
        
            
                
            
        

    
Katie DeMaio's life was in deadly 


peril—but she didn't know it. As Valley 


County's assistant prosecutor, 


she was busy investigating the mysterious 


deaths of Vangie Lewis, a pretty, 


young expectant mother, and Edna Burns, 


receptionist at the maternity clinic at WestlakeHospital. 


It was there that the esteemed Dr. Edgar Highley 


was making medical history by helping 


previously barren women achieve motherhood. 


Vangie Lewis, for instance, had been 


desperate to have a baby. Why, then, had she taken 


her own life? It seemed unfathomable until, 


one by one, clinic gave up its Westlake's maternity horrifying secrets. 




 




CHAPTER ONE 




 




IF HER mind had not been on the case she had won, Katie might 


not have taken the curve so fast, but the intense satisfaction of the 


guilty verdict was still absorbing her. It had been a close one. 


Roy O'Connor was one of the top attorneys in New Jersey. The 


defendant's confession had been suppressed by the court, a major 


blow for the prosecution. But still she had convinced the jury that 


Teddy Copeland had viciously murdered eighty-year-old Abigail 


Rawlings during a robbery. 




 




Miss Rawlings' sister, Margaret, was in court to hear the verdict. 


"You were wonderful, Mrs. DeMaio," she'd said to Katie afterward. 


"You look like a young college girl. I never would have 


thought you could do it. But you proved every point; you made 


them feel what he did to Abby." Her eyes filled with tears. "I keep 


thinking how frightened Abby must have been. It would have been 


awful if he'd gotten away with it" 




 




"He didn't get away with it!" Katie said. The memory of that 


reassurance distracted her now, made her press her foot harder 


on the accelerator. As she rounded the curve, the car fishtailed on 


the sleet-covered road. 




 




"Oh . . . no!" She gripped the wheel frantically. The car raced 


across the divider and spun completely around. She could see 


headlights approaching. 




 




She turned the wheel into the skid, but the car careened onto 




 





  

 

the shoulder of the road, poised for an instant at the edge and 
slammed down the embankment into the woods. Katie felt the 
sickening crunch as metal tore into bark. Her body was flung 
forward against the wheel, then backward. She raised her arms to 
protect her face from the glass that exploded from the windshield. 
Biting pain attacked her wrists and knees. Velvety blackness was 
closing over her as she heard a siren in the distance. 

 

The car door opening; a blast of cold air. "It's Katie DeMaio!" 
A voice she knew. Tom Coughlin, that nice young cop. He had 
testified at a trial last week. "She's unconscious." 

 

She tried to protest, but her lips wouldn't form words. She 
couldn't open her eyes. 

 

"Looks like she's cut an artery." 

 

Something tight was being pressed against her arm. 

 

A different voice: "She may have internal injuries. Westlake's 
right down the road. I'll call for an ambulance." 

 

Hands lifting her onto a stretcher, a blanket covering her, sleet 
pelting her face. She was being carried. An ambulance. Doors 
opening and closing. If only she could make them understand. I 
can hear you. I'm not unconscious. 

 

Tom was giving her name. "Kathleen DeMaio, lives in Abbington. 
She's an assistant prosecutor. Judge DeMaio's widow." 

 

John's widow. A terrible sense of aloneness. The blackness was 
starting to recede. A light was shining in her eyes. "She's coming 
around. How old are you, Mrs. DeMaio?" 

 

The question, so practical, so easy to answer. "Twenty-eight." 
The tourniquet Tom had wrapped around her arm was being 
removed. Her arm was being stitched. Needles of pain. 

 

X rays. The emergency-room doctor. "You're fortunate, Mrs. 
DeMaio. Some severe bruises but no fractures. I've ordered a 
transfusion. Your blood count is very low. Don't be frightened." 

 

"It's just—" She bit her lip, managed to stop herself before she 
blurted out that terrible, childish fear of hospitals. 

 

Tom asking, "Do you want us to call your sister?" 

 

"No. Molly's just over the flu. They've all had it" Her voice 
was so weak that Tom had to bend over to hear her. 
"All right. Don't worry, Katie. I'll have your car hauled out" 

 




 

She was wheeled into a curtained-off section of the emergency 
room. Blood began dripping through a tube inserted into her right 
arm. A nurse was smoothing her hair back from her forehead. 
"You're going to be fine, Mrs. DeMaio. Why are you crying?" 

 

"I'm not crying." But she was. 

 

She was wheeled into a room. The nurse handed her a paper cup 
of water and a pill. "This will help you rest, Mrs. DeMaio." It 
must be a sleeping pill. Katie was sure it would give her nightmares. 
The nurse turned off the light as she left. 

 

Katie slid into sleep knowing a nightmare was inevitable. This 
time it took a different form. She was on a roller coaster and she 
couldn't control it. It kept climbing higher and higher, and then it 
went off the tracks and it was falling. She woke up trembling just 
before it hit the ground. 

 

Sleet rapped on the window. She sat up. The window was open 
a crack and the shade, which was pulled halfway down, was rattling. 
She'd close the window and raise the shade. Then maybe 
she'd be able to sleep. 

 

Unsteadily she walked over to the window. The hospital gown 
they'd given her barely came to her knees. Her legs were cold. 
She leaned against the windowsill, looked out. Sleet was mixed 
with rain now. The parking lot was running with streams of water. 

 

Katie gripped the shade and stared down into the lot one story 
below. The trunk lid of a car was going up slowly. She was so dizzy 
now. She let go of the shade. It snapped up. Was something white 
floating down into the trunk? A blanket? A large bundle? 

 

She must be dreaming, she thought. Then she pushed her hand 
over her mouth to muffle the shriek that tore at her throat. The 
trunk light was on. Through the waves of sleet-filled rain that 
slapped against the window, she watched the white substance 
part As the trunk closed, she saw a face—the face of a woman 
grotesque in the uncaring abandon of death. 

 

THE alarm had awakened him promptly at two o'clock. He was 
instantly alert. Getting up, he went over to the examining-room 
sink, splashed cold water on his face, pulled his tie into a smooth 
knot, combed his hair and put on his steel-rimmed glasses. His 

 




 

socks were still wet when he took them off the radiator. Grimacing, 
he pulled them on and slipped into his shoes. He reached for his 
overcoat. It was soaked through. 

 

He'd wear the old Burberry raincoat he kept in the closet. It was 
unlined. He'd freeze, but it was the only thing to do. Besides, it 
was so ordinary that if anyone saw him, there was less chance of 
being recognized. 

 

He hurried to the closet, put on the raincoat and hung up the 
heavy wet chesterfield. He went over to the window and pulled 
the shade back an inch. There were still enough cars in the parking 
lot so that the absence of his own would hardly be noticed. 
He bit his lip as he realized that the back of his car was silhouetted 
by the light at the far side of the lot. He would have to walk in 
the shadows of the other cars and get the body into the trunk as 
quickly as possible. 

