with which she had been working when the phone rang. There was nothing she could do but wait. Peter would be annoyed if she started phoning. And where? The vicarage at St. John’s? Peter would definitely be annoyed. There was no phone at the laboratory. Bob Steinberg would have had to go out to a corner box. She had ought to have become accustomed in eight years. She began to think of the circumstances under which Peter had instructed her she was not to worry: his staying an hour and a half in the bathtub; his failure to show up at mealtime or at bedtime. Onto something, he had on occasion stayed until dawn at the laboratory—and then walked to the tip of Manhattan where he bought fresh fish and brought it home for breakfast.
Worry about Peter, Janet thought as she sat down to it in earnest, had one sure if somewhat miserable advantage: it took her mind off Eric Mather—and off herself in her disgust at thinking so much about him.
Steinberg, leaving the public phone booth, stopped briefly at the corner newsstand. The vendor was folding copies of The Times. He had the only stand in the city, he liked to boast, that sold more “Timeses than Newses.”
“Have you seen Dr. Bradley tonight, Hank?”
“Yeah,” Hank said. Then he scratched his head. “No, I guess not. It was Miss Russo I seen—a little while ago.”
It was a damned funny confusion, Steinberg thought. He remembered then that Anne had stopped home to get her glasses, arriving at the laboratory some time after the rest of them. He had never liked the idea of Anne’s walking alone the two blocks from the newsstand to the laboratory. He didn’t like to do it himself. Soon they would have a new building, but just now the laboratory was in a warehouse on the edge of one of the worst slums in the city. It was the rare landlord who wanted to have a cyclotron in his building, even a baby cyclotron.
three
PATROL CAR THIRTY-SEVEN, operating out of the Houston Street precinct, cruised into East Tenth Street, Officer Tom Reid at the wheel. His partner, Wally Herring, was a Negro. They had long since ceased to be conscious of one another’s color, but they were both very much aware of the mixtures in color and language of most of their territory. This part of Tenth Street represented its upper class, a conglomeration of old family houses long since converted to apartments, ten-year-old apartment buildings which from the day of construction had lacked charm, much less dignity, and were already half-slums, and a string of shops which Herring kept his eyes on, watching for signs of forced entry—antique shops, a shoemaker, a taxidermist, Spanish delicatessen, art galleries … The two men were due to go off duty at midnight. So far it had been one of their quieter nights: good weather seemed to make good neighbors.
Herring spotted the figure slumped among the ashcans at the mouth of an arcade near the entrance to 853. A woman was trying to pull a fat spaniel away. Reid parked at the curb. Herring got out, flashlight in hand. The woman began at once to berate the policeman, blocking his way.
“Where do they get it? That’s what I want to know. Where do they get it?”
The dog whimpered, straining at the leash.
Herring could not get past them. “Ma’am, you might try the corner tavern. Let me by, please.”
“Oh, the arrogance of some people these days,” the woman said, and to the dog: “Will you come, Dandy? Come!”
Reid, watching from the car, saw her put a sharp toe to the dog’s most vulnerable parts. It yipped and swung around, fawning on her. Whereupon she made a great mothering fuss over it. If she had a husband, Reid thought, God pity him and his vulnerable parts.
Herring played the light over the figure, resting it then on the man’s back. There was a small tear in the coat and around the tear a wet stain had spread. The policeman touched his finger to it although that was scarcely necessary. “Son of a bitch,” he said softly, and shone the light on the victim’s face. It had settled into repose like the face of a child about to cry. A good face, like a minister’s he thought, a good man. The hair was gray at the temples. There was a dirty lump at the back of his ear. “Son of a bitch,” he said again and then added all the vile epithets with which his own street upbringing had equipped him, a curious source of strength at such a moment. He returned to the car door.
“Get them rolling,” he said to Reid. “It looks like a knife job.” He looked at his watch: twenty minutes to eleven, and got out his report book. Then he remembered the woman. There was not another person within two blocks. He hurried after her as she turned into the corner building and called out: “Madam, one minute, please.”
Before he reached her she started protesting: “I saw nothing. Nothing. A person ought to be able to walk their dog without the police chasing after them.”
“Madam, the man is dead,” Herring said.
“I’m not surprised,” she said, as cold herself as the steel of a knife.
“When you were bringing the dog out …”
She interrupted. “I told you, Officer, I saw nothing.”
Herring stiffened in authority. “May I have your name and address, please?”
“Mrs. Rose Finney, apartment 4A.”
“The address of the building, please.” He did not look up although the number was plainly visible.
“Eight-seven-one.”
“Thank you, Ma’am.” With alacrity he opened the door and held it for her.
She looked up at him, puzzled, suspicious, and then sailed in, yanking the dog after her. Herring showed her a beautiful set of teeth over which, when she had passed, his lips closed like the sudden drop of a curtain over footlights.
Inspector Joseph Fitzgerald and Lieutenant Dave Marks answered the call for Homicide. They were on the scene within fifteen minutes. The medical examiner arrived shortly afterwards along with the technical squad. By then people were hanging out of windows up and down the block; fire escapes were sagging with them. The precinct men had already roped off the area.
Fitzgerald, a veteran of twenty-four years on the detective force, ran his hand gingerly over the victim’s hip and side pockets, and then eased it beneath the man to feel his breast pockets. He glanced up at Reid who had stayed with the body. “No identification?”
“No, sir.” He reported on the finding of the victim, the failure of the one possible witness to contribute any information.
Fitzgerald grunted and looked up at the gallery of faces, like bobbing balloons in the eerie light of the kliegs. “All yours,” he said to the medical examiner.
At the door of 853 Lieutenant Marks talked with the uniformed-officer, Walter Herring, while the latter held his torch to the vestibule light fixture. The bulb had been smashed and the building superintendent from across the street was on a stepladder replacing it. This sort of vandalism was not uncommon in the neighborhood, especially where the super did not live on the premises.
The building was clean but old, a converted brownstone. The vestibule had been freshly painted. Marks threw his own flashlight on the mailboxes. There were four of them; one, the first floor, was without a nameplate, an invitation to mischief. Marks winced at the gritty sound of broken glass beneath his feet.
“Are any of these people home?”
“I don’t know, sir,” Herring said. “Nobody’s gone in or out since we found him.”
Marks studied the names, wondering the economic strata of the tenants. On the top floor was a Dr. A. J. Webb; then two names, neatly written in ink: Brannon, Russo—women he supposed since the first names were omitted; the next was Adam Britt and Joyce Liebling Britt, names vaguely familiar so that he speculated they might be theater people.
The overhead light came on and Herring helped the super out the door with his ladder. Marks studied the walls and floor. The glass from the broken bulb was ground to fragments where more than one pair of feet had scuffled through it. He could see no blood anywhere and the new yellow paint would have shown it easily. He moved out of the vestibule and the photographers and print men moved in. Marks at the first opportunity examined the shoes of the victim: tiny bits of glass glistened in the light. The same would hold for the shoes of his attackers if they could be got to soon enough. He crossed the street and looked up at the building. There was light in the top apartment, but the blinds were drawn and the windows closed. Otherwise the house was in darkness. Nor was there a window open in the whole building.
Marks was in the habit, where he could, of separating himself from the herd of detectives that converged on the scene of homicide. It was easier that night because Inspector Fitzgerald, his chief, had decided to ride with him when “the squeal” came in. Fitzgerald and the top precinct officer, Captain Redmond, whatever the ostensible business of their earnest conversation right now, were establishing lines of authority. Fitzgerald had the advantage of rank; Marks answering for Homicide would not have had it. Nor would it have troubled him—and that would have very much troubled Fitzgerald. Marks was one of the Commissioner’s “bright young men,” trained in the law. Despite the fact that he had his lieutenancy before reaching the age of thirty, he was by no means sure that he intended to make the detective force a lifetime career. It was somewhat ironic that, chiefly interested in the prevention of crime, he should have been assigned to homicide where what was past, fortunately for society, was rarely prologue.
He was recrossing the street, intent on finding out who was home on the fourth floor, when he noticed two uniformed men trying to restrain a young woman from entering the closed area.
“… I tell you, Officer, that’s where I live.”
Marks quickly joined them and identified himself to Anne Russo. She gave him her name, and on his asking, told him where she had spent the evening.
Marks walked her slowly toward the building. “A man was killed here tonight. I wonder if there’s a chance that you might be able to identify him.”
The girl, almost his height and attractive in a non-made-up sort of way, flashed him a look of shock. For a second then, her teeth pressing her lower lip, she showed what he suspected to be a personal concern. He saw her throw it off.
“There is someone …?” he suggested.
Anne shook her head.
Marks said quietly: “He’s a good-looking man in his late thirties, I’d say. He’d be the sort that you might know.”
The girl moistened her lips. “Dr. Bradley …” She hesitated, then went on: “A group of us were to meet Dr. Bradley at the laboratory. We waited till a little while ago but he didn’t come.”
“Dr. Bradley is a physicist?” Anne had told him the nature of her work, identifying herself.
“Yes. He’s head of our group. He just got back today from a conference in Greece and he was going to show us some film …” Anne, having started to talk about Bradley and now full of fear for him, did not know where to stop.
Marks was careful not to interrupt her. Standing as they were in a concentration of light, he noticed that the Negro officer had taken his report book from his pocket. At a nod from Marks, he began unobtrusively to take down Anne’s testimony. This was how young cops got on, Marks thought fleetingly. He was himself intent on what the girl had to tell. Anne told of the supper party, the wait at the laboratory, Bob Steinberg’s call to Bradley’s home …
Marks, getting both addresses, observed that both the laboratory and Bradley’s home were within walking distance of where Anne lived.
“Yes, but …” Anne smiled nervously. “It’s silly of me to be telling you all this.”
Marks said: “If it turns out that way we can be grateful, can’t we?”
Anne nodded doubtfully.
“Do you think you’re up to taking a look at the victim, Miss Russo? If your Dr. Bradley has not shown up yet, we’d have to ask his wife to view … this unfortunate. You can save her that.”
Anne nodded a determined willingness but she had gone deadly pale. Marks gave her his hand which she clutched without knowing it as he guided her through the jungle of men and equipment.
Anne was able to identify the murdered man.
A few minutes later in Anne’s apartment, Marks filled Fitzgerald in on the girl’s story. Anne opened the windows and then sat down, trying to grasp the reality of the situation hearing her own words restated.
Fitzgerald was impatient. He wanted a witness’s story direct, not from the soft mouth of a sympathetic policeman, especially in the witness’s presence. Himself a cop of the old school, he considered every witness hostile until proven otherwise by his testimony in court.
“You’ll have to get in touch with his wife,” he cut in. “Take a good man with you—a precinct man. I’ll go over the young lady’s story with her.”
Anne thought then of Janet, still waiting. “Couldn’t I be the one to tell her, Inspector?”
Fitzgerald had a daughter Anne’s age himself. “All right,” he said, “but first I want to hear about this movie you say the doctor was going to show you tonight. Was he carrying it with him?”
“Yes, but it wasn’t a movie. It was film taken during recent experiment with …” Anne hesitated. Instinctively she knew better than tell a man like Fitzgerald that it was something he would not understand. She glanced at Marks. He nodded just a little, encouraging her. “With nuclear particles. The Soviet scientist, Grysenko provided prints of it for certain members of the conference.”
“Did he?” Fitzgerald said. “A Russian?”
“A scientist,” Anne said.
Marks felt that she might be a match for the old man—which would not make things a bit easier for her. Fitzgerald himself knew he had been given an impertinence, but as with all impertinences aimed at him by females past the age of twelve, he did not know how to parry them. He looked about a room that was astonishingly neat for a college girl’s, except for the pictures on the wall: they looked to him like the salvage out of a wastepaper basket.
“Do you live here alone, Miss Russo?”
“No, sir. I have a roommate but she went home for two days between examinations.”
He nodded. “Tell me, when was the last time Dr. Bradley visited you?”
Even in her state Anne could not miss the weighty insinuation in his voice. “He never visited me, not in the way you mean it, Inspector.”
“Oh? He was never in this house?”
“Not alone, I don’t think.” Anne tried to remember. “He was here maybe a month ago—but the whole group was—for drinks. Then I asked Peter—Dr. Bradley—to stay a few minutes. I wanted my roommate to meet him. I’d talked so much about him. He’s great really …” She paused realizing that what she had said was no longer precisely so. Marks was convinced by that brief spontaneous burst of praise that the girl’s relationship with Bradley was worshipful—and pure. The old man sat, his arms folded, like an Irish prelate sifting truth from circumstance. Anne went on determinedly: “Afterwards, Janet—Mrs. Bradley—met the three of us and we had dinner out together.”
“But Mrs. Bradley wasn’t here till … afterwards?” Fitzgerald said.
The girl seemed to miss that point and Marks was glad.
She said: “She wasn’t home the first time we called her.”
“So, young lady, that was the only time Dr. Bradley was in your house?”
“No. Last fall Janet—she’s a professional photographer—was taking pictures in this neighborhood, and further down. Sometimes Peter insisted on going with her—this isn’t exactly the safest part of the city, and Janet was leaving some of her equipment here.
“All right,” Fitzgerald said. “That was last fall. What do you think he was doing here tonight?”
“It doesn’t make sense that he should have been here. We were waiting for him at the laboratory. I’d come home to get my glasses, and I supposed …”
Fitzgerald interrupted. “You were here in this apartment tonight?”
“Yes.”
“What time?”
“It was nine twenty-five when I left here.”
“Alone?”
“Yes.”
“It would be to your advantage, Miss, if you could think of someone to corroborate that,” Fitzgerald said.
Anne looked from one man to the other. There seemed to have been a direct threat in Fitzgerald’s words. “We took a cab, five of us, at the corner of Twenty-third Street and Third Avenue. On the way I remembered my glasses. Bob Steinberg, Dr. Bradley’s associate, and the boys were anxious to get to the lab so I said they were just to let me out on my corner and go on. I’d come along on my own. That must have been a quarter past nine. I simply picked up my glasses, stopped in the bathroom, and left. I took the bus at Ninth Street …”
“And where was Dr. Bradley?”
“I don’t know. We all assumed he was on his way. He always walked.”
“This isn’t much out of the way now, is it, Miss?”
Anne ran her long fingers rather desperately through her hair. “No, but he wouldn’t even have been thinking of me. You’ve got to believe that, sir.”
Marks, reasoning that people who need glasses in their work generally carry them with them at all times, and remembering that if Anne had come home she had not even paused long enough to open the windows, asked: “But would you have been thinking of him, Miss Russo? Did you think that perhaps you might meet him—say on Third Avenue—and then have the opportunity of walking the rest of the way alone with him?”
Anne shook her head. “Even if I’d thought that—even if I’d seen him I wouldn’t have joined him. It’s hard to explain, but I’d have known he wouldn’t want company or he’d have come with us in the first place.”
Marks accepted that part of it. Fitzgerald still looked skeptical.
“I’m terribly aware of being a woman in what’s largely a man’s world, Inspector, and sometimes I try maybe too hard not to get in the way. That’s why I wouldn’t ask them to wait in the cab for me.”
This Fitzgerald understood. He shook his head in most fatherly fashion. “You’ll never get a husband with that attitude, Miss. All right, let’s go back to what you and the doctor were working on: tell me about the film he’d brought home from the Soviet Union.”
Anne’s eyes blazed. She wondered why he was being deliberately provocative. She could not believe it was stupidity. Carefully she distinguished herself as but one of six scientists working on the project, and then tried again to impress on the detective that Bradley himself had been but one of several physicists in Athens, not the Soviet Union, to whom the Russian scientist had given the film clips.
“I suppose the F.B.I. will be able to straighten me out on that,” Fitzgerald said.
“Our research is not classified, Inspector.”
“Isn’t it?” He pursed his lips and then said: “But you scientists wouldn’t have any of our secrets classified at all, would you now?”
“It was in all the newspapers,” Anne said quietly. Now that she knew he was baiting her, it was easier to hold her temper.
Fitzgerald, as though he had all the time in the world and nowhere else to go, took a stick of gum from his pocket and unwrapped it. There was nothing the old man liked better, Marks thought, than to strain the temper of a witness.
Anne stared at the gum: something, some association …
“I’m sorry I don’t have another stick,” Fitzgerald said, seeing the look on her face and having put the gum in his mouth.
Anne met his eyes. “When I went out of here tonight—I heard someone’s doorbell ring when I was at the second floor. I thought at first it was mine. Then when I got downstairs and there was a man waiting in the vestibule, I realized it was for Dr. Webb. I mean that’s as much as I thought about him, but when I opened the door to go out, he got in without having to wait for the buzzer.”
“Why did you assume he was waiting for Dr. Webb?” Marks asked.
“The Britts are in Europe, and the first-floor apartment is being done over before the new tenant moves in.”
“We’d better have a description of the man,” Marks said. “Was the light on in the vestibule?”
“Yes.” Anne thought about the stranger and shook her head. She simply had not looked at him. “A dark hat, gray suit. He wasn’t as tall as me. The only reason I thought of him just now—when he passed close to me I got a whiff of stale chewing gum.”
The detectives looked at each other: the hopelessness of such identification.
“I expect we ought to have a word with Dr. Webb now if he’s up there,” Marks said.
Fitzgerald said: “For God’s sake do. And send me up somebody to take down the young lady’s information—such as it is.”
Dr. Webb, a veterinarian, had been home all evening, but working in his study at the back of the house where there was a large fan in the window, he had heard nothing except his doorbell. He had expected no one and ignored it. He thought he heard the bell then in the downstairs apartment and was satisfied that the youngsters of the neighborhood were up to a not uncommon mischief. He could not even place the time. When Marks asked him then if it could have been nine thirty, he agreed that it might have been. This, it seemed, was as close as Anne Russo was to come to having a corroborating witness.
four
MARKS THOUGHT HE KNEW Manhattan well, having lived all his life in the city and having been a walker of its streets—until he joined the police force. Nobody could know the city like the cop who walked a beat. With this in mind he spoke to Precinct Captain Redmond and was assigned a young detective second-grade who had recently come out of uniform, a neighborhood product.
Marks introduced him to Anne in the car, “Detective Philip Pererro, Miss Russo.”
“I used to meet Professor Bradley,” Pererro said. “He’d look up if you spoke to him, but man, the way he’d walk with his head down, you’d wonder how he knew where he was going.”
Anne sat stiff and numb. She had never been in a police car before. Nor would she remember much of this ride. She tried to think of the words with which to tell Janet.
Marks, as though reading her mind, said: “His wife is going to know why we’re there the minute she sees us, Miss Russo. It’s just going to be a matter of helping her through the shock.”
He proved to be right. Janet released the door lock downstairs before they had a chance to ring the bell. She was waiting on the landing, holding fast to the banister.
Anne, rounding the stairs and looking up, said just the name, “Janet …”
Janet sank to the floor, fainting for the first time in her life. Marks carried her to the livingroom couch and got her head down. Anne found some brandy.
Janet’s first words when she regained consciousness were: “Peter’s dead.”
Anne nodded.
“I knew. When Bob did not call back, I knew then …”
Marks wandered softly about the room, leaving the burden of these moments to Anne Russo. For a man whose job it was to crowd the door of the bereaved, he felt utterly incompetent. There was no dignity in any death, much less the violent, but he was far less troubled looking at a naked corpse than into a face he should be watching that he might judge the true emotion from the simulated.
Pererro was better at it. His young face a mask of earnest concern, he stood at Anne’s side, a glass of water in hand, his eyes never straying from the afflicted woman.
Marks picked up the dummied book, Child of the City, by Janet Hill Bradley. He opened it at random: a child on the city street bending over a dead cat. The child’s expression seemed to say: why doesn’t it get up? Marks felt a knot in his throat. God in heaven! What made him think he was a cop? He turned the page to another picture: the same child, now earnestly building a castle of beer cans on the pavement. But in the background was a young woman, photographed at the moment she had paused on the steps of a building to look down at him; her expression, anguished longing. Marks put the book down and studied the room itself, modern lines, the furniture probably Danish. Somewhere he had picked up the notion that most artists were conservative in their tastes in other arts than their own. He had no more grounds for it than for another of his assumptions: that all scientists liked Bach. But wandering to the shelf of records, he did find a preponderance of Bach.
He went to the window and looked down at the street below. It was not a well-lighted street. The haze caused a halo around the lamp across the street. Bradley had left the house after nine. If the attack on him had been planned beforehand, it had to have been carefully planned, and with considerable knowledge of Bradley’s habits and his own plans for that night.
Anne came up behind him and said: “Mrs. Bradley thinks she can talk to you now, Lieutenant Marks. Could I call the Steinbergs? I ought to. They’re really closer to Janet than I am. Louise would come and stay all night I think.”
Marks looked at his watch. It was almost twelve. “Ask them both to come. You said there were three other students. Please give their names to Pererro.” He did not suppose he would get to them that night unless a necessity for it showed up in the questioning of Mrs. Bradley or the Steinbergs. “Who else was here?”
“Eric Mather.”
Anne’s voice carried across the room. Marks thought he saw Mrs. Bradley’s head bob up. He could not be sure.
“Another physicist?”
“He teaches literature I think,” Anne said. “I don’t know him very well.”
Marks nodded. “I’ll want to talk to Mrs. Bradley alone.”
“I know. I’ll be in the kitchen.”
Marks drew up a chair next to Janet Bradley. She was still pale. He murmured his apologies for having to ask questions at a time like this. Pererro sat near Marks, his notebook open.
“I’ll be all right,” Janet said. “Just tell me what I have to know.”
“I’m afraid it’s the other way around,” Marks said softly. “Your husband was attacked by a person or persons unknown either inside Miss Russo’s building or very near by. You may speak freely. Miss Russo is in the kitchen.”
“It … doesn’t make sense,” Janet said.
Anne Russo’s own words, if Marks was not mistaken. “That he should have been there? Or that he was attacked?”
“Either. They were all going to the laboratory, including Anne.” Janet moistened her lips and Marks offered her the glass of water on the side-table. She motioned that she did not want it. A little color was returning to her cheeks. She was very feminine, he thought, with a great deal of poise—and sensitivity. He thought of the book of photographs. He was not good at judging women’s ages until they were well past his own, but he supposed her to be not more than thirty.
“I’d like to start, if you don’t mind,” Marks said, “from the time Dr. Bradley came home this afternoon.”
“He came directly from the air terminal,” Janet said.
“You met him?”
“No. But I’d called and his flight was on time. He was home by five o’clock. He was very tired but, well, elated is a strong word for Peter. He had learned something …”
“In his work you mean?”
A flicker of a smile touched her lips. To Marks it was as though she had said on her husband’s behalf: what else is there?
“Yes. I’d been a little uneasy as to how he would feel about people coming, but he was pleased.”
“Forgive me if I interrupt you, Mrs. Bradley. If you felt he might not be pleased, why did you plan the dinner party? I don’t ask that in criticism. I just want to get it clear who was here and why they were here.”
“I understand,” Janet said, but tentatively. It was borne home to her in that instant that everyone in the house that night was suspect to the police—suspect of Peter’s murder. A little shudder ran through her. “Actually, I hadn’t planned the party. Louise Steinberg—Peter’s associate’s wife—we’re all good friends, you see—Louise called earlier and said she and Bob would like to have a few friends. I knew Peter would be tired so I suggested that we have it here.”
“Who did the inviting?”
“Bob, I think, at the laboratory.”
“Everyone who was here?”
“Everyone, I suppose … except Eric.”
Marks waited.
“Louise must have invited him. He’s a family friend. He went to school with Peter. He’s not a scientist. Eric Mather.”
Marks tried to weigh the significance of her adding, piece by piece, the information on Mather. It might simply be due, as she said, to his not being a scientist. Or it might be due to a personal need to justify his presence.
Now Janet was waiting. Marks said: “Was Dr. Bradley carrying much money when he left home tonight?” He had purposely broken the line of questioning to see if she would show a feeling of reprieve. He could not tell.
“It might have been a fair amount,” Janet said. “He did not like to carry traveler’s checks.”
“And the film he had brought home, when did you first hear mention of that?”
“I’d already read about it in The Times, but from Peter, almost as soon as he got into the house. It was part of an exchange program very dear to Peter’s heart. He had supposed at the beginning you see, that the Americans were going to have to give more than they received for a long time. There is nothing classified in Peter’s work, you understand.”
Marks nodded.
“This really isn’t anything I’m qualified to talk about. Bob Steinberg could tell you better—or Anne.”
“Please go on. I want to know what your husband felt about what he’d got.”
“Well, as I understand it, the Russians who conducted the experiment were looking for something they wanted to know. But it occurred to—whoever it was—that there might be something in the film that would contribute to Peter’s work. A Swedish physicist is onto the same thing. And somebody at California. They were also given prints. The Russians made great propaganda of it.”
“At what point in the evening, Mrs. Bradley, was it decided that they would look at the film tonight?”
“I don’t know exactly,” Janet said after a moment’s thought. “I didn’t know about it until after dinner. Anne and the boys were washing up. They always do, and I was putting away. Peter asked me if I minded his going to the lab for an hour. He wasn’t in the habit of consulting me but he’d been away.” Again she qualified, as though anxious that Marks not think there were tensions between them: “By that I mean that long ago in our marriage, I’d come to know his way of pursuing an idea from the moment it occurred to him until he could use it—or throw it away.”
“Anyone who knew him well would know that, wouldn’t they?” Janet nodded and Marks went on: “You must help me work out a timetable, and tell me any suggestion you might have on the route he would ordinarily have taken. I understand he was accustomed to walking to the University?”
“Always, no matter what the weather. After Bob Steinberg called tonight, I remember thinking that Peter might have stopped at St. John’s Church. He often did. Not to pray. It was just that sometimes he liked a Gothic darkness. And Athens is a very bright city. I don’t even know what he saw of it …” She almost broke then. “He wanted me to go with him.”
“Why didn’t you?”
“It seemed like a great deal of money to spend for so little time, not even a week. And I needed to be here—or thought so then … a book that seemed important.”
“Child of the City?”
Janet nodded.
“Do you have any children, Mrs. Bradley?”
“We had a son. He died.”
“I’m sorry I asked.”
Janet shrugged and then covered her face with her hands. “Oh, God. Will nothing make this real? Or would that be too much to bear?”
Marks glanced at Pererro. Notebook in hand, and pencil suspended, he looked like an automaton. The clock rasped, and as Marks started to speak again, it struck twelve.
“Who, besides those present, would have known that Dr. Bradley was leaving the house at nine fifteen tonight?”
“I shouldn’t think anyone else,” Janet said.
“No one would have had to open the laboratory building?”
“Most all of the group had keys.”
“After the others left—Miss Russo was stopping home,” Marks said. “Did your husband mention stopping to pick her up?”
“No. He said simply that I should wait up because he wasn’t going to stay very long.”
Marks asked then about Bradley’s activity from the time he got home until the guests arrived. His only phone call had been to Professor Bauer, chairman of the Physics Department.
A few minutes later the doorbell rang and Anne poked her head out the kitchen doorway. “Shall I go? It’s probably the Steinbergs.”
Janet moaned and turned away. “If only I could be alone … Where did they take Peter?”
“We’ll let you know,” Marks said. “There must be an autopsy.” Anne had gone into the hallway. “Mrs. Bradley, there had to be some circumstance under which your husband would have gone to Anne Russo’s apartment.”
“Only if he were told that Anne was ill—or hurt. I can think of no other reason.”
“You are absolutely certain?”
“I am. Peter had a very strong sense of propriety.”
“That’s all for now,” Marks said, getting up. “I want to talk with the Steinbergs—in your kitchen if you don’t mind?”
But Janet had withdrawn mentally. She sat very straight and looked almost prim and childlike, her hands in her lap folded tightly into one another. Marks remembered her husband’s very young face—seemingly turned that way by death—which had no right to make its captives young—and the remark of the Negro cop who had found him: “He looks like a preacher to me, a good man.”
Marks and Pererro waited in the kitchen while the Steinbergs spoke to Janet. Pererro looked into the darkroom, the door to which was open.
“Jees,” he said, “what a way to do up a pantry.”
Marks looked into the room. A gallon bottle of acetic acid stood on the shelf near the door, the poison label clearly visible. “Makes you kind of thirsty, doesn’t it?”
Steinberg joined them and tried his best to describe the kind of research Bradley and his group were engaged in. He was a heavy-built man who, Marks thought, like his work was a reservoir of latent energy. He wore thick-lensed glasses and probably wore them so much of the time that only his wife would immediately recognize him without them. He would be Marks’s last candidate for a man likely to be involved in physical violence. Steinberg forgot everything else, talking of physics, even for a moment the death of the man with whom he had shared the enthusiasm. Marks, his attention divided, was unable to grasp the concept Steinberg had just said was so simple. He glanced at Pererro’s suspended notes and was surprised at the three dots and an exclamation point representing Steinberg’s testimony. He had learned something about Pererro if not about elementary particles. Finally Steinberg said:
“I’ll loan you a book if you come round to the laboratory.”
“Thank you,” Marks said gravely. “I’d be interested. I want to ask you now about what happened at the laboratory tonight.”
“Not a damned thing. We got there—myself and three of the graduate students working with us: we signed in at nine twenty, took about ten minutes setting up and then just stood around waiting.”
“What time did Miss Russo arrive?”
“Twenty to ten maybe. It’s in the check-in book. When Bradley didn’t show by ten thirty, I went out and called Janet.”
Marks probed him on the business of Anne Russo’s glasses. Steinberg’s recollection of it was essentially the same as Anne had told.
“Does she wear her glasses regularly?”
“For work, yes. That’s why she forgets them so much.” It seemed a non sequitur to Marks but it satisfied him that there was not anything too unusual in the girl’s having to stop for them that night.
“What’s the connection?” Steinberg asked.
He had not been told, Marks realized, where Bradley was found. “Dr. Bradley was assaulted in the vestibule or just outside Miss Russo’s building.”
Steinberg’s eyes blinked rapidly behind the glasses. “How did he get there?”
“That is our most difficult question at the moment. How or why.”
Steinberg shook his head. “I don’t get it. Why would he go there?”
“You can think of no reason?” Marks persisted, conscious of melodramatic overtones that made him sound like Fitzgerald.
Steinberg suddenly caught on. “Annie? She’s one of the boys!”
Marks was reminded of one of his mother’s favorite sayings: “The wisest men make the best fools.”
It was Louise Steinberg who gave him the personality sketches he wanted of those present at the dinner party. Louise was the kind of woman Marks felt easy with: they had grown up in similar backgrounds, their parents early refugees from Hitler’s Europe. They did not speak of this, but both supposed it of the other. Louise, the mother of three children, was getting plump, the tendency, Marks mused, in many a Jewish girl once she had snared or been snared by the man she wanted. He was extremely grateful to meet her at this stage of his investigation.
Louise had gone directly home from the Bradleys’, taking a cab part of the way: she had calculated the distance she could walk, where by taking a cab then, she could arrive home in time to avoid paying the baby-sitter another hour’s wage.
“Besides,” she said, “my feet were hurting.”
“I understand it was the original plan for you to have the dinner party at your house.”
“I guess it was,” Louise said. It all seemed a very long time ago. Then she remembered and amended: “Actually it was Eric Mather’s idea. He called me this morning—yesterday now, isn’t it? Anyway, he said he’d like to throw a little party for Peter the day he got home. I told him he’d better get to it. Peter was on his way. Then, typically Eric, he began fussing—all the things he had to do that day. I shouldn’t say this, especially since I wound up doing the same thing in a way, letting Janet do the work.”
Marks offered her a cigarette. “About Eric,” he said easily, “What’s ‘typically Eric’?”
Louise shrugged. “He’s a kook in lots of ways—I’ve audited some of his classes. Way out. But he’s very charming and good company unless he’s in a mood. Anyway, he’s a bachelor, and it generally winds up that somebody else gives his party for him.”
“But tonight’s party was his idea?”
“Yes, but everybody was glad Janet and I’d taken over. When Eric does give a party, you don’t get anything to eat until ten or eleven, and our boys don’t live that way. You know, come six o’clock …”
Marks grinned. “If Mather had given the party, would the same people have been invited?”
“The Bradleys and us anyway, and Anne maybe.”
“He likes Anne?”
“I wouldn’t say that, but … I don’t really know what I’d say, Lieutenant, so maybe I’d better not say anything.”
“Please do,” the detective said. “If there isn’t any connection with what happened to Bradley, I won’t see any of these people again. And if there is a connection, it might be important.”
Louise nodded and brushed a swatch of hair from her forehead. “I want to help, but I have a bad habit of adding two and two up to five.”
Marks chanced a direct question: “Would you say there was any private relationship between Anne Russo and Dr. Bradley?”
“Absolutely not. Outside of science they’d have had about as much attraction for one another as two neutrons. I think that’s right.”
Marks leaned forward, lowering his voice: “Mrs. Bradley and Eric Mather?”
