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        Love is a familiar; Love is a devil;




        There is no evil angel but Love.
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  Chapter One




  Susan Carstairs had just stepped out of her uniform skirt, in the women’s locker room, when Sergeant Daisy Hoffman looked in and said tersely,

  “Don’t.”




  Poised on one leg, Susan looked over her shoulder and said crossly, “Damn.”




  Sergeant Hoffman, who was a still trim and good-looking blonde at forty-five and a recent grandmother, grinned at her amiably and said, “Undamn. Maddox wants some help.”




  “Oh,” said Susan. She stepped back into her skirt, tucked in her blouse and closed the zipper. She wondered if it really was all that obvious. To everybody, she thought rather

  drearily, but Sergeant Ivor Maddox. Damn the man and damn Sergeant Hoffman and above all damn the starry-eyed twenty-one-year-old Susan, six years ago, for being such a lunatic as to think

  about joining the L.A.P.D.’s female branch. “What with?” she asked, trying to sound still cross. She straightened her blouse collar and rummaged for lipstick in her bag.




  “No idea. Said he’d meet you—whoever—at the garage entrance.”




  “Oh. All right.” Susan snapped the bag shut. And her mother was going out tonight, and she’d meant to take herself to dinner at that rather expensive but how atmospheric little

  French place—which probably wouldn’t have a table left after she’d finished helping out Sergeant Maddox. There was, of course, no chance whatever that Maddox, on the conclusion of

  business, would casually ask her to have dinner with him. Oh, no, thought Susan bitterly. Nice reliable Carstairs, in her neat navy coat and skirt: Policewoman Carstairs—who wanted to date a

  policewoman, for heaven’s sake? Only men like that obnoxious Randy Sills, who was studying interior decorating. Men like that. Of course. Well, she’d been crazy, that was all. Plain

  crazy. She’d been thinking so, at intervals, ever since. In fact, she still was crazy, to let herself go on this way about Maddox. That Maddox.




  She climbed the stairs to the ground floor and went down to the side entrance of the precinct house, on Wilcox Place. There were as usual a lot of black-and-white squad cars parked in a kind of

  bay across the narrow street, and a couple of uniformed men stood talking idly just inside the garage entrance. Something like a pall of silence hung over the big shabby building; it was, after

  all, nearly six o’clock on a hot August day. A hot, smoggy August day: Sue blinked suddenly smarting eyes.




  And there he was, standing at the curb beside that ridiculous red Frazer Nash sports car—latest in a succession of exotic cars. And just exactly what there was about Ivor Maddox

  she didn’t know; she wondered if possibly some terribly sophisticated demimondaine (if that was the word she meant)—Parisian for choice—might be able to explain it. Because it

  wasn’t just Susan Carstairs, it was about every female who laid eyes on him—as Detective Rodriguez inelegantly put it, they chased the hell out of him. Well, that at least she

  wouldn’t do: she had some pride left.




  She walked down toward him, wondering all over again why. He wasn’t at all handsome, by any stretch of imagination. Just a thin, very dark, youngish man, clean-shaven, with a straight nose

  and a disproportionately long jaw and blue eyes. He always looked as if he needed a shave, and he’d just got by the minimum-height requirements at five nine and a half. Really a very ordinary

  man, and it was perfectly ridiculous to—




  “I understand you want some help,” she said crisply. “I was just going off, of course.”




  Maddox turned and smiled down at her, looking genuinely pleased to see her, and she knew exactly what he was thinking. Good old Carstairs, always so reliable. “Well, hi,” he said.

  “Nice you were available. Don’t quite know what it is yet. Some woman wants some help about her daughter, all Carter could make out—she called in about ten minutes ago. Maybe the

  daughter’s got hooked or something like that. Over on Berendo. Something to check, anyway.”




  “Um,” said Sue. The female branch was mostly used for the juvenile stuff; that could get awfully depressing. But at least it was more interesting than being a Traffic Maid, riding

  around on three-wheeled cycles all day tagging overparked cars. Some of the things you ran into— And while a lot of cases began with the juvenile getting picked up and the fond parent

  yelling, My boy wouldn’t do nothing like that, sometimes you also got the worried, helpless parent calling for help, I never suspected, what shall I do. Sue slid into the passenger seat of

  the Frazer Nash. “I heard you and D’Arcy picked up that peddler you’d been hunting.”