 

It was time. Unlocking the medical supply closet, he bent down 
and picked up the body. She had once weighed around one hundred 
ten pounds, but she had gained a lot of weight during her 
pregnancy. His muscles felt every ounce as he carried her to the 
examining table. There he wrapped a blanket around her. Noiselessly 
he opened the door to the parking lot. Grasping the trunk 
key in two fingers, he moved to the table and picked up the dead 
woman. Now for the twenty seconds that could destroy him. 

 

Eighteen seconds later he was at the car. Sleet pelted his cheek; 
the blanket-covered burden strained his arms. Shifting the weight, 
he inserted his key into the trunk lock. The lid rose slowly. He 
glanced up at the hospital windows. From the center room on the 
second floor a shade snapped up. Was anyone looking out? Impatient 
to have the blanketed figure out of his arms, he moved 
too quickly. The instant his left hand let go of the blanket, the 
wind blew it open, revealing her face. Wincing, he dropped the 
body and slammed the trunk closed. 

 

The trunk light had been on the face. Had anyone seen? He 
looked up again at the window where the shade had been raised. 
Was someone there? He couldn't be sure. Later he would have to 
find out who was in that room. 

 

Driving swiftly from the lot, he kept the headlights off until he 

 




 

was well along the road. Incredible that this was his second trip to 
ChapinRiver tonight. Suppose he hadn't been leaving the hospital 
when Vangie Lewis burst out of Dr. Fukhito's office and hailed 
him. Vangie had been close to hysteria as she limped down the 
covered portico to him. "Doctor, I'm going to Minneapolis tomorrow. 
I'm going to see the doctor I used to have, Dr. Emmet Salem. 
Maybe I'll even stay there and let him deliver the baby." 

 

If he had missed her, everything would have been ruined. 

 

Instead he had persuaded her to come into the office with him, 
talked to her, calmed her down, offered her a glass of water. At 
the last minute she'd suspected. That beautiful, petulant face had 
filled with fear. 

 

And then the horror of knowing that even though he'd managed 
to silence her, the chance of discovery was still so great. He had 
locked her body in the medical supply closet and tried to think. 

 

Her bright red Lincoln Continental had been the immediate 
danger. It would surely have been noticed in the hospital parking 
lot after visiting hours. 

 

He knew she lived on 
Winding Brook Lane in ChapinRiver. 
She'd told him that her husband, a United Airlines pilot, wasn't 
due home until tomorrow. He'd leave her body in the closet while 
he took her car and handbag to the house, to make it seem as 
though she'd driven home. He'd dispose of the body later. 

 

It had been unexpectedly easy. The houses in ChapinRiver
were placed far back from the road and reached by winding driveways. 
He'd parked the car inside her garage. 

 

The door from the garage to the den was unlocked. There were 
lamps on throughout the house, probably on a timing device. He'd 
hurried through the den and down the hall. The master bedroom 
was the last one on the right. There were two other bedrooms, one 
a nursery, with colorful elves and lambs on the wallpaper and an 
obviously new crib and chest. 

 

That was when he realized he might be able to make her death 
look like a suicide. If she'd begun to furnish the nursery three 
months before the baby was expected, the threatened loss of that 
baby would provide a powerful motive. He would have to get her 
body back here, put it on top of her own bed! It was dangerous, 

 




 

but not as dangerous as dumping her body in the woods somewhere. 
That would have meant an intensive police investigation. 

 

He had left her handbag on the chaise longue in the master 
bedroom and then walked the four miles back to the hospital. 
There he skirted the main entrance and let himself into his office 
through the door from the parking lot. It was just ten o'clock. 

 

His coat and shoes and socks were soaked. He was shivering. 
He realized it would be too dangerous to carry the body out until 
there was a minimal chance of encountering anyone. He'd set the 
alarm for two o'clock, then lain down on the examining table and 
managed to sleep until the alarm went off. 

 

Now for the second time that night he was pulling into Vangie's 
driveway. Turn off the headlights; back the car up to the garage; 
put on surgical gloves; open the garage door; open the trunk; 
carry the wrapped form past the storage shelves to the inside door. 
He stepped into the den. In a few minutes he'd be safe. 

 

He hurried down the hall to the master bedroom and placed 
the body on the bed, pulling the blanket free. In the adjoining 
bathroom, he shook crystals of cyanide into the flowered blue 
tumbler, added water and poured most of the contents down the 
sink. He rinsed the sink carefully and returned to the bedroom. 
Placing the glass next to the dead woman's hand, he allowed the 
last drops of the mixture to spill on the spread. He folded the white 
blanket carefully. 

 

The body was sprawled face up on the bed, eyes staring, lips 
contorted in an agony of protest. That was all right. Most suicides 
changed their minds when it was too late. 

 

Had he missed anything? No. Her handbag, with the keys, was 
on the chaise; there was a residue of the cyanide in the glass. Coat 
on or off? He'd leave it on. The less he handled her the better. 
Shoes off or on? Would she have kicked them off? 

 

He lifted the long caftan she was wearing and felt the blood 
drain from his face. The swollen right foot wore a battered moccasin. 
Her left foot was covered only by her stocking. The other 
moccasin must have fallen off. Where? He ran from the bedroom, 
searching, retracing his steps. The shoe was not in the house or 
garage. Frantic, he ran out to his car and looked in the trunk. The 

 




 

shoe was not there. It had probably come off when he was carrying 
her in the parking lot. 
Because of her swollen foot, she'd been wearing the moccasins 
recently. He'd heard the receptionist joke with her about them. 

 

He would have to go back and search the parking lot. Suppose 
someone said, "Why, I saw her moccasin lying in the parking lot. 
She must have lost it on her way home Monday night"? But if she 
had walked even a few feet off the portico without a shoe, the sole 
of her stocking would be badly soiled. The police would notice that 
it was not. 

 

Rushing back to the bedroom, he opened the door of the walk-in 
closet. A jumble of women's shoes were scattered on the floor. Most 
of them had impossibly high heels for a woman in her condition 
to wear. Then he saw a pair of sensible low-heeled shoes, the kind 
most pregnant women wore. They looked fairly new. Relieved, he 
grabbed them. Hurrying to the bed, he pulled the one moccasin 
from the dead woman's foot and placed the shoes on her feet. The 
right one was tight, but he managed to lace it. Jamming the moccasin 
into the wide, loose pocket of his raincoat, he picked up the 
white blanket and strode quickly to the garage. 

 

At the hospital parking lot, he drove to a far corner and parked 
the car. Then he hurried to retrace his steps from the space 
where he'd kept the car to the door of the office. The shoe might 
have fallen off when he'd shifted the body to open the trunk. 
Bending forward, he searched the ground, working his way closer 
to the hospital. 

 

Headlights came around the bend into the parking lot. A car 
screeched to a halt. The driver, probably looking for the emergency 
entrance, made a U-turn and raced out of the lot. 

 

He had to get out of here. He fell forward as he tried to 
straighten up. His hand slid across the slippery macadam. And 
then he felt leather under his fingers. He had found the shoe. 