Louise shook her head as though determined to convince herself as well. “No!”
Marks waited.
“He might have been helping her with her book,” Louise supplemented. “Janet’s a photographer, but really a photographer.”
“I know,” Marks agreed.
“They were going over the book last night while the rest of us were yakking.”
Marks got the party picture at once: the scientists apart, Mather and Janet Bradley in a huddle. Louise, who would never be an outsider at any party, drifting to where the talk most interested her. “Who was the first to leave?” he asked.
“Eric.”
Curious, Marks thought, if there was anything between him and Mrs. Bradley.
“But we were all ready to go by then. The boys were itching to look at their goddamn film. I asked Janet if she wanted to go to a movie. I guess in the last five years Janet and I have seen more movies than any two people in New York.”
“Why didn’t you share a cab with Mather? You live in the same direction, don’t you?”
“He didn’t ask me,” Louise said. “Besides, he wouldn’t have been going home. I don’t think he ever does these days if he can help it.”
“Do you like him?” Marks asked. He felt as though he had known Louise for a long time and hoped she felt the same about him.
She shrugged, something a little pitying in the gesture. “Sort of, I guess. I’m a real Yiddishe mama.”
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NOTHING MATHER HAD DONE that night, no part of his wanderings, his encounters with the wits of the Village, his sudden plunges into and withdrawals from barroom arguments and coffeehouse debates, not even his exultant sobriety in the post-midnight hours when poets fumbled for the lines they had bled into being and accepted his extemporaneous suggestions as the same—flattering whom?—nothing had assuaged his restlessness. Often he had fought down the temptation to call the Bradley house on some pretext—had he left his cigarette lighter? Peter’s temper would have cooled by bedtime. The fools! he would say. The bloody idiots. Mather was sure he would not have gone to the police: it would take too much of his precious time. It would take a little of it to explain to the police in the morning how the lettercase came to be in a public mailbox.
Mather turned into Perry Street shortly after two in the morning. He dreaded solitary confinement in his own apartment. To have one’s part in a conspiracy cut off at its critical moment was like asking an actor to play the lead in a badly constructed play, the climax coming when he was off-stage. It was not until he saw the car parked in front of his building, two men sitting in it, that he admitted to himself the true basis of his distress: fear. Its sudden, uncontrollable thrust so weakened him he had to stop. His legs were rubber. His eyes, however, searched the familiar street for the nearest police call-box. Come humiliation, come exposure, no matter: his first instinct was to save himself.
The car rolled toward him and he forced himself to move on. But when the car was almost abreast of him, he flung himself to the ground and lay there, his face averted, the few seconds it took one of the men to reach him.
Lieutenant Marks sprang from the car to the side of the fallen man. “Are you hurt?”
Mather gathered himself into a sitting position. In the failure of attack upon his person, the absence of the bullets he had unreasoningly anticipated, he was appalled at his exhibition of weakness.
“Damned city pavements,” he murmured. “I think I’ve broken my toe.” He reached for his foot and held it, and such was the strength of his imagination, a pain actually shot through his foot.
Marks said: “Are you Eric Mather?”
Mather looked up at him. “Who the hell are you?”
By the light of the street lamp, Marks offered his identification, saying at the same time: “Lieutenant Marks, police department.” He nodded toward his partner, now squatting beside them. “Detective Pererro.”
Mather took advantage of his feigned injury to try for some sort of reorientation. He had wanted a policeman and one had appeared. Two of them.
Pererro said, as though Mather were unconscious: “What’s the matter with him?”
Marks spoke to the man still hugging his foot. “See if you can put some weight on it, Mather. We’d like to talk with you.”
“Where?” He was afraid he would pass out if he had to get into a car with strangers even if they called themselves police.
Marks straightened up. “In your own house or police headquarters. It’s up to you.”
Mather got to his feet, throwing off Marks’s offer to help. He limped a few steps, putting his weight on his heel. His left foot, he must remember, his left foot.
“It’s going to be all right,” he said. He was shocked that Peter had created such a ruckus that the police were investigating at this hour. It was the juxtaposition of this rationale with his own wild fears of the previous moments that brought him for the first time in the whole compass of the scheme to concern for the physical safety of his friend, Peter Bradley.
He was putting the key in the door to his basement apartment. The semi-darkness there and in the apartment as he groped for the nearest lamp covered his dismay. The apartment smelled of its recent disuse. He had scarcely more than slept there since the first time Jerry and Tom had fouled it with their presence. He lit the lamps on either side of the sofa and then sat down to remove his shoe. The detectives watched him massage the foot.
“Sit down and tell me what this is all about,” he said. “It must be damned important for you to come at this hour.”
“What do you think?” Pererro said. He had been due to go off duty at midnight, and while it was great to work closely on a case like this, he felt that during the long wait for Mather, more important things were happening elsewhere.
Marks picked up the shoe Mather had removed and took it to the light. He could see nothing with the naked eye that looked like glass, but it was now some four hours since the attack on Bradley. He held the shoe in his hand and watched the man massaging his foot: that something was burning him up inside, the detective was sure, the gray eyes furtive, then daggerish. They might be the key to the whole man, Marks thought. Handsome in a long-haired way, he would go over great with the girls in the classroom and possibly with a few of the boys; something effete about him.
“Do you always stay out this late on a week night?” Marks asked.
“Often,” Mather said. “I am my own master.”
That was something Marks very much doubted. He said: “Peter Bradley was murdered last night. That’s why we’re here.”
Mather leaned back on the couch, his mouth open. The back of his head had gone stone numb.
Pererro stared at him. He did not know what it was about the man, but he kept feeling that he wasn’t really there, that he wasn’t a real person. It was the damnedest feeling he’d ever had about a person. Again he spoke to Marks: “Should I get him some water?”
Marks shook his head. He was trying to measure this performance with the sprawl on the sidewalk. This, he thought, was the real thing. What then caused the sidewalk tumble? That it was sham he was certain. An attempt at misdirection by calling attention to himself? Had he wanted to get rid of something on his person? Narcotics crossed his mind as a possibility.
He waited for Mather to come out of the shock, taking the opportunity to measure the man further by the house he lived in. A study in red and black. The chairs were painted black, red cushions. The floor was painted red, with here and there a black throw rug. Neat as a chessboard. In no way ornate or fussy: he could have lived here himself. It seemed an unlikely nest for anyone who had taken such an untidy fall. It would be a great shame, he thought, if Mather were not involved: he looked like an interesting nut to crack.
Mather made a smacking noise with his lips, trying to speak, and finally said: “When?”
“Some time before eleven o’clock,” Marks said.
Mather pulled himself up jerkily, like a spastic. “For God’s sake, man, tell me the whole thing.”
“If we knew the whole thing we wouldn’t be here. Or at least we would not be sitting down to a quiet exchange of information.”
Mather threw him a sidelong glance. “Peter was a close friend of mine. I was at his house tonight.”
Marks said: “That’s why I thought you would want to help us. Can we clear the air first by finding out how you yourself spent the evening from nine o’clock on?”
“Will you tell me then about Bradley?” he demanded. He could not believe that Peter was dead. He dared not believe it. A shudder ran through his body. He could smell sickness in his own cold sweat.
“Of course.”
“I left the Bradleys’ at a few minutes after nine,” he started. “I’d promised to look in on a group of my students …” He tried to block out from his own mind the moment of watching beneath the lamp post and signaling: the kiss, the Judas kiss. He remembered now Janet in the window, and his idiotic hope that she had seen him. “Oh, God Almighty.” He buried his face in his hands.
To Marks it was an understandable emotional break. He would give him that much. “Where was the meeting with your students?”
Mather took his hands away, the fingertips briskly wiping the tears from beneath his eyes. He blew his nose. “Sorry. They always meet at a place called the Red Lantern on Sullivan Street. I must have spent a half-hour with them. After that … I can’t even give you the names of the places in order.”
“We’ll put them in order,” Marks said. “Just name them as they come to mind. To start with, did you go directly to the Red Lantern?” Mather nodded. “Do you have a car?”
“No. I walked.”
“Let’s have the route so we can check it out.”
That part was easy: he could walk it again in his own mind’s eye, and know exactly what went through his mind, that first joyous sense of freedom … But the detective was listening for something that wasn’t going to turn up on the list of streets his partner jotted down. He was measuring the whys of “I can’t be sure … I think I went round Gramercy …” Mather remembered where he had stopped midway to buy a package of cigarettes, and at the end decided to mention it.
“Do you know what time you arrived at the Red Lantern?”
“I’d have to guess—about nine thirty.”
He watched the younger, raw-boned detective making notes, and reeled off the names of a half-dozen places he had gone afterwards, winding up at Barney’s Coffee House, less than three blocks from where he lived.
Marks wondered if he spent many nights like that. He had not been drinking, and he now doubted the use of narcotics. He remembered Louise Steinberg’s saying he never went home if he could help it. But what kind of a teacher could he be to live so erratic an existence?
“How long have you been at Central University … Professor, is it?”
“My students call me Mister,” Mather said icily. He sensed the line of Marks’s reasoning. “I’ve been in the English Literature Department for three years, my first as a lecturer. Now I am an assistant professor. And to answer the question you did not ask, sir: I need less sleep than other people.”
Marks smiled. “I wish I did. How long have you known Peter Bradley?”
“We were in college together—just after the war. Before Bradley switched to physics. For years then I didn’t see him, not until I came East to Central University. Oh, once or twice. He’d come out to a conference in Chicago and call me. I’d kept up with his career of course. It was rather more to keep up with than my own. I suppose the fact that he was here may have influenced my decision to take the job at Central.”
“And Mrs. Bradley, have you known her long?”
“I met her out here. They’d been married for some years by then.” He would have liked to add something, a little more on Janet, a show of sympathy. Instead, he demanded: “You said you’d tell me what happened.”
“I’ll tell you what I can, Professor. He was assaulted by a person or persons unknown. First a blow on the back of the head, but the cause of his death was a knife wound in the back.”
“No!” Mather cried out the word as though he had felt the wound.
Marks said carefully: “It occurred in the vestibule or just outside the door of Anne Russo’s building.”
“Why there?” Mather said after a moment. “They were all going to the laboratory the last I saw of them.”
“Miss Russo’s is not so much out of the way, is it?”
“I neither know nor give a damn where Miss Russo lives,” Mather said.
Marks said: “She lives on the edge of a rough neighborhood.”
“Who doesn’t in New York City?” But Mather suddenly saw what might be the line of police investigation: if some sort of relationship were discovered between Anne and Peter, if in fact Peter’s being at her place could be accounted for, the crime could be put down to assault for the purpose of theft, the random street attack on a well-dressed man. Could it possibly be the truth? The knife was a street weapon. Jerry would not have dared … He could feel his jaws working, his own feeling of relief was so intense. He must somehow cover himself with this cop in gentleman’s clothing. He said: “I make it a point to see my students only in the classroom or in some public gathering place.”
Marks digested that for a moment. “Do you know Miss Russo?”
“Only from meeting her at the Bradleys’.”
Marks gazed at him, all innocence. “Yet she was on your guest list for the dinner party. Why?”
“Because Peter liked her,” Mather said with a small bitter smile on his lips.
An interesting response: Mather was willing to admit his intention of inviting Anne; if someone had told the police it was his idea, he was not going to contradict it now. Marks wondered how far this Galahad would go to hide whatever it was he had to hide. Something, Marks was sure, but he was inclined to doubt that it had anything directly to do with Bradley’s death. Nor did he think he was going to find it out at this stage in the investigation. It would take a little more sweat and tears.
“I wonder if I may have your other shoe also, Professor. For a routine laboratory check. They’ll be returned.”
Mather shrugged. As the detectives got up he fumbled at his shoe laces, waiting for the parting shot. He felt that one had to come, something held back for when he would be least expecting it.
Marks said: “Better see a doctor about that toe, Professor.”
“It’s nothing. Just my clumsiness.” He handed over the shoe.
“I’d feel better if you saw one. The city does have a responsibility—as you yourself pointed out.”
Mather knew then why he loathed the slick bastard: Marks was the kind of man he had feared and fled from all his life, a man he suspected of seeing right through him. In his stocking feet and without the limp, he saw them to the door. There he ventured to ask: “Was Bradley robbed?”
“Oh, yes,” Marks said. “Cleaned out. Can you think of any other motive for his murder?”
“It’s the worst possible motive,” Mather said from an inner compulsion to pay a tardy tribute to his friend. “Peter Bradley would have given any man who needed it anything he owned.”
Marks merely looked at him and nodded, and then went out the door, his strong and silent partner following him.
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MATHER, ALONE AND HEARING the outer door click behind the detectives, tried to confront himself with the reality of Peter Bradley’s death. But nothing ever seemed real to him while he was alone, not until he could find the context in which he could see himself as he wanted other people to see him. No such context was now possible: he wanted nothing so much as to disappear altogether, above all from his own view. He had worshipped Peter Bradley—worshipped, admired, envied him. What better tribute to pay a friend than envy?
He slumped down on the couch and let his mind seek its only solace, the memory of his finest moment with Peter Bradley. Once, in their college days, they had been swimming off a boat in one of the Finger Lakes when Peter got caught beneath an abandoned fishing net. He had managed to surface long enough to cry for help before the weight of the net bore him down again. Mather was not nearly the swimmer Peter was, yet he had jumped to Peter’s rescue with no thought of his own safety, and he had carried a fishing knife with which Peter cut himself free. Peter might have died that day. The net and the knife.
Eighteen years later, was it again the net and the knife? How curious the repetition of weapon and symbol. A poet could find no better a concept. This then was the beginning between Peter and himself. For Peter it had ended alone, a knife in the filthy hand of a stranger put there by his friend Eric. He thought then of what it would be like, to drive a knife into the warm flesh. It was the way he should die now by his own hand.
Signifying nothing. He had not meant Peter harm: there was nothing in the scheme of things as he had planned them, as he had—so he had thought—been allowed to plan them to warrant violence. In a way it was to end a larger violence he had joined the conspiracy. But there had been no place in his lovely simple scheme for Anne Russo. He could truly say he had never in his life given Anne Russo more than a passing thought. Nor, he was sure, had Peter outside that tight little island of science.
If he were to tell the truth now as he knew it …
To start at the beginning, he could not, although to tell all the truth he would have to: it was to keep forever from his own mind that noisome incident—one incident in a lifetime!—and to do it he could not tolerate even Jerry’s suggestion of it—that he had entered wholeheartedly into their conspiracy. There! That much of truth he had admitted. He pinned it on the wall, that first confrontation with the stranger: the pudgy face, the ferret’s eyes, the pink tongue coming out to receive a stick of gum as though it were a communion wafer.
“It was to save my own skin!” he cried aloud, “to hide my filthy image. Call it blackmail, straight and simple. The rest is all delusion.”
His mind however slipped away from the truth to still pursue the delusion: he had made of the problem posed him a game of chess such as might have been played by correspondence. He had anticipated, nay, contrived, his antagonist’s every move. Never had he felt involved with people, only pieces, except for the incidental pleasure it had given him to use Peter Bradley, the man who prided himself above all else on being the pawn of no man, of no institution, of no party.
But Peter was dead. Possibly by chance. But if not by chance who could name his killer?
Mather began composing in his mind a note he might leave: The man I knew called himself “Jerry.” I am sure it was not his name, for he had a partner I met later whom he introduced as “Tom.” Tom and Jerry. No wonder, having no more originality than that, they willingly accepted my brain, my imagination. Or did they? They could themselves have been no more than messengers, well-trained lackies …
He pulled himself out of the reverie, trying to go back, back … Peter was the friend of his youth on whom in later years he had thrust his friendship and had it tolerated. Like the devotion of the buffoon he often played. Had Peter been utterly contemptuous of him? Was he persona grata to Peter only because Janet found a kind of liking for him? He would never know now, never really know. He would have forced the revelation had Peter lived. There would have come a time of reckoning. There always did between him and his attachments, a time when rejection became itself gratifying, for it left him the ultimate solace: even as a dog, he must lick his own wounds.
Exhausted but not remotely sleepy, he pushed himself up from the couch and started for the bathroom. He realized that he was hobbling, favoring an imagined injury. He lifted the shoeless foot, the impulse to kick it violently at something, but he caught his self-image in his mind’s eye and was struck by the ridiculous figure it made of him, the man who even played his own clown. He began to laugh aloud at himself, the laughter rolling up in him irresistibly. Only when the tears came and he was reminded of the deeper need for tears was he able to control himself. He went on to the bathroom and presently took two sleeping pills. There were only two more left in the bottle, which forestalled temptation in that direction.
He stripped, turned out the lights and groped his way through the apartment to open the window at the front. As he raised it he saw the two detectives; a few feet away—near the place where he had fallen—they were playing their flashlights over the sidewalk, searching the curb, the gutter, around the stoops. The big silent one picked something up, examined it under his light and threw it away.
Just then Marks shot the full beam of his flashlight on the window. Mather stood in the glaring light like a man pilloried. Marks clicked off the light and said: “Better put some clothes on. You’ll catch cold.”
Mather slammed down the window and fell away into the darkness within.
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MARKS READ THE MORNING newspapers in a cab on his way to Precinct Headquarters. He did not often allow himself the luxury of a cab, but he had not had much sleep. He lived alone in an apartment hotel just off Central Park West. He had grown up not far from there where his parents still lived in the building they had moved into when he was ten years old. He sometimes stopped to have breakfast with them. But not that morning. He would manage his coffee and Danish on the taxpayers’ time.
Bradley’s death had made the tabloid headlines. The paper made the most of the fact that the physicist had been found outside the apartment building of an attractive female student. It was to be expected, Marks thought. The old man himself had briefed the reporters at 3:00 A.M., and while he would not deliberately throw them what he knew damned well they wanted, neither would he go out of his way to throw them off that track. No mention was made of the film at all. The story read like a clandestine love tryst in which the parties to it had got their signals crossed. Marks threw down the paper in disgust, but he thought of one of his father’s favorite dictums: As long as you’ve got an open case, keep an open mind. His father was a good lawyer, but a better human being. Fitzgerald was a good policeman.
Marks admired him in spite of himself: the Inspector divorced facts from people. Facts never lied. People almost always did, even when they did not know they were lying, and the old man was short of patience when it came to looking for subconscious motives. The last thing he had said to Marks the night before was: “I hope to God this turns out to be a nice clean street job.” He had emphasized the irony, but he had spoken the truth of himself.
The old man was in a better mood than Marks had expected. His eyes were bloodshot and he had cut himself in a hasty and not very efficient shave, but something in the case had gone the way he wanted it. He took Marks’s arm as they started up the deeply grooved stairs to Redmond’s office.
“Wouldn’t you think they could do something to brighten these bloody mausoleums?”
Marks knew what he meant: he said it of every precinct house in the city. This two-story building at Houston Street had remained virtually unchanged since the days of the Tong wars, a bleak stone edifice with iron-meshed windows the dust of which God’s own eyes could scarcely penetrate. The pea-green walls were chipped along the way, showing the pinkish taste of the previous administration.
“They’re all waiting for us up here,” Fitzgerald said, “hoping to build a mountain on a pinhead. But mark my words: as I said last night, it’s a police case, pure and simple. We got back his wallet and briefcase this morning, the only thing missing his money, and I dare say he was carrying a fair amount. Didn’t his wife tell you that?”
“She said it might have been,” Marks said. “Where were the things returned?”
“At a mail deposit box on Sixty-fourth and Park Avenue. Picked up at 5:00 A.M.”
The two double desks in Redmond’s office had been moved back, and a table usually used for a miscellany of reports and office supplies had been converted into a conference table. Six men were around it, quietly talking, smoking, laughing, except for the one Marks rightly supposed to be the University representative. He looked at his watch and then sat back staring at Bradley’s case which lay in a plastic laboratory container in the middle of the table.
Marks took the empty chair next to him and introduced himself.
“Arnold Bauer, chairman of the Physics Department,” the man said, shaking hands. “I should suppose we could get on now.” Then he added, nodding toward the case, “It seems incredible, doesn’t it?”
“Yes,” Marks said, “it always does.”
He rose to shake hands across the table with the man opposite, Jim Anderson of the Federal Bureau of Investigation. A big man of about fifty, well-groomed, with a quick smile, his handshake had the grip of an iron cuff.
Marks noticed the laboratory clearance label as Redmond picked up the bag and emptied its contents on the table. Out of the lettercase itself he took the wallet, the film box, and several pages of handwritten notes. “Missing, to our knowledge,” Redmond said, “an unknown amount of money. Dr. Bradley did not carry traveler’s checks.” Redmond summarized the police case to that hour. He turned to Bauer. “Professor Bauer has examined the film with Mr. Anderson and his colleagues. Professor?”
Bauer gave a gentle and lucid account of the kind of research that Dr. Bradley was engaged in. Unlike Steinberg, whom Marks had talked with the night before, Bauer was accustomed to dealing with the non-scientific mind. The chairman of any university department, Marks knew, was primarily a liaison officer between ivory tower and market place. It was a pleasure to watch him dislodge the fixed concept of a man like Fitzgerald that nuclear physics was necessarily a highly secretive, war-oriented science.
“Actually,” Bauer said, indicating the film box, “the findings of such experiment have been published for some time. Dr. Bradley and our people were looking to what we might call a byproduct in the film. We don’t know of course whether it will tell us anything we didn’t already know until we compare it with what we do know. Dr. Bradley obviously thought it might. Otherwise he and his colleagues would not have been so anxious to study the film last night. Some of the notes he had made”—Bauer indicated the handwritten papers—“suggest his high expectations.”
“The film is intact now?” Marks asked.
“I should think so,” Bauer said. “I shouldn’t suppose it to have been tampered with at all. It would mean nothing except to a person interested in the Pi-meson.”
“And there can’t be many of them in the world,” Fitzgerald remarked dryly.
The others laughed, including Bauer.
“Let’s have another look at the container,” one of the federal men said.
Redmond handed him the box, roughly one by one and a half by four inches. When he was through examining it inside and out, he passed it and its contents on. Marks observed the customs’ stamp overlapping the label on which Bradley’s name had been written in block letters. Inside were a half-dozen film strips of four frames each. The film was protected by coarse tissue paper. The box itself was much like that in which Marks kept color slides.
Anderson spoke last: “The customs’ seal was broken, I understand, but Bradley himself might have broken it, or more likely the thieves, to see that they weren’t missing anything. Customs cleared the film on the spot, duplicates of it having entered the country at Boston, and Washington, D.C., as well as via another New York flight, a set on its way to San Francisco. Both the box and the film are identical with those received at the National Laboratory. We had them flown up this morning for comparison.”
Anderson smiled, and Marks thought he was one of those characters who promoted men on the basis of how early they got up in the morning. He had the glow of the cold shower about him.
“I want to say that the Bureau’s full facilities are at your disposal, gentlemen,” Anderson concluded. “We shall expect you to inform us of any development you feel might concern the national security. I myself am available for consultation at any hour of the day or night. But at the present stage of your investigation, I see no reason for us to enter the case.”
More than forty detectives were assigned to the case, most of them to the hard, gritty work of door-to-door inquiry, of trying to track the victim from the moment he stepped out of his own house. The first pay-off came early: Bradley, walking alone, had stopped briefly to exchange a few words with the sexton of St. John’s Church who was closing the gate for the night. The time was nine thirty: the sexton was sure since he was performing his last chore of the day and was understandably punctual about it. He had known Bradley to have been in Greece and their exchange ran something like: “How was Greece, Professor?” To which Bradley replied: “Hot and noisy. I felt right at home.”
The sexton “was pretty sure” Professor Bradley had continued on toward the University.
Marks noted the name of the interrogating officer, Tom Reid, and laid the report aside. The conversation of Bradley with the sexton was certainly not that of a man aware of immediate jeopardy. Marks studied a city street map. Reaching St. John’s, Bradley had passed by three blocks the street on which Anne Russo lived. At some point between the church and the University he had either turned back or was intercepted and driven back to the building on East Tenth Street.
The detective dug out Anne Russo’s statement. She had left her apartment at nine thirty, admitting the unidentified gum-chewer to the building. Marks returned to the map. If Bradley had been tailed from his own house—either on foot or by two or more men in a car—the man Anne had seen would have left the others at the corner of Tenth Street and Third Avenue. The time was right, and to Marks’s satisfaction, Anne’s story was corroborated by Dr. Webb’s account of the doorbell ringing. Bradley at that moment had been at the gate of St. John’s, his “tail” not far behind him.
Marks was about to put these dovetailing circumstances before Fitzgerald when he realized that the old man could say: If the little lady is telling the truth. If there was a man in the vestibule. Find me the man or another witness who saw him. Anybody can ring a doorbell, including our missy.
Marks made a note of his deductions and for the moment kept them to himself.
Fitzgerald was studying the preliminary report of the medical examiner. When he finished he handed it to Marks. The blow on the back of the head was likely to have done no more than stun the victim; no serious brain injury. The mortal wound came from the knife, a neat thrust with a small, very sharp blade at the most vulnerable point, suggesting that it was inflicted while the victim was unconscious. Bradley’s clothing had been impressed in the immediate area of the wound. The absence of blood stains near the victim, the condition of clothing at the surface of the wound, suggested that a cloth or handkerchief had been put round the knife before it was withdrawn.
“I wonder what our chances are of finding that bit of dirty linen,” Marks said.
“If it was yours, what would you do with it?”
“Get rid of it quick—unless it had my monogram on it.”
Fitzgerald agreed. “If it’s a street job, we’ll find it.”
Marks then picked up a call from the police laboratory: he could collect a size eleven pair of shoes any time, findings negative. He hadn’t expected them to be otherwise. He doubted Mather could use a weapon sharper than his tongue. It was too early in the day to check out the taverns and coffeehouses. Marks looked up the precinct duty chart. Pererro would come on in time to pick up part of that detail.
Marks was on his way out of the building when Walter Herring caught up with him. He was in civilian clothes.
“Promoted?” Marks said.
“No, sir, but they don’t mind much what I wear on my day off. You know, Lieutenant, I got thinking this morning—you ought to get another man to check out that Mrs. Finney again, the woman with the dog. I hate to say this, boss, but a cop of a different complexion might get more out of her than I did.”
Marks tried to remember her testimony. Herring explained that she had thought the victim drunk at first.
Marks, intending to prowl the scene himself, said: “Let’s go.”
“Yes, sir!” No nonsense about Herring. He was ambitious, and he liked the company of men in authority.
Mrs. Finney greeted them with less enthusiasm than did her spaniel who waddled from one to the other of them, the tail wagging a lot of dog. Marks remembered having heard once that dogs were color-blind.
“What’s so important you’d come around before a woman’s put her house in place?”
“Officer Herring and I were trying to narrow down the time of the attack on the victim. We knew you’d want to help us if you could.” Marks said it with a straight face.
Mrs. Finney wiped her hands in her apron and led the way into a parlor that had never been out of order, the sterile look of which was strangely heightened by the vividly colored religious pictures. The spaniel hurtled himself into the best chair.
“A professor, by the morning paper,” Mrs. Finney said. “And will you tell me please what decent young girls are up to, living alone in this part of the city?”
Marks cleared his throat. The question had been rhetorical.
“Sit down,” she said, with a nod toward two straight-backed chairs. She tucked a strand of gray hair into the bun at the back of her head, and stood, her arms folded, measuring Marks with watery blue eyes. About to sit down, he waited then till she did.
“It was me that found the body,” Mrs. Finney said, “but you wouldn’t see him mentioning that, would you?” She jerked her head toward Herring.
“I’m sorry,” Herring said, “but you gave me the impression that you were trying to avoid publicity.”
She made a small noise of righteousness. “I’m always ready to do my civic duty, but like everybody else I like to get credit for it.”
“Understandable,” Marks murmured. “You were taking the dog out, I suppose, when first you noticed the man?”
“As a matter of fact I was,” she said, admitting now what she had denied the night before. “It’s terrible what happens to a person living in a neighborhood like this. The poor man was trying to get up, you see, and I thought he was drunk. I just gave Dandy a pull and got away as quick as I could.”
Marks was very much afraid that this testimony was reliable: unless there had been some movement in the prone figure, she was not likely to have assumed Bradley drunk. It opened wide the possibility of two attacks, one in the vestibule of Anne’s building, and the second on the street when he was perhaps recovering from the blow on the head. If that were the case, the motive of the first attack was not robbery. Either that, or the second attackers, taking turns, as it were, got nothing.
“Do you know what time it was when you first saw him, Mrs. Finney?”
“Not much past ten,” she said. “Dandy just won’t wait any longer. He’s getting old, you can see. We always stop at Molloy’s on Third Avenue for a glass of beer and to watch the television, but I didn’t last night. I was thinking about that man, you see, in the back of my mind though I never knew it at the time myself. I got as far as Molloy’s and turned back without going in.”
Marks leaned forward, inviting her confidence. “You didn’t tell anybody about him on the way, did you?”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, you’ve just said you were thinking about him, a little concerned perhaps that he might be hurt?”
She thought about that, calculating the best light in which to put herself, and then shook her head. “I thought if he was still there I might call the police when I got home.”
“Of course you would,” Marks said. “Now you and Dandy walked along Tenth Street to Third Avenue. There you would have turned north, going to Molloy’s.”
“Do you know Molloy’s?” she said, her face cracking into its first smile. You’d have thought she had discovered a long lost relative. “It’s a funny old place, but it feels like home.”
Marks nodded. “Before you reached Third Avenue, did you meet anyone?”
“I didn’t, you see, or I’d have stopped worrying.”
Marks thought: witnesses always lied even when they thought they were telling the truth.
“I remember a gang of boys when I reached Third Avenue. But I don’t know where they went. I’m scared of the gangs, I’ll tell you.”
“Is there anything you remember about them?”
“Well … they weren’t …” She gestured vaguely and gave a flit of her eyelashes toward Herring.
“Black?” he prompted.
“Colored,” she corrected him in a slightly reproachful tone.
“They were or they were not?” Marks said.
“They were not. I heard them laughing and talking. Some of them were shouting something like, ‘oleh!’ Spanish, I thought, but I didn’t see any of them close, just a sea of faces in the night.”
“One last question,” Marks said: “As you passed the entrance to the building near which the man was lying, did you notice a light in the vestibule?”
“I wouldn’t know whether there was or not, Officer, but I’ve got an idea that if there was one, I’d have been able to see him better. You mustn’t think too bad of me for passing him by. A lone woman can get into a lot of trouble. Look at the one he was supposed to be visiting. Mind, I’m not saying anything against her.”
“We’re not yet sure,” Marks said, getting up, “that he was visiting her.”
“Then they shouldn’t put it in the papers,” she said piously.
Going down in the elevator, Marks said to Herring: “There’s a saying in Yiddish that fits her: she wouldn’t touch a horse on the wall.”
Outdoors the two detectives stood on the sidewalk looking down the street toward the area still blocked off for police search although no search was in evidence at the moment. Someone had chalked “Viva Fidel!” on the sidewalk and on the side of Mrs. Finney’s building. Marks grinned, thinking how that sentiment would sit with her. More soberly, he thought: a Spanish-speaking gang …
Herring was thinking how different the street looked in the daytime from at night. There was a lumberyard across the street which with door closed at night looked like any other two-story building in the block. In the daytime you could see the courtyard within, the lumber piled up on either side. The possibilities fascinated him; he did not admit why to the Lieutenant, barely to himself: as a child he would have thought this The Most in secret hiding places.
Marks was watching the approach, from far down the street, of two detectives moving from trash basket to trash basket. They were picking up in their wake a caravan of tiny street Arabs, children too young to learn their alphabets but old hands at baiting policemen.
Herring visited the lumberyard; Marks went on to meet the search party, a couple of pretty sour cops. “How are you doing?”
“Treasure, Lieutenant. Gold and frankincense and myrrh. Smell it?”
Marks could smell over-ripe banana peel.
The young detective raised the back of his hand threateningly to a dirty-faced, black-haired midget who was chinning himself on the rim of the basket. “Get out of here, you little baboons! Go on home! You got homes, ain’t you?”
Marks tapped one of the gang on the shoulder. “You and your pals, come over here and talk to me.” He sat down on the steps of a brownstone not unlike that in which Anne Russo lived. “Know what happened on this street last night?” He looked into one suspicious pair of eyes after another.
One of the youngsters made a clicking sound with his tongue, a very nasty sound when combined with the motion of snapping a switch blade. They knew.
“Where do you live?”
Two of them lived in the big apartment house opposite Anne Russo.
“Do you know anyone who saw what happened?”
The eyes grew larger, the heads wagged slowly in automatic no.
“Let’s go and investigate,” Marks said.
The two youngsters went with him, but with no great enthusiasm. Finally one of them looked up at him. “You’re a cop, ain’t you?”
“I’m a detective cop,” Marks qualified. If that impressed them they didn’t show it.