  “Outside Le Conte Junior High.” Maddox switched on the engine. “I just thought,” he added, “about this, whatever it is, maybe the woman’d talk easier to

  another female. You know.”




  “Um,” said Sue again. Yes, that was what they used the females for, mostly. Once in a long while you had the feeling that you might have helped somebody just a little—got the

  runaway from Indiana safe on a bus for home and reconciled to leaving the Glamour Capital: got the mixed-up teenager a little bit straightened out, that sort of thing. Mostly, it was just

  depressing: jobs that had to be done by somebody.




  “Maybe,” said Maddox, braking for the light at Wilcox Place and Melrose, “Mama’s just found the kid’s in with a bad crowd or something. Carter wasn’t too

  clear.”




  Yes, thought Sue, glancing at his profile and feeling annoyed all over again. At Maddox and at herself. Anybody was crazy to want to join any police force. Talk about thankless

  jobs. Probably Maddox had been just about to knock off for the day too. And what they’d find, over there on Berendo Street, was something they’d both run into many times

  before—Maddox more than Sue, because he’d been a cop four years longer. A frightened, bewildered, mean-well mother: She must have got into bad company, I never knew, I tried to raise

  her right.




  Maddox said absently, shifting down as the light caught him at Wilton, “This thing needs a lube job. I don’t know, I was looking at that little Facel-Véga F.V.S. the other

  day—nice deal, a fifty-nine and looked like a steal at twenty-nine-fifty. I might get better mileage on that.” He shifted up again, slowed and turned. “It’s eleven

  something— I put it down,” and he groped for his notebook.




  The address, when they found it, was one of those tired-looking apartment buildings, old when the depression hit: repainted when the landlords could afford it, paint flaking off. It was the kind

  of block, the kind of apartment house, that might surprise an outlander to find in Hollywood, that synonym for the glamorous, the wicked, the zany. But Hollywood is just another town in more ways

  than it is, so to speak, Hollywood: there are a lot of streets like that, a lot of those apartment houses and a lot of ordinary people whose only connection with The Business is an occasional stop

  at a box office and the unpaid-for TV in the corner of the living room.




  This apartment house had been repainted tan some years ago, and was now a pale milk-chocolate color with leprous spots where the paint had flaked. It was four stories high, with a good deal of

  pseudo-Gothic decoration up its front, and steep steps to its front door. There were two camphorwood trees in the parking, and their roots had lifted and cracked the cement of the sidewalk. The

  street, the sidewalk, the building, all looked faintly dusty. Except for half a dozen kids roller-skating down the block, the street was very quiet. It was still very hot. The great new influx of

  population, the consequent wholesale new building and the desperate attempt of more and more householders to keep lawns green in summer, in semidesert, had all conspired to play God in Southern

  California: the climate had changed. These summers, you got a replica of the wet, muggy Midwest heat, and it didn’t cool off much after dark.




  “Hot,” said Maddox.




  “Isn’t it,” said Sue. They walked up a cracked cement walk and into the apartment. The narrow foyer was dim and smelled dusty.




  “Mrs. Beal—Mrs. Dorothea Beal,” said Maddox, and looked at the locked mail boxes. “Wouldn’t you know, third floor—apartment twenty.” They started up the

  stairs to the right; there wasn’t an elevator. The stairs were carpeted, but the carpeting was wearing very thin.




  Mrs. Beal, thought Sue, would be a divorcée, and she had to work because her no-good husband couldn’t pay support, so the daughter had got in with a bad crowd— Or she might

  just as easily be the ultrarespectable meek little housewife—




  They walked down a dim corridor. Maddox found the right door and pushed the bell beside it. They were both feeling bored with this predictable little job; Sue stopped thinking about Mrs. Beal

  and thought irritably again about Maddox.




  The apartment door opened. “Yuh?” said the woman in the doorway.