 

Fifteen minutes later he was turning the key in the lock of his 
home. Peeling off the raincoat, he hung it in the foyer closet. The 
full-length mirror on the door reflected his image. Shocked, he 
realized that his trouser knees were wet and dirty. His hair was 
badly disheveled. His cheeks were flushed, and his eyes were 

 




 

bulging and dilated. He looked like a caricature of himself. Rushing 
upstairs, he undressed, bathed, got into pajamas and a robe. 
He was too keyed up to sleep, and savagely hungry. 

 

The housekeeper had left slices of lamb on a plate. Crisp, tart 
apples were in the fruit bin of the refrigerator. Carefully he prepared 
a tray and carried it into the library. From the bar he poured 
a generous whiskey and sat at his desk. As he ate, he reviewed 
the night's happenings. If he had not stopped to check his calendar, 
he would have missed her, been unable to stop her. 

 

Unlocking his desk, he opened the large center drawer and slid 
back the false bottom, where he kept his current special file. He 
took out a single manila folder. Then he reached for a fresh sheet 
of paper and made a final entry: 

 

February 15 

 

At 8:40 p.m. this physician was locking the rear door of his 

 

office. Subject patient had just left Fukhito. She approached this 

 

physician and said she was going home to Minneapolis and would 

 

have her former doctor, Emmet Salem, deliver her baby. Hysteri

 


 

cal patient was persuaded to come inside. Obviously patient could 

 

not be allowed to leave. Getting her a glass of water, this physi

 


 

cian dissolved cyanide crystals into the glass and forced patient to 

 

swallow the poison. Patient expired at 8:51 p.m. Fetus was 26 

 

weeks old. Had it been born it might have been viable. 

 

Laying down the pen, he slipped the final entry into the manila 
folder, then walked over to a panel on the bookcase. Reaching behind 
a book, he touched a button, and the panel swung open, 
revealing a wall safe. Quickly he opened the safe and inserted the 
file, subconsciously noting the growing number of folders. He 
could have recited the names on them by heart. Elizabeth Berkeley, 
Anna Horan, Maureen Crowley, Linda Evans—over six dozen 
of them: the successes and failures of his medical genius. 

 

He closed the safe, snapped the panel back into place, then 
went upstairs and got into bed. Had he overlooked anything? He'd 
put the vial of cyanide in the safe. He'd get rid of the moccasins 
tomorrow night. The events of the last hours whirled furiously 
through his mind. 

 




 

He'd drop his suit at the cleaners on the way to the hospital. 
He'd find out what patient was in the center room on the second 
floor of the hospital's east wing, what that patient could have seen. 
Now he must sleep. 

 

"IF YOU don't mind, we'd like you to leave through the rear 
entrance," the nurse told Katie. "The front driveway froze over 
terribly, and the workmen are trying to clear it. The cab will be 
waiting in back." 

 

"I don't care if I climb out the window, just as long as I can 
get home," Katie said fervently. "And the misery is that I have to 
come back here Friday. I'm having minor surgery on Saturday." 

 

"Oh." The nurse looked at her chart. "What's wrong?" 
"I seem to have inherited a problem my mother used to have. 
I practically hemorrhage every month during my period." 
"That must be why your blood count was so low when you 
came in. Who's your doctor?" 

 

"Dr. Highley." 

 

"Oh, he's the best. He's top man in this place, you know." She 
helped Katie with her coat. 

 

The morning was cloudy and bitterly cold. Katie shivered as 
she stepped out into the parking lot. In her nightmare, this was 
the area she had been looking at from her room. A cab pulled up. 
Gratefully she got in, wincing at the pain in her knees. "Where to, 
lady?" the driver asked, and pressed the accelerator. 

 

From the window of the room that Katie had just left, a man 
was observing her departure. Her chart was in his hand. It read: 
"Kathleen N. DeMaio, 
10 Woodfield Way, Abbington. Place of 
Business: prosecutor's office, Valley County, New Jersey." 

 

He felt a thrill of fear go through him. Katie DeMaio. 

 

There was a note on the chart that the night nurse had found 
her sitting on the edge of the bed at two eight a.m. in an agitated 
state and complaining about nightmares. The chart also showed 
she had been given a sleeping pill, so she would have been pretty 
groggy. But how much had she seen? Even if she thought she'd 
been dreaming, her professional training would nag at her. She 
was a risk, an unacceptable one. 

 




 

CHAPTER TWO 

 

SHOULDERS touching, Chris Lewis and Joan Moore sat in the end 
booth of the 
Eighty-seventh Street drugstore, sipping coffee. Her 
left arm rested on the gold braid on his right sleeve. Their fingers 
were entwined. 

 

"I've missed you," he said carefully. 

 

"I've missed you too, Chris. That's why I'm sorry you met me 
this morning. It just makes it worse." 
"Joan, give me a little time. I swear well work this out." 
She shook her head. He saw how unhappy she looked. Her hazel 

 

eyes were cloudy. Her light brown hair, pulled back in a chignon, 
emphasized the paleness of her smooth, clear skin. 

 

For the thousandth time he asked himself why he hadn't made 
a clean break with Vangie when he was transferred to New York
last year. Why had he given in to her plea to try a little longer to 
make a go of their marriage when ten years of trying hadn't done 
it? And now a baby coming. He thought of the ugly quarrel he'd 
had with Vangie before he left. Should he tell Joan about that? 
No, it wouldn't do any good. 

 

Joan was a flight attendant with Pan American. She was based 
in New York and shared an apartment with two other Pan Am 
attendants. Chris had met her six months ago at a party in Hawaii. 

 

Incredible how right some people are together from the first 
minute. He'd told her he was married, but was able to say honestly 
that he had wanted to break with his wife when he transferred 
from Minneapolis to New York. But he hadn't. 

 

Joan was saying, "You got in last night?" 

 

"Yes. We had engine trouble in Chicago, and the rest of the 
flight was canceled. Got back around six and stayed in town." 
"Why didn't you go home?" 
"Because I wanted to see you. Vangie doesn't expect me till 

 

later this morning. So don't worry." 
"Chris, I told you I applied for a transfer to the Latin American 
division. It's been approved. I'm moving to Miami next week." 
"Joan, no!" 

 




 

"I'm sorry, but it's not my nature to be an available lady for a 
man who is not only married but whose wife is finally expecting 
the baby she's prayed for for ten years. I'm not a home wrecker." 

 

"Our relationship has been totally innocent." 

 

"In today's world who would believe that?" She finished her 
coffee. "No matter what you say, Chris, I still feel that if I'm not 
around, there's a chance that you and your wife will grow closer. 
A baby has a way of creating a bond between people." Gently 
she withdrew her fingers from his. "I'd better get home. It was a 
long flight and I'm tired. You'd better go home too." 

 

They looked at each other. Chris tried to smile. "I'm not giving 
up, Joan. I'm coming to Miami for you, and when I get there, I'll 
be free." 

 

THE cab dropped Katie off. She hurried painfully up the porch 
steps, thrust her key into the lock, opened the door and murmured, 
"Thank God I'm home." She felt that she'd been away weeks 
rather than overnight and with fresh eyes appreciated the soothing 
earth tones of the foyer and living room, the hanging plants. 