He could have predicted the greeting of the first mother: “Oh, God, what have they done now?” She called up the flight of stairs: “Maria!” and in a stream of Spanish announced that Maria’s son also was in whatever trouble had just brought a policeman to the house. Marks shook his head in vain. One of the youngsters shrugged philosophically. The other had just discovered the symbolism in the primitive art work scratched on the plaster walls. As he let out the gaseous sound of suppressed laughter, his mother picked him up by the thick, curly black hair and set him down inside the door. Marks edged his way into the apartment and crossed the room to the open window. A cushion lay on the floor beneath the sill. He was directly opposite Anne Russo’s house.
Behind him the two mothers were exchanging sotto voce speculations about him, the curlers in their hair clacking like castanets. Marks decided to make a speech. He swung around, pointing at the same time to the street below. “A man was killed down there last night, a good man, an honest man, a teacher. Nobody behind this wall of windows saw or heard anything.” He put his finger to his eyes, to his ears. The women were watching him intently. He put the question: “Do you believe that?”
Both shook their heads tentatively.
“Neither do I,” he said, “but I need your help.”
The woman to whom he had spoken first, in whose apartment they now were, came forward. She touched the cushion with her toe. “My mother-in-law,” she said. “Always she is looking out—with one eye. Otherwise she watches television.” She indicated the set across the room. The other young mother, coming timidly forward, nodded to confirm the mother-in-law’s habits. She was a lovely, dark girl, no more than twenty, proudly bearing an early pregnancy. An association brushed through Marks’s mind, too brief and fleeting to hold onto.
“What did your mother-in-law see?” he asked.
The girls looked from one to another, both evidently having heard the story.
“Two men outside the building. One of them, he says ‘Come!’ and pulls the other’s arm. But the other, he don’t want to go. Then somebody calls out, ‘Doctor!’ and they all go in. After that …” Marks’s informant shrugged, “Mama looks at television. Later when the police all come she remembers and tells us.” She looked to her friend who confirmed the story with a vigorous nod.
“Was there a car? Did the men come up to the building in a car?”
“Mama did not say. Maybe, but maybe the car drives away?”
The daughter-in-law, Marks thought, considered herself a reliable spokesman for Mama, and probably she was right. The testimony pleased him, a circumstance that put him on his guard. But Peter Bradley’s presence outside Anne Russo’s apartment building made a lot more sense if there was a doctor—or the pretense of a doctor involved. He could have been brought or persuaded there if he thought Anne Russo ill or injured.
“This is very important,” Marks said. “Will your mother-in-law be able to tell us at what time this happened?”
“What time? I will ask her.”
Until then he had presumed she was not in the house. He followed the two young women as they scurried, chattering with each other, to the stairway. The children, he realized, had disappeared. Marks’s informant called up, cupping her mouth in her hands. “Mama Fernandez?”
It was, even for him, a most unorthodox interview. He found himself looking up the stairwell at an enormous woman two flights up, nodding to her as she nodded back at him, and all the while a three-way exchange going on in Spanish among the women themselves. And after it all, the younger Mrs. Fernandez turned to him and said: “She does not know.”
“Ask her what was on the television?”
The older woman’s gold tooth caught the sunlight. She understood his question herself. She did an effective pantomime of wrestling and then punctuated it by holding out two fingers as she leaned over the banister.
“The second match?”
“Sí!” She wagged her head, delighted that they had understood each other.
“Gracias, señora. Buenos días.”
It got him out just in time. He could not have gone a word further. He went to the corner phone booth and called the St. Nicholas Arena. After two dimes’ worth of transfers, he learned that the second match had gone on at nine forty. It was all over at ten thirteen. But so were a lot of other things.
He walked slowly back to where Herring had joined the trash basket detail, the technical truck having pulled up alongside them. Using a pair of large tweezers with the delicacy of a surgeon, one of the technicians was lifting a bloodstained handkerchief from among the debris.
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MATHER’S FIRST CLASS ON Tuesday was not part of the curriculum: he coached a group of male delinquents who were having to face up to final examinations after a semester devoted to basketball and female anatomy. He found them as impossible to insult as they were to teach. They might know a member of the faculty to have been murdered the night before, but the fact that he was a physicist removed him from their personal concern as surely as if he had been a Kashmiri rug merchant. They read newspapers from back to front, starting with the sports page and reaching the comics. After that boredom set in. The only book they read in order to learn something they wanted to know was Fanny Hill. Mather watched the clock through that interminable period no less assiduously than they did.
His second class was a different matter. Sophomores, they wanted to learn everything there was to learn at once. God help him on such days as this when he had come ill-prepared for class. But that morning they paid him the opening tribute of an awed silence when he entered the room. He reached his desk to learn that someone had placed The New York Times there, folded to the Bradley story. He caught his own name in the second column, listed as among those present at the dinner party. He scanned the faces before him, solemn, expectant boys and girls. He called them men and women, speaking to them, but they were not really. To them this death was probably romantic. They did not believe in death; they could be anti-war and anti-capital punishment, they could Remember Mississippi and pass out ban-the-bomb leaflets. But to them death had no sting. Nor had it had for him at their age. He thought briefly of the day he had saved Peter: that he might die himself jumping off that boat had not entered his mind at the time.
He opened his briefcase and took from it a mimeographed review quiz.
“Mr. Mather,” a silvery feminine voice requested from halfway back in the room, “would you read ‘Adonais’ aloud to us?”
He looked at the girl without raising his head: her face shone with cherubic innocence. There were others in the class who could not so successfully dissemble. They feigned busyness.
“I think not, Miss Adamson,” Mather said blandly, “but I should like to hear your rendition since it must be a favorite of yours.” Over the ocean-swell of protest from her classmates, Mather turned to the textbook index and said aloud: “Page one hundred seven: ‘Adonais’ by Percy Bysshe Shelley. Miss Adamson?”
The next half-hour was no less an agony for Miss Adamson than for the rest of the class. For Mather the hour was simply to be got through; now a discussion of elegiac poetry would save him the humiliation of giving a stale quiz.
As soon as he dismissed the class, Mather took the elevator to the Physics Department which occupied the entire top floor of the General Studies Building. He found Steinberg and the boys who had been at Bradley’s in a student conference room. They greeted him with some small camaraderie. He glanced at the blackboard. The names of the four of them had been written in block letters:
ROBERT STEINBERG
MITCHELL HOYTE
ALVIN ROBBIE
JAMES L. O’ROURKE
“So the police could get them down right,” one of the boys said.
Steinberg added: “They’ve just left.” He gestured toward a small box lying on the desk. “There’s the film we didn’t see last night.”
“It wasn’t stolen?” Mather said carefully.
“It was returned along with his wallet—without the money—in a public mailbox this morning.”
“They must’ve got scared,” one of the boys said, “finding out who he was.”
Mather did not say anything for a moment. There was no room left for doubt now that his original plan had been put into motion. “Where’s Anne?”
“She’s gone down to the police lineup—or rogues’ gallery or whatever it is—to see if there’s anybody she recognizes.”
Mather took a chance on the boy’s name: he was glad the names were on the board. He could never remember them. “Fill me in, will you, Robbie? I haven’t had the stomach to read the papers.”
“I’m O’Rourke,” the young man said. “I don’t know what’s to tell, just that Annie saw a man going into her building when she went home for her glasses. The only thing she could remember about him was the smell of chewing gum when he went past her. But they took her down to the police station anyway.”
Mather reached for his cigarettes, patting his pockets, anything to distract from his own dismay. Gum-chewing, idealistic, lovable Jerry. Let there be no more war!
Steinberg pulled himself out of a morose lethargy. “I’m going over there now to take Louise some things. Do you want to come?”
“I ought to see Janet,” he said. “Thanks. I’d like to go along.”
On the way Steinberg peered out the cab window. Seeing a cluster of police cars near St. John’s Church, he asked the cab driver to stop. He motioned to one of the detectives, and asked him if he was working on the Bradley case. “You ought to have somebody question the news vendor on the corner of University and the park …”
It was not that simple, the matter of giving a detective a lead: Steinberg had to identify himself and his connection with the case. He got out of the car. It gave the waiting cabbie a chance to tell Mather that the cops had already screened every cab coming into the area between 9:00 P.M. and 11:00 last night. “Don’t it make you wonder what they’re doing between murders, the way they’re swarming all over the place now?”
“I can’t say that it does,” Mather said to shut him up. He supposed Jerry had a car; men in his profession were provided with what they needed.
The cabbie was not to be put off. “It should, Mister. People like us forget the cops are civil servants. That means they work for us. Did you ever think of that? We the people.”
Which put Mather in mind of the two detectives who had been waiting for him the night before. Better see a doctor about that toe. The city has a responsibility … They had taken his shoes. For what? Would they demand an X-ray of his toe? It occurred to him then that they had been searching the street afterwards for the knife, thinking he had taken the sprawl to get rid of it, to throw it away, the knife from Peter’s back. Could they be looking for Peter’s blood on his shoes? The thought of it made him physically ill. He rolled down the window.
Steinberg, at the door of the cab, said: “I’m coming now.”
In front of the Bradley house Mather stood for a moment looking up at the second-floor windows.
“Come on,” Steinberg said.
“I don’t know what to say to Janet.”
“Don’t say anything. Or else say you’re sorry and you’d like to get your hands on the bastard.”
“If you could get your hands on him, Bob, what would you do?”
Steinberg shifted Louise’s valise from one hand to the other. “Come on. This kind of talk doesn’t get us anywhere.”
Mather followed him up the steps. “In tribal times it was easy, wasn’t it? You just cut him off and the world outside devoured him. And that was fine. Men didn’t have to kill their own.” In the vestibule, waiting for the release of the lock, he added: “That’s one of the refinements of civilization, isn’t it? the ability to kill one’s own?”
“Nonsense,” Steinberg said. “Men like to kill when they think they have to. There’s no other explanation for it, war and the whole bloody bit. You’d think that the thought of their own mortality would hold them back. It’s just the opposite. They live. Inside themselves killers live because they’ve killed.”
The lock-release clicked and they went upstairs. Mather did not suppose Steinberg had ever spoken to him directly before. Louise hugged her husband sloppily and then gave Mather very nearly the same treatment. All emotion. Her eyes were red from weeping. Death had its intimacy for her—but so did life: the flesh was good. Louise lived with all her senses and from them evoked zest and joy and such pleasures, Mather was sure, as he had never known. Sometimes he was revolted by her, put off the more because she was one of the few people who accepted him for his own sake. He now returned her embrace with fervor, shutting out the brief insight to his own sickness.
There were a number of people in the livingroom, Peter’s brothers who had flown out from Chicago, Louise explained. They would go back together for the funeral. Peter was to be cremated. And Janet’s family had come from Bridgeport, and Dr. Bauer was there …
Janet came to them then, her hands outstretched, but her whole body straightened as in some invisible armor. The touch of her cold hands claiming, it seemed, the warmth in his, moved him profoundly. He rubbed them and lifted them to his lips, cherishing to his heart’s depth the little throb of response he quickened in them. Not until she had withdrawn them did she allow her eyes to directly meet his. Whatever their message, he could not probe it, for his own eyes bleared.
Janet kissed Steinberg lightly and thanked him for his kindness, and for letting Louise stay with her. “I don’t know what I should do without her.”
It happened without Mather’s knowing: a great sob escaped him, a cry that seemed the louder for his trying to cover it with other sounds. People turned from the far room to stare at him and their image froze in his mind, the disapproving faces peering round chairbacks, a Gothic starkness to them: it was as though the whole of his Puritan ancestry were pillorying him with their rebuke.
Janet did not look back; her body a little stiffer, she moved steadily toward the brethren. Mather turned and went out the door, moving quickly so that Louise might not follow him. He ran down the stairs. Solace would be more than he could stand, as was love—if that was what was rising in him above the dirge. If Janet loved him—could love him—and he could love. What did it mean, simply to love? Unashamed and unresisting, letting the heart’s song soar?
Was it Saul on his knees, blind and humble, crying out: “I believe!”
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OFFICER WALTER HERRING COULD not say why that lumberyard so fascinated him. It was not simply that he liked the smell of new wood, though he did that. One of the things he longed most for was a house he could walk into that was all wood, new shining wood. No plaster, no steel foundations, no thousand other families moving in on the same day. Just a house made of wood and a yard with trees. Something nagged at him about the lumberyard. The more he thought about it, the surer he was that he had known that it was there all the time but had forgotten about it until this morning. Why that mattered he couldn’t figure out either. He tried to explain to Marks the way the thing kept nagging at him.
“I guess it’s what you call a hunch. What I’d like to do, sir, I got the address of a guy who does a watchman’s job there nights—works some other places round here too—I’d just like to check him out.”
“Go to it,” Marks said. They were on their way back to headquarters, Marks driving a precinct car that seemed to be missing on at least two cylinders. “What’s the address and I’ll see if this old dog can get us there?”
Herring gave him the address. “Did you read about the guy who bought the old police car at auction? Before he got it to the paint shop he’d been stopped by five patrol cars. Lieutenant, oughtn’t I to check in the station first?”
“I’ll check you in with Redmond when I get back. The Captain’s a decent sort, isn’t he?”
“They don’t come any decenter than Captain Redmond. No, sir.”
“Then get something,” Marks said, “and do us all some good.”
A half-hour later Herring had something. He brought Fred Bolardo in for questioning. Marks and Captain Redmond listened to the watchman give his statement, Herring handling the interrogation.
“About two weeks ago I was closing up the yard for the night. I always do that, checking in the last truck, sometimes as late as seven o’clock. Then I padlocks the door. I come around again about midnight after that, just checking up. Kids broke in there once. Stole a keg of nails …”
Herring sat, his arms folded, just letting the man talk. The testimony was feeding into a tape recorder. Herring even smiled a little when Bolardo, a melancholy string of a man with a fringe of white hair, added: “Little bastards only wanted the keg, dumped the nails in the driveway.” Marks observed that Redmond was measuring his precinct cop.
“You were going to tell us what happened two weeks ago,” Herring prompted gently.
“I don’t get paid much … Hell, I told it to you once. I ain’t going to get into any more trouble, telling it again, am I?” Herring shook his head. “This doctor came up to me and asked me if I couldn’t let him park his car in the drive there nights. Just early nights—say seven o’clock till nine or ten while he was seeing patients in the neighborhood …”
Marks and Redmond looked at each other. Mama Fernandez’s “doctor?”
Herring held the witness to his story:
“We worked it out. I got him a key made for the padlock, and he paid me ten bucks for the first month. I was chiseling, sure. But there wasn’t any harm. I kind of thought I was doing good, giving a doctor a place to park. His car’d been broken into, and he was scared, the way the crazy kids these days are doing anything to lay their hands on drugs and things.”
“Try and give us a description of the car, Mr. Bolardo.”
“Like I told you at the house, I didn’t look much at the car—a black sedan is all I can tell you. Four doors maybe.”
Herring smiled. “That’s something you didn’t remember up till now.”
“I remember him opening the back door for something. And I looked to make sure there was an M.D. on the license plate. You know the funny thing was, he almost scotched the deal talking about the drugs he had to carry. I got thinking maybe he was looking for some kind of a hideout, or maybe a meeting place.”
“You didn’t see the license number?”
“I seen it but I don’t remember except it was New York and the M.D. on it.”
“Do you think you could tell us anything about the man?”
“Not much more than I already did. Kind of skinny and sallow. Not much of a dresser. Like his car, a little rundown you might say. Never got a name for him either. I just called him Doctor and he called me doc.”
Marks hated to do it to Herring, but he moved in. “Fred, tell us the truth now. Deep down, weren’t you hoping that he was in fact peddling the drugs?” The witness began to shake his head. “Weren’t you counting on that possibility as a way to get more than a measly ten dollars a month from him? Don’t ask us to believe you’d have been willing to put your job on the line for a lousy ten bucks.”
“You’re wrong, Mister. Ten bucks may be lousy to you, but that was going to bring up to thirty what I was taking home from the Eastside Lumber Company.”
“Okay,” Marks said. “We had to find out. Was he the conversational type? Did he talk much?”
“He was mighty careful how he talked, the words, you know? Like maybe he was a foreigner. I’m not saying he was, but I got that feeling.”
“There’s plenty of them in that neighborhood,” Redmond said. “I suppose they got some of their own doctors among them.”
“I don’t figure he lived in the neighborhood,” Bolardo said. “Don’t seem he’d need a place to park like that if he did.”
Herring, without looking at his superiors and having planned his own line of attack which he did not want broken, said: “Now about early this morning, Mr. Bolardo, the call from your boss. Tell us about that.”
“Well, sir. I don’t know what it means after what happened down the street …”
“Just tell it the best you can,” Herring said. “Don’t worry what it means.”
“The boss called up at 8:00 A.M. He was mighty sore and I can’t blame him none. That damn-fool absentminded doctor forgot to padlock the door last night. He closed it all right, but forgot to snap the padlock on it. The boss thought it was me, you see, and I’d just as soon he didn’t find out.”
The situation suggested just one thing to the policemen: whoever had taken the car out was in a hurry.
Herring snapped off the machine and rolled up the tape. He took it along to have transcribed for Bolardo to sign.
Redmond and Marks left the watchman with a hasp of “Wanted” flyers to see if he could find a familiar face among them. Redmond could think offhand of several known criminals who sometimes passed themselves off as doctors. A check was made to learn whether any M.D. license plates had been reported stolen. The results on both lines of inquiry: negative.
Fitzgerald put his finger on what proved the most significant link between testimonies to the hour: the precision of the wound and the nature of the weapon. A surgical knife fit the description perfectly, and it would very nearly have required a doctor’s hand to do so clean a job. There was no report yet on the bloodstained handkerchief.
“Surgeons don’t ordinarily carry instruments out of the hospital, do they?” Redmond mused aloud.
“Only when they have homicide on their minds,” Fitzgerald said, and curled his lip nastily.
Redmond colored to the roots of his dark red hair. He said nothing, but went to his desk and set noisily about the routine of his command. Marks sympathized with him. Technically in charge of the investigation, he was not really on his own until Fitzgerald let go, and this the old man showed no signs of doing at the moment. Marks put another yellow-headed pin on the area map, marking the location of the Eastside Lumber Company, and wrote the legend for it on a card for the chart.
Fitzgerald watched till he was through. “This one’s got everything, Dave. Even spooks. What do you make of this?” He handed Marks the interrogation report on the news vendor at the corner of the University and the park. Hank Zabrisky’s testimony read in part:
“Q. Do you mean Dr. Steinberg?
A. The one with the glasses, yes. He come by the stand about ten thirty and asks me if I’d seen Professor Bradley. I says at first I had. Then I remembered it was the young lady, Miss Russo, I seen. But there’s something screwy about it. I don’t remember seeing him and yet I felt at the time I did, you know? …”
Fitzgerald said: “Did he or didn’t he?”
“It might be worth another try,” Marks said. He wanted to go over the university ground himself anyway. He thought of asking Redmond for the use of a better car. The time didn’t seem right somehow.
Marks took seven feet of bus stop in which to park. A young student leaning on the route sign, an open book dangling from his hand, watched him cynically. The boy’s eyes wandered toward the corner restaurant: the cop enjoying illegal parking privileges. Marks wondered if he would ever get over the little twinges of guilt he felt at such moments. He had thought of lunch, seeing the restaurant. But not now. Go parse your nouns, sonny: he took a long slow look at him, and the boy moved away.
This was the corner at which Anne Russo had got off the bus. The newsstand was across the street. And across the street in the other direction was the public phone booth. The laboratory building was two blocks beyond the main university building, its entrance around the corner and out of sight from where Marks stood. He passed up the news vendor for the moment, and followed what he assumed to have been Anne Russo’s route of the night before. From the park east, once you had passed the University, this became as tough an area as any in the city. It had been for over a hundred years. The Astor Place Riots of 1849 had been partially fought through here.
Mark went into the building, the ground floor a warehouse. An old man was sitting on a stool outside the elevator cage working over the day’s entries at Aqueduct.
“The Physics Laboratory?” Marks asked.
“Nobody down there now,” the man said.
Down. Somehow he had expected up. He consulted the sign-in book on the ledger stand. Steinberg and Bauer had signed in at seven forty that morning along with two other names Marks supposed to be government investigators. They had signed out again at eight ten; that was how long it would have taken them to look at the film.
He turned back the page to look at the sign-ins of the night before: Steinberg, Hoyte, O’Rourke, Robbie at nine twenty-five, Russo at nine fifty. The boys had been questioned that morning; they were due at the precinct house late in the afternoon when he would go over the dinner party with them himself. They had all signed out at ten forty-five the night before.
Marks went outside again. Up the street a group of teen-agers were playing cards on an open stoop. In the momentary lull of traffic he could hear the ping of coins on cement. A drunk was kibitzing the game, trying to connect with the winner for the price of a jug of smoke. The Bowery spilled its overflow into this particular stretch of off-Broadway. A truck driver, trying to get his ton of paving blocks past a game of stick ball had to pull up and wait the kids’ convenience. Marks wondered that the youngsters were not in school and then realized that the day was getting on. The truck driver blasted away with his horn and the street became a tunnel of noise. Gristle and nerve against stone and machine. Marks noted the east to west pattern of traffic: one way.
He walked back to the newsstand. Its owner was garrulous and minus at least six front teeth. He would dart the tip of his tongue through the yellow archway of his molars by way of giving emphasis—or wit—to what he had to say.
“You’re the third man what asked me this, you know, and all youse are doing is driving the whole picture out of my mind.”
“Do you have a picture?” Marks said.
“Of course I got a picture. You don’t think I’m making it up as I go along?” The tongue darted out and in. “I seen Miss Russo getting off the bus. Now mind, I didn’t see her get off the bus, but when the bus passed, then I seen her cross the street. Then the truck came with the Timeses, and he shouts out the window to me …” The tongue came to rest and the vendor just stared at Marks, a look of awe on his face. Slowly he nodded his head: he was remembering something hitherto forgotten.
“The window, the car window,” he said with mounting excitement. “I did see the Professor. I knew I’d seen him! He come by here in a car.”
“Professor Bradley? Are you sure? Did he wave to you?”
“I’m sure but I wouldn’t swear. It looked like him. But I never seen him in a car before. He always come walking by and reminding me to save him a Times.”
“Did he wave to you?” Marks repeated.
“No, nothing like that. He was just sitting and another guy was driving …”
“Coming toward you?” Marks interrupted, indicating the direction.
“Yeah, yeah.”
“Against the traffic on a one-way street?”
“They must’ve been but there wasn’t no traffic.” Hank was holding fast to the picture in his mind’s eye.
“Then you’d have got a good look at the car,” Marks said.
Hank shook his head. “It was just over, you know, in a few seconds. I didn’t even think about it till people started asking questions, just a plain ordinary sedan. Black maybe. I don’t remember no color.”
Marks studied the street. Whoever had picked Bradley up had probably done so directly in front of the laboratory, both of them having reached there by coming from the easterly direction. If Bradley had passed this spot, walking, Hank would have known it. “Was it before or after Miss Russo got off the bus that you saw the Professor, Hank?”
“If I did see him,” Hank said, now full of doubts again, “it must’ve been before. Once the Timeses come in, you see …”
It was remarkable, Marks thought, driving away and once more forgetting lunch, how the events of the night seemed to dovetail. And as Inspector Fitzgerald would be the first to point out, it was amazing how Miss Russo had avoided bumping into Bradley himself. Hers had been the one unpredicted—unchartered—course so far as Bradley’s assailants were concerned. Or had it been? Without stronger proof, no reasonable detective could eliminate her from complicity.
It now, more than ever, had to come down to motive.
ten
BY MID-AFTERNOON MARKS was able to compare the statements of all those who had attended the Bradley dinner. The physics group had been invited through Bob Steinberg whom Louise had called at the office just before lunch. “Janet wants us to come up for a drink and a bite to eat about six. Peter will be home.” The wording of Steinberg’s announcement to the group did not vary much from one man’s version to another’s. Nor indeed did any other testimony, including Anne’s and Bob Steinberg’s.
They had all known about the film, but until talking with Peter, they had tended to be suspicious of a gift the Russians were making such good propaganda out of. Peter, however, as young O’Rourke put it, had caught fire in Athens. He had a hunch they might have been given something worthwhile.
None of them had arrived for dinner thinking they would be going on to the laboratory afterwards. But none of them was surprised when it was decided to go. The curious thing was—and Marks had been particularly careful in his uniform phrasing of the question to each of them—no one was able to say positively who had brought the matter to a head. Anne thought it happened when Louise said: “You aren’t going to the lab tonight, are you?” Steinberg assumed they were going from the moment Bradley himself said: “It wouldn’t take long after setting up.” O’Rourke had suggested that he and the other fellows would go along early and set up. Steinberg said they would all go together. It was understood that Bradley would come later, so thoroughly understood that not even a passing reference was made to the fact.
No one remembered Eric Mather to have been in on any part of their conversation. But then not one of the scientists mentioned Mather in his statement beyond listing him among those present, except Anne. Two of the boys could not even remember his name. Anne recalled having facetiously invited him to come along and see the film.
Marks probed her on why she had asked him.
Anne bit at her thumb while she thought about it. She looked so earnest, Marks thought, so eager to help, he would turn in his badge if she were in any way implicated. “I guess I must have thought he would say something clever,” she answered finally.
“And did he?”
“Not very. He said Russian movies were too hammy. Something like that.”
Marks was also particularly careful in the way he asked: “If the dinner party had been given at Mather’s, say, would you have gone?”
The answer was the same from all of them: if the party had been given for Peter Bradley, yes. But the three young men added that if it had been given there they did not think they would have been invited. Steinberg had been at Mather’s place on a few occasions. He had had a couple of good chess games with Mather. Except for that, he said, he’d rather go to the Dean of Women’s tea party. For one thing you got as much to eat there as at Mather’s.
The three male students had not been out of each other’s presence from the time of their arrival at Bradley’s until they left the laboratory at ten forty-five. Marks saw no need to involve them further in the investigation, and Fitzgerald agreed.
“They’re a tribe to themselves, aren’t they?” the Inspector remarked.
“They probably think the same of us.” Marks called the desk to see if Pererro had reported in. There was no question in his mind that Mather was the enigma in the lot.
“Yes, sir,” the desk sergeant said. “I told him you were busy so he went in to the Captain’s round-up. I’ll get hold of him right away.”
“Never mind,” Marks said. “I’ll come down.”
Some twenty detectives had gathered around Redmond in the squadroom. Seeing Marks, Redmond invited him to join them. It was Marks’s first real opportunity to see the Captain in action with his men. He was halfway through briefing them on the general background of the case, the combined work of his department and homicide: the findings of the medical examiner, the nature of the assault and its possible motive, the theft and return of everything on the victim’s person except his money.
Each man reported on his own detail, including Herring, who afterwards told Marks he had been transferred to the detective force with a second-grade rank. The admirable achievement of what Redmond called his “round-up” was that every man working on the case and not out on assignment at the time, was made aware of the full picture.
Marks himself picked up certain information he had not known:
Anne Russo’s story of taking the Ninth Street bus had been corroborated by the driver, a regular on the run.
Peter Bradley had purchased a package of cigarettes at Third Avenue and St. Mark’s, which left little doubt that he had approached the laboratory building from Astor Place, a desolate stretch after business hours.
The preliminary report on the bloodstained handkerchief had come in from the laboratory: it had undoubtedly been used by the killer—the blood type checked with Bradley’s; no identification marks; mass laundered, the laundering chemicals were now under analysis. The handkerchief had been disposed of in a trash basket half a block east and two blocks north of the scene.
Pererro and his partner, their findings not yet evaluated, merely so reported, and at the end of the session, gave Marks the rundown he had been waiting for. Mather’s itinerary from the Red Lantern on pretty accurately checked out. The bartender at the Red Lantern was sure that Mather had been there by nine thirty.
“How could he be sure?” Marks demanded. “Did he look at his watch? Does he keep that tight a check on all his customers?” The apparent neatness of the timing in this whole operation was infuriating.
Pererro said: “This is how he knew, sir: at a quarter to ten there’s an intermission break at the Triangle Theater across the street and a crowd comes in for a quick drink. Mather had to fight his way out through that crowd when he was leaving, and the bartender knew he’d been there fifteen or twenty minutes before that. He was a guy you couldn’t miss, sir. He’d been reciting for the kids. You couldn’t miss him any place he was last night.”
“Okay, okay,” Marks said, aware of Pererro’s defensive “sirs.”
“‘He had to fight his way out.’ Is that how the witness put it?”
Pererro consulted his shorthand. “Yes, sir. His very words.”
Marks grunted.
“The kids meet there every night almost, Lieutenant. They got a club they call the Imagists, whatever the hell that is.”
Marks intended to find that out for himself. But first he wanted to pay another visit to the Bradley house.
eleven
MARKS STOOD A FEW moments across the street from the Bradleys’, studying the neighborhood, watching the children pass on their way home from school. There was a nineteenth-century atmosphere to the street—the graceful poplar trees, the fine old houses shoulder to shoulder, all well kept, their shutters neat and freshly painted. Most of the children went on, he noticed. This was not a street of large families. And to his back where he stood was the Armory, a city block of solid stone with high windows out of which no one ever looked. All day the police had sifted the area for anyone who might have seen Bradley leave the house. No one had yet been turned up who had seen him before he reached the gates of St. John’s Church. People were moving to and fro within the Bradley second-floor apartment. There were lights on in the middle rooms. As he crossed the street he saw Louise coming along the Bradley side with an armful of groceries. He went to meet her and took the bag.
“Things I forgot to order. I don’t know what it is between me and the telephone. I keep feeling it’s trying to gyp me.”
Marks held the outside door. “How’s Mrs. Bradley?”
Louise shrugged. “Everybody’s here. Family, I mean. There’s going to be a service at St. John’s tomorrow. Then Chicago for the burial.” She glanced at the mailboxes in the vestibule while rummaging in her pocket for the door key. “Something this morning that really threw me: I came down for the mail and there was a postcard from Peter—mailed in Athens before he left there. I didn’t show it to Janet. I hid it in my purse and I’ve kept thinking about it all day—like it was something alive in there.”
“Could I see it?”
“It’s upstairs. I just brought my change purse.”
Marks and Louise went directly into the kitchen. It was like being household help, Marks thought, vaguely liking it.
“Sit down and have a cup of coffee,” Louise said.
Marks sat at the table while Louise turned on the gas under the coffee pot. A feeling remembered from childhood came over him: coming home to something happening in the kitchen. A baked ham was cooling on the table, the glaze shining and mottled with brown crust, the juices seeping down to the plate. The aroma made his eyes as well as his mouth water. Louise surprised him staring at the roast.
“I didn’t have any lunch,” he blurted out.
Louise covered her mouth to stifle the laughter. She made him a sandwich, slicing directly into the middle of the ham.
While he was eating she brought the postcard, looking first to make sure that Janet was at the front of the house.
It was a colorful picture of the Plaka, the old section of Athens teeming with activity beneath the awesome whiteness of the Acropolis. The message read: “Even as two thousand years ago. I want to see more. And you with me next time.”
“‘I want to see more,’” Marks said, and gave back the card which Louise returned to her purse.
“That’s the story of his short, short life. My God. You’d think he was a poet to die so young.”
“Poets are living longer these days,” Marks said.
“He could have been one, you know. Maybe he was in a way. Eric always called him the Renaissance man. Peter started in literature, switched to history his last year in college, and finally to science. He took a lot of math of course all the way.”
“Did he ever consider medicine?” Marks asked, his mind returning to the involvement of “a doctor” in his death.
“He left that to the rest of the family. Both of his brothers are doctors.” Louise put her purse in a cupboard. “He always wanted to do more, to see more, to understand better. Janet told me once that his journal was marvelous—a thousand questions. Even his answers asked questions.” She refilled Marks’s coffee cup and poured a cup for herself. “What tears your heart out now is that all there’s left is the ‘why?’ Why did he have to die—that way?”
Marks said: “It isn’t hard enough to give life meaning. You want death to mean something too.”
Louise smiled ruefully, studied her coffee for a moment, then lifted the mug. “Skol.”
“Skol,” Marks said. “The truth is, Mrs. Steinberg …”
Louise interrupted him. “Nobody calls me Mrs. Steinberg, not even the milkman. Louise.”
“Louise,” Marks repeated. “We’ve reached the place where we’re asking why, too. It wasn’t the money in his wallet. I’m almost sure of that. There was a plan, and when there’s a plan there’s brains at work, and they work on something already known. I keep wondering if something went wrong with somebody’s plan, if maybe it wasn’t intended that he be killed. If there was a plan that didn’t include death—what went wrong with it? Did he recognize someone? I could be completely wrong about this, Louise, but I can’t help feeling that the most ruthless killer would still think twice before destroying a person of Dr. Bradley’s stature. I’m sure the return of the empty wallet and the briefcase was an afterthought, something intended to throw us off the track. Was somebody trying to frame him with Anne Russo? If something went wrong, what was supposed to have gone right?”
