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  ››› This title is part of The Murder Room, our series dedicated to making available out-of-print or hard-to-find titles

  by classic crime writers.




  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we are

  obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.




  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent of

  digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for

  decades.




  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid

  twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. ›››
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          There’s nothing serious in mortality—




          All is but toys; renown and grace is dead,




          The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees




          Is left this vault to brag of.




          —Macbeth, Act 2, Scene 3




          Men have died from time to time, and worms




          Have eaten them, but not for love.




          —As You Like It, Act 4, Scene 1
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  Chapter One




  William De Witt had dropped by the office to take Jesse out to lunch. As the head of the Western Association for Psychic Research, De Witt had roped Jesse in as treasurer; not

  that there was much work in it. Over the last couple of months, he had been engaged, with his little crew of psychics, in a triangular experiment aimed at getting the cross-correspondence

  communications with his own team of psychics, a group at Maimonides Medical Center in New York, and another group at Durham University.




  Jesse listened to his enthusiastic testimony with small interest. The evidential communications had been coming through, but it was the kind of cross correspondence, from a variety of accredited

  psychics, that had been coming through to a number of parapsychological researchers for the last ninety years—evidential, but monotonous and fairly boring.




  He said as he finished his coffee, “I can’t stay to gossip, William—I’ve got a two o’clock appointment.”




  “Oh well, I just thought you’d be interested in the latest evidence.” They went out to the parking lot, and Jesse fished for his keys as they came up to the Mercedes sedan. De

  Witt began suddenly to laugh, and leaned up against the car, as long and lanky and dark as Jesse, laughing. “Just a minute—I haven’t told you about Charles’ latest

  hit.”




  “Oh?” Jesse paused. Charles MacDonald was one of De Witt’s team of psychics; he was a gifted psychometrist, but his psychic pronouncements were often rather cryptic, needing

  some interpretation.




  De Witt chuckled. “Rather silly,” he said, “but interesting. This woman came to him for a reading a couple of weeks ago. Gave him a man’s ring to hold. All she said was,

  she was having trouble with her husband and could he tell her anything. He told her yes, he got the definite impression that all her trouble was caused by Moonrose Mischief III and

  Penhallow’s Minuet of Moonrose.”




  Jesse laughed. “Outlandish even for Charles.”




  “Say it twice,” said De Witt amusedly. “The woman thought he was kidding her—making up something—went away in a huff. But last week she came in to apologize and say

  he’d been absolutely right. Turns out her husband is a professional dog handler—you know, shows dogs for the owners. And those dogs—Moonrose Mischief and the other one—are

  prize-winning cocker spaniels he’s been showing for a wealthy socialite female. In the course of which they’ve started a hot and heavy affair, and he’s now asked his wife for a

  divorce and is all set to marry the wealthy socialite.”




  Jesse laughed. “That is a funny one—Charles right again, if in a roundabout way. I’ve got to run, William—this appointment.”




  In fact, he was late getting back to the office in the highrise building on Wilshire Boulevard. When he came in, he found the new client waiting for him under the eyes of his twin blonde

  secretaries Jean and Jamesina Gordon, and apologized for being late.




  “I was a little early,” said the client amiably.




  “Mr. Kinsolving? Come into my office and tell me what I can do for you.”




  Kinsolving had called to make an appointment a few days earlier. He followed Jesse into the inner office and accepted the chair beside the desk. He was a man of middle height, thin and casually

  well tailored in a gray business suit, white shirt, discreet tie. You’d look at him twice, thought Jesse, to realize that he was a rather handsome man, with regular clean-cut features,

  intelligent blue eyes under heavy brows, his dark hair still plentiful in a severe short cut.




  He said, “It’s nothing very important, Mr. Falkenstein. I just want to make a will.” He had an attractive one-sided smile. “Here I’m always advising my clients to

  make wills like sensible people, and I only get around to it myself now. And of course, we have dealings with several attorneys with the firm, but I just thought—for personal

  business—I’d go to someone outside, as it were.” He smiled again. “My sister accuses me of being secretive, but I don’t think I am—only cautious.”