  “Mrs. Beal? You called in to the precinct a little while ago, something about your daughter?” Maddox had a nice deep voice; he was polite, anxious to help the citizenry.

  “I’m Sergeant Maddox and this is Miss Carstairs. We thought maybe you’d prefer to talk to a woman officer.”




  “Oh, yeah,” said Mrs. Beal. She yawned. “Come in. Hafta excuse the place bein’ in a mess. God, I got a head on me. Isn’t this heat somethin’ awful?”




  She was about thirty-five, Sue thought, looking older. She was a plumpish short woman who had probably started life with mouse-brown hair: it had been bleached too often, amateurishly, and hung

  lank and dry about her round face in a vague attempt at the latest “casual” coiffure. She’d slapped on lipstick, no other make-up, and her skin looked flabby, with the beginning

  suggestion of jowls. She had china-blue eyes and bad teeth. She had on a pink slip with torn lace across its front, and clutched casually around her a rather dirty nylon peignoir, pale pink, with

  yards of cheap lace round bottom, top and sleeves: and a pair of fake-fur, pink-dyed scuffs.




  “Sit down, wontcha,” she said, subsiding heavily onto the couch. It was an apartment typical of its vintage. The thin aged carpet was flowered, the furniture third-rate Grand Rapids,

  circa 1920: round-armed overstuffed couch and matching chair, a couple of straight chairs hard-seated, a pottery lamp, a dime-store gilt-framed seascape on the long wall. No other pictures. Not

  much personal added to the standard furniture that would come with the apartment. There was a tear in one panel of the sheer glass curtains. Glimpse into an untidy kitchenette; glimpse into a

  bedroom with an unmade bed, a girdle and stockings draped over the footboard. The living room was also in disorder: several ashtrays overflowing, magazines in a heap on one end of the couch, a pair

  of white high-heeled pumps kicked off in the middle of the room, a dirty glass on the coffee table. A small electric fan was making a brave effort to move the still, hot air. You could smell all

  the dust that had ever been trapped in this place in the last forty years, and a vague effluvium of all the people who’d ever called this place home.




  About sixty-five a month, thought Sue.




  “Something about your daughter, Mrs. Beal?” Maddox was prompting.




  “Yeah,” said the woman. “I just figured I ought to—you know, do somethin’ about it. I don’t suppose there’s anything real wrong. She’s

  gone off a couple times before, see, and come back O.K. Only when Jimmy brought me home ’s morning, well, no, take that back, it wasn’t right then I got to figuring, it

  wasn’t until I got up a couple hours ago. I got to thinking, an’ this is Friday, isn’t it?”




  “That’s right,” said Maddox. He was looking at her interestedly.




  “I figured. My day off this week. And like I say, Jewel’s took off a time or two before, but never for so long as that, you know? And I just got kinda wondering, in case she’d

  got in a accident or somethin’, and you’d know. See? Reason I called.”




  And Sue was looking at her interestedly then too. “Your daughter’s missing from home?” she asked. She heard her voice slightly louder than usual, as if that was necessary to

  penetrate Mrs. Dorothea Beal’s pseudo-blond head.




  “Well, I guess you’d call it that. Only I don’t suppose anything’s, you know, happened to her. Jewel can look after herself O.K., and like I say she’s took off like

  this before. Only, way I figure, lookin’ back, it’s been since about last Friday, an’ that’s longer ’n she ever stayed away before. I just thought, in case anything

  had— That Hernandez kid drives kind of wild, I mean. Like that. Only Jimmy said I’d have heard, anything like that.”




  Sue didn’t look at Maddox. “Mrs. Beal, how old is your d— is Jewel?”




  “Thirteen goin’ on fourteen. Excuse me, can I offer you a drink? So hot and all— You sure? Well, if you’ll excuse me, guess I’ll have another myself.” She

  picked up the dirty glass and padded out to the kitchen; they heard a cupboard slam, chink of bottle on glass, hiss of soda siphon. She came back with the glass brownly full and sat down again. She

  said, “Lessee, be fourteen next month, tenth, eleventh, around there.”