Louise was just looking at him. Finally she said: “I don’t know what to say.”
“You don’t have to say anything. I’m just thinking aloud.” Marks finished his coffee and got to his feet. “I wonder if you would ask Mrs. Bradley if I might see her husband’s journal, if I might have permission to go over her husband’s papers?”
A few minutes later Marks sat alone in Peter Bradley’s study. Janet herself about to close the door on him turned back to where he was sitting in the swivel chair at the desk. “That chair squeaks terribly,” she said. “Peter was always going to oil it, but he never did.”
Marks, knowing her thought to be that he never would do it now, got up carefully from the chair when she was gone and exchanged it for the straight one by the window.
There was a lot of the adolescent in him still, Marks thought of himself, as he lifted and looked at one and another of the books on the desk and finally opened the notebook Bradley had used for his journal. In the atmosphere of scholarship, he longed to be a scholar. Much of the journal was incomprehensible to him, equations and mathematical symbols. The question marks he understood, but not the questions. He remembered that Steinberg had offered the loan of a book. What he really needed was to start school all over again. Then he lost himself in the non-scientific entries, discovering Bradley the human being. Most of his entries did end in questions. Marks was amused at his remarks on a very successful modern composer:
“Discovered another of his sources tonight, Beethoven’s Violin Concerto. He is an original composer, using the original as his source. But then, where did Beethoven pick up that theme?”
He read on, looking for personal items, comments on family, friends, colleagues, of which there were virtually none, unless they were anecdotal, as for example the last entry in the book, written in Athens three days before:
“After today’s session, Grysenko and I walked through the Plaka and searched out the Byron monument. All the Russians I’ve ever met love market places. I do too. We sat for a while in the little park. I tried to explain that Byron, an English poet, had fought for the Greeks in their war of independence. G. was profoundly skeptical. ‘An Englishman?’ he kept saying and he would shake his head. ‘I cannot believe that.’”
The house was all stillness when Marks had finished. He found Louise asleep in a wing chair, her shoes tossed aside. The others had all gone away, perhaps to the funeral parlor. He stooped down and put the shoes side by side beneath the chair, and then let himself out of the apartment, the door automatically locking behind him.
twelve
MATHER PREPARED HIS NEXT day’s classes in the few cubic feet of space he called his office. It was actually a desk in the Department’s common room, a room generally avoided by the faculty except as a place to drop off odd encumbrances picked up throughout the day, a belatedly returned book, a picture frame, a tie that should better have gone to the cleaner’s. He put his lecture notes in comprehensible order for the substitute teacher who would take the Victorian Novel, a class scheduled for the hour at which he would be attending the memorial service for Peter Bradley.
His desk cleared, he rummaged through a drawerful of books for one that might fit his pocket and came out with a small volume of Auden’s poems. Then, repeating a habit with him since childhood, he closed his eyes, concentrated for a moment—(his grandmother had taught him the practice in connection with Bible reading)—and opened the book at random. He had opened it to a poem in memory of Yeats which in itself seemed an omen. Or so his grandmother would have said. He scanned the page avidly seeking the deeper message.
“But for him it was his last afternoon as himself …”
Mather had found what he sought, a sort of poetic jolt that enabled him to contact truth. The stabbing poignancy of the words cut through him: death’s denial of life’s greatest gift, a personal, inviolate identity. He pocketed the book and walked out through the building deep within his own thoughts and with no consciousness of whom he met or what that person thought of him, with no quip on his tongue, no falseness.
He waited outside the laboratory building for Anne Russo, having checked the sign-in book to know that she was there. It was the last frantic hour of the business day and he could feel the fire hydrant on which he sat reverberate with the rolling, throbbing traffic. Why, he wondered, had he ever allowed the city to prison him? He knew of course: the search for anonymity, the attempt to lose himself. As though one were ever lost until entirely exposed and beyond caring as only death could make him. He took the book from his pocket and opened it. A police car rolled slowly up to the curb. Aware of it at the margin of his vision, he looked up and down at the book again. Detectives, he knew, though he had not recognized them. All day he had been waiting, fearing, yet somehow craving that next encounter with the liquid-eyed Lieutenant.
Two of the detectives got out of the car and went into the building, scarcely glancing at him as they passed. The car moved on. A moment later Anne came out of the building alone.
“Carry your books, Miss?” he said, getting up.
“Eric.” Anne often vacillated between Eric and Mr. Mather. Today there was no hesitancy.
He said: “Let me buy you dinner. I want to talk.”
“I’m dirty,” Anne said, “but I guess that doesn’t matter.”
“We’re all dirty,” Mather said, “and it matters very much, but the question is: what can we do about it?”
They walked to the corner and toward the park, the cursed park that was his preserve on the ridge of hell. Anne was carrying a shoulder bag of tightly woven wool, colors as vivid as the Greek flag. If he were not mistaken, it was Greek-made. “Can I carry that for you?”
“It’s fine really,” Anne said. “I’m used to it.”
“It looks new.” Mather could have bit his tongue.
Anne’s color flared up and her black eyes snapped. She said nothing. Then a few seconds later at the park gate she stopped. He took her arm and gently propelled her along. “Please don’t say you’ve changed your mind. I too am under suspicion. The police still have the shoes they took off my feet last night.”
“What would they want with them I wonder.”
“They often tell the truth of where a man has been I should suppose. Or perhaps of where a man has not been.”
He chose a small restaurant with decent food and very little early custom. He asked Anne if she would have a drink.
“You bet.”
He ordered two very dry martinis. “Right?”
Anne nodded.
“Anne, when you went through the police files or whatever, did you find a face you recognized?”
She shook her head. “It was impossible. The more I think about him the less I remember what he looked like.”
“Was there something terribly American about him?”
Anne looked puzzled. “What’s terribly American?”
Mather shrugged. He had hoped to spark something, and he had not even bothered to cover himself. He offered Anne a cigarette and took it himself when she refused.
“I’m letting everybody down I know,” Anne said. “But I’m no good at this free-association bit. I’m a simple-minded, up and down, black and white thinker. I only know what I see and I didn’t really see him.”
The martinis came. They touched glasses and Anne took a sip. “Why, Eric? Why did it happen?”
He just stared into the glass. A little golden bead of lemon oil was floating within the crest of rind.
“Because somebody was afraid?” she said.
“Why do you say that?”
Anne shook her hair back over her shoulders. “I don’t know how anybody kills if he’s not afraid. But how could you be afraid of Peter?”
“Weren’t you ever afraid of him—intellectually?”
“No,” she said with utter frankness.
Mather grinned wryly. “Let me not to the marriage of true minds admit impediments.”
“What does that mean?”
“It’s from Shakespeare …”
“I know that,” she interrupted. “What do you mean by it? That’s what I want to know.”
“Are you always so devastatingly forthright?” Mather took a deep pull at his drink. He could feel it right down through his loins.
“I am direct,” she said, somewhat subdued.
Mather laughed at the understatement. He said: “I think what I meant was that when one’s mind is the match for another person’s, the two people can make contact without all the hypocritical subterfuge in which we disguise inadequacy.”
“What do you mean by contact?”
Mather threw up his hand. “Nothing dirty certainly!”
“That’s exactly what I wanted to make clear,” Anne said. “There was nothing like that between Peter and me.”
“If there had been something, would you have thought it dirty?”
“That’s a silly question, Eric.”
“I don’t see why you should think so.”
“Any question based on a false assumption is pointless.”
“Mathematically speaking,” Mather said, “but the human heart is a vast hunting ground, and the only guideposts are such hypotheses. Don’t you forget it. Now finish your drink and we’ll have another while we order dinner.”
Anne grinned at him. “Gee,” she said, “you’re great.”
And that reaction quite unnerved him. It was a straight and impulsive compliment from the girl. He had not sought it and he unquestioningly believed it to be sincere. The sadness he felt coming over him was unutterable: it was as though that which he had loved most had to die before he had been able to live. He thought then, looking at the blackening rind in the bottom of his empty glass, that his own sickness, like the ancient plague, had only death for its curative.
He leaned back in the booth, watching Anne, while he said: “He’s about five feet, ten inches tall, stocky build, with a small round face going flabby in the cheeks. You can see the flesh wriggle about the jowls when he chews gum. His nose, flat at the nostrils, fleshy at the tip, looks as though he had been picked up by it as a child. He has two small black buttons for eyes and his eyebrows run together like a black gash across his forehead.”
Anne, her eyes wide, moistened her lips. “Where did you see him?”
“Is that he?”
She nodded.
“Outside Bradleys’ as I was leaving.” He was there, Mather knew.
“Did you tell the police? I mean they could make a picture of him from a description like that, Eric. I didn’t see him that well, but now it’s just like you’d frozen him in front of me at that second I saw him.”
“More live than life,” Mather mocked.
“You must tell Lieutenant Marks,” Anne persisted. “Or I will. Only I’d mess it up.”
“Lieutenant Marks,” Mather repeated. “He’s a very clever fellow.”
“He’s great,” Anne said. Then seeing Mather’s look of pained distaste: “I mean he isn’t square. He knows things in a way like you do—you know, starting from a hypothesis that makes people think out loud.”
Mather smiled. “You’d better say it in algebra, Annie.”
She sipped the fresh drink, glanced at the menu and then laid it aside. “Eric … I guess this is the martini talking, but when you asked if I’d have thought it dirty, you know, something between Peter and me?”
He nodded when she waited to see if he had followed her. Then trying to proceed she faltered entirely and took a cigarette out of the package he had left on the table. “Forget it.”
“For heaven’s sake, Anne, don’t string me up like a Chinese goose.”
She put the cigarette back in the package. “You’re fond of Janet, aren’t you, Eric?”
He remembered Janet at the window as he gave the signal, the Judas signal, and he remembered Anne coming up behind her.
“You don’t miss much, do you?” he said quietly.
“I’m sorry. I won’t tell anyone.”
“There is nothing to tell. There never was anything beyond what you could have seen with your own eyes. Except my fantasy and I demand the right of privacy in that domain.”
“Only … Eric, it shouldn’t just be fantasy, not now. Janet needs you. It’d be great really. She’s not like us. She has to feel something and then she can say it in a deep and beautiful way.” The girl leaned back, despairing herself of words. “You’re right. I can only talk in mathematics.”
“When you say ‘she’s not like us’ …”
“That was a silly thing for me to have said.”
“The martini?”
“Maybe.”
“That, my dear, is what martinis are for, to sniggle out the truth,” Mather said. “You are snobs, you know, the lot of you. Towered and walled, you see the scramblers after life like piteous ants beneath you, bearing one another gifts. I used to feel myself crawling up that endless hill …” Suddenly he was tired, bone tired of trying to relate. He did not want to talk about the way he felt. He did not care. “What will you do now? Will you have to start your doctorate over?”
Anne tried to adjust to his change of mood. She felt it might be the drink in him—or even in herself. She said: “I’m going to talk with Dr. Bauer over the week-end. I should think Bob might be able to take over … only … the light’s gone out. You know?”
“I know.”
She tried going back: “And it’s not that we’re snobs, not really, Eric. It’s just that we’re safe in that little world we know best …”
“In that little world of cyclotrons and megaton thrusts, of smashed atoms and hydrogen mixes. It sounds like a party, you know, like you’re having a ball.” He finished off the sentence with his old devastating sarcasm.
“Eric,” she said, trying to reach him with her eyes, to convey to him at least her own humanity.
“Oh, to hell with all of you,” he said, unable to admit to himself, much less to her, that his distress lay in his inability to cope, not with scientists, but with the intimacy of man and woman, with the thought she had tried to share with him of Janet and himself.
Anne gathered her bag. “I’m going to skip dinner if you don’t mind, Eric. But thank you very much for the drinks.”
He started to rise but she was gone. “I don’t mind,” he said, slumping down heavily. “I don’t truly mind.” But he picked up the half-empty glass she had left, turned it in his hand for a moment, and then drank from where her lips had touched.
thirteen
AT A FEW MINUTES past nine, refreshed after a couple of hours of badly needed sleep and a shower, Marks walked into the Red Lantern. He was first struck by the resemblance of the place to a calendar picture of an old English pub. A wheel of candle-shaped lights hung over the bar; the dark paneling, the solid benches, and especially the covey of costumed students gathered at a large table in the rear all fit in the Old World setting. Even the bartender, his shirt open at the throat, his sleeves rolled up, and his face a ruddy moon, belonged where he was. He was drawing dark beer for a couple of men in work shirts at the end of the bar.
Marks studied the youngsters and was impressed by the fact that while one of them talked, earnest, animated, the others were actually listening. He wondered if even the listening was an affectation. His own attention focused then on the one girl amongst them: she was playing her fingers through the long hair of the boy next to her. Her own hair sat like a red beehive atop her head.
The bartender came to him. His small blue eyes were round and sharp as steel. An Irishman, Marks thought, a canny Irishman. He ordered a beer.
“Let’s see your identification,” the Irishman said.
Marks obliged him. He would have shown it in any case, asking questions.
“That’s what I figured,” the bartender said. “A fellow named Pererro was round this afternoon.” He nodded at the table of youngsters. “Them’s your patsies.”
“What’s the costume?”
“Edwardian,” the bartender said, the word lathered with sarcasm. “At the beginning of every year I think I’ve seen everything, and by the end of it I know I’ve seen nothing at all. Still, I’d rather have them than the lousy ones.”
Marks realized he was being literal. “Were they all here last night when Professor Mather came in?”
“I didn’t count them. It’s the usual crowd.”
“The young lady?”
“She was here. She’s their mascot as near as I can figure. Not much up here,” he tapped his head, “but more than enough in the places that count.”
Marks grinned. “Did you talk with Mather last night?”
“No. He was on the run when he went out of here. I figured he’d got a bellyful of the kids and took off. He’s like that, you know. He’ll stand round talking with you for an hour and you’d think you were really into something with him—religion—the old ballads, he’s got a fund of them, but you go down to draw a beer and look round and he’s gone. An unhappy man, I’ve always thought.”
“But a man?” Marks suggested.
“I’ve thought about that, and I’d give the nod in his favor.”
“I want to talk to the young lady,” Marks said. “Is she old enough for me to offer to buy her a drink?”
“She’s old enough to buy you one,” the Irishman said. “Take a seat by the wall there and I’ll send her over.”
The girl approached Marks with a saucy swing to her hips. If the boys were interested in either girl or detective, Marks observed, they failed to show it. Marks introduced himself and waited while the young woman settled herself in the booth. He had to ask her her name.
“Sally Nobakoff.”
Marks arched his brows. With her red hair and freckles he was not prepared for the Nobakoff. He wondered which of the boys had given her the name. “Are you a student of Professor Mather’s?”
“No-o-o,” she said, an amiable growl.
“But you are a student?”
“Not exactly. I work in the Records Office.”
“I see,” Marks said, and with a slight nod toward the Edwardians, “you’ve got a boyfriend.”
“A few,” she said and sighed.
Marks cut bait. “What will you have to drink?”
“Johnnie knows—Dubonnet, please.” She looked across to the bartender.
“Dubonnet,” Marks repeated. “You won’t mind if I stick to beer?”
“It’s not good for your bladder.”
Marks could think of nothing he wanted less to discuss at that moment than his bladder, but he was at a loss trying to figure out the girl: she was neither ingenue nor pickup. Fragments of the boys’ talk floated across the room, a discussion of someone named Bergson. The name was remotely familiar, but he did not want to chance showing his own ignorance. “I’m keeping you from the wars,” he said.
Sally laughed throatily. “They won’t even let me talk. But I think they’re cute anyway.”
“And Professor Mather?”
“He’s the most,” she said.
“You like him?”
“Well … I don’t know him very well and I bet he wouldn’t know me if he saw me on the street. But the first time I met him … My friend—he doesn’t come here much any more—but the night he introduced me to Mr. Mather, you’d have thought I was Queen Victoria, and him Sir Walter Raleigh, or somebody like that. Gosh, you know …”
“Queen for a day,” Marks murmured.
“Exactly. The next time and ever after if I even presumed to speak to him—drop dead! You know?”
“What’s your friend’s name, the one who introduced you?”
“Jeffrey Osterman. Isn’t Jeffrey a lovely name?”
Marks nodded.
Sally took the Dubonnet off the tray as the bartender leaned down, about to serve them. “Johnnie is my darling,” she said.
“That’s ‘Charlie,’” the Irishman said with a wink at Marks.
“No. It’s Jeffrey,” Sally said.
The bartender, moving away and out of Sally’s sight, made the gesture of holding his nose, Marks presumed at the mention of Jeffrey.
Sally swilled half the wine at one swallow. Definitely the Dubonnet type.
“Last night,” Marks suggested, “was Mather in good form?”
“Last night was the most,” Sally said. “The boys were discussing something—I mean they’re always discussing something—but all of a sudden just as though he was the only person there except me, he started reciting a poem. I mean I liked it—he was getting dramatic and more dramatic, and looking at me because he knew I was understanding it, you see? And the others didn’t know what it was all about.”
Marks grinned in spite of himself. “What was it all about?”
“Well, I don’t know exactly, but it was very patriotic—all about tyranny and blood, and rape. Afterwards the boys said it was a joke he was playing on them. I mean they think Lord Byron is square. But square. I was the only one who knew, but gosh, the way he opened his collar, and ran his hands through his hair …”
“Professor Mather?”
Sally nodded, and Marks had been given something to think about: he was remembering the last entry in Peter Bradley’s journal, his trying to explain the poet Byron to the Russian physicist at the monument in Athens. How strange that on the night he died, at the very hour probably, his friend Mather should be spouting the rhymes of the same Lord Byron.
“Sally, how would you like to introduce me to the boys? Or would you rather I introduced myself?”
She nodded with heavy emphasis in favor of his self-introduction. Marks, leaving her, signaled the bartender to give her another drink.
“Excuse me, gentlemen.” Marks tried to keep the mockery from his tone: they were so young, so apple-cheeked young as their faces turned up to him. “I’m Lieutenant Marks of the police department.” He saw one of the boys glance at his glass of beer. Under-age, Marks thought. Johnnie should watch that. “It’s a routine check—you’ve heard about the homicide last night?” The boys nodded. “Mr. Mather was with Dr. Bradley earlier. I wonder if any of you remember what time he joined you here?”
God help Mather if his life depended on their awareness of time. For Marks it had merely been an opening gambit. “What was the subject under discussion here?”
“T. S. Eliot.”
One of the young pups sniggered at the mention of Eliot to a cop.
Marks said: “Eliot was passé in my day, but the Hollow Men seem to have come into their own again.”
A boy said then, and Marks took it as their acceptance of him: “It was the Sweeney poems we were talking about last night, sir.”
“‘Sweeney among the Nightingales,’” Marks murmured. He was not going to be able to go much further. “Tell me something: is Professor Mather really a Byron enthusiast?”
“No, sir. I know for a fact, he absolutely loathes Byron. I take British Poetry under Mr. Mather, and I know. He thinks Byron was an exhibitionist, a fraud, an adulterer and a bad poet.”
Marks said: “That last is unforgivable, isn’t it?”
The boys laughed.
“Why do you suppose he took off on Byron then last night?”
The boys glanced at one another. The one who had made himself their spokesman said: “We were wondering about that. We thought—well, he doesn’t think much of Sweeney either, and we thought maybe it was his way of saying that what Byron was in his day, T. S. Eliot is now.”
“Eliot and Byron?” Marks said incredulously.
Their hearty agreement set them all to talking at once. Marks listened, amused at the mixture of erudition and pomposity. There was nothing sadder, really, than a pompous child.
Finally the under-aged youngster said to Marks: “He just wings it sometimes, sir, to purposely throw us off. Sometimes he’s spoofy, you know?”
Marks supposed it was as good an adjective as any.
“The thing he said when he took off from here last night …”
“I think it’s bloody unfair to tell that,” one of the others interrupted. “Out of context it could mean whatever somebody wanted it to.”
“It was said out of context, wasn’t it? Agamemnon died tonight—what did it mean to you?”
“What he said was, ‘Live, Sweeney. Agamemnon died tonight.’ To me that meant we’re living in a Sweeney’s paradise, a society of ape-necks with money—the hero, the individual’s been crushed, murdered by them.” The youth’s face flushed with the excitement of his own rhetoric.
“My dear fellow, you are winging,” the protester said. “That isn’t Eliot’s meaning at all.”
“But couldn’t that be what Eric meant, couldn’t it?” he appealed to the group.
Marks took advantage of the pause and gave his place to Sally who was standing beside him, her empty Dubonnet glass in hand. “Poor old Sweeney,” he said, and then nodded to them. “Goodnight, all. Thank you.”
He moved quickly to the bar and paid his bill, getting out of the Red Lantern at about the hour Mather had the night before. Across the street the intermission doors were opening at the Triangle Theater.
He sat in the car for a few moments, thinking. Agamemnon died tonight. Fact? Prophecy? Guilt? Or complete nonsense with no reference to Bradley? It was time to see the one person who could tell him what it meant—or what he chose now to pretend it had meant. In any case Marks had a pair of shoes to return.
He radioed in to Communications, and on the “Over” picked up the information that Miss Russo had telephoned him, leaving her number.
Marks stopped at the nearest public phone booth and called her. She told him how Eric Mather had described a man he had seen near the Bradleys’ who, she was sure, was the same man she had met in her hallway.
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“MY DEAR LIEUTENANT, UNTIL I learned that Annie had been trying to describe him, I had no idea of the possible connection.”
Tonight, Marks thought, he was overplaying the nonchalance. In velvet smoking jacket, he had even dressed the part. He sat, his long legs stretched, his feet slippered, one arm draped over the back of the sofa. No matter how you served him, Mather was not his dish.
“How’s the toe?”
Mather described a circle with his foot and flexed the toes: completely healed.
“What time of the day was it, Professor, that you realized we might be interested in this man?”
“Annie and I had a drink this afternoon. Sixish.”
“And she didn’t impress on you how important it might be?”
“If it were important, I expected you would tell me, Lieutenant. I’ve been waiting here for you all evening. I knew you would come.”
“Intuition?”
“Call it that.”
Marks said: “Did your intuition tell you earlier last night that Peter Bradley was going to be killed at, say, a little after nine thirty?”
Mather’s high-boned face showed a twitch of tension. “No. I swear to God I had no intimation of that.”
It was a very earnest protest to come from an innocent man who liked to play it cool. Marks said: “What did you expect to happen? Something. That was obvious from your behavior. Make it easy for both of us and tell me.”
Mather shook his head and shrugged.
“I’ll find it out in time. You can be sure of that.”
“Then you must inform me,” Mather said with a touch of the old bravura. In Marks’s presence he reverted—and all the more quickly it seemed to him for not wanting to—to the kind of snide and supercilious fop he hated most. “As I told Anne today, none of us is altogether innocent.”
Whatever that meant, Marks thought. He did not propose to be led down the garden walk by this phony. He leaned back and folded his arms. The ridge of his back struck the frame of the chair. He smiled to conceal the pain. “I’m an ignorant sort,” he said. “Who was Agamemnon?”
Mather realized at once the source of Marks’s question. “Why, in legend he was the leader of the Greeks during the Trojan Wars. When he returned he was murdered by his wife and her lover …” He stopped, catching the look almost of shock on Marks’s face. “Oh, my God.”
Marks stared at him and waited.
Mather said very quietly: “I am not Janet Bradley’s lover.”
For the first time Marks was touched as by the discovery of something human in the man. He said: “What did you mean in the tavern when you said, ‘Agamemnon died tonight?’”
“It was in the framework of an Eliot poem …”
“I know that,” Marks cut in. He had had enough of poetry for one night. “I’m asking what you meant.”
“And I am not going to tell you. The boys didn’t know. I’m not sure I did myself—at the time. I could make up something now and you would have to accept it. It was personal, self-critical, and therefore no one’s business. But I was not thinking of Peter Bradley when I said it. I was thinking of myself.” Mather leaped to his feet. “Christ, man. I’ve told you all I’m going to. You’re not my analyst. Nor my priest. Let me describe this, this beast I saw for you. Then get on with your work and leave me to mine.”
Marks with deliberate casualness took his pen and notebook from his pocket.
Mather repeated to the best of his memory the description of Jerry as he had given it to Anne, including the nose by which he might have been picked up as a child. “Or possibly,” he added to Marks, “he was dropped on it.”
It was, Marks thought, a remarkably vivid picture of a man, one that an artist could work with handily. “Now just where was he when you noticed him, Professor?”
Mather saw the trap he had almost walked into. On a dark street it was not possible to see a man that clearly. “As I was coming down the steps he was standing on the street looking up at the building. He put me in mind of one of the Russian diplomats—I’ve forgotten whom now. But simply in passing I wondered what he was doing in that neighborhood.”
“Where did he go?”
“I wasn’t that curious, Lieutenant, and I quite forgot him until Annie’s description turned up.” God knows, he had tried to forget Jerry in those few hours after leaving the Bradleys’.
“Just what in Miss Russo’s description made you think of him?” Marks asked blandly. Anne’s description had been remarkable only in its failure to describe the man at all.
Mather paused but an instant, then gave a short laugh. “I suppose it was the chewing gum. The fellow I saw was putting a stick of it in his mouth.”
“Very Russian,” Marks said dryly. There was no use trying to get at this man directly. He could lie with the truth, Marks suspected. It would be easier to pick up mercury than to pin him down until you had the goods on him. He had described a man in great detail. A stranger? To the detail of the knob of a nose? But if not a stranger, why conceal the fact? If in complicity with him, why mention him at all?
He put away his notebook and got up. “The first thing in the morning, Professor, come to the Houston Street station. We’ll have a composite picture by then for you and Miss Russo to take a look at.”
“Very Russian.” Mather thought about the detective’s disgusted comment after Marks was gone. He had the feeling that if it weren’t for Anne’s corroboration the detective would have torn up the description at that point and forgotten about it, convinced that Eric Mather was again making a play for attention.
Waiting for Marks to come earlier that night, and knowing that he would come, he had tried to prepare himself to tell the truth. But the sickening image he saw of himself as splashed in the public press in consequence made death seem much to be preferred.
That he would die because Peter had died he now believed with an almost religious fervor. How many times in his life he had wanted to die rather than live with the shame he felt. The trouble was that simply to die amended nothing: it was the final run from what should have first been faced. “Thou’dst shun a bear, but if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, thou’dst meet the bear i’ the mouth …”
One had to face the bear. Finally, one had to face the bear. Or die signifying nothing.
He called the air terminal and reserved a place on a nine o’clock flight to Chicago. Then he composed a telegram to the chairman of his department. Let who would take his classes take them.
The telegram dictated over the telephone, it remained for him to somehow commit himself at the other end of his journey. His life was patterned with the escape routes he had allowed himself, all leading away from crises he should have faced. It was after eleven. He called the Bradley house and got Louise. He asked if he might speak to Janet. Blessed Louise, keeper of the shrine! Only she would have called Janet to the phone without any questions.
The receiver clicked and he knew Janet had picked up the phone in another room.
“Yes, Eric. How are you?” It was not meaninglessly asked. He could sense the concern in the quiet depth of her voice.
“Janet, I shall be in Chicago tomorrow. If there is any way I can be of help—or comfort to you, I’ll be staying over at the Palmer House.”
“You’re very kind, Eric.”
“I’m not!” he cried out. “I may need you!” Then: “Goodnight, my dear. God give us courage.”
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WALTER HERRING WAS NOT prepared to accept frustration his first night on the detective force. He had made his own breaks all his life, almost always by being competent. Seldom brilliant. Just competent and on the scene. Willing, never eager. The eager Negro was too often taken for an Uncle Tom. Herring didn’t like a number of things about his life, including where he lived, but he wanted to do something about it himself. He didn’t want prefab equality thrust upon him. Besides, he knew enough white people with whom he wouldn’t change places. He said something to this effect when he called his wife to tell her about the transfer. Her first question was: how much more money would he get? It was the one question he had not asked Captain Redmond.
“Well, I’m glad if you’re glad, Wally,” she said with an undertone of long-suffering that infuriated him.
“I should’ve been a baseball player,” he said, which as always finished off the conversation in great style. The next step was to buy her a present better suited to the salary of the ballplayer.
At ten o’clock that night he was sitting in an unmarked car watching the Eastside Lumber yard. His partner had gone around the corner for coffee. They had been on the stake-out then for three hours, three of the dullest hours of his life. Now even the kids had gone indoors. The only interesting thing: he was pretty sure he had spotted a numbers operation in the corner cigarstore. He was sure of it when he saw a patrol car pull up to the side door. One of the cops went in; the other, waiting in the car, switched on the light for a moment. It came as a hell of a shock to Herring to see that it was his some-time partner, Tom Reid. He wasn’t sure how he felt about that—having been included out—except that he was grateful not to have had to decide for himself out loud. He didn’t want the payoff, but he wanted—what? To have been included? What the hell, he was a member of the Patrolman’s Benefit Association. Or was he now? Something—he could not say what—happened inside him when he saw the uniformed cop come out, a cigar box in his hand, and slip into the car. He felt a little sick. The thing was, he shouldn’t have watched at all if he knew he wasn’t going to do anything about it. And he knew he wasn’t.
As soon as the patrol car pulled away he got out of the junk-heap he was sitting in and walked down the street to the lumberyard. There was a small, diamond-shaped window in the door panel. He shone his flashlight inside: just empty space between the wood stacked on either side of the court. He shone the light then on the padlock. He jiggled it, tried the hasp, half-expecting something to give in his hand. He was wild for something to happen. If the doctor never showed again, where were they? No place. But Detective Herring wouldn’t be getting any citation for a bright idea that hadn’t paid off.
“You’re covered, fella. What are you doing there?”
He recognized Bolardo’s voice and sickened with sudden humiliation: half a detective, and a crippled old night watchman could get the draw on him.
“Detective Herring, Mr. Bolardo. Remember?” He turned slowly and let the light of his torch play up the torso of the watchman. Bolardo did not even have a gun. “Your doctor friend didn’t come round tonight.”
“I could’ve told you that,” Bolardo said. “He called me up at supper time and said he wouldn’t be using the place for a few days.”
Herring was a second or two recovering from his violent reaction to the matter-of-fact information, I could’ve told you …
“He called you up. Where?”
“Same place you called me. I’m in the phone book.”
“He could remember a name like Fred Bolardo, but you didn’t even get his name?”
“Didn’t figure I needed to, him being a doctor.”
“What makes doctors so special?” Herring demanded, which was not what he wanted to say at all. To him also doctors were special.
“Just being doctors,” Bolardo said.
“When he did leave the car here—suppose you’d had to move it—where would you have got in touch with him?”
“He left the keys in it.”
“And then one night forgot to padlock the door. Oh, man, don’t you see we’re being played for fools, you and the whole police department?”
“Don’t see as I am,” Bolardo said doggedly. “I got my ten bucks.”
Herring tried to hold his temper. Losing it would get him nowhere. “Mr. Bolardo, you say he called you on the phone. How did you know it was him?”
“Because he told me …” Bolardo took off his hat and scratched his head. The fringe of white hair shone like a halo in the darkness. “I guess he must’ve said: this is Doctor … but I didn’t catch the name.”
“And you didn’t ask him to repeat it, knowing we were looking for him? You don’t want us to find him, do you, Mr. Bolardo?”
“I’d just as soon you didn’t. It’s only going to make trouble for me.”
“Man, you’ve already got trouble. Did you tell him the police wanted to talk to him?”
“No, sir. He didn’t ask.”
Herring was beside himself. It was hard to believe that Bolardo was straight. You couldn’t be that dumb. But if you were playing dumb, that wasn’t the way to play it either. Maybe even the doc was straight. He had to make allowances for how much he had wanted to have got onto something really important. “Okay, Mr. Bolardo. Next time you hear from him, get his name, huh? And let us know.”
Herring waited for his partner and then went back to headquarters. Redmond was off duty, but Lieutenant Marks was in the chief’s office. Herring told him the melancholy news.
“What does it mean, Lieutenant?” Herring wanted his own doubts settled.
They were. “It probably means the car is hot,” Marks said. “We may not ever find it.”
“And the doc himself?”
“He called the watchman at supper time?”
“That’s what old Fred told me.”
Marks shook his head. “Why? Why take a chance? Why not let it ride? Was he trying to pump the watchman for information?”
“No, sir. I asked him if he told the man the police were looking for him and Bolardo said, no sir, he didn’t ask and I didn’t tell him.”
Marks looked at the notes in his hand, the description he had just dictated over the phone: the man Anne Russo might have seen but couldn’t accurately remember until Mather filled it in. One man was stocky, the other skinny: they could not possibly be the same person. Yet he felt there was something in common, but he could not remember what it was.