  “Just as well,” said Jesse.




  “Well, Mrs. Gorman had mentioned your name,” said Kinsolving.




  “Oh, I see.” Mrs. Gorman was a longtime client; she conceived a new codicil to her will on the average of once every three months, and it was now a respectably lengthy document.




  Kinsolving laughed. “The nice, silly, sentimental woman,” he said. “Fortunately she has just enough sense to realize she doesn’t know anything about money, and leaves it

  all up to me. She’s so devoted to those dogs of hers.”




  Jesse laughed. “The dear lady is nervous about my office décor.” He glanced up at the one large picture in its heavy oak frame on the wall behind the desk.




  Kinsolving’s eyes followed his and surprisingly he recognized it at once. “That’s a very nice Holbein reproduction. Oh, yes, Sir Thomas More. Well, he is rather a grim-looking

  old boy, isn’t he?”




  “Very upright man of integrity,” said Jesse. “Very sound lawyer.”




  “Until he made the mistake of getting into a religious argument with Henry VIII,” said Kinsolving with a grin. “Mrs. Gorman and her dogs—well, it’d be nice to have

  a pet—I like cats—but in my position it’d be impossible. I’m away all day, and sometimes I have to travel for the firm. Mrs. Gorman mentioned that you have a

  mastiff.”




  “For our sins. My wife acquired him under the misapprehension that he was a Boxer, and then he kept growing—”




  Kinsolving laughed. “Well, I won’t take up much of your time, Mr. Falkenstein—it’s a very simple will. I’ve got a forty-second birthday coming up in November, and

  it’s past time I made a will.” He had a briefcase on his lap; he opened it and took out a single sheet of paper. “I’ve just noted down what the estate consists of.” He

  passed it over—he had a copperplate handwriting nearly as neat as Jesse’s own. “I’d better tell you something of my circumstances.”




  He was a tax specialist with an old and prestigious brokerage firm. For a man of his age he had amassed quite a nice estate; Jesse read him as a very shrewd businessman, and of course his job

  was the knowledge of how to protect investments from the ravages of the income tax. He owned the condominium where he lived clear; he said he’d had a windfall several years ago and thought

  that a sound investment. It was a good address, in upper Hollywood; it would represent a value of about two hundred thousand, and in addition he had not inconsiderable holdings in money market

  funds, a fiduciary trust.




  “It’s all to go to my sister,” he said. “Mrs. Shirley Grant.”




  “There aren’t any other relatives?”




  “Well, no, not to speak of.” Kinsolving sat back in the chair and passed a manicured hand over his mouth. “You see, Mr. Falkenstein, sixteen years ago I was engaged to be

  married. I think Marion and I would have been very happy together—we wanted a family—and my life would have taken a different direction, you can say. But she was killed by a hit-run

  driver two days before the wedding—and, well, since then I simply haven’t met a woman I could feel that deeply about. I expect you could say I’ve just—vegetated. Gone on

  alone. I expect I got in a rut—I suppose some people would say I live a dull life, but I don’t know. I get to feeling a little depressed sometimes, thinking of all I’ve missed in

  life, but on the whole I go along all right. I enjoy my work, I’m interested in that, and I get in some golf, and I’ve got a friend, a client, Sam Ulrich, who gives me a game of chess

  now and then, and I like to read, and listen to music. I do all right. Well—this will. By the way, I’ve got a safe at the apartment—easier than renting a safety-deposit

  box—I expect you’d better have the combination.”




  He wanted to leave everything to his sister, Mrs. Shirley Grant. “Our parents are gone. Dad died five years ago, and Mother a couple of years later. Alan’s a very nice fellow,”

  he added, “he’s been a good husband to Shirley, but he’ll never be a money-maker. The only thing is, I can’t give you a permanent address, not now. Alan’s been

  teaching at Hollywood High School since they’ve been married, but he’s moving up a step now—he’ll be teaching at the university at Santa Barbara starting in September,

  he’s got a pretty good contract there. They’ll be moving up there, they’ve got the house here up for sale, but you know real estate isn’t moving very fast—the interest

  rates. It may be that Alan will have to go up there and get a temporary apartment until the house here is sold and through escrow. Of course, they’d like to get up there, moved into another

  house, by the beginning of the school year—the kids are thirteen and eleven—but it may not work out. I’ll give you the current address.” It was Oporto Drive. “As soon

  as they’ve moved, I’ll let you know the new address.”