 

Katie hung up her coat and sank down on the living-room couch. 
She looked at her husband's portrait over the mantel. John Anthony 
DeMaio, the youngest judge in EssexCounty. She could remember 
so clearly the first time she'd seen him. He'd come to lecture to her 
class at SetonHallLawSchool. 

 

When the class ended, the students clustered around him. 
Katie said, "Judge, I have to tell you I don't agree with your decision 
in the Kipling case." 

 

John had smiled. "That obviously is your privilege, Miss . .." 

 

"Katie .. . Kathleen Callahan." 

 

She never understood why at that moment she'd dragged up the 
Kathleen, but he'd always called her that. 

 

They'd gone out for coffee that day. The next night he'd taken 
her to dinner in New York. Later, when he'd dropped her off, he 
said, "You have the loveliest blue eyes I've ever had the pleasure 
of looking into. I don't think a twelve-year age difference is too 
much, do you, Kathleen?" 

 

Three months later, when she was graduated, they were married 

 




 

and came to live in the house John had inherited from his parents. 
"I'm pretty attached to it, Kathleen, but maybe you want something 
smaller." 

 

"John, I was raised in a three-room apartment in Queens. I slept 
on a daybed in the living room. I love this house." 

 

Besides being so much in love, they were good friends. She'd 
told him about her recurring nightmare. "It started when I was 
eight years old. My father had been in the hospital recovering from 
a heart attack and then he had a second attack. The old man in 
the room with him kept buzzing for the nurse, but no one came. 
By the time someone finally got there, it was too late. In my nightmare 
I'm in a hospital going from bed to bed, looking for Daddy. 
I keep seeing people I know asleep in the beds. Finally I see a 
nurse and run up to her and ask her where Daddy is. She smiles 
and says, 'Oh, he's dead. All these people are dead. You're going 
to die in here too.'" 

 

"You poor kid." 

 

"Oh, John, I missed him so much. I was always such a daddy's 
girl. All through school I kept thinking what fun it would be if he 
were at the plays and the graduations." 

 

"Kathleen, darling, I'm going to uproot that sadness in you." 

 

"You already have, Judge." 

 

They'd spent their honeymoon traveling through Italy. John's 
pain had begun on that trip. He'd had a checkup a month after 
they got home. The overnight stay at Mount SinaiHospital
stretched into three days of additional tests. Then one evening he'd 
been waiting for her at the elevator, a wan smile on his face. He 
said, "We've got trouble, darling." 

 

Back in his room, he'd told her. "It's a malignant tumor. Both 
lungs, apparently." 

 

It seemed incredible. Judge DeMaio, not thirty-eight years old, 
had been condemned to an indeterminate sentence of six months 
to life. For him there would be no parole, no appeal. 

 

Knowing their time was slipping away, they made every minute 
count. But the cancer spread, and the pain got steadily worse. He'd 
go to the hospital for chemotherapy. Her nightmare began again; 
it came regularly. 

 




 

Toward the end, he said, "I'm glad Molly and Bill live nearby. 
They'll look out for you. And you enjoy the children." 

 

They'd both been silent then. Bill Kennedy was an orthopedic 
surgeon. He and Molly lived two towns away in ChapinRiver and 
had six kids. John had bragged that he and Katie would beat Bill 
and Molly's record. "We'll have seven," he'd declared. 

 

The last time he went in for chemotherapy, he was so weak they 
had him stay overnight. He was talking to her when he slipped into 
a coma. He died that night. 

 

The next week Katie applied to the prosecutor's office for a job 
and was accepted. The office was chronically shorthanded, and 
she always had more cases than she could reasonably handle. It 
was good therapy. There was no time for introspection. 

 

She'd kept the house, although it seemed silly for a young 
woman to own a large home surrounded by five acres. 
"You'll never put your life with John behind you until you sell 
it," Bill had told her. He was probably right. 

 

Now Katie shook herself and got up from the couch. She'd better 
call Molly and tell her about the accident. Maybe Molly would 
come over for lunch and cheer her up. Glancing into the mirror 
over the couch, Katie saw that a bruise under her right eye was 
turning a brilliant purple. Her olive complexion was a sickly yellow. 
Her collar-length dark brown hair, which usually bounced 
full and luxuriant in a natural wave, was matted against her face 
and neck. After she talked to Molly, she'd bathe and change. 

 

Before she could pick up the phone, it began to ring. It was 

 

Richard Carroll, the medical examiner. "Katie, how are you? Just 

 

heard that you were in some kind of accident last night." 

 

"Nothing much. I took a little detour off the road. The trouble 

 

is there was a tree in the way." 

 

"Why the blazes didn't you call me?" 

 

Richard's concern was both flattering and threatening. He and 

 

Molly's husband were good friends. Several times Molly had 

 

pointedly invited Katie and Richard to small dinner parties. But 

 

Katie wasn't looking to get involved, especially with someone she 

 

worked with. "Next time I run into a tree I'll remember," she said. 

 

"You're going to take a couple of days off, aren't you?" 

 




 

"Oh, no. I'm going to see if Molly's free for lunch; then I'll go 
in to the office. I'm trying a case on Friday." 

 

"There's no use telling you you're crazy. Okay. Gotta go. I'll 
poke my head in your office around five thirty and catch you for 
a drink. Then dinner." He hung up before she could reply. 

 

Katie dialed Molly's number. When her sister answered, her 
voice was shaken. "Katie, I guess you've heard about it. People 
from your office are just getting there." 

 

"Heard about what? Getting where?" 

 

"Next door. The Lewises. That couple who moved in last summer. 
That poor man; he came home and found his wife, Vangie. 
She's killed herself. Katie, she was six months pregnant!" 

 

The Lewises. Katie had met them at Molly and Bill's New Year's 
Day open house. Vangie, a very pretty blonde. Chris, an airline 
pilot. Numbly she heard Molly's shocked voice: "Katie, why would 
a girl who wanted a baby so desperately kill herself?" 

 

The question hung in the air. Cold chills washed over Katie. 
Last night's nightmare. The face she'd glimpsed through the 
hospital window was Vangie Lewis'. 

 

RICHARD Carroll parked his car within the police lines on Winding 

Brook Lane. He was shocked to realize that the Lewises lived 
next door to Bill and Molly Kennedy. Bill had been a resident 
when Richard interned at St. Vincent's. Later he'd specialized in 
forensic medicine, Bill in orthopedics. They had bumped into each 
other in the ValleyCounty courthouse when Bill was appearing 
as a witness in a malpractice trial, and their friendship was revived. 
Now they golfed together frequently, and Richard often 
stopped at the Kennedy house for a drink. 

 

He'd met Molly's sister, Katie DeMaio, in the prosecutor's office 
and had been immediately attracted to the dedicated young attorney, 
with her dark hair and intense blue eyes. Katie had subtly 
discouraged him, and he'd tried to dismiss her from his thoughts. 
But in the past few months he'd seen her at a couple of parties at 
Bill and Molly's and had found that he was far more intrigued 
by Katie DeMaio than he wanted to be. 