Herring got out the transcript of Fred Bolardo’s testimony for him. Marks glanced through it and then read aloud: “He was mighty careful how he talked, the words you know, like maybe he was a foreigner.” He looked up at Herring, remembering Mather’s final word on his man, his resemblance to a diplomat. He said: “A Russian?”
“The doc? In this neighborhood, Lieutenant?”
“You’ve only got his word to Bolardo that he was making calls in the neighborhood,” Marks reminded him.
“I know,” Herring said doubtfully. “I don’t know why, but I keep thinking of him as Puerto Rican.”
“Why? It’s interesting, but why?” Marks tried to prime him.
Herring thought for a moment. “The car, I guess. You know the docs in Harlem, there ain’t many of them driving Cadillacs.” He began to pace restlessly, stopping to run his hand along Redmond’s desk, then wiping the dust on the seat of his trousers. He stopped in front of Marks. “There’s something else in the back of my mind, but I just can’t get hold of it.”
“Me too,” Marks said. He got up and put away the Bolardo file himself. “It’ll come to you in the middle of the night. Just hold it to morning, will you?”
Herring grinned.
Marks said: “The only lead we have to him now is the handkerchief, and that’s about as identifiable as a diaper on a clothesline.”
“I was thinking about that,” Herring said. “Institution laundered, isn’t that what the lab report said? But hospitals don’t give out handkerchiefs, boss.”
“They don’t even use them,” Marks said.
“That’s what I mean, man. We’re living in a time of disposable sanitation. It’d be an old-fashioned place that’d give out handkerchiefs. Maybe foreign even, and a small place like a mission—or an old folks’ rest home, huh? That’d be a place where a foreign doc could make a few bucks. You know, visiting physician …”
“And surgeon,” Marks added grimly.
“Yeah, there’s that,” Herring said.
Marks was tired and his cigarette package was empty. He felt as though he had a lethal residue of poison in his lungs. “That’s as good reasoning as any of the rest of us have come up with. Put it in the basket to start checking out in the morning.”
Herring went down to the squadroom to type his report. He tried to keep his imagination under control, to shut out new dreams of glory. The concentration it required for him to use the typewriter at all helped.
Pererro, about to go off duty, paused and watched him for a minute. When Herring looked up he said solemnly: “I didn’t know you could play the piano, Wally.”
Herring went back to work. “Go away, man. I’m composing a symphony for two fingers.”
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MARKS, DETERMINED TO LEARN what he could of Mather as quickly as possible, went in the morning to the university president’s office for permission to see the school’s dossier on the teacher. But in order to make his inquiry seem a routine affair, he asked also to see the records of Robert Steinberg and Anne Russo.
A secretary deposited him in a small office adjoining that of the president, assured him that he would be comfortable there while waiting, and closed the door on him. There were three straight-backed chairs and a table on which lay a back issue of the Journal of Education. The room smelled of pencil sharpenings. A single picture hung on the wall, an ancient print of the then new administration building. No windows. Air reached the room through a foot-square grill near the ceiling. Marks speculated on whether it was large enough for a man to crawl through: a room not intended for claustrophobics. He opened the door and left it open, and then angled his chair so that he could watch the secretary-receptionist at her work.
A pretty girl, she sat at her typewriter very erect, and every paragraph or so without letting up work she stretched her neck, turning her head from side to side, her chin out. Unaware that she was being observed or, more likely, unconscious of the gesture itself, she sometimes lifted her graceful fingers to caress with an upward stroke the plumpness beneath her chin. Marks grinned, suddenly realizing that double chins were part of the typist’s occupational hazards.
A student-messenger brought a file to the reception desk. The girl directed him with it to the room where Marks was waiting. It was the admissions record of Anne Russo.
Marks soon found himself totally absorbed: Anne Russo, the daughter of an editor of an Italian language newspaper, had finished high school at the age of fifteen, standing first in a class of sixty-five, and college at the age of eighteen; she had slipped in class standing: second among fifteen hundred thirty. Her list of honors was frightening. He was glad he had met her before seeing her record and it was not to be remotely suspected from her unassuming if earnest manner. Marks thought about the differences among people, even within families. What turned the daughter of a literary man to science? How did her father feel about it? Would the pendulum swing back with the next generation? What would Anne want for her children? What did he himself want for his, assuming he would someday have some? Not the law. He had mistakenly followed his father, a man, he thought wryly, much stronger than himself …
There was a tap at the open door. Marks glanced up to see Sally Nobakoff standing there. She was almost as surprised to see Marks as he was to see her. Sally, away from the Red Lantern, was a different miss, direct and business-like. She wore her auburn hair parted in the middle and braided around her head.
“I need your signature for these, sir.” After the first startled look of recognition, she struck the attitude of total stranger.
“Are you in charge of them?” Marks asked, scrawling his name on the form she provided.
“Oh, no. I’m just a clerk.”
“I’m curious,” Marks said. “Are they kept under lock and key?”
“Yes, sir.”
“And when my request reached your office, you got the key to the file, got them out and brought them up?”
“Not, not exactly,” she said with a slight hesitation. “Miss Katz is in charge. She gave them to me and told me to bring them up to the president’s office.”
Marks looked at the form he had just signed: CONFIDENTIAL MATERIAL, CENTRAL UNIVERSITY RECORDS OFFICE. He gave it to Miss Nobakoff and received in return a large Manila envelope. He watched her to the door. In the very modern sack dress she revealed little of the qualities that made her stand out by the light of the Red Lantern. He opened the envelope.
Eric John Mather was teaching in his first university post. He had come to Central three years before after taking his doctorate here. He had been working toward the degree while teaching at St. Monica’s College, just outside New York City. Before that he had taught at Albion Preparatory School for Boys in Albion, Illinois. Marks studied the record which by sheer weight seemed sparse compared to Steinberg’s. He had received high recommendation from the headmaster of the boys’ school and from the president of St. Monica’s. The letters, part of the file, revealed more of the senders than the subject, the detective thought: there was in the nun’s words a sort of weary resignation at losing good teachers to better-paying posts. The headmaster of Albion closed a letter of rather heady praise with a single-sentence paragraph that struck Marks not in what it said, but in its terseness, its isolation from the rest of the letter: “We very much regretted Mr. Mather’s leaving us for further study abroad.”
Marks referred back to Mather’s record: the curious thing about the stint at Albion was that he had taught there for a year and a half; not one year, not two: he had left after the first term of his second year. It was to be supposed the headmaster would have had some difficulty replacing a man he had so effusively praised, midyear.
Marks glanced through Steinberg’s folio. It was the record of a solid citizen, building all the way, a record religiously kept up-to-date, documenting his research projects, papers read before learned bodies, experiments published. Compared to this, Mather’s dossier was thin and fragmentary, a circumstance not entirely attributable to the differences between art and science.
Marks put both folders back in the envelope and carried it out of the room with him. He decided to return the files to Sally in person. He wanted to see her in her natural habitat. The coincidence of meeting her again outside the Red Lantern was simply too strong to ignore. The receptionist got up and tugged her dress down over that other of a stenographer’s distress areas, and offered to guide him to the Records Office. Regretfully, he declined. It was on the first floor, on his way out. He gave her Anne’s record to return for him.
The Records Office was as comfortably furnished as a police van, and about as cheerful. At the railing, surveying a wall of filing cabinets, Marks waited for the one woman in sight to finish a basketful of filing. She seemed to be adding to certain folders such supplements as he had seen in Steinberg’s record. He remembered Sally’s saying that Miss Katz had given her the file so that when the woman finally came to him, Marks said: “Miss Katz?”
The dreary, sun-starved creature sighed, “Miss Katz is out sick today. Can I help you?”
“Did she go home ill?” Marks asked.
“She did not come in at all. What is it you wish, sir?”
“I’d like to see Miss Nobakoff then,” Marks said, although it was plain that she was not to be seen anywhere in that room at the moment.
“You must have the wrong department,” the woman said.
“The girl with red hair—a braid around her head?”
“That’s Miss Kelly. She’s out for coffee.”
“Thank you,” Marks said. “These files were signed out to me about a half hour ago.”
The woman fumbled through a box on the desk and came up with the card. “David Marks?”
“That’s right.”
She tore up the card without checking the contents of the envelope and then looked up to see Marks staring at her. “Yes?”
Marks said: “Do you know where Miss Kelly goes for coffee?”
“If it was me it would be the place across from the main entrance.”
Marks caught up with Sally Nobakoff, born Kelly, as she was coming out of the restaurant. He took her by the arm and led her toward the park. “Now look, little lady,” he said, reminding himself of Inspector Fitzgerald, “you have told me at least two lies. It’s a serious matter to give a wrong name to the police.”
“That’s the name I use when I’m with the boys,” she said with a graceless attempt at innocence.
“And why tell me that Miss Katz sent you up with the records? She’s not even in the office today.”
“She almost always is.”
“That’s beside the point. Why did you tell me she had given them to you?”
Sally shrugged.
“Shall I take you in to the station house? It’s a much better place to talk.”
“No, sir.”
“Then spit out the truth for a change.”
“I didn’t want you to think I’d looked at them. I’m not supposed to, but I stopped in the washroom on the way upstairs.”
“Why did you want to look at them?”
“Just Mr. Mather’s. I think he’s wonderful. I couldn’t help myself.”
Marks didn’t buy it. The devil of it was there simply wasn’t anything in the record of manifest interest to anyone. “Sally, have you shown Mr. Mather’s record to anyone else?”
“Oh, no sir. Not to anyone unauthorized. That’s the truth.”
“To whom?”
“To the F.B.I. investigators.”
“I see,” Marks said, and indeed it did put things in a different light. “When was that?”
“A couple of months ago maybe, and then with you asking me questions last night, well you can’t blame a person’s curiosity.” Sally was beginning to sound righteous.
Marks cut her off. The truth, he realized, had turned out to be remarkably simple—as was often the case with truth when you finally got to it. “You’d better get back to your desk or you’ll have somebody else’s curiosity to answer to.”
“Miss Fritchie? Isn’t she the worst?”
Miss Fritchie and Miss Katz, Marks thought, wondering what they did at night at the hour Miss Kelly turned into Miss Nobakoff.
He returned to headquarters to find Anne Russo with Redmond and Inspector Fitzgerald, trying to select among the police artist’s sketches the one most resembling their gum-chewing suspect.
Anne made her selection reluctantly. “They’re all a little like him. Mr. Mather would know better, I should think.”
“Hasn’t he been here yet?” Marks asked. It was ten thirty.
“A late riser,” Fitzgerald growled. “Or maybe you didn’t impress upon him that it was important.”
“I’ll impress it upon him now,” Marks said, the anger springing up in him. His immediate thought was to have Mather picked up at the University.
But Anne said: “He’ll be at the funeral, Lieutenant Marks—St. John’s Church at eleven.”
Fifteen minutes later Marks was at the church. Mather was not among either the mourners or the curious: the detective watched the arrivals. Then to be sure when the service was half-over, he checked the side-chapels, every area. Finally he slipped into the pew next to Louise Steinberg. She had not seen Mather since the previous morning when he had broken down at the Bradley house.
“What do you mean, broke down?” Marks whispered.
“He started to sob and ran out of the house,” Louise said.
Marks, leaving the church, thought about the words “ran out.” He contacted the chairman of Mather’s department at the University, who, after a noisy search of the papers on his desk, read Marks the telegram he had received from Mather that morning:
A MATTER OF URGENCY MAKES IT IMPOSSIBLE FOR ME TO TAKE TODAY’S CLASSES. SHALL TRY TO RETURN BY TOMORROW AFTERNOON.
Marks did not like to think what Fitzgerald would say to this development. First, the vanishing doctor. Now this. A matter of urgency: it was Mather’s language all right, but he would use it if he were only going to the corner drugstore for aspirin. He had two men check out Mather’s home, meanwhile putting through an inquiry to the F.B.I. following Sally’s information. Not that he would be given access to anything in their records unless it proved pertinent to the present case, but at least it was covered. He decided then to do a brief search himself into Mather’s background.
He was taken into the visitors’ parlor of St. Monica’s College by the portress, a round little nun, who hoped he would be comfortable there until Mother St. Ambrose, the college president, could see him. Marks assured her that he would be, although he doubted it. The room was beautifully furnished, one of the Louis’s, he thought. It was not a period he liked. His mother would go into ecstasies—brocade and gilt, chairs a man wouldn’t dare stretch his legs from. It had always seemed appropriate to him that the kings of that day were rather better remembered for what they did in bed than anywhere else.
But outside the tall open windows was what seemed to him the whole of spring: green grass, iris beds, lilac bushes weighted with bloom, and trees not yet in full foliage so that through their veil of brownish green the branches seemed to grope the sky. He turned at the sound of the nun’s coming. He was short on experience with members of a religious community, but he quickly discovered that Mother St. Ambrose was long on knowledge of the world beyond her convent. A volatile, quick-smiling woman, she put him at ease from the moment they shook hands.
Marks explained that he had come to inquire about Eric Mather. Then he said: “While I am a detective, I don’t think you’d call what I’m after routine police information. He may not be implicated at all in my investigation …”
The nun watched him with a frank, patient curiosity, a look almost of sympathy while he made his inquiry seem more ominous by trying to minimize it. “I’m just trying to dig the man!” he said finally.
“Colloquial and succinct. I understand,” the nun said, smiling. She sat a moment in thought. “I will say this for Mr. Mather from the outset: he helped us bring St. Monica’s into the second half of the twentieth century. There are some who would call that a dubious blessing, but I have always felt it sinful to dawdle in the past. Education, after all, is a two-way stretch.” Marks heard the sharp intake of breath. The suppressed laughter as she realized the origin of her illustration made her eyes merry. “Yes, indeed,” she murmured, and Marks enjoyed that rare human experience, entering a world which seemed alien and forbidding and finding there all the comforts of home.
“His manners and decorum with the girls were admirable,” she went on, “and our girls can be a provoking lot, especially with a handsome teacher of the opposite sex. He was not a religious man, but one got the feeling sometimes that he wished he were. I don’t suppose this is what you want to know about him at all.”
“It is,” Marks said. “Actually it is.” Nothing in his own experience of Mather remotely contributed to such a picture. And yet he knew there had to be something in him to attract so sensible a person as Louise and the perceptive woman he imagined Janet Bradley to be.
“He had been abroad for a year when he came to us, studying in London.”
“For a year?” Marks questioned.
“I’m quite sure, but we can check our records if you like.” She waited for him to say the word.
“I’d understood it was a shorter period of time.”
The nun got to her feet. “Well, let’s clear that up. Shall we?”
Marks regretted having precipitated their coming to grips with facts so soon: it was like having Fitzgerald prod him in the back. “I hate to leave this room,” Marks said, pausing at the window. Just outside, the lilac was in bloom, the scent of it wafting in with every faint stirring of the wind.
“I’m much too fond of it myself,” the nun said at the door.
Marks followed her out and past the chapel entrance, an arched door delicately carved, the pattern dominated by the fleur-de-lis. The long hallway through which they walked echoed with Marks’s footfalls and the faint swish of the nun’s light-footed tread. Her long prayer beads were noisier. The smell of floor wax was pungent. Some of the classroom doors were open and as they passed, Marks heard fragments of lectures, a burst of feminine laughter. Mother St. Ambrose caught him glancing sidewise into the rooms.
“So many girls,” he said, smiling.
She raised her eyes to the heavens.
In her office, Marks sitting at the side of her huge, cluttered desk as they waited for her secretary to bring the file, the nun said: “Is the trouble serious—which you’re investigating? I suppose I shouldn’t ask that.”
“Peter Bradley, the physicist who was murdered the day before yesterday, was a friend of Mr. Mather’s. Mather was one of the people with him less than an hour before his death.”
“I see.” The nun did not look at him, staring at the glass paperweight on her desk. Something, Marks felt sure, had occurred to her, the relevance of which she was now questioning in her own mind. She turned the weight around absently, stirring the snow scene inside it. The sunlight caught the glint of gold in the ring she wore on her wedding-ring finger, a small gold cross on a simple band.
“A tragic affair,” she said then, looking up. “One wonders, I suppose stupidly, at the possible international implications—the exchange of film and all.”
“Dr. Bradley was not working in what they call a classified area,” Marks said.
“But he was a high-energy physicist?”
“Yes.”
“It’s so easy to classify work,” the nun said, “it tempts us to classify the people as well.”
“I’m not sure I understand,” Marks said.
“I simply meant that a man like Bradley must have had an open, inquiring mind—to have been engaged in the pursuit of knowledge for no other reason than just to know. It’s the pedants, the utilitarians, the classifiers among us who come along and package the scholars in with their work. I’ve never known a true scholar who didn’t have a lively curiosity about many things. Their impatience, however, with people less precisely informed than themselves, hides this from the, shall I say, shallow observer.” She smiled. “A gratuitous lecture. The girls call where you’re sitting ‘the stock.’”
Marks said: “Would you call Eric Mather a scholar?”
“No. Not quite. I’m afraid that despite his aspirations, I should have to call Mr. Mather a dilettante. But mind you, he’s a good teacher … for undergraduates.”
“Yes. I’ve been informed of that everywhere,” Marks said.
“Well, shall we look at the record?” The file had been laid before her while she was talking.
“Has anyone else ever come to you for information about him?”
“Central University,” the nun said.
“I mean an investigative body—the F.B.I. for example.”
“No. You are the only one.”
She opened the folder and glanced at the letter of application Mather himself had typed eight years before. “I thought so,” she said. “He had taught at Albion Preparatory School for one year, and then studied abroad for a year before coming to us.”
“Do you have a letter of recommendation from Albion?”
She drew it from among the several papers in the folder and gave it to him. It was virtually the same letter as he had read at Central University. It made no reference to his tenure at the school. Marks wondered if he was not making a mountain out of a molehill. But why the variation in the records of the two teaching institutions? Was the University likely to have checked into his study abroad where St. Monica’s was not? Probably, if he had wanted to use that credit toward his graduate work. The question still remained, why had he left Albion midyear?
“I’m very grateful to you, Mother St. Ambrose,” he said, returning the letter. “There’s something I want to admit to you and I’d like your comment on it—if you don’t mind. I’ve talked with Professor Mather a couple of times now, I’ve talked with some of his students, and the picture I had of him was considerably different than the one you’ve given, except for the dilettante part and him being a good teacher. Personally, I find him glib and wily, like quicksilver. I get the feeling that he’s a master of improvisation, and that he’s staying just a leap ahead of me and enjoying it—in spite of the fact that he’s a very frightened man.”
The nun raised her eyebrows. “Frightened of what?”
“That’s what I’m trying to find out,” Marks said. “It may or may not have anything to do with Bradley’s death. If it doesn’t, it is none of my business. But I’ve got to find out.”
“When he first came to us,” the nun said thoughtfully, “I remember having the impression that he was—I so dislike to use the word—disturbed. He was like a novice to the priesthood in that terrible period of not being sure of one’s vocation. I’m trying to remember now just what it was about him—self-doubt? fear of unworthiness? the attempt then to lose oneself in God and work. These are unrealistic terms I suppose to a skeptical person. I wonder if you understand what I’m getting at?”
“I believe in belief,” Marks said.
“There!” the nun cried. “You are exactly like Mr. Mather. He might have said that.”
Marks assumed it to be a compliment, but he would not have said it described Mather at all.
“He spent a great deal of time with Father Dunne who was our chaplain at the time and who also taught metaphysics. Mr. Mather audited some of his classes. He seemed always to be searching. For what? Reality?”
“In metaphysics?” Marks said skeptically.
“Then—in physics?” the nun countered. Marks did not say anything. “Father died last year, at the age of forty-two. He was a great loss, and I think he had been very helpful to Mr. Mather who left us a much more confident man than he had come to us.”
“Obviously he needed help,” Marks said.
The nun threw up her hands. “The words we bash into images! Disturbed, needing help. Which of us does not, sir, in order to know ourselves, to live?”
“And you think that was what Mather was trying to do? To know himself? To live?”
She was slower to answer this time. “Yes. I think that was so.”
Marks leaned forward. “Forgive me, but isn’t it possible that he was only trying to make that impression on you—and the rest of the college—to create an image of himself as the ascetic scholar, happiest at the feet of a priest?”
“Possibly. In which case I would find it a little sad, perhaps, but nothing to condemn. For don’t you see, Lieutenant Marks, it would mean that that was the person he most wanted to be. And to me it was an entirely admirable person.”
seventeen
MATHER LANDED AT O’HARE Airport shortly before ten o’clock Chicago time. He rented a car and headed northeast over a complex of tollways entirely strange to him. The highways familiar to his youth were long since obsolete. Only the sky was familiar, the vast openness of prairie still unbroken. Homecoming. For him, the original Wasteland. The little soil he cherished here was mingled round his grandmother’s bones. Having the car, he thought he might visit her grave that afternoon … and not far from it, the graves of two people he had never known: his parents had been killed in an accident when he was two years old. He glanced at his watch and realized that in New York at that very hour, the memorial service for Peter Bradley was taking place. Tears and eulogy …
“Mr. Mather, would you read ‘Adonais’ aloud to us?” How brutally close to the mark his students had come in that estimate of him, thinking they would flatter him into wiling away the class exhibiting himself before an imaginary bier. He set his mind to following the road only; no more revisiting of past ignominies. And yet he was driving pell-mell toward the greatest of them all.
Albion had changed. The village which had taken its name from the preparatory school built in what was then near-wilderness had become a common town within commuting distance of the city. A giant new post office stood in the center of what had been a village square. The tearoom, once the refuge of sweet-starved youngsters who could get their fill of neither food nor love within the campus grounds, had been turned into a tavern. He parked in front of it. How often he had trooped a half-dozen teen-aged boys inside, crowded them into a red-upholstered booth and watched them stuff their pimpled faces. He could see them now counting out their money in small change and looking in jealous awe at the amount he always added to the waitress’s tip. It was in this shop, in a noisy, crowded booth that he had first become aware of the boy—his large, eloquent eyes full of articulateness while he stammered out the lonely boy’s story: a watcher at his mother’s wedding feast. But he spoke of the opposite of loneliness that day: he got the attention he sought by painting a picture of the hilarious good time he’d had, the champagne he’d got drunk on, the friend of his mother’s who had cornered him in the bedroom … Mather could see the boy still, the veins standing out on his splendid forehead. The others had fallen silent, eager for the sex detail, then raucous with scorn when the boy suddenly covered his face with his hands and wept.
The palms of Mather’s hands were wet. They left a mist on the chrome of the steering wheel which he watched through its slow evaporation.
He went into the tavern, ordered a drink, and waiting for it, went to the phone booth: he needed now to hold one continuity by starting another in its midst. He called the Albion School and asked for the headmaster’s office.
It was the headmaster himself who answered: “Rossiter speaking.” The clipped voice had retained its Olympian resonance.
“Eric Mather here, Clem.” Even now he found himself fashioning his speech delivery to the master’s pattern. “I’m driving up your way this afternoon. Could I drop in for half an hour?”
“By all means, Eric. I’ll see what I can set aside. Where are you now?”
Mather was about to lie, to say that he was in Chicago. But he had come for the sake of truth. “In the village,” he said.
“Then come along and I’ll have lunch sent up.”
Rossiter had been his friend. True, he had been saving himself and the school from scandal, but even so he had extended himself in the subsequent recommendations. If he had hoped by giving them to need never hear the name of Eric Mather again, no indication of it came through now in his voice. It was as cordial, he was sure, as Rossiter could be to any man who hadn’t a son to give to Albion.
The headmaster met him on the steps. He looked to have changed no more than had the gray stone of Albion. A little settling weight at the girth, but nobly cloaked. His hair was still sandy and his hand, extended slowly, was still moist and soft to the touch as a plucked pigeon.
They walked along a pebbled path, past the dining-hall windows. The clamor inside was intense.
“Boys don’t change much,” Mather said, “one generation to the next.”
“Nor does the menu, I’m afraid, at Albion. You weren’t fond of it then. Now I suppose you’re a gourmet—though I can’t say it shows.”
Mather was already aware of his own leanness, striding alongside the master. They reached the side door entering directly onto the master’s office. Rossiter performed his ritual of selecting the key from numerous others attached on a ring at one end of a chain that crossed his vest to his watch pocket.
The office still smelled of sweet pipe tobacco and Old Spice shaving lotion.
“I’ve got a tutors’ meeting at one thirty. That gives us a little time. None of that nonsense at the University, what—tutors and all that? You like it, Eric?”
“Yes, I like it.” He took the leather-backed chair Rossiter indicated at the side of the window and watched the master pull up his rocker and take his binoculars from the bookshelf. He was a bird watcher. The boys of Mather’s day, and no doubt still, thought the hobby a ruse behind which the master could spy on them.
“Then why are you here?”
Mather met the small gray eyes full on. It was Rossiter that looked away. “Because I think my offense at Albion has caught up with me.”
“Oh, dear me,” Rossiter murmured and busied himself with the adjustment of his binoculars.
The curious thing about being with Rossiter in Mather’s days at Albion was that he had never felt so much a man as in the master’s presence. Rossiter then, and presumably now, had a wife who, Mather suspected, had come with his appointment to the headmastership. She lived in what the boys called The Castle, on the bluff at the campus’s edge overlooking Lake Michigan. The master, a turret if not a tower of authority throughout the day, ambled home to her in the dusk, burdened with books and a small brown leather bag in which he kept a change of linen, measuring the path before him as might a peddler who had to sell something of which he was not especially proud.
“I must know now everything that happened afterwards,” Mather said, “and who knew about it.”
“There were not many sources,” Rossiter said, fussing still with the glasses. “You know, we have an oriole this spring. See that tamarack, the second one, next to the maple sapling? They dangle their nests like ladies’ handbags. She’s found a bit of Christmas tinsel and woven it into the nest.” He put the glasses to his eyes. “I suppose you’ve been discreet yourself? Psychiatry and all that, too?”
“I’m in love with a woman, Clem,” he said. He had not meant to say that. It evaded within himself the truth he was seeking. And Janet was worthy of more honor than it paid her, in his position. “But that has nothing to do with it,” he added.
Rossiter looked at him. “Oh, I should think it might. I should think it might.”
“I want to know who exactly knew.”
“At the time?” Rossiter put the binoculars away. “She ought to have built a window in that nest if she meant to hold my interest,” he said, obviously of the oriole. “Well, there was myself, the boy and his father—fortunately there was no mother—for you, that is, and our lawyer. He’s still our lawyer by the way, Wes Graham. A good friend to Albion, but he did not send his sons here.” Rossiter did not attempt to disguise the reproach implicit in the last sentence. “Still, I shouldn’t think there would have been any … leak, shall I say, from that source. And surely not from the boy involved: they would have fervently wished to forget the incident. I mean two people were involved, weren’t they? You would not say the boy was entirely innocent now, looking back, would you?”
“I would not say,” Mather said quietly.
“No, you wouldn’t,” Rossiter said dryly. “I recall it was I at the time who silenced his father by that suggestion.”
“‘At the time’—you said that before, just a minute ago. Has anyone talked about it since? Have you talked about it, Clem?”
“I resent it very much, Eric, your challenging me this way. No man could have had a more understanding friend than I was to you then. I virtually perjured myself, recommending you without qualification—to St. Monica’s, was it—that girls’ school in the East?”
“I have never been ungrateful. Nor have I given you reason to regret it.”
“You have done something, Eric, whether you were aware of it or not. At some recent time you have joined an organization—applied for a fellowship or some such activity that a discreet man, knowing his own record, would not have done.”
Mather was wracked with sudden trembling. He could hardly trust himself to speak. “Why do you say that?”
“For what other reason would you have been investigated by the F.B.I.?”
He moistened his lips. “I didn’t know that I was.”
“Now that I tell you it is so, can you think of any reason?”
The fear was sickening him, striking in the way it had when the police had driven up to him outside his house—fear, mostly of the unknown, fear now that his complicity in what had led to Peter’s death was better understood by others than by himself. Until now he had thought that there still was time, that he still had the chance to master himself and possibly in the end, what was to become of him. Deep in his own thoughts, he had lost the trend of Rossiter’s question. “Any reason for what?”
Rossiter made a gesture of impatience. “For the F.B.I. to be interested in that particular aspect of your career?”
“When did they come to see you?”
“Early February. During term examinations.”
“And they told you specifically what they wanted to know?”
“Directly,” Rossiter said. “Those boys don’t beat about the bush. They wanted to know if there were any incidents of perversion in your record.”
Mather flinched at the word. But having heard it spoken, he was better able to think, to get outside himself and look about. Early February: that was before Jerry had spoken to him in the park. Why at that time would the F.B.I. have been seeking information on him? “Didn’t they tell you why, give some reason for being interested in me?”
“My dear Mather, they never do. They ask all the questions, and completely ignore any you might ask of them.”
“You told them the truth?”
Rossiter spread his pudgy hands. “I had to. They implied knowledge of a more recent incident.”
“That’s not so!” Mather cried, and then because he remembered something he had thought of small significance at the time, so quickly and, he then believed, effectively had he repulsed the boy, he added now: “Oh, dear God.”
“You see,” Rossiter said, almost smugly, “Big Brother’s always watching you.”
“But it was nothing, Clem! One of my students—I struck him.”
“Oh, a splendid show of manhood! In a public place, no doubt?”
“I tell you, there was no one about. And it was over in a minute. He apologized and that was the end of it.”
“Obviously,” Rossiter said. “And all this took place in the classroom?”
“In the park,” Mather said, and saying it he saw Rossiter’s “Big Brother” image as a sinister reality. It was in the park after all that Jerry had approached him.
“The university park there—it’s rather notorious, isn’t it? I shouldn’t think with your background you would go near it.”
“God damn my background,” Mather cried, a helpless blast. Rossiter’s capacity for niggling provocation had remained unimpaired through the years. Yet he was to be thanked now. One squirmed being made his pivot, but one saw. One had to see.
Mather got up and wandered the room. A row of clocks of many styles sat on top of a glass-enclosed bookcase. They told the varying times throughout the world. Rossiter liked to say: “In Paris now …” They all ticked quietly at differing tempos, but told their times meticulously. Mather, his mind breaking off from his immediate problem, remembered that moment of stillness while Janet turned the pages of her book. It was that moment truly—to which he had had no right—in which he had begun to live. Or to die?
Rossiter, his chair eased round to where he watched the younger man, folded his hands across his belly and said: “You’re still a handsome bastard, Eric.”
Mather turned and glowered at him. He had scarcely heard the words, much less comprehended their content until Rossiter added, a little mocking smile at his soft red mouth, “I suppose if I were to get up, you would strike me also?”
Mather wanted to laugh: the master’s mystique revealed. He shrugged and moved back to the leather chair, standing beside it. He looked down at the man rocking himself round again to the window, and felt for him a pitying contempt of the sort usually reserved for himself. The experience had drained off his fear. Rossiter reached up for the binoculars again. With or without them, a voyeur.
“The F.B.I. agents, Clem—what do you remember of them? What did they say? Spare yourself the trouble of finding delicate words for it. I just want to know. What were they like?”
“What were they like? One was tall and blond and silent—the all-American. The other—I remember his name, Edward N. Fleming. But take away the Edward, leave just the initials, and what have you? E. N. Fleming. Life mocking fiction, what? Or as the boys would say, how corny can you get?”
Mather felt the drumbeat of his quickened pulse. “What did he look like, this character called Fleming?”
“Heavy-set, a bulbous face, eyebrows like shoebrushes …”
Mather interrupted. “They showed credentials of course?”
“Identification.” Rossiter looked at him. “Are you suggesting impersonation?”
“I am. How could we find out? There must be a way to check on them—to find out if there actually is an agent by that name.”
Rossiter eased himself out of the chair. “I should think Wes Graham could find out for us—if he’s in the office, that is. I’d rather not call them directly. But really, Eric—it is too fantastic.”
“Please call Graham,” Mather said. Rossiter did not know Tom and Jerry. Or having met the chameleons, he knew them only for what they said they were. He had no doubts how himself. They had had to know their customer in him, and they had come to the best source.
Rossiter, reaching the lawyer on the phone, voiced his skepticism. “It’s nothing really, Wes, but I just want to be sure. They were checking on one of our old instructors. The agent’s name struck me as odd: Fleming, E. N. Fleming …” He paused, listening, and then said: “Is that a fact?”
After hanging up he explained to Mather: “Wes knows of an agent by the name of Spillane. So! The bard said it all, didn’t he—what’s in a name? Shall I ring for lunch? He’ll call us back within the hour.”
They had reached a lumpy dessert which would not have had taste for Mather under any circumstances when the attorney reported on his inquiry to the local office of the Federal Bureau of Investigation. No agent by that name had operated out of the district in the past five years.
Rossiter, on the phone, passed it off as lightly as he could. “I might have got the name wrong. In any case there was nothing damaging in my man’s history.” He lied with a practiced grace. “Thank you, Wes. Come up for golf first chance you have, what? The greens were never better.”