  “There aren’t any other relatives? It may be advisable to exclude them with a token legacy.”




  “One dollar to prevent challenging the will?” Kinsolving laughed. “Oh, I don’t think so—there are cousins, second cousins, but Shirley and I haven’t kept up

  with them at all—they all live up north, I think. And there’s Aunt Janet, Mrs. Janet Culver. My father’s youngest sister. She and her husband never had any children. They lived in

  Chicago, and when he died about five years ago, she came back to California, she was tired of the winters in Illinois. But her husband left her a very good annuity, she’s all right, and

  besides she’s about seventy-five. I really don’t expect to die for quite some time, you just have to be—foresighted. Make sensible plans.”




  “Yes, that’s only sensible.”




  “Shirley and Alan have made mutual wills—everything to each other—and left me as guardian in case they both die while the children are still minors. That isn’t very

  likely, of course, but you never know.”




  “Well, we’ll get this drawn up for you, Mr. Kinsolving, probably by the end of the week.”




  “That’s fine. I’ll be glad to have it done and off my mind—shouldn’t have put it off,” said Kinsolving. He stood up and gave Jesse his attractive one-sided

  smile. “I’ll be relieved to have it taken care of.”




  “We’ll let you know when you can come in and sign it,” said Jesse.




  “Fine. You can get me at the office or at home.” He offered his hand. “Thanks very much, Mr. Falkenstein. You’ll be in touch then?”




  “In a few days.”




  “Fine.” Kinsolving went out, and in the door to the anteroom Jimmy Gordon said expressionlessly, “Mrs. Cochran is here, Mr. Falkenstein.”




  Jesse suppressed a few forcible words. Mrs. Cochran had somewhat more money and less sense than she should have had, and at the moment was bent on instituting a lawsuit against a large

  department store on the grounds that one of its clerks had insulted her over an argument about bathing suit sizes. It was going to take quite a lot of persuasion to convince her that it would be a

  useless legal exercise.




  He had two divorce hearings tomorrow, and sometime next week the hearing would get underway on the litigation about the deed to an empty lot in Glendale, which could be time-consuming and

  confusing—two cousins of the same name claiming it, and a mutual uncle’s will not specifying which. Wills, however meticulously drawn, could sometimes be unspecific.




  He got rid of Mrs. Cochran within half an hour and settled to draft Robert Kinsolving’s will in his finicky copperplate handwriting; he dictated it to Jean before he left the office.




  “I don’t know when I’ll get to it, Mr. Falkenstein—there’s that Fielding contract, and all the paperwork on the Brunson divorce—”




  “No particular hurry,” said Jesse. Kinsolving—whom he liked, a good man, an attractive man—wasn’t about to drop dead tomorrow. Just being foresighted.




  He spent a tiresome day in court on Wednesday. In the third week of July, the usual summer heat wave in Southern California was getting underway. Of course, the Central Criminal Courthouse was

  air-conditioned, and so was the Mercedes, but the underground parking lot wasn’t—it was like the anteroom of hell, and the air-conditioning didn’t get the car cooled off until

  Jesse got home.




  On Thursday he was peacefully proofreading a contract between a building contractor and a major investor when he had an unexpected call from a little-known client—he’d once drawn a

  will for the man a year or so ago—who was incarcerated in the county jail on a charge of assault, and screaming for help. Jesse turned the contract over to Jean, drove down to the jail, and

  discovered that it was a tempest in a teapot—the client’s girlfriend had accused him of attempted rape on rather flimsy evidence.




  “Listen,” said the client morosely, “I was drunk—we was both kind of drunk—I don’t figure I could have done it even if I’d meant to, see. She was just

  mad at me because I’d forgot to get her a birthday present.” He was fifty-eight and twice divorced; the girlfriend was sixty, with a small record of petty theft.