  “She’s been gone since last Friday?” asked Sue loudly, and Maddox waggled a finger at her unobtrusively.




  “Lookin’ back, I figure then,” said Mrs. Beal, sipping. “No school now, you know, she’s out most o’ the day, just playin’ around like. With her own

  friends. I figured, Friday night, she’d stayed over with somebody like Linda Coates or that other kid, what’s her name, Marian something. And I hadda work overtime Saturday night,

  an’ I couldn’t just say I remembered how many eggs there was left, could be she’d just got up before I come home and fixed herself breakfast and gone out. You know? On account

  Jimmy and me went out to a kind of party after work that night, and I dint get home till next morning really. You know? But then on Monday I did figure she’d took off, on account I found the

  note she left, see? It was on the coffee table only I hadn’t noticed it before. There wasn’t no date on it or nothing, but I guess now that’d have been on Friday.”




  “We’d like to see the note, please, Mrs. Beal,” said Maddox.




  “Oh, would you? O.K., I’ll see can I find it.” She heaved herself up. “Lessee, what’d I do with it, anyways? Would it be in the—” She padded into the

  bedroom.




  Sue looked at Maddox. He shrugged, but his wide mouth looked a little grim.




  “I don’t seem to recall what I did with it, sorry,” said the woman, coming back. “But there wasn’t nothing in it really. Just wrote she was going off on a little

  vacation with Linda and a couple other kids, like that.”




  “She didn’t mention for how long?” asked Maddox mildly.




  “She said a couple days. And when I got to figuring it’d been a week—that was just today—well, I sort of got to wondering where she was. You know?” She

  sipped her highball.




  “Thirteen—” said Sue. And she knew better: she’d been a female cop for six years. Maddox waggled a finger at her again. But she couldn’t help it. “A

  week? And you didn’t—”




  “Well, Jewel’s a big smart girl, she knows how to look after herself,” said Mrs. Beal. “You needn’t go thinkin’ I’m a bad mother, young lady. I do my

  best for Jewel, pretty clothes and all. She’s hadda learn how to look after herself, see. I don’t really worry about her much, last couple o’ years since she wasn’t a little

  kid no more, got some sense. See, I got pretty long hours— I’m a cocktail waitress, the Can-Can Club out on Western, I’m on mostly six to two A.M. when we

  close. My husband’s dead, see, when Jewel was only two, round there—truck fell on him up on the Ridge Route, jackknifed, you know? Poor guy. He was a good provider, like they say, but

  o’ course we hadn’t much saved up and he didn’t leave me nothing. So I got to work. So Jewel’s used to lookin’ out for herself, fixing her own dinner and like that.

  And she’s stayed over, Linda’s or some other kid’s, times before. I didn’t think nothing of it much, till I guess it was Wednesday. I mean, I thought maybe the Coates’

  had gone up to Big Bear, they got a cabin up there, and Jewel’d gone along. But then Wednesday Jimmy brought me home like usual, and he stayed around awhile—he’s the bartender

  there, see, nice guy, I guess you could sort of call him my boy friend. And he asked about Jewel, and when I told him he acted kind of worried, said I should’ve checked up on her, try find

  out where she was. Well, I didn’t really get to figuring on it till today—”




  “Mrs. Beal,” said Maddox, “have you a photograph of your daughter?”




  “Why, I gotta couple snapshots, I guess—ones Jimmy took down onna beach. Why?”




  “We’d like all those you have, please.” Maddox got out his notebook. “Can you give me a description of her? Height, weight, coloring—”




  Waste of time, thought Sue. Incredulously and tiredly she thought it. Does this woman know what color Jewel’s eyes are?




  Thirteen years old.




  Be fourteen next month, tenth, eleventh, sometime around there.




  My God.




  People.