Nothing damaging, Mather thought. Lord God in heaven!
“Well, there you have it, Eric, make what you will of it. I had no way of knowing.”
“Of course you hadn’t. The blame is mine all through. But it’s what I had to know.”
Rossiter scraped the last bit of custard from his plate. He washed it down with coffee. “Eric, are you being blackmailed? If you are, take some very ancient advice and go to the police. You can get the villains, you know. Impersonating law officials is a serious offense. And Eric … if there is no other way, I shall testify.”
“Thank you, Clem, but I’ll find another way.”
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RETURNING TO THE CITY mid-afternoon, Marks stopped at his parents’ house for something to eat. His mother had gone to a recital at Carnegie Hall, but Willie Lou, who had worked for the Markses since he was a boy and called him “David” still, was prepared at any hour to sit him down to a good meal. “No fussing, just a little fixing,” she said as always. “You go wash up.”
Marks went into his father’s study and called the precinct house. The only important message was the answer to his inquiry to the F.B.I.: re Eric John Mather no record of investigation. To be sure the language meant what it seemed to mean, Marks called James Anderson, the F.B.I. liaison man on the case. “Could it mean that Mather was investigated, but that you turned up nothing on him?”
Anderson laughed. “We generally turn up something, no matter what it comes to in evaluation. No, it means just what it says, Lieutenant, the Bureau has not initiated any such investigation.”
So, Marks thought, Sally Nobakoff Kelly had told him yet another lie. But why? Why not say she had never shown the record? Why the garnish? She had used the story to justify her own curiosity, and, Marks realized, if she had worked in the Records Office for any length of time, she was bound to have become familiar with F.B.I. investigators. Professors, especially at Central University, had a way of participating in Causes …
Marks found himself staring up at a faded print on the wall alongside his father’s desk: an allegory of the tree of good and evil. She was a great plucker of apples, our Sally, he thought, she was ever ready to hand them out to any damn-fool Adam gullible enough to try one.
“You can come now, David,” Willie Lou said from the door. “Your mother didn’t want much to go today. Now she’s going to be spitting mad, not seeing you.”
Marks, at headquarters an hour later, tried to write up the gist of his interview with Mother St. Ambrose. There was nothing to write really, and yet the nun’s words had affected him deeply. He was annoyed as a result of the visit. With himself? He wasn’t sure. He did not like Mather. Was this the reason he had allowed himself to get on the man’s back? He had no evidence against him. Just his eccentricity and the Byron coincidence out of which he’d been trying to build his own allegory. He could see himself trying that on the Inspector. There was something to be said for dumb cops, he decided. Facts were facts, and fancies were for the birds. He went down to the squadroom where the day’s round-up was breaking up. Redmond, standing with Pererro and Herring who had just come in, called out to Marks to join them.
“I don’t know what we got,” Herring said, “but we got a lot of something.”
Redmond was trying to take the top from a container of coffee, the tab having broken off in his fingers. Marks suggested he use his pipe reamer.
“I thought we had a tough precinct,” Pererro said. “I just got me a Harlem education.”
“Spanish Harlem,” Herring corrected. “That’s special. Most of the docs are Spanish-speaking where we went looking. Some of them are refugees and most of them don’t want to talk, period. Pererro and I figured out that’s because maybe they’re not all the way kosher. You know, maybe they’re not licensed to practice everything? And man, in some of those places you got to practice everything. Captain, did you ever see rickets? We got ’em in these United States in the great city of New York. Kids with legs like this.” He held up two skinny fingers.
“A humanitarian yet,” Redmond growled. The container lid gave way and he splashed the coffee over his hands and the stack of flyers face-down on the table.
Marks, moving the flyers out of the way, picked up the top one. The ink was not dry, but it was the printed composite picture of Anne’s and Mather’s suspect, a pudgy face, dark brows …
“Some of these places don’t have their doc’s address even,” Herring continued, “only a phone number where they can leave a call. And not one out of ten could tell us the kind of car their medic drove. But we got a list of twelve doctors and checked out three of them so far …”
“Why twelve?” Redmond asked.
“That’s the number of places where that handkerchief could’ve come from. Oh, man! Twenty-four gross of them were given out last Christmas by the Hispanic Brotherhood.”
“Twenty-four gross!” Redmond said, “oh my God.”
“One of the brotherhood imported them from Czechoslovakia and by mistake got ten times what he ordered. They were given out to all the charitable institutions on their list, twenty homes, hospitals and orphanages. But wait, man: only eight out of the twenty send their laundry out. That left us twelve just to worry about. We got samples of their washing compound from every one of them.”
“Good work,” Redmond murmured.
Herring grinned. “Old Pererro, the soap sniffer. Just call him Sneezy.”
“Twelve institutions and twelve different doctors?” Marks said.
“Yes, sir. We figured they split up the charity so’s one man wouldn’t have to take too much of it.”
Marks said: “It just seems like a lot of doctors, doesn’t it?”
“You know—about these foreign medics,” Pererro said, “I heard once they’re the guys who get tapped for patching up criminals—you know, plastic surgery.”
The others looked at him blankly.
“I was thinking about the knife,” he explained.
“If it was a surgical knife,” Redmond reminded him. “It’s not in our possession.”
Pererro went on just the same: “How about this angle on the doc we’re looking for: say he had a sideline, a hole down here with a coverup where he could do abortions?”
Herring’s eyes were dancing. He was ready to jump on the new theory, to expand it, but all he got out was: “How about that, man?”
Redmond broke in: “For the love of God, stop playing the D.A.’s men and just bring in the doctor who parked his car in the lumberyard. What a hell of a combine you two make.”
The younger men looked chastened, but not enough so. “I mean it,” Redmond said. “I get paid for doing the thinking for this precinct. You two get paid for doing piece work. Now get all that jazz into report form. Get your samples to the lab, and I’ll make the assignments from there.”
“Yes, sir,” Herring said. Then, glancing at his book: “How about the docs we didn’t get to check out yet?”
“Mañana,” Redmond said. “And maybe the lab can thin them out for you. Did you think of that?”
Herring didn’t say anything.
“If your doctor is on that list you’re going to give us, you could flush him too soon and we might never get him. You’ve done a good day’s work, but you’re just the line men in this team. Remember that.”
Marks, the “Wanted” flyer in his hand, followed Redmond upstairs. “Did Eric Mather show up to verify this likeness, Captain?”
“Not to my knowledge, but we decided to run it anyway. We can always run another one if we have to. It’s good press relations—as your boss pointed out.”
Marks said nothing. So far he had escaped the pressure which was obviously mounting on the men nearer the top.
Redmond sat down at his desk, got out his pipe and filled it. “You know,” he said, “those two did do a hell of a job today.”
Marks, his elbows on the desk opposite Redmond’s, nodded. “Twelve doctors, twelve Spanish-speaking doctors. Where did they all come from?”
Redmond lit his pipe, pulling noisily at it. “Cuba? Herring said some of them were refugees. The Trujillo outfit’s washed up now, isn’t it—wherever they came from? I can’t keep up with all their revolutions. But they’re a rotten bunch to tangle with, I’ll tell you that. We had to break up an anti-Castro rally down here one night. I got a finger damn near chewed off. A woman! Christ, the way she carried on I thought I was going to get rabies.” He thrust his hand across the desk for Marks to look at, the little finger extended. “Eight stitches.”
“A Spanish-speaking doctor?”
“Hell, no. I went to Bellevue.” He had to relight his pipe. He paused, the match mid-air, and pointed the pipe at Marks. “That abortion angle Pererro started on? I was thinking of that myself today. There’s some of it goes on down here. Only I couldn’t figure any way to tie it in with Bradley.”
Something clicked with Marks, but he couldn’t quite catch it.
Redmond squinted at him through the maze of smoke he was now pumping out of the pipe. He knew he had started something.
“Something,” Marks said, rapping his forehead with his knuckles. “What is it?”
Redmond said: “She’s a good-looking dame, Bradley’s widow, if you can judge by the picture in this morning’s Journal.”
“That’s it!” Marks cried, but almost at once he doubted the significance of his association. “Janet Bradley is a photographer. She has a book about to come out—pictures taken along these streets. When she was taking them, she’d leave her equipment at Anne Russo’s. Bradley himself used to go with her sometimes …”
“But where does the doctor come in?” Redmond said.
Marks took his time. It wasn’t going to be easy to explain to Redmond his own reaction to one of the pictures in that book. And that really was all there was to the association. But Redmond was waiting. Marks had to try. He shook out a cigarette and lit it. “The book is called Child of the City. There’s a little boy in most of the pictures, a grubby little kid, Italian or Puerto Rican. But there’s one picture that tore my guts out—a young woman standing on the steps of a tenement building looking down at the youngster. The more I looked at it, the more I thought, this girl’s in trouble. What a picture! You couldn’t pose that—you just had to wait for it to happen.” Marks half-expected Redmond to spout a sarcasm as he felt Fitzgerald would under the circumstances.
But the Captain said: “Is the building identifiable in the picture?”
“I don’t know. I’d have to see the picture again. This part could be my imagination, remembering something that wasn’t in it at all, but I seem to think now there was some kind of sign in the window above.”
“Dr. So and So?”
Marks said: “That’s what’s running through my mind now.”
Redmond sat back and smoked thoughtfully. After a moment he said: “So there’s the possibility that Peter Bradley was able to identify one of his assailants—or at least the assailant thought so. Let’s take a look now at what we’ve got and see if we can put together what happened to Bradley in his last hour, shall we?”
Marks nodded and both men started to speak at once. Redmond said: “You start it off.”
Marks said: “Bradley left the house at nine fifteen, tailed by this character.” He indicated the flyer. “We’ll call him A. A was probably in a car driven by B who could be our doctor. A dropped off at the corner of Tenth Street to set up things at Anne Russo’s. B tailed Bradley all the way to the lab and drove up behind him just as Bradley reached the entrance. He’d have to do that to make it seem natural, his asking: ‘Are you Dr. Bradley?’ Then he persuaded Bradley that Anne Russo was hurt—or ill.”
“But the girl had left Bradley’s house with the others,” Redmond said. “Wouldn’t Bradley assume she was at the laboratory?”
“Actually she hadn’t. Steinberg and the boys had gone downstairs ahead of her. She had to run to catch up with them. And even if she doesn’t remember it, it’s just possible she said within Bradley’s hearing: ‘I’ve forgotten my glasses. I’ll have to go home for them.’”
“In any case,” Redmond said, “Bradley seems to have got into B’s car without much protest. Go on.”
“By a quarter to ten, they were outside Anne’s house—but the car seems to have gone on quickly. The old lady looking out her window—dividing her attention between the wrestling match on television and the street, didn’t notice the car, just two men—and heard somebody call, ‘Doctor.’ Whether from inside the vestibule or on the street, we don’t know. There has to be a Mr. C involved now. Maybe he drove the doctor’s car and parked it in the lumberyard while the other two went inside with Bradley. A was already on the scene.”
“The lumberyard—that’s the stickler,” Redmond said. “Why that elaborate preparation? Why not just park the car on the street for a quicker getaway? Was it a safe place to count the money they’d taken from Bradley?” He shook his head.
Marks said: “It wasn’t his money they were after. Something bigger. Something that came with the film or in his notes. It has to be.”
“I agree,” Redmond said. He relit his pipe, long since gone out again. “Dave, suppose they didn’t get what they were looking for? Suppose Bradley had—in effect—doublecrossed them? Suppose they did use the lumberyard as a place to examine what they’d taken. Maybe they needed light, strong light—for film? A lumberyard would have an outlet for power equipment. Say they didn’t get what they were looking for. They then assumed Bradley had caught on …”
“That means he was carrying something he wasn’t supposed to know about himself,” Marks interjected. “A dummy carrier?”
“Right. At the time they were examining the film, Bradley was lying unconscious in the apartment hallway. A few minutes later the woman with the dog saw him struggling out among the ashcans. He was out there for anybody to see who looked. And they would have looked. If Bradley wasn’t carrying what they expected, he was their enemy. And in his condition at that moment, a very easy one to put a knife in.”
“That makes the doctor our hottest prospect, doesn’t it?” Marks said after a moment.
“Hot and slippery,” Redmond said. “He must have a damned good story ready for us or he wouldn’t have left so wide a trail.”
“Funny, how we started in one direction and came out another,” Marks said.
“That photograph needs to be checked all the same,” Redmond said. “We’re a long ways from home.”
There was no one at the Bradley apartment when Marks called. He knew that Janet had flown to Chicago for the interment there, but he had hoped Louise might be at the apartment. He found her at her own home, Anne Russo with her, as well as three of the wildest children it had ever been his misfortune to meet.
“They’re always like this after they’ve been with Grandma Steinberg,” Louise shouted over the din. “I just let ’em go till they’re exhausted.”
Anne, apparently on the theory that she could not lick them, had joined them. They had her tied to a diningroom chair from which she smiled up at Marks while the Steinberg Indians whooped around her.
“Joan of Arc or Pocahontas?” Marks shouted.
“Houdini!” Anne cried and broke the strings in a burst of flailing arms and legs.
The adults retreated to the kitchen, Louise closing the door behind them. Steinberg, the scientist, it was plain to see, hadn’t washed a dish during his wife’s absence.
“Do you have a key to the Bradley apartment?” Marks asked.
“I put it in the mailbox,” Louise said. “Why?”
“There’s something I want to see—Mrs. Bradley’s book.”
“It isn’t there. I packed Janet’s suitcase for her and stuck it in. There was room.”
Marks, astounded, said: “Why not the telephone book?”
Louise looked offended. “I thought she might need something like that, work—some distraction.”
Marks was beginning to understand that Louise was one of those people who organized other people’s affairs for them and her own not at all. “There’s a picture in it I wanted to see again and to ask her about.”
“She’ll be home tomorrow.”
“Mañana,” Marks said.
Then Anne said: “There’s an exhibit of Janet’s pictures in Lowell Hall. Mostly trick stuff though, you know, non-objective.”
“Are there pictures from the new book in it?”
“A few, I think,” Anne said.
“Where’s Lowell Hall?”
Louise said: “Annie, why don’t you take him there? He might have trouble getting in at this hour.”
Louise, the matchmaker, Marks thought, but he was not displeased. “Do you mind?”
Anne made a futile gesture toward the dish-filled sink.
“Oh, no you don’t,” Louise said. “I’ve got to do something till the demons wear themselves out.” She took them to the hall door. “Come back later for coffee. I’d offer you dinner, but not in this mess.” A very subtle woman, Marks thought, but the least he was going to do was take things at his own pace.
It was almost six o’clock when they reached the University and they had to get the custodian to open the lecture hall and turn on the lights.
“Should I tip him?” Marks whispered.
Anne shook her head. “Dangerous precedent.” She flashed the man a smile and Marks thought it would be a mighty poor man who wouldn’t settle for that.
They walked solemnly along the walls hung with Janet Bradley’s work: wisping trailing camera effects, light and shadow; then a group of surrealist designs started out of city skyscrapers. “I shouldn’t be enjoying this,” Marks said, “but I am.” He was aware of a group of portrait photographs which they had not yet reached.
“Why shouldn’t you?”
“I don’t know,” he murmured. “She makes this city beautiful, and it’s not.”
“But there’s beauty in it if you look hard enough.”
“In the right places,” Marks said. “I don’t often get to them.”
The first portrait in a series came as a shock to Marks: it was of Anne Russo. Janet had caught her as she was looking up from her desk at home. Pencil in hand, she looked radiant, as though she had just made a marvelous discovery. Marks looked from the picture to the girl. She was almost his height, her face flushed now, self-conscious. “It doesn’t flatter you, you know. It’s just you at the right moment.”
“You should see me at some of my wrong ones,” Anne said, trying to edge him along. “I’d forgotten Janet was there that night. She was working. So was I. She didn’t tell me. Afterwards she said she’d been watching me for an hour. Most of the time I’d been biting my thumb.” Anne motioned toward a picture down the line. “There’s one from the book I think.”
It was the portrait of the dark, troubled girl on the steps which Marks had remembered. But it was the insert only, an enlargement of her face, showing nothing of the background in which Marks was at the moment most interested.
“Did Mrs. Bradley talk to you about this picture, where she took it?”
Anne shook her head. “She doesn’t talk about her pictures ever. If they don’t speak, she said once, then I don’t have anything to say either.”
In the hallway, having told the custodian that they were through in Lowell Hall, Marks said: “Anne, would you have dinner with me?”
She nodded vigorously. “I’d love to.”
A half-hour later they were sitting in the Bretagne, a restaurant Anne said she always went to with her parents when they came into town. They had the menus and a martini each before them.
Anne said: “I haven’t had much to eat lately. I always seem about to eat. Then something happens and I don’t want to any more.”
Marks, glimpsing the prices of the entrees, said: “You’d better eat tonight.”
“I don’t want to forget, you see, and already I’m beginning to. All day today I kept thinking: I don’t want to go on in science. I don’t care enough, not deep down inside.”
“What do you want to do?”
“I want to live, whatever that means.” She turned the glass round with her fingertips. Marks noticed she had put on nail polish since last he had seen her. “I want to be like that picture Janet took of me!” She bit her lip then, Marks thought charmingly. “I’m very young, aren’t I?”
“Sometimes.”
“How old are you, David? Do you mind? I shouldn’t want to be called Dave if I were David, I don’t think.”
“I’m thirty.”
“Are you married?”
“No.”
“I’m glad,” Anne said. “I mean—I was raised a Catholic, you see.”
“And taught not to go out with married men,” he prompted.
“It isn’t exactly going out, dinner just, is it? I mean that was presumptuous of me, saying what I did.”
Marks said: “To me, it’s going out—if there are tablecloths on the table. What do you recommend we have to eat?”
“Everything is good.”
“Would you share the Chateaubriand? Rare?”
She nodded. “You speak French, don’t you—the way you said that?”
“Waiter’s French anyway,” Marks said.
“Louise said your father is a judge.”
“A lawyer.”
“That’s like Louise. She always pushes people a step ahead of themselves. Everybody’s the greatest.” After a moment she added: “I wish I thought Bob Steinberg was. I don’t.”
Marks lifted his glass. “You’re comparing him with Peter Bradley. Not many men could stand up to that comparison.”
“Most of them don’t even try.” She sipped her drink and watched Marks while, by an old habit, he took his pencil and lightly checked off items on the menu.
He said then: “Clams, onion soup, Chateaubriand and salad. How’s that? And an inexpensive claret—if there is such a thing any more.” He gave the order to the waiter.
“I wonder if Eric will now,” Anne said.
Marks was a moment remembering the sequence of her remark.
“Try to measure up to Peter,” she added.
“With Janet?”
Anne nodded. “I know he’s terribly fond of her—at least I’m reasonably sure of it. Only he hates himself so. But now with Peter gone, maybe he won’t feel so inferior.”
Marks said: “Anne, didn’t I ask you about this once before, the possibility of Mather and Janet Bradley?”
“No.”
He had asked Louise, he realized, and considered her a better judge of relationships than Anne Russo.
“I probably wouldn’t have told you anyway,” Anne said. “I mean, I was guessing and there wasn’t anything between them actually. Just what Eric called his fantasy …” She finished her drink, remembering the martinis she had had with Mather. It seemed years before. “I think Eric is one of the lost people in this world. He tries to hate, I think, because he’s afraid of being hurt in love.”
What Eric called his fantasy, Marks thought … And here was yet another woman presuming to understand him, making allowances. Why? Marks motioned for another round of drinks. He was no psychologist. But the man Mather was psychopathic. He, too, David Marks, policeman, had been making allowances, subconsciously condemning that catch-all scapegoat, society. Society was the people who composed it, the Eric Mathers along with the rest. Because a sophisticated group of people could accept him, he was not cured automatically! In fact, acceptance might compound his malady—if he had to strive too hard to get it.
Marks concealed his own uneasiness. He tried to make the question he now asked sound casual: “When did it first occur to you that Eric might be in love with Janet?”
Anne thought for a moment. “That night … the awful one. Only earlier. I was just going to leave. Eric had already gone. But I wanted to tell Janet how much I’d liked the show at Lowell Hall. She was at the front window looking down. Eric was crossing the street. I didn’t see him at first, but—this all happened in a minute—I saw him turn under the street lamp there and put his fingers to his lips … you know?” Anne repeated the gesture telling it: the fingertips of both hands from her lips toward Marks. “And that wasn’t anything really. I mean I wouldn’t even have thought about—Eric’s like that to everybody—except that Janet, well, there were tears in her eyes when she turned around—and the way she caught my hands and hung onto them for a minute.” Anne looked down at her own hands now. “I’m not very good at a time like that. I run. I’m a funny sort to be an Italian. I’m supposed to be emotional.”
Marks let her finish, putting her own construction to the incident. But he had to press her then for the picture on the street that night. Mather had initiated the party, maneuvered it, and had been the first to leave. He had described in great detail a man whom he should have seen as no more than a passerby. “Eric crossed the street, turned, and threw the kiss? Didn’t he look up first to see if there was anyone in the window?”
“No,” Anne said. “That’s what I mean. I wouldn’t have thought about it at all if Janet hadn’t been so—so moved, I guess. David, we’re making a mountain out of it. We shouldn’t. I ploughed in and asked Eric—last night, was it? the night before—I forget. And I didn’t ask really, I just said I thought it would be great, Janet’s needing somebody now. That’s when he said that there was nothing—except his own fantasy.”
Marks thought about his first meeting with Mather, informing him that Bradley was dead. At the suggestion on Marks’s part that there might have been a relationship between Bradley and Anne Russo, Mather had lent credence to the idea; at least he had tried to contribute to it by saying that he never met his pupils in private, the insinuation being that Bradley did. He was a desperate, cunning man that night, and he had been writhing in his fashion from the moment he left the Bradley house.
And what actually had happened in Anne’s vestibule: if Redmond was right, the knock on the head should have been enough … Marks felt he now had another part of the story. With just a tinge of regret he realized that this dinner could now go on Investigative Expenses.
“I’ve started something, haven’t I?” Anne said, watching him. He had crumbled a piece of bread, and was making neat little clusters of the crumbs.
“You had a drink with Mather yesterday. Where?”
“A place on Sullivan Street. He was waiting for me when I came out of the lab.”
“Were you that friendly before?”
“No. I’d just known him from Peter and Janet’s.”
“Why do you think he looked you up?”
Anne did not hesitate. “To compare notes on the man I’d seen in the hallway.”
“Whom he had seen near the Bradley steps?”
Anne nodded.
“Whom neither you nor any of the others coming out of the house saw there?”
Anne shook her head.
“Now let’s enjoy our dinner,” Marks said. “You do like clams?”
“I like food,” Anne said, “and I’d better have some before I drink any more of this martini.”
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IF HE HAD NOT told Janet that he would be in Chicago that night, Mather would have returned to New York at once. The one thing he would not permit himself was fantasy, the dream of Eric Mather, hero, or in disgrace. The future must be no larger than the compass of his atonement, step by step. He would go as far as he could by his own resources and hope that it was far enough to partially redeem him. Jerry and Tom had tracked him back in time; they had tracked him, he was sure now, from an incident in the park. First, they had chosen him as the most likely prospect for their scheme among Peter Bradley’s associates. They must have done a similar job on others until they settled on him as their man. To have used Anne Russo as they finally had when he had no more than mentioned her was proof enough. But how bitterly ironic that in his righteous strength that day, striking a would-be offender, he had exposed the very weakness they were looking for! Evil born of good.
And he had convinced himself that he was breeding good of evil, content in their conspiracy. Ah, but nothing was that simple: to be honest now he needed to remember his feeling of exultation as, string by string, he had manipulated his unwitting friend. To have had such envious hatred of a man whom he truly loved!
They had tracked him from the park; and he must now track them. His last contact: the day of Peter’s return. By pre-arrangement with Jerry, he had posted a notice on the third-floor bulletin board in the General Studies Building: PUPPIES FOR SALE—CALL EL 7-2390 AFTER 9:00 P.M. It told them Peter Bradley would leave the house at that hour, carrying the film. The confirmation: a thrown kiss. He had with consummate skill and sureness carried out his plan. Even now he felt the prickle of pride, and his self-humiliation was the greater for instantly realizing it.
All afternoon he walked the stark and windy lake front beneath the Albion bluffs, composing in his mind the details of his “Confession.” It must be told ruthlessly, without a word of self-justification. But the sands of the shoreline kept giving way beneath his feet. In the late afternoon he drove into Chicago, parked the car, bought a notebook, and checked in at the Palmer House.
In a high room, looking down on the elevated tracks below, he noted that the window was sealed, and then began to write. Presently: “… They would have been watching me for some time then. Or they may even have put the boy up to it. I rather think they got to him afterwards. This I propose to find out if I am given the opportunity. They had liaison within the University itself. The boy’s name was Osterman. He dropped out of my classes at the end of the semester, but he used to turn up now and then in a group that called themselves the Imagists …”
It was after nine when Janet called him. He had long since told himself he had no right to expect that she would call. But all evening long he had been writing with an almost superstitious haste against the moment when the phone might ring. It was as though time were the measure of truth. The notebook pages were scarred with his deletions, for over and over again he had sought to justify himself and scratched out the words. A lifetime of such reflex could not be stilled at a sitting, especially by one who taking pen in hand had always fancied himself a potential Proust.
His voice showed the strain when he answered the phone.
“Are you all right, Eric?”
“Yes. And you?”
“I’m fine,” Janet said. “It’s over now … the ceremony. Just ashes. We put them beneath an oak tree in the place where all the Bradleys are … near his son.”
He had known of course that there had been a child, but never before had either Janet or Peter spoken of him to him.
“Now there’s the other,” Janet went on, “why he died. It doesn’t seem important when a man’s reduced to a little box of ashes.”
“Janet, don’t.”
But she went on: “I kept thinking all day of the places I hadn’t gone with him because I wasn’t always sure he wanted me. It seemed so indecent—so grotesque to have him all—like a trinket at my wrist.”
“For the love of God, Janet …”
“Eric, there has to be some deeper meaning to a man. What did his death mean to the person who killed him?”
“I too want to find that out,” Mather said quietly.
“Then tell me quickly. I can bear it.”
Something in the way she said the words made him say: “Peter was pure, Janet. There was no corruption in him.”
“I’m much aware of that. Eric, I can take a cab and come downtown—just for an hour. I want to leave this house for a while.”
He looked at the key lying on the table beside the phone. “Room 723,” he said.
twenty
BY THE TIME THEY finished dinner, Marks knew several things about Anne Russo which he had not known: that she had a brother, an archeologist now digging with the British in Egypt—an Egyptologist was in no way to be confused with a United Arab Republican—and that her father and mother had a farm in northern Connecticut to which they had retired when her father left the newspaper; he still wrote editorials when he got angry enough. But on the whole, the evening had not gone as Marks would have liked. His was too grim a business to mix well with pleasure.
“When all this is over …” he said when they reached the street, and then cut the sentence off: it sounded like a brush-off. “Anne, if you’re not in a hurry I’d like your help in an experiment. It won’t take long.”
In the car he said: “We’re going to the Bradley house.”
“Not housebreaking?”
“No. It’s the outside I’m concerned with now.”
Anne sat silently. Traffic was light. A cold wind had come up and the side window was open. Marks offered to close it. “No. It’s real,” she said, “the wind. I was forgetting again.”
“So was I,” Marks said, “which is much worse.” Her ungloved hand lay on the seat between them. Marks laid his upon it and Anne turned hers, palm to palm, and held it. They were both remembering when this had happened before, her holding hard to his hand: when she had had to identify Peter Bradley.
A few cars were parked along the street in front of the Bradley house. Traffic was very sparse. A light burned in the second-floor apartment, but low and deep within the room. It was to be supposed that it was left burning much of the time. All the lights were on in the first-floor apartment.
“I don’t suppose you noticed that night if there were lights on there?” Marks said, indicating the first-floor windows beneath which they were standing.
“No,” Anne said. “I was trying to catch up. I could hear the others down the street, but I couldn’t see them. It’s a dark street, isn’t it?”
He looked up at the street lamp a few feet from the Bradley steps, a sharp light which nonetheless gave off very little illumination. They waited at the bottom of the steps for a man to pass. He murmured “good evening,” and they answered. He turned in a few doors down the street.
Marks took off his hat and said: “Do you mind putting this on for a minute?”
“No,” Anne whispered. She knew now what he was about.
He put the hat at an angle he wanted, and brushing her hair back with his hand, he saw her lips tremble. “Now just stand where you are—at the bottom step.” He tilted her chin so that she would be looking up. “No one would believe that what I’m doing just now is in the line of duty.”
Anne laughed nervously.
“Head up,” he said, “as though you were looking at the door.” He went up the steps. The vestibule doors were half-glass, smoked-glass with etched floral patterns around the frame through which the light from within was multi-colored, prismatic. Marks went into the vestibule and stood there a moment, letting the door close behind him. There was mail again in the Bradley box. He closed his eyes to make sure the afterglow from his having looked into the street lamp had faded. Then he opened the door. For a second or two he could not see anything, then Anne, but only as a figure until he started down the steps, walking very slowly. Even then he had to shade his eyes with his hand in order to see her well: the street light was blinding to anyone coming down the steps. Not until he was alongside her could he really see her features.
He posted Anne in several places, then on the sidewalk in front of the building while he observed her from the steps. He could not see her clearly from any of them. “And I have twenty-twenty vision,” he said under his breath.
Across the street they stood for a moment and looked up at the Bradley windows. The floor lamp burned over an empty chair near the study door. The blinds had not been drawn, everyone having gone away in daylight. Marks put the fingers of both hands to his lips and then tossed them toward the house. “Like this?”
“Yes,” Anne said, scarcely audible.
They walked to the car in silence.
“What does it mean, David?” Anne asked, in the car again.
“I don’t know. But he could not possibly have described the man much better than you did from a chance encounter. There’s something rotten in his story. But till we find out what it is, I’d ask you not to say anything.”
“Of course,” Anne said. “But why would Eric have described him at all?”
Marks shook his head. “He’s an enigma wrapped in a dilemma. But it’s my job now to find him and take off the wrappings.”
“I don’t think I’d like to be a detective,” Anne said presently.
Marks, pursuing his own thoughts of Mather, said: “‘For each man kills the thing he loves …’” He pulled himself up. “God Almighty, they’ve got me doing it now too. And that whole spiel is rubbish, rhymed, lisping, self-pitying rubbish.”
“I don’t believe Eric could kill anyone,” Anne said.
“Don’t bet your life on it,” Marks said. “Nobody could tell you better than Eric Mather the ways there are of killing.”
“You hate him, don’t you?” Anne said, a sort of hurt surprise in her voice. “You really hate him. Why?”
“Because I have to. That’s what it’s like being a cop. You hate men for the rotten things they do and you can’t afford the luxury of sorting out the sinners from their sins. In the last analysis, it’s them or you.”
“Which makes it terribly simple, doesn’t it?” And after a moment when he said nothing: “I never knew a policeman before.”
“And you often wondered why men joined the force,” Marks said, hurting himself further on her behalf.
“No. I left that question to my father. He asked it often, being an Italian.”
“What has that to do with it?”
“There being so many Italian gangsters.”
“I would suppose,” Marks said, “he sees very little difference.”
“I’ve heard him wonder if they weren’t both stems from the same root,” Anne said. “But in the end, he feels, it depends on the man himself.”
“It should,” Marks said, “but it doesn’t. A cop is a cop.”
After seeing Anne inside her apartment door, Marks returned to the station house and put a round-the-clock stake-out on Mather’s apartment. He was to be contacted no matter what hour Mather showed.
Marks went upstairs to find that not only was Redmond still in his office, but with him were Jim Anderson and another federal investigator named Tom Connolly. Connolly, Redmond explained, was an expert on Cuban nationals presently enjoying refuge in the United States.
Redmond and his men had narrowed the doctors to one prime suspect, a Dr. Rodrique Corrales, the house physician of an orphanage uptown, one of the institutions from which the handkerchief might have come. He also had an office in Harlem and an interest in a “clinic” on East Eleventh Street. “You were right,” Redmond said, and then explained to the federal men, “Lieutenant Marks saw a photograph Mrs. Bradley had taken outside the clinic. That’s what helped us narrow it down to Corrales.” He turned back to Marks. “He drives a black ’59 Chevrolet sedan. We have the license number.”
“And the doctor himself?” Marks said.
“Not yet.” Redmond heaved a heavy sigh. “We can’t pick him up and work him over like an ordinary suspect. Corrales, it turns out, is a big macher in the Cuban liberation movement.”
“But an American citizen.” Anderson went on reproachfully: “I wouldn’t say you can’t pick him up, Captain. But it would be wise to have the goods on him first. He’s a man of some importance, and his friends are politically most useful to our interests.”
“But if he’s a murderer?” Marks said.