 

Richard shrugged. He was here on business. It was his job to 

 




 

look for any medical signs that might indicate Vangie Lewis had 
not taken her own life. Later in the day he'd perform an autopsy. 

 

A young cop from ChapinRiver let him in. A man in an airline 
captain's uniform was sitting in the living room, clasping and unclasping 
his hands. He was pale and trembling. Richard felt a 
twinge of sympathy. Some brutal kick to come home and find 
your wife a suicide. "Which way?" he asked the cop. 

 

"Back here." He nodded to the rear of the house. "She's in the 
master bedroom." 

 

In death Vangie Lewis was not a pretty sight. The long blond 
hair seemed a muddy brown now; her face was contorted. Her 
coat was buttoned, and the soles of her shoes were barely showing 
under a long flowered caftan. Richard pulled the caftan up past 
her ankles; the sides of her right shoe bit into the flesh of her 
swollen foot. Expertly he picked up one arm, held it for an instant, 
let it drop. He studied the mottled discoloration where the poison 
had burned her mouth. 

 

Charley Nugent, the detective in charge of the Homicide Squad, 
was beside him. "How long you figure?" 

 

"Anywhere from twelve to fifteen hours. She's pretty rigid." 
Richard's voice was noncommittal, but his sense of harmony was 
disturbed. Coat on. Shoes on. Had she just come home, or had she 
been planning to go out? The tumbler was beside her on the bed. 
Bending down, he sniffed it—the unmistakable bitter-almond scent 
of cyanide. He straightened up. "Did she leave a note?" 

 

Charley shook his head. "No letters; no nothing. Been married 
ten years to the pilot. He seems pretty broken up. They're from 
Minneapolis; moved east less than a year ago. She always wanted 
to have a baby. Finally got pregnant and was in heaven. Starts 
decorating a nursery; talks baby morning, noon and night." 

 

"Then she kills it and herself?" 

 

"Her husband says lately she's been afraid she was going to 
lose the baby. Other times she'd act scared about giving birth. 
Apparently she was showing signs of a toxic pregnancy." 

 

"And rather than give birth or face losing the baby, she kills 
herself?" Richard's tone was skeptical. He could tell Charley 
wasn't buying it either. "Who found her?" he asked. 

 




 

"The husband. He just got in from a flight." 

 

Richard stared at the burn marks around Vangie Lewis' mouth. 
"She must have really splashed that in," he said, "or maybe tried to 
spit it out. Can we bring the husband in here?" 

 

"Sure." Charley nodded to the young cop at the bedroom door. 

 

When Christopher Lewis came in, he looked sick. His complexion 
was now green; perspiration beaded his forehead. He had 
pulled open his shirt and tie. Richard studied him appraisingly. 
Lewis looked distraught, nervous. But not like a man whose life has 
just been shattered. 

 

Charley questioned him. "Captain, this is tough for you, but we 
won't be long. When was the last time you saw your wife?" 

 

"Two nights ago. I was on a run to the Coast." 

 

"And you arrived home at what time?" 

 

"About an hour ago." 

 

"Did you speak with your wife in those two days?" 

 

"No." 

 

"What was your wife's mental state when you left?" 

 

"I told you. Vangie was worried that she might miscarry. She'd 
become quite heavy, and she was retaining fluid." 
"Did you call her obstetrician to discuss this with him?" 
"No." 
"All right. Captain Lewis, will you look around this room and 

 

see if you notice anything amiss? It isn't easy, but will you study 
your wife's body carefully and see if there's anything that in some 
way is different." 

 

Chris obeyed, his face going white as he looked at every detail 
of his dead wife's appearance. 

 

Through narrowed eyes, Charley and Richard watched him. 

 

"No," he whispered finally. "Nothing." 

 

Charley's manner became brisk. "Okay. As soon as we take 
some pictures, we'll remove your wife's body for an autopsy." 
"I have some calls to make," Lewis said. "Vangie's father and 
mother. They'll be heartbroken. I'll phone them from the den." 

 

After he'd left, Richard and Charley exchanged glances. 

 

"He saw something we missed," Charley said flatly. 

 

Richard nodded grimly. "I know." 

 




 

CHAPTER THREE 

 

BEFORE she'd hung up, Katie had told Molly about the accident 
and invited her over for lunch. But Molly's twelve-year-old, Jennifer, 
and her six-year-old twin boys were home from school recovering 
from flu. She would pick up Katie and bring her back to 
her own house. 

 

While she waited, Katie bathed quickly, then put on a red wool 
sweater and tweed slacks. As she got herself ready, she tried to 
rationalize last night's hallucination. 

 

Had she even been at the window? Or was that part of the 
dream? It had seemed so real: the trunk light had shone directly 
on the staring eyes, the long hair, the high-arched eyebrows. What 
frightened her was the clarity of the image. 

 

Would she tell Molly about it? Of course not. Molly had been 
worried about her lately. "Katie, you're too pale. You work too 
hard. You're getting too quiet." Molly had bullied her into the 
operation scheduled for Saturday. "You can't let that hemorrhaging 
condition go on indefinitely. It can be dangerous." 

 

From outside, a horn blew loudly as Molly pulled up in her 
battered station wagon. Katie struggled into a warm beaver jacket 
and hurried out as fast as her swollen knees would allow. Molly 
pushed open the car door and eyed her critically. "You're not 
exactly blooming. How badly were you hurt?" 

 

"It could have been a lot worse." 

 

The car smelled vaguely of peanut butter and bubble gum. It 
was a comforting, familiar smell, and Katie felt her spirits lift. 
But the mood was broken when Molly said, "Our block is some 
mess. Your people have the Lewis place blocked off, and some 
detective from your office is going around asking questions. Big 
guy. Beefy face. Nice." 

 

"Phil Cunningham. He's a good man. What kind of questions?" 
"Pretty routine. Had we noticed what time she left or got back-
that kind of thing. We hadn't, of course." 
They were approaching the turn to 
Winding Brook Lane. Katie 
bit her lip. "Molly, drop me off at the Lewis house, won't you?" 
Molly looked at her, astonished. "Why?" 

 




 

Katie tried to smile. '"Well, I'm an assistant prosecutor and adviser 
to the Chapin River Police Department. As long as I'm here, 
I think I should go in." 

 

The hearse from the medical examiner's office was just backing 
into the driveway of the Lewis home. Richard stood in the doorway, 
watching. He came over to the car when Molly pulled up. 
Quickly Molly explained. "Katie's having lunch with me and 
thought she should stop by here. Why don't you come over with 
her, if you can?" 

 

He agreed, and helped Katie out of the car. I'm glad you're 
here," he said. "There's something about this setup I don't like." 
Now that she was about to see the dead woman, Katie felt her 
mouth go dry. She remembered the face in her dream. 

 

"The husband is in the den," Richard said. 