  “Oh, well, I guess—you gonna put it on the radio and like that? Gee, I guess I could— Well, she’s pretty well growed for her age. Almost as tall as I am.” Five

  three, Maddox would be putting down— “and she’s, you know, got her growth early like they say, she’s filled out like. She could easy pass for sixteen, say. Well, her

  hair’s sort of dark brown. Well, she does it kind of fluffy and pushed out like this new way, you know, teased they call it. Blue eyes, yeah, that’s right. My God, how’d I know

  what she’d be wearin’? She’s got a lot of clothes—”




  “If you’d just have a look through them, Mrs. Beal, and make a guess as to what she took— She did take some clothes with her?”




  “I suppose she would’ve. Oh, yeah, she musta, on account that old suitcase is gone too. Well, kind of a old beat-up thing, brown leather. Gee, I couldn’t be sure, about the

  clothes—she’s got a lot and besides, you know how kids do, borrowing each other’s and like that. Listen, mister. Listen. You—you figure somethin’ might’ve

  happened to Jewel?”




  When they’d asked all the questions and got all the answers they’d get for the time being, they went back to the Wilcox Street precinct house to set up all the

  routine on it. It was dark now, and the lights from the garage lit up this side of the building—this old, dirty, tan-brick building. Maddox got out of the Frazer Nash and looked up Wilcox

  Place to the brand-spanking-new cement block and glass branch office of the County Health Department a block up.




  “Us they can’t even afford a coat of paint for,” he said. He didn’t sound annoyed, merely resigned.




  “That woman!” said Sue. “Well, I know, you don’t believe some of what you run into on the job. But that woman! A thirteen-year-old kid missing a week, and just

  now she gets around to reporting—”




  “Well,” said Maddox, “lay a bet, Jewel’s no very ordinary little innocent junior-high-school kid. She seems to have taken off voluntarily.”




  “And with who?” asked Sue vehemently. “A—”




  “Whom,” said Maddox.




  “—charming elderly degenerate who promised her a real pearl necklace, or maybe some wild kid hopped up on—”




  “Routine.” Maddox sighed. “Routine’ll turn her up, sooner or later. Probably. I know, I know. The things you run into— But there the Mrs. Beals are, nothing much to

  do about them. Let’s go and set it up. I could eat a medium-sized horse. Do you know it’s eight fifteen? Tell you what, Carstairs—I’ll buy you dinner at Frascati’s

  afterward, a deal? If you keep under three bucks on the menu.”




  “Well,” said Policewoman Carstairs, trying to sound sedate, “it’s a deal, Maddox.”




  They went up to the squad room and started the routine. Jewel Margaret Beal, aged thirteen, Caucasian, five three, a hundred and fifteen, brown hair, blue eyes, no identifying

  marks—missing since August fourteenth, voluntary take-off, not the first one: last seen by mother at home the previous day. Accompanying photographs—“See they run off a couple

  hundred prints, will you, Joe?”




  They had a list, such as could be gleaned from Mrs. Beal, of Jewel’s friends. Tomorrow, they’d start asking around. The friends, and in the apartment, up and down the block. Mrs.

  Beal—




  “People,” said Maddox, yawning. “Sure to God they come all sorts.”




  It was just one more new thing for the Wilcox Street station to look at. Do something about.




  And there would be other new things.




  You really had to have a screw loose somewhere to want to be a cop.




  





  Chapter Two




  There are a number of streets in Los Angeles County which are lined at intervals by red and white signs prohibiting parking between the hours of two and six A.M. The intention, of course, is to augment the law in force urging owners of multiple rentals to provide off street parking.




  At three fourteen A.M. on Saturday morning, a squad car manned by Patrolmen Finch and Gomez was cruising gently along Argyle Avenue, and Gomez spotted this car along the

  curb, dark and silent. Finch stopped the squad car behind it and Gomez got out resignedly to write the ticket. He stopped beside the car, on the driver’s side, and started to shoot his flash

  inside to locate the registration slip; and then he started and looked back at the squad car.




  “Driver’s still here,” he called. “Maybe passed out.”




  So Finch came up to look too. They could see now that the car wasn’t so much parked as just headed into the curb; in fact, the right front wheel was up over the curb, and the rear stuck

  out into the street. The driver was slumped forward over the wheel.