  Jesse arranged for bail; the man would probably be arraigned within a few days. It would cost some time in court in a couple of weeks’ time, but he could probably get the charge dismissed.

  People! he thought, driving home. The heat had built up more; when it arrived this early, it was going to be a bad summer. And why one of the world’s greatest cities had grown up in this

  climate was just one of those mysteries. And thank God for air-conditioning.




  He had to be in court on Friday afternoon for another divorce hearing. He got back to the office about three-thirty; he had an appointment with a woman who wanted a divorce, and listened to a

  long list of grievances. People, he thought again. The woman was a raddled harridan, the husband apparently a drunk and a chaser, and there wasn’t much to choose between them. He got all the

  relevant details, she grudgingly parted with a retainer, and he saw her out with relief. It was getting on to four-thirty.




  “Oh, I’ve got that Kinsolving will copied,” said Jimmy in the door of his office.




  “Good.” It was, of course, a short and simple will. He proofread it—as usual, the copy was crisp and correct. He wondered now and then what on earth he would do if a couple of

  personable young men should rob him of his efficient and excellent twin Gordons; they were, after all, extremely pretty girls, brown-eyed blondes with eye-catching figures. He wouldn’t find

  one such efficient secretary in a hurry, let alone two.




  It was five o’clock when he called Robert Kinsolving at the brokerage firm. “Oh, you just caught me leaving,” said Kinsolving.




  “Your will’s all ready to be signed, you can come in anytime.”




  “Oh, fine,” said Kinsolving amiably. “Be just as happy to have it done and off my mind. I don’t suppose you keep office hours on the weekend.”




  “Any time on Monday,” said Jesse.




  “Well, let’s see, I’ve got an appointment in the morning—and I’ve got to talk to that trustee on the Clymer business, but I can put that off until late afternoon.

  I’ll tell you,” said Kinsolving, “I’ll drop by about two on Monday afternoon to sign it. That all right? I suppose your girls can act as witnesses.”




  “Yes, that’ll be fine. You can leave it with me—I’ve got all the rest of the relevant paperwork. I’ll see you then.”




  And thank God not only for air-conditioning but for the weekend. It was good to get home, to the sprawling big two-story house at the end of Paradise Lane off Coldwater Canyon Drive. At this

  time of year it wasn’t dark yet, the front lights not on, but the gate was open, which meant that Athelstane was in. He stopped to close the gates behind him, drove into the garage and parked

  the Mercedes beside Nell’s identical sedan, and went in the back door. The central air-conditioning was on, and damn what it cost. Nell was stretched out on the couch in the living room

  reading, and looked up in surprise. “You’re early—” She scrambled up to kiss him, his lovely Nell with her bright brown hair in its fat chignon, but these days not exactly

  her usual slim self. The new baby had got started in March and was due in November; they both hoped it would be a girl. Davy came running up, discovering that Daddy was home; at just over two years

  he was more energetic and voluble by the day.




  “Daddy read—read about Dame Wiggins!” He had lately been introduced to Dame Wiggins and her wonderful cats in the new nursery book.




  “Later,” said Jesse. “You all right?”




  “Never better,” said Nell. “Being pregnant agrees with me.” Athelstane, the huge brindle mastiff, was sprawled on the hearthrug before the empty fireplace, and the

  arrogant liquid length of Murteza, the royal Siamese, was in his favorite place on the mantel.




  “Dame Wiggins!” insisted Davy.




  “I can offer you steak and French fries, or cold cuts and potato salad. What sort of a day did you have?”




  “Middling,” said Jesse. “I’ll have the steak. But I need a long drink first.” He sat down in his armchair, and Davy clambered up to his lap clutching the big book

  of nursery rhymes. “Oh, all right, boy, we’ll find Dame Wiggins.”




  Nell brought him a tall bourbon and soda, and a glass of Dubonnet for herself. “Fran and Andrew are coming to dinner on Monday night. I called your father too, but he’s got to be in

  Sacramento for the firm.” Falkenstein Senior was a busy corporation attorney.