“If he murdered Bradley, he must of course be prosecuted,” Anderson said, “I am only suggesting it will be difficult on the basis of such evidence as you have to date.”
To Marks his words had suggested something else: he felt that Anderson had made a distinction when he said: “If he murdered Bradley …” It caused the Lieutenant to wonder whether other murders were permitted the doctor.
“Which is not to say you are on the wrong track,” Anderson added, opening the briefcase he hoisted up on Redmond’s desk. He took out what looked to be a news photograph of a crowd of demonstrators. “Could we have the magnifying glass again, Captain?”
Under the glass, he pointed to a good-looking young man, distinguished by a very flashy smile.
“Dr. Corrales?” Marks asked.
“That’s the man,” Anderson said.
Marks looked at the picture again. “Hey!”
“Very good! You’re an observant man, Marks.”
Next to Corrales was a face which bore striking resemblance to the portrait that had been drawn from Eric Mather’s description.
“What was the occasion?” Marks asked of the crowd picture.
“The arrival of Castro’s first ambassador to the United Nations. It was taken in the U.N. Plaza.”
“Was Corrales for or against Castro then?”
“Against, and presumably he still is.” He glanced at Connolly who was unwrapping a cigar. “We shall be anxious to evaluate anything you pick up on him. I suppose much will depend on who this gentleman turns out to be.” He indicated the dark-browed suspect in Bradley’s killing.
“You have nothing on him?”
“You haven’t found out his name for us yet,” Anderson said in his bland way which was every bit as biting as Fitzgerald’s sarcasm. “However, Mr. Connolly assures me that out of—how many people, Tom, in this picture?”
“Thirty-seven.”
“Out of thirty-seven people here on whom we have fairly complete information this man is not among them.”
“And I’d like to add,” Connolly said, “I don’t think he is connected with Cuban affairs.”
“Eric Mather said he reminded him of one of the Russian diplomats,” Marks said.
“Interesting,” Anderson murmured, turning the photo around for another look. “This Eric Mather—he’s your specialty, isn’t he, Marks?”
“I’ve been out of touch with him for twenty-four hours. I just put a stake-out on his home.”
“And you expect him to return there?”
Marks met Anderson’s eyes straight on. “Yes,” he said, “I do.”
Anderson nodded and proceeded to put the crowd photo back in his briefcase. Marks caught sight within the case of the box in which Bradley had brought the film into the country. Anderson surprised him staring at it. The F.B.I. man laughed. “I didn’t steal it, Marks. Captain Redmond will explain it to you.” He closed the bag and held out his hand first to Redmond. “I’m sorry we’ve had no more to contribute to your investigation. But you seem to be doing remarkably well on your own.” To Marks he said simply: “Good luck.”
It crossed Marks’s mind then that Mather might just possibly be in federal custody already.
“I don’t get it,” Marks said when he and Redmond were alone. “Are they asking us to lay off this Dr. Corrales?”
Redmond knocked out his pipe in the empty wastebasket. “I see two possibilities, Dave. They’re playing it cool till they find out what it’s all about—Bradley probably did bring something into the country—on microfilm by as simple a means as a false-bottomed box.” He drew four lines on a scratch pad. “The bottom of the box, the microfilm, the false bottom, the legitimate film strips. As I said, either they don’t know yet and want to run even with us, or they already know more than we do and hope that our due process won’t break open their international cover system. Connolly, by the way, is C.I.A.”
“So where does that leave us, Captain?”
“Full speed ahead in the morning. Phone in before you come down, Dave. If Corrales is available uptown, we’ll pick you up on the way.”
twenty-one
OPENING THE DOOR TO his room ten minutes after Janet called, he left it open, and every time the elevator stopped he looked out to see if it were she, and every time when she did not come he felt reprieved. The urge kept building in him to leave the notebook on the bed—the door open—and himself to flee. He could see her in this room, sitting with the notebook beneath the reproduction of autumn colors in Brown County—trying perhaps to decipher the words he had scratched out. The fact remained that he had not killed Peter. For all the crossing out that he had done, the unexpected truth pared down to in his scrutiny of self was that the man he killed was Eric Mather … who now was simply taking a long time dying. Agamemnon died tonight: how aptly he had spoken in that grandiloquent cry of self-recrimination!
Janet when she came took him by surprise. Deeply sunk in his own thought, he had not heard the elevator. She stood in the doorway, her coat open, purse and gloves in hand, like a young girl who had been running. He leapt to his feet and crossed the room. Then both of them just stood facing each other as though a phantom wall rose up between them. He opened his arms, a gesture of helplessness, but Janet crashed into them. He held her close then, freeing one hand just long enough to close the door behind her. He brushed her forehead with his lips. She smelled of fresh air, of cleanness.
“I am alive,” she said over and over again, “and I want to live.”
Finally she pushed gently away from him and studied his face—as he did hers. Her eyes were deeply circled, the more blue for the darkness under them.
“You too have suffered,” she said, touching her fingertips to his cheek. “I hope Peter didn’t.” She looked away, saying it. “He could never bear pain. Sometimes I’ve thought you like it.”
“It has served me—in the absence of other things.” He turned and made a vague motion toward the corner chair. “Would you like a drink?”
“No.”
“I haven’t eaten,” he said. “Not that I care.”
She sat on the edge of the bed. “Why are you here, Eric?”
He shook his head and smiled a little.
“Why am I here—in this room?” she said then. “The family has gone to bed—except John. He’s gone to see a patient. He dropped me off here.”
“No questions?”
“None of the Bradleys ever ask that kind of question,” Janet said.
“Pride?”
“Of a certain kind, I suppose.”
He sat on the floor at her feet, his elbow on the bed, his hand where she could touch it if she wished. “I should always be asking questions of you, Janet, wanting you to tell me more, and again more.”
She smiled, a little color creeping into her cheeks. “I needed that kind of love,” she said quietly.
“I worship you, Janet. I haven’t the worth or the right, but it is so nonetheless, and I’m too weak not to say it to you now.”
“Do not worship me, Eric. I worshipped Peter … and it wasn’t a satisfactory substitute for love.” She leaned back and spread her hand on the bed. “I didn’t want to hurt him, so I fought—myself—in every way I knew. I asked him not to leave me—the night he came home from Athens. But I knew in my heart it was false. I wanted him to go … and you to stay. If you had come back, Eric …” She looked down at him, through him, seeing the supposed lost moment, and then beyond it. “And worst of all, I’m not at all sure now he didn’t know.”
“No wonder he went so willingly then, God damn him!” Mather cried, embracing the insight she suggested, and with it bursting the bonds of guilt in which he had tried to bind himself.
“Eric, Eric.” She tried to reach him, but he drew back from the touch of her hand.
“Didn’t he laugh in your face?”
“He would have been too kind for that—too civilized.”
“But he went all the same, didn’t he? He had nothing to fear from his friend Eric—Eric the cripple!”
Her sudden fury matched his own. She struck him hard across his face. The sound of it seemed to linger in the after-silence. She said: “I have never allowed anyone to say that of you in my presence, and you will not say it either.”
His anger fled and he knew he had again sought justification where actually there was none. One’s guilt was one’s own: nothing qualified it. “Oh, Janet, dearest woman. If only faith could make man whole.” He leaned his head on the bed beside her. She stroked it gently, her hand cool where it lingered on his forehead, his cheek. It smelt faintly of cologne.
“We aren’t any of us ever whole, Eric. It’s only in love that we come close to wholeness—and even that takes two to make one whole.”
“I don’t think I have ever loved before,” he said.
“Are you afraid?”
“No. Not at the moment.”
“Then you won’t ever be afraid again.”
“You don’t know,” he said. “I wish you never needed to know.”
“I don’t. I’ve never been one who had to start things from the beginning. I think photography has taught me that the ‘now’ carries enough of the past to answer all we need to know.” She rested her fingers at his temple. He seemed to feel her pulse in them. It was his own, beating against her touch.
They did not speak for a time. Then she said: “Will you go back tomorrow?”
“Yes.”
“Can we go together?”
“No. I think not. I must go alone on the first flight.”
“Will you come to me—or shall I come to you?”
“I’ll come … as soon as I can.”
“Eric?”
He raised his head and looked at her.
“You want to—don’t you?”
“With all the soul that’s in me.”
She smiled. “Don’t move now. Not till I’ve gone.” And leaning down, her hand beneath his chin, she kissed him softly but lingeringly on the mouth.
twenty-two
REDMOND, HERRING AND PERERRO picked Marks up at a few minutes past nine the next morning, Pererro at the wheel.
“Who’s minding the store?” Marks asked.
Redmond, whose mood was as gray as the sky overhead, said: “The Inspector himself came round to cheer us up.”
“Yes,” Marks said, “he cheered me up this morning too. I failed to turn him in a report on yesterday’s business. But he’s right on one thing. I’ve goofed on Mather. He might have broken if we’d sweated him early.”
“Let’s concentrate now on Corrales,” Redmond said. “At most Mather is accessory to the murder, wouldn’t you say?”
“Yes, to give the devil his due, I think that’s about right. He didn’t expect Bradley’s death. I spent the midnight hours doing up my own dossier on him. It reads like a term paper in psychology. I can’t wait to show it to the Inspector.”
For the first time that morning Redmond laughed.
They drove north through Central Park, up Seventh Avenue and then across to Lenox through a bleak and angry slum. Pererro pointed out one of the children’s homes he and Herring had visited.
“Rats and rickets,” Herring said. “Uncle Sam, take it away. No hablo Español.”
“I didn’t think of that,” Redmond said, reminded by Herring’s remark. “For his own convenience Corrales may not speak English.”
“He got through clear enough to old Fred Bolardo at the lumberyard except for his name,” Herring said, “if he’s the same doc.” Then he added: “Man, he’s got to be.”
As soon as they got out of the car, one of the men on the stake-out joined them and pointed out the second-floor window of Dr. Corrales’s office. The red brick building was roughly divided, first-floor shops, second-floor offices, and residential from there up to judge by the milk bottles, beer cans, and laundry in the windows.
“Any patients with him?” Redmond asked.
“No, sir. No morning office hours. He’s been on the phone most of the time.”
“Is the place bugged?”
“Yes, sir, but not by us.”
“Tell me something I don’t know,” Redmond growled.
“Or that Corrales doesn’t know,” Marks added. “Where’s his car?”
“The black sedan wedged into that no-parking zone.” The detective pointed to the corner.
“Let’s get the technical truck up here,” Marks said. “The main thing: any fragments of glass that might have clung to his shoes, glass from an electric light bulb. There might just be a chance on the foot pedals.”
Dr. Corrales looked startled as the four detectives walked through the shabby waiting room and through the open door of his office. Cutting his phone conversation short, he flashed them a smile. It was something he turned off and on easily, Marks thought, and his good looks came and went with it. He stood up to meet them. “Gentlemen of the police, I presume.”
Redmond pocketed his identification. “You were expecting us, Doctor?”
“I am not exactly a stranger to the American constabulary. I am sometimes honored, sometimes reprimanded. Which is it this morning?”
No wonder Bolardo couldn’t understand him, Herring thought: he spoke too good English.
Corrales motioned to several yellowing oak chairs. “Please.”
Marks could not remember having encountered a revolutionary before, but from the quick intensity of the doctor’s eyes, he could suppose him a vivid example. He was lithe and muscular despite the slightness of his build. Forty.
“We’d like to know your whereabouts last Monday, Doctor, from say six o’clock in the evening on.”
“Monday the twenty-fourth.” Corrales flipped the pages back on his desk calendar, studied his appointments of the day, tracing them with a well-manicured finger. A hand scarcely to be associated with rats and rickets. “You know I suppose that I sometimes work at a clinic on Eleventh Street?”
“Yes.”
“I was there before six and until, perhaps, eight o’clock. Then I picked up my car and came uptown, stopping for my dinner at a favorite restaurant of mine—Las Palmas on Fourteenth Street. I sometimes meet with my friends there. I made two calls, yes—a child with pneumonia whom I moved that night from the Misericordia Orphanage on Lenox Avenue to the hospital.”
“You moved the child yourself?”
“Certainly not. I arranged the ambulance.”
“What time was this, Doctor?”
“It was well after ten when the ambulance got there. I was going to be late for a meeting.”
“Let’s back up, Doctor. You went to dinner at, say, eight fifteen?”
“Approximately.”
“How long did you spend in the restaurant? We’ll check this, you know.”
“An hour? It must have been about that. It’s my only relaxation.”
“And what time did you reach the hospital?”
“A quarter to ten? I can’t drive uptown in less than a half-hour.”
“All right, Doctor. The other call? You said you made two.”
“I stopped for a few minutes to pay my respects to the family of a friend—a funeral parlor on 108th Street near Lexington.”
“What time, Doctor?”
“Ten thirty?”
“And the meeting, where was that?”
For the first time Corrales showed his impatience. “In the old Hispanic Hall on East Ninetieth. I spoke last—and it was unfortunate. I should have been on the program earlier as scheduled. They lost money having me wind up the meeting, you see. The collection suffered. I am assuming you know the cause, gentlemen? Cuban liberation?”
Herring had made notes throughout.
At this point Marks took over the interrogation. “Dr. Corrales, you drive a black sedan—a 1959 Chevrolet?”
“I do.”
“May we have the keys to the car?”
“For what purpose, may I ask?”
“To examine the car.”
“I understand that. But isn’t it time I was informed of the purpose of your visit? I’m not sure I shouldn’t have my lawyer present before we go any further.”
“Suit yourself, Doctor. A man of some distinction was the victim of a homicidal attack—not far from your clinic.”
“Ah, yes of course,” Corrales said, leaning back slowly in his chair with the air of someone suddenly realizing graver implications than he had at first suspected. “And closer still to where I have made the arrangement to park my car.” He took his car keys from his pocket and offered them.
Pererro took them and left.
“An unusual parking arrangement, wouldn’t you say?” Marks continued.
“Not at all. I had been the victim of having my car broken into.”
“Something of value was stolen, Doctor?”
Corrales hesitated. “Yes, Lieutenant, a case of surgical instruments.”
Marks heard the sound, almost a snort, from Redmond: he had predicted that the doctor would have a story waiting for them. He did not take his eyes from Corrales, however, and leaning on the desk he asked: “And a handkerchief, Doctor?”
“There were several—two or three at least in the case.”
“Did you report the theft to the police?”
“I did not—which is why I am now distressed. The physicist was knifed, was he not?”
“Beautifully,” Marks said.
The doctor looked at his hands. “I am … distressed,” he repeated.
Marks glanced at Herring: they were coming full circle now to his and Pererro’s wild improvisations, the thing that had put him in mind of Janet Bradley’s picture. “Why did you not report so serious a loss, Doctor?”
Corrales moistened his lips. “I am not licensed to practice surgery in the United States, Lieutenant. I was afraid of that kind of investigation.”
Redmond said: “When was the surgical case stolen, Doctor?”
“Oh, it was two or three weeks ago.”
“Have you replaced it?”
“Not as yet, no.”
“Then why take such precautions in parking the car—after the fact?”
Corrales said: “Because in my other, my patriotic profession—you do not know what it means to have to be a professional patriot, sir—I am often the custodian of certain things I should prefer not to have to carry. I will speak plainly, for your men will soon discover—if the vandals who smashed the window of my car to get what they took from it had broken into the trunk that night, they would have discovered an arsenal.”
The detectives digested that bit of information for a moment. Kid gloves, Marks remembered. The same thought must have occurred to Redmond. He said: “There will be charges growing out of such possession, Doctor.”
But not of homicide, Marks thought, that whole theory seeming to crumble. They were back on the street where Fitzgerald had wanted them in the first place, looking for a gang of thugs who attacked Bradley in the moments of his recovery from the blow on the head; two separate crimes. And yet there was Mama Fernandez’s testimony: the call out of “Doctor!” But wasn’t Bradley himself very often called Doctor?
Herring spoke for the first time: “Dr. Corrales, have you been out of town at any time since Monday night?”
For the first time something happened to disconcert the man, Marks thought, something in his eyes changed. He recovered almost at once: “Ah, I see—the old watchman, Bolardo. I read the newspapers, Officer. Having certain things on my conscience—irrelevant to your investigation, but nonetheless—I did not want to risk such trouble as I am now in. I have not been in the neighborhood since. But neither did I want to call attention to myself by my absence. I telephoned Bolardo with the simple lie.”
“The surgical instrument is not irrelevant to our investigation, Doctor,” Redmond said coldly, and then because he was a man who at some point had to throw away the kid gloves, he added: “You didn’t by any chance give the thief a short course in how to use it?”
Corrales smiled blandly. “I do not understand.”
“Think it over. It may come to you.” He led the way out, Herring and Marks following.
On the wall, near the door to the office, was a picture of Corrales, younger, but with the same smile. He was in uniform. Marks lifted it from the nail. “May I borrow this, Doctor?”
“I would prefer not to have it in the newspapers. I do not wish to further jeopardize the work of our committee by my personal blundering.”
“I don’t intend to give it to the newspapers,” Marks said, and took the picture with him.
On the street, a considerable crowd now pushing the police cordon around them, the technical men had arrived and commenced their work on the car.
A forlorn chance at best, Marks thought.
Redmond was instructing Herring and Pererro. “I want every goddamned step of his itinerary checked out and clocked to the minute.”
Marks and he took a cab, leaving the car with the younger detectives. Neither of them said much on the way downtown. “What are you going to do with that?” Redmond indicated the photograph in Marks’s hands.
“Have a couple of people look at it. Janet Bradley for one.”
A few minutes later Redmond said: “Did you believe him?”
“I’ll bet he could tell it the same way again,” Marks said. “Letter perfect. You prophesied that yourself, remember?”
“So did Anderson,” Redmond growled.
“I wonder if he rehearsed him,” Marks said.
Redmond looked at him: something very close to the same thought had crossed his mind. Then he said: “I don’t think so, Dave. One of our leading physicists is not an expendable. You and I have to believe that. Otherwise …” He left the sentence unfinished.
twenty-three
IT WAS ODDLY COMFORTING to contemplate other men’s destinies when you fairly well knew your own. The plane could go down in a crash of course. Mather wondered briefly if in such a case his notebook were recovered from the wreckage what the investigators would make of it. They always looked for sabotage, the planted bomb, the suicide proposing to take with him the plane’s full complement. A small item in the Chicago paper he was still holding in his hand by the time the plane was soaring over the Allegheny Mountains told of the burial at Moncton Grove of Peter Bradley’s ashes, while the New York police were still investigating the circumstances of his murder.
This being the early flight, his companions were mostly business men, starting their day soon after the opening of the offices of their New York conferees. Their Chicago suburb families would expect them home for dinner, the children waiting up … He had always been fond of children: with them he was—what he was, their make-believe his perfect dish. He wondered then what Janet’s child was like and why there had been no others.
Moving through the terminal to the limousine he picked up a copy of the morning Times. On the second page he saw the likeness of Jerry, the police artist’s re-creation from his description. It was remarkably good, he thought. But thinking about Jerry now, he regretted having given the description, its appearance in the papers. Until now Jerry would have felt secure. He would have supposed Eric Mather sealed within the conspiracy, doubly sealed by Bradley’s death. Now he would not know how much Mather had told the police, how much he had been able to tell the police. Jerry might be on the run.
The limousine was bound in by the morning traffic, the whole of it oozing forward like a log-jam on a river, the people within the cars and buses as helpless as woodworms. What an insignificant thing a man was truly.
He forced himself to read the Times story adjacent to the picture. Inspector Joseph Fitzgerald was a garrulous Irishman, a master at saying nothing with an air of profundity. His intent seemed to be to create the impression that the police were not telling all they knew. One might hope to God that this were so, Mather thought. He turned to the page where the story was continued. At the bottom of the column he read: “Professor Eric Mather, missing from his home for twenty-four hours …” And there, maddeningly, the story was suspended, cut off mid-sentence by the compositor at the column’s end and continued nowhere.
But the possibilities were not numerous. He could himself finish the sentence easily: “… is being sought for questioning.” He wondered if Jerry would put it together that way too.
If the police were actually looking for him, however, Mather felt that he dared not go home. They might take him into custody. He would have to tell them what he knew; he would want to. It was all written in the notebook he carried now in the valise along with his overnight things, all—up to this minute. But it was not enough by which to measure anything but ignominy.
He went directly to the University. Here too they would be alerted for him possibly. But he had promised his chairman to return in time for the afternoon classes: a little time of grace might still be left him if he hurried.
Mather entered the General Studies Building by the side door, opposite the park. Two girls were talking with the door attendant, and none of them knew him by sight. A better place for anonymity than a city university would be hard to find. Now he had to take the chance of charming a giddy girl who, he knew, would recognize him. He had tried to remember her name. He had had to leave a blank in his “Confession” though he could see her vividly in memory, pawing her face, wagging her wild red head while he had spouted Byron in the tavern. Then suddenly, opening the door to the Records Office, he had it: Sally. Sally in Our Alley …
He was not sure that it was the same girl now sitting at the desk until she looked up and recognized him. She opened her mouth, but closed it again without saying his name when he put his finger to his lips. An older woman turned from the files where she was working. Mather smiled and bowed a little toward her. With a curt nod she returned to her work and Sally came to the railing, asking loudly: “Can I help you?”
Close to him she said, scarcely above a whisper: “Mr. Mather, the police …”
He deliberately became off-hand. The girl was far too eager to conspire with him. “I’m trying to help them—in a certain matter,” he said.
“Oh.” She was disappointed.
“Sally, the boy who introduced us, Osterman?” She nodded, pleased now by the language of togetherness. “Do you see him still?”
“I don’t go out with him if that’s what you mean. Actually, it’s vice versa since that night—you know? I told you I worked in the Records Office?” Vaguely Mather remembered it now, but he had dug it sharply out of his memory needing to remember Osterman. “Common, you know. Unclean.” Sally made a face saying it that in his present disposition and relieved of this pressure he would have cherished: the girl who, for all her phony aspirations, could say that of herself. “And I thought we had a future. I do love the name Jeffrey …”
“Sally …”
“Sh …” She rolled her eyes toward the other clerk. “That’s Miss Katz. Gee, I wish I could help you, Mr. Mather.”
“Could you find Osterman for me now? I must know where he is, whatever class he’s in. I must talk to him.”
“Gee …” Sally said again, once more casting the backward glance toward Miss Katz who was now banging the file drawers, opening and closing one, then another.
“He’s an English major,” Mather prompted.
Sally drew a deep breath and called out: “I’m going out for coffee, Miss Katz. Okay?” She was on her way, Mather opening the gate for her before the woman could make up her mind what to say.
In the hallway Mather said: “I’ll watch for you here.”
“Do you want me to tell him …?”
“Nothing. Don’t even speak to him. Just come back and tell me where he is.”
Mather spent ten minutes in a booth of the men’s room halfway down the corridor. He was not a bathroom reader, but the time was interminable, the confinement with such literary examples of the college-educated as were to be read on the wall, nauseating. He took Carlyle’s Hero Worship from his bag and read a few paragraphs. Legs came and went. He heard an occasional monosyllabic greeting at the washbasins. Then the bell rang for the change of classes. He looked at his watch. It was five minutes to eleven.
On his first trip back to the Records Office, Sally had not returned. The second trip he came out in time to catch up with her in the hallway before she reached her office.
“He just went into study hall—room 408. I waited, you see, to find out where he’d go at the change of classes.”
“Bless you, Sally, you are intelligent and a princess.”
“I won’t tell anyone I saw you, Mr. Mather. But it said in the paper this morning that the police were looking for you.”
Mather wanted to go quickly. The hall was by no means deserted. But the girl put her hand on his arm to delay him, and when he stayed, she removed it quickly. “I’ve been thinking whether I ought to tell you. You know that picture of the man in The Times this morning?” Mather nodded. “I think I saw him once. Only I thought he was an F.B.I. man. He came in and asked for me, and then he wanted to see your record.”
“I know,” Mather said.
“But the thing I wanted to tell you—the reason I remembered him—it’s two or three months ago, you see—but the man that was with him, his partner?”
Mather said: “A tall handsome young man …”
Sally nodded. “I saw him with Jeffrey Osterman. I was kind of following after Jeffrey in the park. He sat down and I was going to walk by him, you know, casual? But that man came up and put his arm around Jeffrey so naturally I went the other way.”
twenty-four
MARKS CHECKED WITH THE men staking out Mather’s apartment building on Perry Street. Not hide nor hair. A second day’s mail now crowded the box. He called the chairman of Mather’s department at Central University. The chairman himself was at that hour taking Mather’s class in the Victorian novel. He called Louise Steinberg. She had not heard from Mather.
“That morning when he broke down at the Bradleys’ and ran out—what caused it? What did he say to Janet, or she to him? You were there, weren’t you?”
“Yes, but they didn’t say anything. They just stood there and when Janet turned away, he broke down. But, Dave …”
“Yes?”
“Eric called her that same night.”
“The night before last,” Marks said. “What time?”
“It must have been close to midnight. I wasn’t going to call her to the phone, but she was still up …”
“Did you hear what was said by either of them?”
“No. Janet took the call in the bedroom and by the time I got back to the kitchen to hang up the phone they were already off the line.”
Suggesting one thing, Marks thought: a date to meet, and presumably a place. “Louise, I asked you yesterday morning …”
“I know, but you asked me if I’d seen him. And it was in the church. I couldn’t very well run after you when I thought of it.”
“I don’t always get across,” Marks said, as angry with himself as with Louise. “Where can I reach Mrs. Bradley now?”
“I can give you the flight number,” Louise said.
He was waiting at the ramp when Janet came off the plane. She was a moment recognizing him. “Lieutenant Marks,” he said.
“I remember now,” she said, and allowed him to take her suitcase. She had no other luggage. Her dark blue suit, the white blouse fluffy at her throat, became her as few widows could claim of their weeds.
“There are some questions I need to ask you. I can drive you home meanwhile.” Then, because she said nothing and he felt some commiseration, not too lugubrious, was indicated, he added: “You must be tired.”
“I’m … nothing,” Janet said, but smiled at him. A gracious lady, Marks thought, which was perhaps the most deceptive of feminine characteristics. He had known some mighty gracious bitches in his day.
He decided to tell her on the way into the city of Dr. Corrales, the fiasco he had seemed to make of the police case. He dwelt as little as possible on the weapon aspect. It could not be avoided altogether. The name was in no way familiar to Janet. “I’m reasonably sure Peter did not know him either. Peter was apolitical, you know. He had been in school when it was considerably less than fashionable. Too many of the scientists he admired got bogged down—and hurt.”
Which attitude, Marks thought, made Bradley the better instrument for the plotters. Marks opened the glove compartment of the car and took out Corrales’s picture. Janet looked at it carefully.
“I’ve never seen the man to my knowledge,” she said, and for him returned the framed photo to the compartment.
Marks said: “The picture in your book, Mrs. Bradley, the woman on the stoop looking down at the child?”
“Yes.”
“It’s a terrific picture.”
“Because the subject herself was,” Janet said. “She was a girl in trouble.”
“You talked with her?”
“Oh, yes. I gave her twenty dollars, supposedly for allowing me to use her picture. It made it easier for her to accept it.”
“Did she tell you the trouble she was in?”
“It was not hard to guess,” Janet said. “It was in her eyes, the way she looked—wanting the child.”
Marks thought for a moment. Then he asked: “How did you happen to be there?”
“I was following the child wherever he wandered—photographing him—with his mother’s permission. By that time he had become so accustomed to me, he no longer noticed.”
“Where did he live, Mrs. Bradley?”
“On Eighteenth Street near Second Avenue.”
“And he wandered all the way to Eleventh Street?” Marks said.
Janet looked at him, not understanding.
“Dr. Corrales’s clinic is on Eleventh Street.”
Janet shook her head. “I simply don’t get the connection. The picture I assume you’re talking about was taken on Eighteenth Street, no more than a half-block from the child’s home.”
“… No clinic there, no doctor’s office?” Marks was trying now to dislodge his own fixed idea.
“I couldn’t say positively,” Janet said, “but I’m fairly certain. It was an ordinary tenement house like most of the buildings in that block.”
“I could have sworn I saw a sign in the background of your picture,” Marks said.
Janet, twisting round in the seat, getting on her knees, opened her suitcase on the back seat. “Louise had the quaint idea I’d want the book with me.”
A moment later she had it open to the page in question. Marks pulled off the road to look at it. A little square of reflected sky shone in the window behind the girl. Plainly it was not a sign: it had simply become one in his imagination.
“I shouldn’t be surprised,” Marks said after a bit, “if the fixed idea has ruined more people than it’s improved.”
Janet smiled. “That sounds almost un-American.”
Not until they drove up to her house did he put the important question. He asked it with no particular emphasis, but watched closely to see her reaction: “Have you heard from Eric Mather in the last day or so?”
Janet hesitated, then with a faint uplift of her head—pride? defiance?—she said: “I saw him in Chicago last night.”
“He should not have left New York,” Marks said quietly. “Do you know where I can reach him?” There was no urgency in his voice, and having met Janet at the ramp of the plane he knew she had not seen the New York papers.
“At his own apartment or the University. He returned by the first flight this morning.”
Or so he had told her he was doing, Marks thought. “Was he in Chicago—because of you?”
Janet tried to be as honest as she could. “I think that’s possible, Lieutenant, but I am not sure.”
Marks got out and opened the door for her, then got her suitcase from the back seat. Louise was waiting at a discreet distance, standing in the vestibule doorway.
Janet offered Marks her hand. The handshake was brief, its pressure light. She insisted on taking her own suitcase.
“You have my sympathy,” Marks said.
She looked at him sharply, startled. Then she turned to meet Louise who was running down the steps, her arms open. If the words, spoken rather late to have reference to her husband, might in any way forewarn her of further shock ahead, Marks was satisfied. That Mather had made the trip to confide, to confess himself to her, the detective could easily believe. But if that were so, he could not believe that Janet Bradley would now conceal it.
twenty-five
MATHER CLIMBED THE STAIRS to the fourth floor, avoiding the use of the crowded elevators. He would take his chances now, but no more of them than necessary. He found the study hall crowded, some of his own students at the tables. He nodded at those who noticed him and ignored the whispering that sometimes followed in his wake. He laid a firm hand on Osterman’s shoulder, coming up unnoticed behind him. As the boy looked up, he said: “I want to talk with you. Come.”
Without protest the boy got up, leaving his open books, and followed him. Mather led the way to the English Department’s common room at the end of the hall. It was deserted as usual. Mather closed the door, and finding a key on the inside, turned it.
Osterman was at the age when his features changed, month to month. Mather had thought him a good-looking boy, rather virile, when he had had him in his classes. That no doubt accounted for the fury with which he had struck him when the boy had put his hand in his—and after which, except for the night in the Red Lantern, he had determinedly not thought of him at all. Now the boy’s face was soft and sallow, an effete corruption showing at his mouth that sickened Mather. He did not want to know more than his own instinct told him of Osterman’s relationship with the big blond partner to his own conspiracy. He wanted to know but one thing.
“How do I get in touch with Tom? Where can I reach him?”
“Tom?” The eyes were insolent.
Mather kept his hands at his side, but the boy saw the clenching of his fists and his own eyes strayed toward the door. Mather had left the key in it.
“I have a witness who will swear to your association with him.”
“Mr. Mather, why do you hate me so much? I’ve never harmed you. I’ve tried with all my might not to embarrass either one of us. I even tried at first to do what you said I should—to find a girl. Remember, after you hit me?” The boy was pouting, whining like a righteous child in its own defense.
“Or a psychiatrist, I think I said.”
“Do you know what I did, Mr. Mather? I walked straight across the park, into the building and asked the first girl I met to go out with me that night. And in spite of all the show you made over her in the Red Lantern, she was the most vulgar, horrid, pretentious hag. Besides which, she smelled.”
“And so you went back to the park for fresh air. And got picked up by Tom.”
“You make it sound so vulgar.”
“A pickup, man or woman, is vulgar,” Mather said.
“Oh, you Puritan! You’re a New England prude, if you don’t mind my saying it, Mr. Mather.”
“I don’t mind what you say—or to whom you say it, Osterman. I want one small piece of information from you. You took a notice from the bulletin board on Monday. What did you do with it?”
“I read it to Tom over the telephone. He’s been wanting to get a dog, one he wouldn’t have to pay much money for.”
Dear God, Mather thought. The boy could not be that simple. “But you took the notice down from the board!”
“I didn’t want them all to be gone before he could get there.”
“What did he say to you? And when? How did you know to watch the board?”
“He asked me to. He said a friend had told him when the litter was old enough he was going to advertise it there. And last week-end when I saw him, he reminded me to watch for it and call him right away.”
“What does Tom do for a living?” Mather asked. He had to know it all now. For the boy’s sake, not his own.
“He’s a construction engineer. He was working on the project south of the park. Now he’s gone to Florida. He’s promised to write to me.”