  “Just managed to head into the curb when he felt it hit him—whatever,” said Finch. He peered at the dash: the ignition was still switched on, the automatic transmission in

  Drive. He deduced that the car had been here for some time, engine running until the tank emptied, lights on until the battery gave out. He hauled the limp figure up and back against the seat.

  Gomez’s flash showed a white face, closed eyes, slack mouth: a young man, not over thirty or so, thought Finch. Passed out? There wasn’t any liquor smell. He bent closer, put a hand on

  the man’s chest and then felt his face.




  “You know what, Eddy?” he said. “This guy is dead. He’s stone cold.”




  “Well, imagine that,” said Gomez. “Funny. Heart attack, could be? He looks young for that but it does happen.”




  “Yeah,” said Finch. It was scarcely the first time either he or Gomez had found a corpse, and some of them a lot messier corpses than this one was too; they weren’t very

  excited about it. Finch rolled the corpse over to get at a wallet, and called in; the corpse was, by the I.D. in the billfold, probably one Steven Wray of such-and-such an address on Yucca Street.

  While they waited for the ambulance, Finch speculated that Wray had probably been on his way home: Yucca wasn’t very far away from here. And all the houses along here were dark; probably

  whatever had happened to Wray had happened after everybody along here was in bed.




  The ambulance came for the body, and a somnolent night-duty man from the precinct house with a tow truck for the car. This could be homicide of this or that sort, and the boys in the Detective

  Bureau liked to be thorough. The night-duty man asked them how the corpse had been lying, and so on, and started to look over the car before he had it towed in; and then Finch and Gomez drove up to

  the address on Yucca to break the news. To somebody.




  They didn’t find an anxious family sitting up waiting. It was an old two-story frame house, all dark; and they waited nearly ten minutes, after identifying themselves to a raised upper

  window, before an elderly woman in a bathrobe opened the door to them, looking frightened, and let out a little shriek at their news.




  “Dead! Steve? But however—was it an accident? He’s a very careful driver. I don’t understand—”




  What they were after, of course, was somebody to identify the corpse formally. It emerged that Mrs. Beaumont rented rooms to several gentlemen, Steve Wray among them— “Such a

  nice young man, so quiet and gentlemanly—this is just awful—” and one of the other tenants, Robert Hart, came out to join the party and offered to do the

  identifying. Neither Hart nor the landlady thought Wray had any relatives locally, maybe none at all. So they told Hart that somebody would come to get him in the morning for that, and relayed the

  information in, and got back on their route. The whole thing was out of their hands then: the brains in the front office had taken over.




  Hart was taken down to the morgue at nine that morning to make the formal identification, which shook him a little. “He was a real good guy,” he said to D’Arcy, who was

  escorting him. “Nicest guy you’d want to meet. And he’d just got engaged, too—how about that? What the hell did it, a heart attack or what? He always seemed healthy as a

  horse.”




  D’Arcy said they didn’t know yet. There’d be an autopsy.




  Hart shook his head. “What a hell of a thing. Well, I guess Mrs. Beaumont could tell you more than I could, he’d lived there three or four years, maybe longer. I just know his

  girl’s name was Irene, not what her last name is. Maybe Mrs. Beaumont— Oh, I know where he worked, sure, he was in the men’s department at the Sears on Santa Monica

  Boulevard.”




  So D’Arcy went to find out the girl’s name, see her to ask if Wray had been with her last night and so on—one place to start. He didn’t get anything out of Miss Irene

  Shattuck but hysterics; she’d have to be questioned again later. They didn’t know what he’d died of yet, anyway: it could have been a heart attack, plain and simple.




  It wasn’t. The autopsy result came up about three thirty, as D’Arcy was busy on checking over the couple of reports already in about that missing kid, result of last night’s TV

  announcements and the morning papers. Wray had died, sometime between midnight and two A.M., of a massive dose of barbiturate. Probably, said Dr. Brenner, prescriptive

  sleeping tablets, one of several similar prescriptions.




  “So we’ve got a new homicide,” said D’Arcy gloomily. He got no response, and looked across at Detective César Rodriguez sourly.




  A couple of months ago they’d had a hell of an offbeat case, that Greenmask thing, and in the middle of it Detective Rodriguez had suddenly turned into an avid reader of detective novels.