  “Um,” said Jesse, sampling his drink gratefully.




  There was paperwork he could be doing at the office, and sometime he would have to get back to the Huff woman’s attorney about that divorce settlement; he was

  representing Huff, and if the other attorney prevailed, Huff was going to get a raw deal. The woman was a mercenary slut, out for all she could get. But he was damned if he’d do overtime on

  the weekend.




  He stayed in with Davy while Nell went out marketing on Saturday morning. She came home with an armful of library books as well. “Talk about luck,” she said, dumping them down on the

  coffee table when she had put the groceries away. “I wasn’t even sure any library would have it—it’s a British publication—but I asked just on the chance, and they had

  it and it was in. That new book of Keith Simpson’s, Forty Years of Murder. You know, he’s the great forensic specialist for Scotland Yard.” Nell was a true-crime

  buff.




  “Um,” said Jesse, who was somnolently rereading The Daughter of Time while Davy sprawled across the living room floor chattering at a stuffed cat.




  “And I’ve definitely decided,” added Nell, “either Esther or Judith.”




  “It’s probably another boy.”




  “Oh, don’t be negative, Jesse. I’m positively certain sure it’s a girl. Esther or Judith—or just possibly Sarah.”




  “Just in case, we’d better decide on the alternative.”




  “Oh well, I wouldn’t be too particular—Daniel or Matthew or even Adam,” said Nell largely. “But I know it’s a girl.”




  Jesse looked up at her fondly and said, “Women. You can’t know.”




  “Well, I do. And I’m going to spend the rest of the day with Dr. Simpson—except that I want to call Fran to ask what she did about the kitchen curtains.”




  Not altogether unexpectedly, on Sunday afternoon he had a call from a doctor at Cedars-Sinai Medical Center who told him that Clifford Dawson had just died. “You were

  listed as the one to notify,” said the doctor rather indifferently.




  “Oh, yes—thanks very much.” And that would entail a little more work—and paperwork. Dawson had been an elderly recluse, and there were no relatives; he had left all his

  assets to charity, and had been terminally ill with emphysema for some time. The most immediate thing was to arrange a funeral; Jesse called a mortician and arranged for the body to be picked up.

  At least he didn’t have to be in court tomorrow.




  But Monday turned out to be one of those trying days. He spent a while on the phone that morning talking to someone in the trust department of a local bank about the Dawson estate; it would have

  to be administered by the bank until the will was through probate. Then Mrs. Huff’s attorney called him, and they spent an hour arguing about the divorce settlement.




  “I must refuse absolutely to meet your suggestions,” said the other attorney several times over. “My client has been very shabbily treated by her husband, and it will be easy

  enough to show that he has locked her out of their joint property, cut off all funds for her living expenses, and used gross and profane language to her. She will certainly refuse to settle for

  less than the half million she is asking, and title to the property, which I can only regard as eminently fair under the circumstances. And I must say, Mr. Falkenstein—”




  “And I must say,” said Jesse, goaded at last into some plain speaking, “that it would be equally easy for me to show in court that your client is promiscuous, a part-time lush

  and an evil-tempered harridan whose behavior to the man forced him to kick her out of the house and refuse her any more money for liquor and shopping sprees. Over the dozen years they’ve been

  married, she’s cost him one hell of a bundle, and God knows he hasn’t got much for it. I’ll tell you, I’m not about to see him taken for any more. We’re offering her

  the house and the car, and that’s it. You can take it or leave it.”




  The other man spluttered and argued, but Jesse had had enough of him. He was feeling annoyed as he put down the phone. And then Jimmy Gordon ushered in a Mrs. O’Reilly who was fat, in her

  forties and unsuitably dressed in a baby-blue ruffled sundress, and she wanted to instigate a lawsuit against Buffum’s Department Store.