 

In the bedroom, Katie forced herself to look at the face. She 
recognized it instantly. She shuddered and closed her eyes. 
"You all right, Katie?" Richard asked sharply. 
"I'm fine. I'd like to talk to Captain Lewis now." 
When they got to the den, the door was closed. Without knock

 


 

ing, Richard opened it quietly. Chris Lewis was on the phone, his 
back to them. His voice was low but distinct. "I know it's incredible, 
but I swear to you, Joan, she didn't know about us." 

 

Richard closed the door noiselessly. He and Katie stared at 
each other. Katie said, "I'm going to recommend that we launch 
a full investigation." 

 

"I'll do the autopsy as soon as they bring her in," Richard said. 
"Come on, let's make the stop at Molly's a quick one." 

 

Molly's house, like her car, was a haven of normality. The smell 
of good food cooking, the blare of the television set, the kids shouting. 
When Katie went there, it was like reentering the real world, 
especially after a day of dealing with murderers, muggers, vandals 
and crooks. 

 

The twins came whooping up to greet them. "Did you see all 
the cop cars, Katie? Something happened next door!" Peter, older 
than his twin by ten minutes, was always the spokesman. 

 

"Next door!" John echoed. Molly called them Pete and Repeat. 

 

"Get lost, you two," she ordered. 

 




 

"Where's Jennifer?" Katie asked. 

 

"She's in bed. Poor kid still feels lousy." 

 

They settled at the kitchen table. Molly produced corned beef 
sandwiches and poured coffee. But when Katie tried to eat, she 
found her throat was closed. She glanced at Richard. He was eating 
with obvious pleasure. She envied him his detachment. On 
one level, he could enjoy a good sandwich. On the other, she was 
sure that he was concentrating on the Lewis case. His forehead 
was knitted; his thatch of brown hair looked ruffled; his blue-gray 
eyes were thoughtful. She'd have bet they were both pondering 
the same question: Who had been on the phone with Chris Lewis? 

 

She remembered the only conversation she'd had with the airline 
captain. It had been at Molly's New Year's party, and he'd 
been interesting, intelligent, pleasant. With his rugged good looks, 
he was very appealing. She also remembered that he'd been unenthused 
when she congratulated him on the coming baby. 

 

"Molly, what was your impression of the Lewises' marriage?" 
she asked. 

 

Molly looked troubled. "I think it was on the rocks. Whenever 
they were here, she kept yanking the conversation back to babies, 
and he was upset about it. Since I had a hand in the pregnancy, it 
was a real worry for me." 

 

Richard looked up. "You had what?" 

 

"I mean, well, you know me, Katie. The day they moved in, 
last summer, I went rushing over and invited them to dinner. Right 
away Vangie told me how much she wanted a baby, and I told 
her about Liz Berkeley. She never was able to conceive until she 
went to a gynecologist who's something of a fertility expert. Liz 
had just given birth to a little girl. So I told Vangie about Dr. 
Highley. She went to him, and a few months later she conceived." 

 

"Dr. Highley?" Katie looked startled. 

 

Molly nodded. "Yes, the one who's going to ..." 

 

Katie shook her head, and Molly's voice trailed off. 

 

EDNA Burns liked her job. She was receptionist-bookkeeper for 
the two doctors on the Westlake Maternity Concept team. 
Dr. Edgar Highley was a gynecologist-obstetrician. As Edna 

 




 

told her friends, "It's a riot to see the way his patients act when 
they finally get pregnant; so happy you'd think they invented kids. 
He charges plenty, but he's a miracle worker. On the other hand, 
Highley is also the man to see if you've got an internal problem 
that you don't want to grow. If you know what I mean." 

 

Dr. Jiro Fukhito was the psychiatrist on the team. The Westlake 
Maternity Concept was one of holistic medicine. It was based on 
the idea that mind and body must be in harmony to achieve a successful 
pregnancy. 

 

Edna enjoyed telling her friends that the Westlake concept had 
been dreamed up by old Dr. Westlake, who had died before he 
could act on it. Then, eight years ago, his daughter Winifred had 
married Dr. Highley, bought the River Falls Clinic, renamed it 
for her father and set up her husband there. "She and the doctor 
were crazy about each other," Edna would sigh. "She was ten 
years older than he and nothing to look at, but they were real 
lovers. It was some shock when she died. No one ever knew her 
heart was that bad. 

 

"But," she'd say philosophically, "he keeps busy. I've seen 
women who never were able to conceive become pregnant two and 
three times. Of course, a lot of them don't carry the babies to term, 
but at least they know there's a chance. You can read about it 
yourself," she'd add. "Newsmaker magazine is doing an article 
about him. They photographed him last week in his office, and if 
you think we're busy now, wait till that article comes out." 

 

Edna was a born bookkeeper. Dr. Highley always complimented 
her on the excellent records she maintained. The only 
time he gave her the rough side of his tongue was once when he 
overheard her talking to one patient about another's problems. 
He had finished by saying, "Any more talking and you're through." 

 

Edna sighed. She was tired. Last night both doctors had had 
evening hours, and it had been hectic. Now, while it was quiet, 
she'd check the calendar to make sure she'd made all the necessary 
future appointments. She had been told by Dr. Highley that she 
was to make follow-up appointments with people as they left. 
Frowning, she leaned her broad, freckled face on a thick hand. 

 

She was an overweight woman of forty-four who looked ten 

 




 

years older. Her youth had been spent taking care of aging parents. 
When Edna looked back at pictures of herself from secretarial 
school, she was always surprised at what a pretty girl she'd 
once been. A mite too heavy, but pretty nevertheless. 

 

Her mind was only half on the page she was reading. Then 
something triggered her full attention. Last night. The eight-
o'clock appointment Vangie Lewis had with Dr. Fukhito. 

 





































































































































































Vangie had come in early and sat talking with Edna. She was 
sure upset. Vangie had put on a lot of weight during the pregnancy; 
she really wasn't well. Last month she'd started wearing 
moccasins because her other shoes didn't fit anymore. She'd shown 
them to Edna. "Look at this. My right foot is so swollen, I can only 
wear these clodhoppers my cleaning woman left behind. The left 
one is always falling off." 

 

Edna had tried to kid her. "Well, with those glass slippers, I'll 
just have to start calling you Cinderella. We'll call your husband 
Prince Charming." Vangie was nuts about her husband. 

 

But Vangie had just pouted and said impatiently, "Prince 
Charming was Sleeping Beauty's boy friend, not Cinderella's." 
Edna had just laughed. "Never mind—before you know it, you'll 
have your baby and be back in pretty shoes again." 

 

Last night Vangie had pulled up that long caftan she'd started 
wearing to hide her swollen leg. "Edna," she'd said, "now I can 
hardly even get this clodhopper on. And for what? For what?" 
She'd been almost crying. 

 

"Oh, you're just down in the dumps," Edna had said. "Good 
thing you came in to talk to Dr. Fukhito. He'll relax you." 

 

Just then Dr. Fukhito had buzzed and asked her to send in Mrs. 
Lewis. As Vangie started down the corridor to his office, she 
stumbled. She'd walked right out of that loose left shoe. 