“Has he taken the puppy with him?” Mather asked, sick to his bones.
“I didn’t think to ask him. I shouldn’t think so, but I’d have been willing to keep it for him.”
Mather folded his arms. He was half-sitting on a desk. Someone rattled the door and then went away. “Jeffrey, just when did you meet him?”
“You want me to tell you that. All right. I met him when I needed him. When you struck me in the face. The next day—he’d seen it happen.”
“So I’d supposed. He asked you about me?”
“Not really. He wanted to know more about me … and the red-headed girl. Do you know, she’s had the nerve to keep going back to the Imagists? On her own!”
Mather realized that if he tried now to tell the boy what he knew of the man with whom he had taken up he would not believe him. “Don’t you have any parents, Jeffrey?”
“My mother’s in Boston … with a man.”
“I see. That accounts for your knowledgeableness about New England prudes. Did you ever meet a friend of Tom’s, a man he called Jerry?”
“No. We don’t mix with other people. Just ourselves. He has another life to lead.”
How true. “Did you see a police drawing of a man in this morning’s paper, a man wanted for questioning in Professor Bradley’s murder?”
“I don’t read newspapers. Bradley taught here at Central, didn’t he?”
“Tom and his other friend and I myself assisted in Bradley’s murder.” The moment he said the words, Mather recognized the irony: his first overt confession was to this sick boy. He was the more vehement when he added: “Unless I’m able to locate Tom today, I shall tell your story as well as my own to the police.”
The boy smiled a little, his round mouth unable to hold itself firm. He went deadly pale and Mather thought he was going to faint. He caught him by the arms and shook him. “You’ve been used, my boy, in more ways than one. Do you understand?”
“No! I’ll hear from him. I know I will.”
“What name did he give you? Tom what?”
“Jones. But I knew that was a joke.”
“Where did you call him? That notice about the puppies—where?”
“I’ll give you the number. I left the message for him.”
Mather let go of him. Osterman fumbled in his inside pocket and brought out an address book, his hands trembling so much that he could scarcely open the cover, on the back of which the number was written.
Mather waited, pencil and a match packet open in his hand. The boy held the book where he could see it for himself, a Spring telephone exchange, far downtown.
“It isn’t true what you said, is it?” Osterman whined. “You made it up to get Tom’s number out of me?”
Mather just looked at him. He picked up his valise, took it to his desk and, removing the notebook from it, he left the case on the chair under the desk.
The boy watched him, not moving from where he stood. “I wish I’d never met him!”
“So do I,” Mather said from the door.
Again he used the stairs, running down the four flights, passing only a workman with his toolbox on the way. Reaching the main floor he decided against the trafficked corridors and went on to the basement and outdoors by way of the loading entrance.
He was on the south side of the building where the traffic was almost entirely commercial. Nonetheless, he went on for several blocks angling east and south into the hatters’ district before he stepped into a public phone booth. He watched for a pause in the flow of buses and trucks, then deposited his dime and dialed.
After the second ring, a man’s voice shouted above the noise at his end: “Margueritta Import Company,” and when Mather did not respond at once: “Hello?”
“I must have the wrong number,” Mather said and hung up. He looked up the address of Margueritta Import in the phone book. It was on DePeyster Street. He then searched for the nearest public library. The Ottendorfer branch was within walking distance.
There, in the midst of newspaper-reading derelicts, he brought his “Confession” up to date, the last words: The Margueritta Import Company, DePeyster Street.
The librarian was kind enough to give him an envelope and sell him two five-cent stamps. He addressed the envelope to Lieutenant David Marks, marked it urgent, and going out mailed it at the nearest box. Then he took the Lexington Avenue subway downtown.
twenty-six
MARKS SEARCHED THE STUDY he had written of Mather the night before. In the margin of his pages was an occasional question mark, indicating a matter which at the time had seemed of dubious importance but which now remained unanswered. Finding the one he was looking for, he asked Redmond across the room, “Where’s Albion, Illinois? What part of the state
“It’s a Chicago suburb, on the lake.” Clement Rossiter refused at first to talk to him over the phone. “How do I know who you are, sir? Your telling me doesn’t make it so.”
Marks said: “I’ll hang up. Then ask the operator to put through the call to me, David Marks, at the Houston Street precinct, New York City.”
To his amazement Rossiter did just that, calling him collect “I’ve been a victim once of an impersonation. I don’t propose to make the same mistake twice.”
“Eric Mather, a teacher in your employ at one time,” Marks said briskly.
“I supposed that was why you were calling. I advised him to go to the police.”
“When?”
“Yesterday,” Rossiter said.
Piece by piece, Marks got the story from him.
“Do you mind telling me the offense Mather had committed?”
“He was never prosecuted, mind you. The charge was withdrawn … but I did not feel I could withhold such information from men I presumed to be F.B.I. agents.”
“I understand,” Marks said with more patience than he felt. “The offense, sir?”
“Violating a minor of the same sex.”
It would be hard to find an offense more susceptible of blackmail, Marks thought. “Do you remember the bogus investigators well enough to give me a description of them, Mr. Rossiter?”
“Actually, I remember them the better for Mather’s having described them to me yesterday …”
“The dark, pudgy one,” Marks tried to propel him.
“And the tall, blond, all-American footballer.”
“Right,” Marks said, and thanking him, hung up.
Downstairs he picked up Detective Pierce, the most likely man available, and went directly to the University. Miss Kelly-Nobakoff was not his prime target, but because the Records Office was on the first floor, he got a newspaper from the corner vendor, and stopped off to see if Sally could identify the police composite in the morning paper. In one instance at least she had told him the truth, she had been visited by men she thought to be F.B.I. investigators.
Sally did not long withhold the story Mather had asked her to take to Lieutenant Marks. “Only I wasn’t supposed to tell it unless something happened to him.”
Marks assured her she might be saving her idol’s life, telling it now.
“Jeffrey Osterman. Remember, I told you about him that night at the Red Lantern?”
Marks remembered. Jeffrey was another of his neat question marks in the margin of the Mather story.
twenty-seven
ERIC MATHER LEFT THE subway at Wall Street and climbed aboveground into a wild melee of scurrying people. Lunch hour was almost over. Clerks and brokers’ jobbers, stenographers and I.B.M.’ers rushed in and out of buildings and along the street like figures in accelerated motion pictures. Even conversations were thrown against him in bits and pieces: the familiar “So-ahs” punctuating everything. One phrase he caught and remembered: “You know, Michael the big noiser …”
Michael the big noiser, Mather thought, whom he would never know beyond that epithet. How often he had thought of following one conversation picked up on the city street or in a bus until its end. He was confused now in his directions. It did not matter for the moment. He had postponed a purchase until reaching “The Street.” Its affluence prospered the kind of store he was looking for. He walked along Broadway until he came to Billings’ Sporting Supplies. He surveyed his own reflection in the plate-glass window. He had never thought of himself as the sporting type. He went inside and asked to see a fishing knife.
“For cleaning fish?” the attendant asked.
“For killing them,” he said, a smile twitching at the corners of his mouth.
“What kind of fish, sir?”
Mather could feel the sweat starting at the small of his back. He could not think of the word. The clerk played with a tuft of hair in his ear, waiting. Mather did not want to say the word “big.” He had it then. “Game fish,” he said.
The clerk showed him a knife with an exquisite blade, having carefully removed the shield.
“Fine,” Mather said, and watched him wrap it.
On the street again, his purchase in hand, he looked up trying to gain his direction. The towering buildings swayed against the fast-rolling clouds. Rain was about to fall again. At the corner newsstand he asked the way to DePeyster Street. A few short blocks toward the waterfront, but such a difference; glass, marble and steel giving way to brick, wood and plaster. In an alleyway he removed the knife from both paper and shield and plunged the blade through the lining of his pocket to secure it, the leather hilt available to his hand. He threw the wrappings and shield into the first trash basket.
DePeyster Street was short, ending at the waterfront, where Mather could see the cargo ships lying in their slips, their funnels and derricks obscured by the elevated highway. There were not many people, and all of them, he realized, observing from a metered parking area, were about the final tasks of closing up their businesses, stacking crates, lowering grills, hosing down platforms and loading zones. He approached one of the workmen. “You’re closing up?”
“We sure are,” the man said without looking up. He was sorting fruit baskets by sizes. “We open up at 2:00 A.M. Twelve hours is enough.”
“More than enough,” Mather murmured, going on.
The name Margueritta Import Company was lettered in flaking gold on the black wooden canopy over a loading platform. At his back as he looked across the street were the walls of a vast brick warehouse. That side of the street all the way to the corner was abandoned except for a cat worrying a fish head in the gutter. Traffic on the highway rumbled constantly. Foghorns had started their rhythmic braying in the bay. Mather studied the building for a long time. Someone remained in it. He saw the shadow moving between an office light and the window. Next door was a grill-fronted fish market, hosed and locked up. Further down was a seaman’s home. He saw old men come out of the glass-paneled door. Invariably they moved toward South Street and vanished along the docks. A panhandler ambled past him, reconsidered and turned back to ask him for a quarter. Mather gave him fifty cents and a “drink hearty!” The old lush shambled on. A spitting rain began to fall.
Mather drew a deep breath and crossed the street. He picked up the smell of rotting fruit as he neared the building, and remembered Jerry’s asking him what kind of work he thought he did. “You sell fruit.” Mather the psychic!
Baskets and crates were stacked neatly at either side of the platform. Near one of the dusty windows a pale light hung from overhead, throwing its faint rays over a cluttered desk. Mather shielded his eyes and tried to see the room better. An inside door opened on the hallway. He could see no one.
The outside door opened soundlessly to his hand. The hall beyond the office door led to what looked like a vast storage room. The smell of fruit was pungent here, no longer fetid, the sweet fresh fragrance of orange and lemon. Mather stepped into the office where a battered leather valise sat on the floor a few feet from the door. He heard voices from the storage room, faintly as from a caverned distance, droning on in conversation.
He moved quickly across to the desk and removed the phone from its receiver. He listened, thinking the voice he heard might be talking on the phone. “All right, my friend.” And after the clicks the buzzing signal. He had caught the last words in a conversation, but both the phrase and the voice he knew to be Jerry’s. To Jerry everyone was “my friend.” He left the receiver off the hook and returned to the door to listen. He could still hear voices.
Mather knelt down and tried the valise clasp. It was locked, but the bag when he took it by both handles and wrenched them apart burst open. Underwear and socks, a striped shirt … He groped through it wildly, sick, despairing of finding what he sought, the identity of the owner. He listened again for the voices. They seemed to have stopped. His own heartbeat was too loud in his ears for any but the throbbing sound. He heard a laugh then.
In a zipped side-pocket of the bag he found seaman’s papers and a passport. They belonged to Thomas Gregoris, a naturalized American, born in Greece. Even the passport photo had not disguised his good looks. The tall, blond, Anglo-Saxon-looking all-American was a Greek. Mather thrust the papers and passport into his own breast pocket and closed the bag. It refused to catch; he had to leave it open. At the desk he put the phone back in the cradle.
“Good luck, my friend!”
He heard the words ring down the hall and hard upon them the clack of approaching footfalls. Mather concealed himself the only place he could, behind the office door. Through the crack he watched, his hand on the hilt of the knife.
The big blond man came into the office and went to his knees at once to examine the open bag. Just as he called out, “Jer …” Mather in one high swift stroke drove the knife with all his power into the stooped back just beneath the left shoulder blade. The man’s cry died in mid-air. He toppled over the bag to the floor.
Mather left the knife where it was and ran into the corridor. Jerry was coming from the storeroom. Mather waited. He wanted to be seen. Then he ran toward the street, waiting again outside the window that Jerry might see him. A flash of light and an explosion splintered the glass. But Mather had begun again to move. He leaped from the platform and ran, crouched, to the end of the building. He squeezed through an opening beneath the platform and waited, his stomach revolting at the stench there.
He heard Jerry’s footfalls pounding overhead, then running back to the other end of the platform. He crawled out and poking his head above the platform called his name.
Another shot rang out, then another. Mather crouched down in momentary safety. Two men were watching now from the storehouse window across the way. And on the street beneath them a man had reached the police call-box. Mather sprinted toward the open street. He heard the singing bullet almost simultaneous to its report. He hit the ground, lay there a moment and began to crawl, trying to draw fire again. People were aware now: that was all he demanded. He wanted to die in the open with witnesses to his killing. A car, approaching from around the corner, had to stop suddenly or run over him. He heard the brakes. But instantly he felt a small sharp pain at the back of his head. Just for an instant he thought of a bee-sting and of his grandmother’s orchard. He could hear the humming from the hive, louder and louder. Then nothing.
twenty-eight
MARKS HAD ALREADY STARTED for DePeyster Street and had himself called Communications for the deployment of cars already in the area when the “All Cars” command came through. The narrow streets of the old city north of Wall Street were filling with people who responded in ever greater numbers as the police cars converged. Marks had to abandon his car a block from the scene and push his way on foot through the crowd.
Mather lay, face down, covered by a police raincoat. Marks lifted the coat for a moment and then spread it again. The sprawling legs protruded. No chance whatever now, Marks thought, of a mere stubbed toe. He had seen the wound at the back of Mather’s head.
The officer in charge gave Marks the passport and papers. “Not his, sir. His own wallet was in his hip pocket.”
The Margueritta Import Company was cordoned by police. Witnesses who had seen the killer firing from the platform were repeating their testimony … a stocky man with heavy eyebrows … The three entrances to the building were sealed off. Marks passed the word that the man was to be taken alive. Through the splintered glass of the office window Marks first glimpsed the blond prone figure on the floor there. Inspector Fitzgerald sirened his way through the crowd, not leaving the car till it reached the police cordon. Briefed by Marks, he took command.
The crowd squealed with awe, delight, whatever it is that moves a mass instinct in the presence of tragedy that is not their own, when Fitzgerald’s voice boomed out over the bull horn:
“Hear me, wherever you are in there! This is Police Inspector Fitzgerald speaking. Come out, your hands in the air! You have five minutes. In five minutes we’ll fill the building with a gas that will bring you out!” He repeated the ultimatum and then looked at his watch. “How many are in there?” he asked.
A uniformed sergeant said: “One dead and one alive—to the best of our knowledge, sir.”
Marks selected a team of three men to go in with him. The gas threat was a device only. Contaminating the building, the police would not themselves be able to enter it for hours, perhaps to then discover that their man had escaped before their arrival. Marks and the others put on armored vests beneath their coats.
The crowd fell silent as time passed, men here and there among it clocking the countdown on their own watches.
The detectives moved cautiously into the building, the others waiting, covering Marks as he went into the office to examine the victim there. He was easily identified by the passport found on Mather. The knife in his back had its own grim eloquence.
Marks rejoined the men in the hall and they moved along it, spaced to cover one another, Marks in the lead. From the door to the storage room he saw the man he wanted, and holstered his own gun. Jerry was slumped over a desk, his hand dangling at his side, the revolver on the floor.
Marks moved quickly. He was sick of the sight and smell of blood, but he wanted to know the name of the man. His wallet yielded the identity: Jerome Freeman, born in Boise, Idaho, forty-seven years before. Marks returned the wallet to the owner’s hip pocket. He briskly searched the jacket pockets—a package of chewing gum, a ring of keys, and one small key, loose, that might fit a mailbox or a bank deposit box or a locker. He took that with him, leaving the rest to be inventoried at the morgue.
twenty-nine
“I TELL YOU, CAPTAIN, if that doc’s straight I’m crooked as a boomerang,” Herring said.
Pererro added: “It was a mighty slippery story to check out, sir.”
“And look, man—the knife, his story how he lost it.”
“Forget the knife!” Redmond exploded. “We don’t have the knife. We can’t prove the murder weapon was a surgical knife.”
“Yes, sir. All we got’s a might-have-been. And that’s the way his story checks out too. It might’ve been the way he told it to us this A.M. And then again it might not.”
“Let’s have it, point by point,” Redmond said. “Then you can add this to it.” He shoved the technical report on Corrales’s Chevrolet across the desk. Findings: negative.
Pererro gave Dr. Corrales’s statements, Herring the check-out on them.
“I was there (at the Eleventh Street Clinic) until eight o’clock.”
Herring: “Corroborated by Dr. Moore at the clinic. He came on duty when Corrales left. Corrales, by the way, didn’t join the clinic staff until two months ago.”
“Go on,” Redmond said.
“Las Palmas Restaurant on Fourteenth Street.”
“Dr. Corrales ate a full-course dinner, Mexican style. Nobody clocked him, but the waiter says it took an hour at the very least.”
“That’s nine fifteen, give a few minutes either way,” Redmond said. “Bradley had left his house by then.”
“Next stop,” Pererro said. “Misericordia Children’s Home, Lenox Avenue and 103rd Street.”
“A half-hour’s drive,” Redmond said. “A quarter to ten. Bradley was in Miss Russo’s vestibule.”
Herring said: “Miss Juanita Franco, age sixty-nine, on night duty at the children’s home, quote: ‘Dr. Corrales comes, he looks at the child, then he goes and calls the ambulance. Then he curses me for not doing it sooner. But I am not a doctor.’
“Question: ‘Did you go to the phone with the doctor?’
“Answer: ‘I stayed with the child.’
“‘So that you did not actually hear him make the call?’
“‘That is so.’
“Question: ‘What time did the doctor arrive, Miss Franco?’
“‘I do not remember. By eleven o’clock everybody was gone. I went back upstairs to clean the room.’”
Redmond grunted. “He was falling behind schedule, wasn’t he?”
Herring said: “The call for the ambulance was made at ten fifteen.”
Redmond said: “Bradley was dead by at least fifteen minutes.”
“The ambulance rolled at ten twenty. It took them eighteen minutes to get there.”
“Where’s the Reid Hospital?”
“On York Avenue.”
“But God’s teeth, man. The Harlem hospital is virtually next door to that orphanage.”
“Yes, sir,” Herring said. “They get more customers than most, but we checked, and Monday night they could have answered immediately if Corrales had called them. That child didn’t last the night, Captain. Maybe that’s why I’m on him. But I think he’s lying to us all the way.”
Redmond said: “All right. Let’s hear your version of what happened.”
“I got to start from the beginning. The doc says he picked up his car at the lumberyard. I say he walked to the restaurant straight from the clinic. The other boys picked up his car and used it to tail and pick up Bradley. Corrales had plenty of time to enjoy his dinner, man. He wasn’t needed at Miss Russo’s apartment until half-past nine. It was only a five-minutes walk. He did his ‘good deed’ there and drove his own car north. He was moving then, but he took time at Park and Sixty-fourth Street to throw Bradley’s wallet and briefcase in a mailbox. And here’s the thing, Captain: I say he called for the ambulance before he ever got to the orphanage. Maybe one of the other partners even called. Corrales must’ve known all day how sick that child was. He’d seen her in the morning.”
Redmond shook his head. “I’m not saying it couldn’t be that way, Wally. But we can’t use it, not without witnesses.”
“Give us time and we’ll get ’em. I swear we’ll get ’em.”
Redmond said: “Go on with Corrales’s story.”
“The rest checks out. The funeral parlor on 108th Street and the Liberation meeting. Just like he said.”
“It seems odd,” Redmond said, “when he was late for a meeting where he was scheduled to speak that he’d stop at a wake on the way.”
“I don’t think you exactly call it a wake, Captain.” Herring grinned. “This was one of the old-time Latin American revolutionaries, eighty-nine years old. He’s been here since 1927, but they’ve shipped him back to Mexico for burial.”
Redmond looked at him sharply. “When?”
Herring glanced at Pererro. They had in that small particular failed to check. “We’ll have to find out, sir.”
“Get onto it.”
The phone was ringing on Redmond’s desk when the two detectives left his office. When they reached the squadroom downstairs, the report was coming in on the killings in DePeyster Street.
thirty
MARKS WAS NOT LIKELY ever to forget the ride back to Houston Street with Fitzgerald. The targets of the Inspector’s abuse were as wide as the range of police officialdom, from the Commissioner and his bright young men to the bright young men themselves. “I’ll take a cop with his nose to the ground over one with it in the air any day. Wasn’t it crime prevention you were interested in, Lieutenant? And look at the bloody slaughter back there. If corpses were blessings, we’d be lined up now for all eternity.”
Marks, his eyes straight ahead as he took the lashing, saw young Detective Pierce’s ears turn from pink to a dark glowing red. Marks knew he had failed badly on Eric Mather, trying to think his way through the man. There had been a point, he remembered, where he had himself thought of the virtues of so-called dumb cops. That Fitzgerald was right made the situation that much more uncomfortable. But that one reason for his failure lay in the fact, he was sure, that Eric Mather had wanted to die was something he could not tell Fitzgerald, certainly not in the old man’s present mood.
They reached the station house and pushed through the reporters and photographers, and over the wires and cables servicing the sound media.
“I’ll be up in a few minutes, Inspector,” Marks shouted.
Whether or not Fitzgerald heard him, or whether he cared if Marks ever came up, he did not know. The old man, his stone face moving like a wedge before him, was saying over and over again: “Not now, boys. Nothing for now.”
Marks picked up Herring in the squadroom and went back to the car where he had asked Pierce to wait. “Tenth Street. Go up Third Avenue.”
In the car he asked Herring how Corrales’s story had checked out.
“Lousy by me, Lieutenant, but we can’t prove it, not till we go over it with a fine tooth comb. By me you could drive a Mack truck through it.”
“Or a Chevy sedan? Anything in the car?”
“Negative,” Herring said.
“We got to it several days late,” Marks said. “Still …”
“Look, man, that doc wouldn’t have been in the hall after the light bulb was broken, not according to my way of seeing it. He was gone by the time they busted it.”
“You’re probably right,” Marks said.
“You know, don’t you, Lieutenant, the feds are in this up to here?” Herring indicated eye level.
“Yes,” Marks said, “we may not see them, but they’re in it.”
Herring told him of Redmond’s orders to track down the casket destined for Mexican burial. “You know how far I got? The Baltimore and Ohio freightyard. No information. Then the Captain calls me up and says we’re to make no further inquiries into it. How do you like that, man?”
“They must have their reasons,” Marks said, “but what I don’t understand is their failure to act in the case themselves.”
“It’s like they wanted to get things botched up.”
“If that’s what they wanted,” Marks said, “they got it.”
Herring said: “We just got to tie the doc in now, and we got to do it ourselves.”
“Is the stake-out still on him?”
“Yes, sir. Captain Redmond don’t like him any more than I do.”
They had reached Tenth Street and turned east. As they passed Anne Russo’s apartment, Marks said: “Are you a praying man, Wally?”
“Like most of us, on occasion, Lieutenant.”
“We aren’t going to have a better one.” Then to Pierce, Marks said: “Pull up at the lumberyard there where the gate’s open.”
Two men were working in the yard with a power saw as Marks and Herring got out of the car. Marks took out the key he had removed from the suicide Jerome Freeman’s pocket and gave it to Herring. “Try this on the padlock while I speak to the men in back.”
Marks walked through the yard, and when one of the men turned off the saw, Marks said: “It’s all right. I just wanted to check the electrical outlet.” It was at the side of the wall, available to anyone with access to the yard itself.
As he turned back, Herring came to meet him, the padlock and key in his hand, a wide grin on his face. “They fit, man. They were made for each other.”
Marks put his arm around Herring. “Like you and me, Wally. Get yourself a warrant and bring in Corrales.”
When Marks walked into Redmond’s office a few minutes later it was to an unexpected silence. Men were moving in and out, and the noise from downstairs could not be shut out, but Fitzgerald and Redmond were sitting side by side at Redmond’s desk, reading the same material.
Fitzgerald glanced up. “We’re reading your mail, Lieutenant.” He indicated the envelope on the desk. “It wasn’t marked personal.”
Marks picked it up, the envelope Mather had addressed to him from the public library.
thirty-one
CORRALES HAD NOT TALKED by eight o’clock that night, at which hour the police principals in the case as well as the district attorney met with Jim Anderson in his Manhattan apartment. They met there for the simple expedient of avoiding, for the time being, the understandably clamorous press. One reason Corrales had not talked was because Anderson had requested that he not be questioned until the security picture could be put before the police.
Anderson’s wife served coffee, then took her purse and gloves and went out, putting Marks in mind of Louise Steinberg’s remark that she and Janet had probably seen more movies over the years than any other two women in New York.
In the middle of the highly polished diningroom table, around which the men gathered, lay several Xeroxed copies of Eric Mather’s confession.
Anderson started by saying that Jerome Freeman’s true identity had not yet been established. He had not been born in Boise, Idaho, as his identification papers showed. Apparently he had manufactured an American identity which had served him for at least eleven years. Of his death Anderson said: “A man in his business kills himself for one of two reasons: he is afraid he will crack under interrogation, or he knows that the government he served—and failed—will deal as harshly with him as would the enemy if he had succeeded.”
“I take it you don’t mean the produce business,” Fitzgerald said dryly.
“I don’t, though I understand he ran a profitable American enterprise in the Margueritta Import Company. An excellent cover, afternoons and evenings free, accessible to the waterfront … As for the Greek, on whom we have no file either—the Immigration Department does have a record. But that is all. I think you have another lead to him in this …”
Anderson picked up a copy of Mather’s confession. “Gentlemen, I say it sadly, believe me, but to us this document is virtually worthless, though I must say it reads like a work of art. It was largely fantasy, the part Mather thought he played in their conspiracy. I don’t mean they didn’t set him up and use him: they did. And we may suppose that they followed his program—the identification in Athens of Bradley as their man by his visit to the Byron monument. But they would not have left it to chance that Bradley would go there because his friend Eric Mather had suggested it.
“The scene at that end would have gone something like this: Grysenko would have said to each of the American physicists to whom he was to give a copy of the experiment film—casually of course: ‘There is a monument to the poet, Byron, which I should like to see while I am in Athens.’ In fact, we know he did say just that to Sylvester of Boston. Sylvester’s response was: ‘Better ask the hall porter how to get there.’ Bradley, on the other hand, would have said: ‘A friend of mine told me to be sure to see it.’ The reverse, you see, of Mather’s plan. But to Grysenko it established Bradley as the ‘carrier.’
“But as for the story they told Mather—intercepting vital Soviet secrets intended for transmission to the United States—for their evaluation here—is that how he put it? Only a very naive man would believe that—or one who felt he had to believe it because he was hooked anyway. To risk sending into this country such valuable information as we spend fortunes supporting an apparatus to obtain? And what was the scheduled courier supposed to do? To intercept such information means it was intended for someone else. Presumably this contact would inform his superiors at once. Or dead, his death itself would be expected to start the grisly wheels of the C.I.A. in motion.” He smiled at Connolly, sitting in the background.
“No, gentlemen, Mr. Mather did not think out that part of the game at all. But he played his own part admirably, as Lieutenant Marks has documented for us. He knew his people and their habits. In that house that night five eager scientists were determined to see the film of the Soviet experiment before the night was over. I should say, from reading this colorful confession, that up to this point, Mather enjoyed himself.”
Anderson cleared his throat. “I can see that you feel the same is true of me at this moment.”
“You have the clandestine microfilm in your possession now, don’t you?” Redmond asked. His face showed the lines of weary tension.
“Yes. I can tell you now that we do have it. We were not playing cat and mouse with you, Captain, as I’m pretty sure you and Marks thought.
“The point at which the Bradley case became significant to us occurred Wednesday morning. The State Department passed along the intelligence that Vassil Grysenko had been arrested shortly after his return to the Soviet Union, charged with Stalinist activity. We were with you from then on, and sometimes, forgive me, ahead of you.
“When your investigation veered toward Corrales, it opened up the whole vista to us. Because of his political activity, we had kept a close check on Dr. Corrales’s travel plans. We did not interfere, we just watched. He had booked flight to Mexico for Tuesday morning, and at midnight Monday, he canceled that flight. As soon as you tied him into the Bradley case, we wanted to know why he had changed his plans. As Captain Redmond suspected, he had simply found another, safer way, he supposed, to transmit the microfilm—the fortuitous burial plans for an all-but-forgotten revolutionary. The shroud, as I needn’t tell you, is an ancient hiding place for small treasure.
“It was most important to United States interests—I might say to world interests—that the microfilm brought from Athens appear to go over the border. Sufficiently convincing film was substituted in the casket, and it did go over the border at 7:05 last night.
“The microfilm which came in with Bradley does indeed contain vital, secret Soviet information—information on how to produce high-energy explosives. It probably contains nothing we have not ourselves achieved, but you see, gentlemen, it was destined for a Chinese Communist courier.
“Dr. Corrales has posed from the early days of Castro’s Cuban take-over as an anti-Castro man. And perhaps he is—in the larger scheme of things. That will depend on which side Castro is on if it comes to a showdown between Soviet and the Chinese-Stalinist Communism. But in bringing him to trial,” Anderson glanced at the district attorney, “you will undoubtedly gain sympathy in his having betrayed the anti-Castro movement.”
“Do you think we will need sympathy, sir?”
“In the absence of powerful evidence, it is possible. Yes.”
“Mr. Anderson,” Marks said, “do you believe that Dr. Corrales murdered Bradley?”
“I should say it is extremely likely. But we must not underestimate the significance of their diversive tactics. In order to see my point, you must try to understand the working of such minds: they cover themselves and cross-cover, and sometimes use a third highly developed alternative. They protect themselves, perhaps above all else, against one another. Certainly against a man whom they had converted as easily as Mather. Miss Russo was the keystone of their first cover. May I remind you of the headlines Tuesday morning: ‘Physicist Murdered Near Apartment of Attractive Student?’”
Anderson moistened his mouth with the last of his coffee and went on: “It must have been in their plans from the beginning that Dr. Bradley would die. But not until they knew whether he had brought the microfilm they expected. He had to live long enough to be available to them for questioning and the lumberyard was the ideal place for such questioning. He would have died in any case.
“I very much doubt that Corrales tried to view the microfilm there. He would not be trained in its evaluation. He simply went there to make sure the film had come through, that it was in the box. If it had not been, Bradley would have been brought to the lumberyard and cross-examined. Perhaps Corrales himself will clarify some of these things. But I doubt it.”
“He’s not even mentioned in Mather’s confession,” Fitzgerald said.
“Undoubtedly because Mather had no knowledge of his existence, much less his complicity. And if it had not been for a little key to a padlock—and a routine photograph in the F.B.I. files of an anti-Castro demonstration, you might have difficulty in bringing him to trial. I understand he built himself a solid alibi for the night of the crime.”
“You underestimate a couple of young detectives on my squad when you say that,” Captain Redmond said. “I think Herring and Pererro can break that alibi, given time.”
“I deeply hope that is so,” Anderson said. “And that, by the way, is all we ask also—a little more time. You see, Dr. Corrales is not aware that the microfilm he took from Bradley has been intercepted. He still believes his mission was accomplished. Tuesday morning he telegraphed Mexico City that business here detained him. He detailed what he had hoped to accomplish by that trip to Mexico: it reads like a legitimate précis of anti-Castro activity. We have not yet broken the code beneath that message, but it is to be supposed it directed his contact to the casket of the old gentleman sent home for burial. We may even have to wait for the next move to come from the midnight ravagers of the grave. But when it comes, our people are prepared. There is no telling of course how deeply within the ring this will lead: before the film itself is evaluated at its true worth, it may pass through a number of hands, some quite as lethal as Dr. Corrales. That is something you and I, gentlemen, are unlikely ever to know. In fact, from the moment the casket crossed the border, I became no more than Stateside liaison. But as that liaison, I now ask you to delay, for the time being at least, disclosure of our possession of what we may call the shrouded film—the film Corrales concealed in the casket.”
“But, Lord God Almighty,” Fitzgerald exploded, “we have to arraign the man within twenty-four hours. What do we use as motive?”
Anderson waited a moment. Then he said quietly: “Why not this—for the arraignment?” He picked up a copy of Mather’s confession. “There was a sort of latent decency in this poor bastard. He deserves to have been of some use to his friends and country. You will have ample time to prepare then for the Grand Jury.
“And you may just find yourselves with an easier case ultimately, for having used it. Corrales, you see, may admit to participation in a ‘conspiracy’ such as Mather describes here. The details are familiar to him—and to him it would represent the perfect protection for the microfilm he now believes on its way to the Eastern World.”
The latent decency … It was a phrase that haunted Marks throughout the night. He found himself, leaving Anderson’s lower Fifth Avenue apartment shortly after ten o’clock, walking south alone. He wanted to call Anne Russo, but he didn’t: only Anne would know that Janet cared enough for Mather to suffer a new bereavement with his death. But it was something she would have to suffer through. And his own desire to see Anne again would also have to wait for days to pass, perhaps weeks, until the final story could be told.
He did not go into the Red Lantern, passing it, but he went into the bar across the street and ordered a double Scotch, and wondered while he drank it if the Edwardians were still disputing Sweeney’s presence among the nightingales.
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