  “I’m sure you’ll agree with me that I certainly have a case, I’ve never been so insulted in my life—I’m an honest, respectable woman, I can bring all sorts of

  character witnesses to say so—and of course I apologized at once, I simply don’t know how it could have happened, I am a little absentminded sometimes, but to call me a thief and arrest

  me—well, I’ve just never been so insulted! I’d been doing quite a lot of shopping, I had my niece’s birthday to think about, and we’re making a trip east to visit my

  husband’s brother next month, I was looking for some new dresses and shoes—and it’s such a nuisance to have stores send things, they say tomorrow and you don’t get them

  delivered for days—terrible inefficiency—and so I did have several packages with me, and naturally I took them into the dressing room with me, what with all the thieves around, even in

  good stores—I was simply trying on a few dresses, and I just can’t think how that one came to get into the bag from the Broadway— I’d got my niece a very nice housecoat, it

  was on sale too—I’m certainly not a thief! I was never so insulted when that—that woman came up as I was leaving and rummaged through all my parcels—of course I apologized

  right away when that dress showed up, I can’t think how it came to be there, but to have me arrested— I had to call my husband, and those awful policemen looking at me—”




  Jesse managed to stem the flow and got a few answers to questions. No, they hadn’t actually charged her, the detective at the store and the police had just warned her, but it was plain

  they all thought she was a thief and she had never been so insulted. She was going to sue that store for slander or libel or something, and get damages, a lot of money for the way she’d been

  insulted.




  Wearily Jesse spelled it out for her that she didn’t really have a case and had better forget it. She told him he was a pretty poor excuse for a lawyer, and that he’d better not try

  to charge her for professional advice when that was all he had to say to her. She marched out indignantly, and Jesse started out for a belated lunch.




  He got back at two o’clock, in time to take a call from Huff, whose backbone had finally been stiffened by repeated threats and demands from his wife, and he was now refusing to offer her

  any settlement at all. “I’ll be damned if she gets a dime, and that’s my last word. Look, I can get in ahead of her and divorce her, can’t I? For desertion or something?

  Then she couldn’t ask for a settlement at all, could she? Look, she did walk out of the house—after the argument we had about that bill for that jewelry—I told you about that, the

  time she threw the lamp at me and damn near brained me. I’ll be damned if she gets another dime—”




  Jesse talked to him for half an hour. What with all they could show in court about Mrs. Huff’s record, he doubted that she’d get much of a settlement. Huff had better stay quiet and

  let the house go, if the judge wanted to give it to her, and count himself lucky to get out of it.




  At least he hadn’t any more appointments this afternoon. There was paperwork to do on the Dawson thing; but as he started to think about that, Jean looked in the door and said, “That

  Mr. Kinsolving hasn’t shown up, Mr. Falkenstein. He was supposed to come in to sign his will at two o’clock.”




  Jesse felt a little surprised. Kinsolving had struck him as a man who would be punctual about keeping appointments, or call in with some reasonable excuse. Well, he may have been delayed. It was

  just after three. He said, “You’d better try to get him at his office—he may have forgotten. It’s Harlow and Wolfe.” It wasn’t very important; Kinsolving would

  come in sometime.




  Jean came back five minutes later and said, “He isn’t in the office, but they say that isn’t unusual, he isn’t in all day every day.”




  “And I don’t suppose he’ll be home until after six.”




  “I left a message for him to call.”




  “All we can do. All right, try to reach him again first thing in the morning.” Jesse called the mortician again, got the final figure on the funeral cost, called the trust officer at

  the bank. Tomorrow or next day he’d have to set up that account with the trust department, pending the probate of the will; there wasn’t much hurry.




  He left the office a little early and was glad to go. Outside the building, in the blacktopped parking lot, the heat had built up some more. It was nothing to what they would get a couple of

  months from now, but bad enough. Later on the humidity would rise too. He switched on the air-conditioning in the Mercedes; the home-going traffic was already thick, and he had to wait for two

  changes of the light at the intersection to turn off at La Brea.




  He came in the back door to find Nell putting the finishing touches to a big bowl of salad. “Fran and Andrew will be here any minute. Reasonably good day,

  darling?”