 

"Oh, to hell with it!" she cried, and just kept going. Edna had 
picked up the moccasin, figuring Vangie would come back for it 
when she finished with Dr. Fukhito. 

 

But when Edna was ready to go home around nine o'clock, 
Vangie still hadn't come back. Edna decided to ring Dr. Fukhito 
and tell him she had the shoe, but there was no answer. Vangie 
must have left by the door that led directly to the parking lot. 

 




 

That was crazy. She'd catch her death of cold getting her foot wet. 

 

Irresolutely Edna had held the moccasin in her hand and locked 
up. She went out to the parking lot toward her own car just in 
time to see Vangie's big red Lincoln Continental pull out with Dr. 
Highley at the wheel. She'd run a few steps to wave to him, but it 
was no use. So she'd just gone home. 

 

Now, checking her calendar, she wondered if Dr. Highley had 
already made a new appointment with Vangie. She decided to 
phone her just to be sure. She dialed the number. The Lewis phone 
rang once, twice. 

 

A man answered. "Lewises' residence." 

 

"Mrs. Lewis, please. This is Dr. Highley's office. We want to 
set up Mrs. Lewis' next appointment." 
"Hold on." 
She heard muffled voices talking. What could be going on? The 

 

voice returned. "This is Detective Cunningham of the Valley 
County prosecutor's office. I'm sorry, but Mrs. Lewis has died suddenly. 
You can tell her doctor that someone on our staff will contact 
him tomorrow." 

 

"Mrs. Lewis died!" Edna's voice was a howl of dismay. "Oh, 
what happened?" 

 

"It seems she took her own life." The connection was broken. 

 

Slowly Edna lowered the receiver. It just wasn't possible. 

 

The two-o'clock appointments arrived together: Mrs. Volmer 
for Dr. Highley, Mrs. Lashley for Dr. Fukhito. 
"Are you all right, Edna?" Mrs. Volmer asked curiously. 
Edna knew Mrs. Volmer had sometimes talked to Vangie in the 

 

waiting room. It was on the tip of her tongue to tell her she was 
dead. But some instinct warned her to tell Dr. Highley first. 
His one-thirty appointment came out. He was on the intercom. 
"Send Mrs. Volmer in, Edna." 
"Doctor, may I step into your office for a moment, please? I'd 
like to have a word with you." 

 

"Certainly." He didn't sound very happy about it. 

 

She hurried down the hall to his office, then timidly stepped inside. 
"Doctor," she began, "you'll want to know. I just phoned 
Vangie Lewis to make an appointment. A detective answered and 

 




 

said she killed herself. They're coming to see you tomorrow." 

 

"Mrs. Lewis did what?" 

 

Now that she could talk about it, Edna's words came tumbling 
out in a torrent. "She was so upset last night, wasn't she, Doctor? 
She acted like she didn't care about anything. But you must know 
that; I thought it was the nicest thing when I saw you drive her 
home. I waved to you, but you didn't see me. So I guess of all 
people you know how bad she was." 

 

"Edna, how many people have you discussed this with?" 
There was something in his tone that made her nervous. Flustered, 
she replied, "Why, nobody, sir. I just heard this minute." 
"You did not discuss Mrs. Lewis with Mrs. Volmer or with the 
detective on the phone?" 

 

"No, sir." 

 

"Edna, tomorrow when the police come, you and I will tell 
them everything we know about Mrs. Lewis' frame of mind. But 
listen to me now." He pointed his finger at her and leaned forward. 
"I don't want Mrs. Lewis' name mentioned by you to anyone—
anyone, do you hear? Her suicide reflects very badly on our 
hospital. How do you think it's going to look if it comes out that 
she was a patient of mine? If I hear you have so much as mentioned 
the Lewis case, you're finished here. Is that clear?" 

 

"Yes, sir." 
"Are you going out with friends tonight? You know how you 
get when you drink." 

 

Edna was close to tears. "I'm going home tonight. I want to have 
my wits about me tomorrow when the police talk to me. Poor 
little Cinderella." Tears came to her eyes, but then she saw the 
expression on his face. Angry. Disgusted. 

 

Edna straightened up, dabbed at her eyes. "I'll send Mrs. Volmer 
in, Doctor. And you don't have to worry," she added with dignity. 
"I value our hospital. I know how much your work means to you 
and to our patients. I'm not going to say one single word." 

 

The afternoon was busy. She managed to push the thought of 
Vangie to the back of her mind. Finally at five o'clock she could 
leave. Warmly wrapped in a leopard-spotted fake fur coat, she 
drove home to her apartment in Edgeriver, six miles away. 

 




 

CHAPTER FOUR 

 

IN THE autopsy room of the Valley County Morgue, Richard Carroll 
gently removed the fetus from the corpse of Vangie Lewis. 
It was a boy, and he judged that it weighed about two and a half 
pounds. He noted that the amniotic fluid had begun to leak. Vangie 
Lewis could not have carried this baby much longer; she had been 
in an advanced state of toxemia. It was incredible that any doctor 
had allowed her to progress so far in this condition. 

 

Richard had no doubt that it was the cyanide that had killed 
the woman. She'd swallowed a huge gulp of it, and her throat 
and mouth were badly burned. The burns on the outside of her 
mouth? Richard tried to visualize the moment she'd drunk the 
poison. She'd started to swallow, felt the burning, changed her 
mind, tried to spit it out. It had run over her lips and chin. 

 

To him it didn't make sense. 

 

There were fine white fibers clinging to her black coat. They 
looked as though they'd come from a blanket. He was having 
them analyzed, but, of course, they might have been picked up 
at any time. 

 

Her body had become so bloated that it looked as though she 
had just put on any clothes she could find that would cover her. 

 

Except for the shoes. They were an incongruous note. They were 
well cut, expensive and looked quite new. It was unlikely that 
Vangie could have been outdoors on Monday in those shoes. There 
were no water spots on them, even though the ankles of her panty 
hose were spattered. Which suggested that she must have been 
out, come in, decided to leave again, changed her shoes and then 
committed suicide. That didn't make sense either. 

 

Another thing. Those shoes were awfully tight. Particularly on 
the right foot. Considering the way she was dressed, why bother 
to put on shoes that will kill you? 

 

Richard straightened up. He was just about finished. Once 
more he turned to study the fetus. Suddenly something struck him. 
Was it possible? It was a hunch he had to check out. Dave Broad 
was the man for him. Dave was in charge of prenatal research at 

 




 

Mount Sinai. He'd send this fetus to him and ask for an opinion. 
If what he believed was true, there was a good reason why Chris 
Lewis would have been upset about his wife's pregnancy. 
Maybe upset enough to kill her! 

 

SCOTT Myerson, the Valley County prosecutor, had scheduled 
a five-o'clock meeting in his office for Katie, Richard and the two 
Homicide Squad detectives assigned to the Lewis suicide. 