  “My Lord, what a day,” said Jesse. “That O’Reilly woman— Oh well, take it as it comes.” Davy was crawling around the floor with a toy airplane, making the

  appropriate loud noises. “I need a drink, but I suppose I’d better wait for Andrew.” He wandered into the living room. Athelstane was sound asleep on the hearthrug, the elegant

  Murteza curled up against his great chest purring.




  They both woke up five minutes later when the Clocks arrived, coming in the back door without announcement. Jesse’s little sister Fran was again her slim svelte self dark and vivacious,

  with the baby now six months old. “Everything’s in the oven,” said Nell, “we can sit down and have a quiet drink before dinner.” Fran had already got the bottle of

  Dubonnet out of the refrigerator. Since a month ago baby Elaine had ceased to depend on her mother for feeding, so Fran was freer to come and go; and they had found a motherly babysitter across the

  street.




  Sergeant Andrew Clock, LAPD, Hollywood Division, was not as well turned out as Fran. His prognathous jaw needed a shave, his suit was rumpled, his tie crooked, and he looked tired. He collapsed

  onto the couch, pulled his tie loose, and said, “I could stand a drink.”




  “I was just waiting for you.”




  Davy clambered into Clock’s lap and said distinctly, “Unka.”




  “There, he’s almost got it,” said Clock. “Uncle, Davy.”




  “Unka!”




  Nell and Fran came in and sat down with glasses of Dubonnet, which they had both expensively adopted. “We’ll get him off to bed before we have dinner,” said Nell.

  “He’s already had supper.” Jesse went out to the kitchen and built two hefty bourbon highballs, handed one to Clock.




  “This I need,” said Clock. “What a day. Woman’s work nothing to what cops get—always something else coming along.” He took a long grateful swallow.




  “Anything interesting?” asked Jesse idly.




  “Routine,” said Clock. “Just routine. We’ve been busy most of the day on another damn fool suicide. Just making the hell of a lot more paperwork. No mystery, just more

  routine.” He yawned and sampled his drink again.




  After a little desultory conversation Nell swooped down on Davy and took him to settle him into bed, over the usual protests. “How’s your offspring?” asked Jesse.




  “Oh, flourishing.” Fran smiled at him dreamily. “You know, Nell’s right—it is a girl. It’s got to be. Just right, with Davy being just over two years when

  she’s born. And Esther or Judith—that’ll be just fine.”




  “In the lap of the gods,” said Jesse.




  Clock yawned again and swallowed bourbon. “Suicides,” he said. “It makes you wonder, you know. And I’ve seen a few. People with every reason to kill

  themselves—you’d think—terminal illness, whatever—they don’t do it. And people who seem to be doing all right—no reason at all—they do it. It makes you

  wonder. But if there’s one thing I’ve learned as a cop—who can understand human people?”




  “Talking shop,” said Fran. Nell came back and said she had got Davy off to sleep.




  “People—they do come all sorts,” said Jesse, thinking of Mrs. O’Reilly.




  “Yeah,” said Clock sleepily, “but it does make you wonder, you know. This one—an expensive condo, a lot of nice furniture, he was doing all right. The cleaning woman

  found him, this morning. He worked for a brokerage firm—looked as if he was in the money—all we’ve heard so far. Just a lot of paperwork to do. But it does make you wonder about

  people, not that you can come to any conclusion.”




  “Human nature,” said Jesse.




  “Funny name too,” said Clock. “Don’t know that I’ve ever heard it before. Kinsolving—Robert Kinsolving.”




  Jesse set his glass down with a little thump. “Kinsolving?” he said incredulously. “Robert Kinsolving? An address up on Electra Way? For God’s sake! Suicide? That

  doesn’t— Well, I couldn’t very well believe—suicide? Are you sure it was suicide, Andrew?”




  





  Chapter Two




  Clock looked at him curiously. “Don’t tell me you knew him.”




  “I drew up a will for him last week, he was supposed to come in to sign it today. When he didn’t show, the girls tried to track him down.”




  “That’s funny,” said Clock.




  “Funny isn’t the word,” said Jesse. “Of all the candidates for suicide I’d say he was the unlikeliest. Damn it, I liked the man—a good man, a commonsensible

  man.”




  “Well, funny or not, there it is,” said Clock. “What do you mean, am I sure it’s suicide? It looks very typical. He shot himself, probably last night. We won’t get

  an autopsy report for a couple of days, or a lab report.”




  Jesse rattled the ice cubes in his glass. “Damn it, I don’t like it, Andrew. He wasn’t the suicidal type, I’d swear.”




  “Is there one?” asked Clock.




  “But,” said Jesse, “oh, hell, I only met the man once, but you size people up. I’d have said the last man— And there’s that will, for God’s sake. If

  he’d decided to kill himself, for whatever reason, he’d have damn well signed that will first. He was a businessman, Andrew, and a pretty damned shrewd one. He wanted the sister to get

  everything. He’d know that if that will wasn’t signed the estate would get split up. He said there are cousins.”




  “I’ve seen enough suicides to know that a lot of them do it on the moment’s impulse. They’re in a fit of depression, the gun or the sleeping pills are handy, bang, they

  do it.”




  Jesse said slowly, “He didn’t strike me as an impulsive man, Andrew. I’d say above everything else he was the sound, steady businessman, not given to moods. Well, judge for

  yourself,” and he told Clock about his one and only encounter with Kinsolving, all Kinsolving had said. Clock listened interestedly. The girls had drifted out to the kitchen to see about

  dinner. Clock held out his glass mutely and Jesse got them both refills.




  “Well, I’m bound to say that might put a little different face on it, Jesse, but it still looks like the typical straight suicide. The cleaning woman found him—she comes

  Mondays and Thursdays, has a key to the place. He was on the couch in the living room, and the gun was under his hand. We’ll be hearing from the lab, whether he fired it, about prints, but

  that’s what it looks like. No evidence of any struggle or break-in, the place was neat and clean. Not even a used glass—the dishwasher had just a few dirty dishes in it. Sometimes the

  suicides get triggered off if they’re halfway drunk—”




  “Damn it,” said Jesse, “that’s woolgathering. He wasn’t a drinker.”




  “How do you know?” asked Clock.




  “Well, for God’s sake, I don’t know,” said Jesse, “but I don’t think I’m that stupid about sizing people up. Damn it, the man was a smart businessman,

  whatever else. He was a tax specialist, the fellow smart enough to hide money away from Uncle Sam, and my God, Andrew—Harlow and Wolfe—you can’t get any more solid and

  conservative than that, and he’d been with them nearly twenty years. If he’d been given to drunken binges, he wouldn’t still be with them.”




  “Well, I don’t know,” said Clock, “I don’t say he was, but he might have been feeling depressed, just for once tied one on, and on impulse— The autopsy report

  will tell us about that.”




  “I don’t like it,” said Jesse uneasily. “Damn it, he’d have signed that will.” He thought about Kinsolving, all Kinsolving had said to him. “He

  didn’t strike me as a moody man—lonely, yes, maybe, a quiet fellow, he’s had maybe a dull sort of life, but it suited him. He had interests, friends, he wasn’t an unhappy

  man— Well, he did say he got a little depressed sometimes, but it didn’t sound serious.”




  “Yes,” said Clock, “but we don’t know. That girl he was going to marry getting killed like that—maybe he brooded over it, even this long after.”




  Jesse stared at the remains of his drink. “All I say is, after a fashion I’m a hardheaded businessman too, and all my instinct says he’d have signed that will before he did it.

  You can say typical, you’re the expert on suicides, but I don’t like the feel of it, for God’s sake.”




  “You can’t be thinking he was murdered?” said Clock. “No evidence of any struggle or a break-in, and he doesn’t sound like the kind of man to have any enemies, if

  you want to be melodramatic.”




  “I wouldn’t have said so,” said Jesse. “I just don’t like the feel of it— I’ll be interested in those reports. And damn it, this is going to make some

  work for me. What a mess. With that will not signed, I’ll have to track down all the blood relatives, get the estate distributed, get the bank to administer it meanwhile.”
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