 

Katie arrived first. As she eased herself into a chair, Scott looked 
at her with a hint of a smile. He was a small man with a surprisingly 
deep voice. Large-rimmed glasses, a dark, neat mustache 
and meticulously tailored conservative suit made him look more 
like a banker than a law enforcer. Now he observed Katie's bandaged 
arm and the bruise under her eye. 

 

"Thanks for coming in, Katie," he said. "If you start feeling 
rotten, you'd better go home." Then he became businesshke. "The 
Lewis case. What have we got on it?" 

 

While she was talking, Richard came in with Charley Nugent and 
Phil Cunningham. Silently they settled in the remaining chairs. 
Scott listened to Katie, then turned to the detectives. "What did 
you come up with?" 

 

Phil Cunningham pulled out his notebook. "That place was no 
honeymoon cottage. The neighbors liked Chris Lewis, but they 
thought Vangie was a pain in the neck. At parties she was always 
hanging on him; got upset if he talked more than five minutes to 
another woman. Then when she got pregnant she was really insufferable. 
Talked baby all the time." 

 

Charley opened his notebook. "Her obstetrician's office called 
to make an appointment. I said we'd talk to her doctor tomorrow." 
Richard spoke quietly. "There are a few questions I'd like to 
ask that doctor about Vangie Lewis' condition." 

 

Scott looked at Richard. "You've finished the autopsy?" 

 

"Yes. It was definitely cyanide. She died instantly. Which leads 
to the crucial point." 

 

There were some paper cups and a water pitcher on top of the 
file cabinet. Walking over to the file, Richard poured a generous 
amount of water into a cup. "Suppose this is filled with dis

 


 




 

solved cyanide," he said. "I take a large gulp." Quickly he swallowed. 
He held up the paper cup. It was still nearly half full. "In 
my judgment, Vangie Lewis must have drunk at least the approximately 
three ounces I just swallowed in order to have the amount 
of cyanide we found in her system. But here's the problem. The 
outside of her lips and chin and even her neck were burned. The 
only way that could have happened would have been if she spit a 
lot of the stuff out. But would she then take another mouthful? No 
way. The reaction is instantaneous." 

 

Richard went on to explain his belief that Vangie Lewis could 
not have walked comfortably in the shoes that had been laced on 
her feet. While Katie listened, she visualized Vangie's face. The 
face she had seen in the dream and the face she'd seen on the bed 
slid back and forth in her mind. She forced her attention back to 
the room. Charley was saying, "Richard and I feel the husband 
noticed something about the body that he didn't tell us." 

 

"I think it was the shoes," Richard said. 
Katie turned to Scott. "I told you about the phone call Chris 
Lewis made." 

 

"You did." Scott Myerson leaned back in his chair. "All right. 
You two"—he pointed to Charley and Phil—"find out everything 
you can about Lewis. See who this Joan is. Find out what time 
his plane came in this morning. Check on phone calls Vangie Lewis 
made the last few days. Katie, try to see Mrs. Lewis' doctor and get 
his opinion of her mental and physical condition." 

 

"I can tell you about her physical condition," Richard said. 
"If she hadn't delivered that baby soon, she could have saved 
her cyanide." 

 

"There's another thing. Where did she get the cyanide?" 

 

"No trace of it in the house," Charley reported. "Not a drop." 

 

"Anything else?" Scott asked. 

 

"There may be," Richard said. "But it's so far out. Give me 
another twenty-four hours. Then I may have something." 

 

Scott stood up. "I believe we all agree. We're not closing this 
as a suicide." He looked at Richard. "Is there any chance that she 
died somewhere else and was put back on her bed?" 

 

Richard frowned. "It's possible." 

 




 

Katie started to get up. "I know it's insane, but—" She felt 
Richard's arm steadying her. 

 

"You sure look stiff," he interrupted. 

 

She'd been about to describe the crazy dream she'd had in the 
hospital. His voice snapped her back to reality. What a fool she'd 
have appeared to them. Gratefully she smiled at Richard. "Stiff 
in the head mostly, I think," she commented. 

 

HE COULD not let Edna destroy everything he'd worked for. His 
hands gripped the wheel. He could feel them trembling. He had 
to calm down. 

 

It was ironic that she of all people had seen him drive the 
Lincoln out of the parking lot. Obviously she'd assumed that 
Vangie was with him. The minute she told her story to the police, 
everything would be over. 

 

Edna had to be silenced. His medical bag was on the seat next 
to him. In it he had put the paperweight from his office desk. He 
didn't usually carry a bag anymore, but he'd taken it out this 
morning, planning to put the moccasins in it. He'd intended to drive 
into New York for dinner and leave them in separate litter cans. 

 

But this morning his housekeeper, Hilda, had come in early. 
She'd stood talking to him while he put on his tweed overcoat. He'd 
had no chance to transfer the moccasins from his Burberry to the 
bag. No matter. He'd get rid of the shoes tomorrow night. 

 

It was a stroke of luck that Edna lived quite near the hospital. 
Several times he'd dropped off work for her when she was laid 
up with sciatica. That was why he knew her apartment. He'd make 
it look like a murder committed during a felony; take her wallet, 
grab any bits of jewelry she had. Once, when he'd left some work 
at her place, she'd shown him a butterfly-shaped pin with a 
minuscule ruby, and her mother's engagement ring with a dot of a 
diamond in it. She kept them in a plastic jewelry box in the night-
table drawer. 

 

He thought about the apartment. How would he get in? Did he 
dare ring the bell? Suppose she wasn't alone? 
But she would be alone. He was sure of it. She was going home 
to drink. He could tell. That's why he waited a few hours before 

 




 

coming. So that she'd be drunk. Watching her from the corridor, 
he'd seen how agitated she was, obviously filled with the stories 
she wanted to tell to the police tomorrow. 

 

He was driving into her apartment area. She lived on the 
ground floor at the end of her building. Thick bushes and a rusting 
chain link fence separated the complex from a steep ravine that 
dropped down a dozen feet and terminated in railroad tracks. 

 

Edna's bedroom window backed onto the parking lot. By now 
she must be very drunk. He could go in and out by the window. 
That would lend credence to a burglary. 

 

He parked his car, then pulled on his surgical gloves. He put the 
paperweight in his coat pocket and slid cautiously out, closing the 
door noiselessly. 

 

Edna's bedroom shade was pulled down most of the way, but 
she had a plant in the window. The shade rested on the top of the 
plant, and he could see in clearly. The room was partially lighted 
by a fixture in the hall. The window was open a crack. She must 
be in the living room. He could hear the faint sound of a television 
program. 

 

Glancing about to make sure that the area was deserted, he 
raised the window, pulled up the shade, carefully lifted the plant 
out onto the ground. He hoisted himself up to the sill. 

 

He was inside. In the dim light he observed the virginal tidiness, 
the crucifix over the bed, the lace runner on the dresser. Now for 
the part he detested. He felt for the paperweight in his pocket and 
began to tiptoe down the short hall, past the bathroom, to the 
living room. Cautiously he peered in. The television set was on, 
but the room was empty. He heard the sound of a chair creaking. 
She must be at the table in the dinette. With infinite ca