  Crime in real life had always somewhat bored Detective Rodriguez, who had what Maddox called a tortuous mind. He was sitting at Maddox’s desk now, feet propped up, absorbed in The Judas

  Window.




  “That’s not,” said D’Arcy, “what you get paid for.”




  “What?” said Rodriguez absently, not looking up.




  “A new homicide,” said D’Arcy loudly. “Because nobody intending to commit suicide with a lot of sleeping pills gets into a car and starts to drive somewhere

  afterward. Besides,” he added to himself, “if he was, he’d have done it at home. In his room. They practically always do.”




  “Practically always do what?” asked Maddox, coming in.




  D’Arcy told him. Maddox nudged Rodriguez off his desk chair and looked at what he was reading. “We ought to report him to Internal Affairs,” said D’Arcy plaintively.

  “Sits there with his nose in a book all day.”




  “We won’t get much work out of him,” said Maddox philosophically, “until he’s worked his way through Carr. . . . Sleeping pills. Yes, that’s funny. No

  indication of any reason for suicide?”




  “I’ve been out asking around about him. Seems to’ve been a very ordinary young fellow. People liked him—his employers liked him. He was averaging around three hundred a

  month at his job—there’s base pay and a percentage commission. He’d just got engaged to this girl. Nothing funny there—nice ordinary girl, all broken up over this. He

  hadn’t had a fight with anybody that anybody knew about. Health was O.K., and he hadn’t seemed depressed or anything like that.” D’Arcy yawned and shifted his lank length in

  the hard chair. “God, it’s hot. You suppose they’ll ever get round to giving us air conditioning?”




  “You want air conditioning,” said Maddox, “you get yourself transferred downtown to Headquarters where all the real brains are. Yes, it looks funny. Of course when we poke

  around deeper, something obvious might show up. The fiancée’s the first place to look.”




  “I know that,” said D’Arcy. “I want to see her again. It looks like homicide for seventy-five percent sure.”




  Maddox agreed absently, sat back and lit a cigarette. “Have we had any break-ins or holdups, about a week to ten days ago, roughly in the area between Vermont and Western above

  Third?”




  “Why the hell?” They both thought. “There was that liquor store held up a couple of weeks ago, on Beverly. I went out on it. Why?”




  “Nothing, I don’t suppose,” said Maddox sadly. “This Beal kid. Not the smell of a lead. These people, my God.”




  “Thirteen, and missing a week— They rock you sometimes, all right. Mother a lush? I figured—”




  Maddox considered. “On the borderline, maybe. Not that I suppose it’ll tell me much, but I’d like to see this Jimmy. The boy friend. Well, all we’ve got so far says Jewel

  took off voluntarily, and I don’t think alone. Mother’s a bit vague but says definitely there wasn’t any large amount of money in the apartment, five or six bucks at most. Jewel

  got an allowance of two dollars a week, and besides that Mrs. Beal would be giving her a few bucks here and there when she was sent to the market. Doesn’t think Jewel could have had more than

  around ten bucks. So she must have been with somebody who had more money. And what I heard from Mrs. Coates—” He ruminated.




  “Something useful?”




  “You could say,” said Maddox. “Work out the case history, all as predictable from the child-guidance books. Unsupervised home life, Mama probably with a succession of boy

  friends all very open, not much attention paid to little Jewel, only I don’t think she’s so little in any sense. If you get me. Right now I’d lay you any money that Jewel took off

  with a boy friend of her own. Maybe recently acquired. Took off for somewhere. And I haven’t got much on it yet, no, but there’s some indication that Jewel had been hanging around with

  a bunch which might have included a couple of kids with small pedigrees. Car hopping and so on. It just occurred to me, as a very long hunch, that just maybe whoever Jewel went off with had pulled

  a job of some kind to acquire travel money.”




  D’Arcy made a derisive sound. “Whoever, they could be right here yet, shacked up in some motel. Thirteen. My God. But by those snapshots, she looks a good three or four years older,

  sure.”




  “Carstairs,” said Maddox, “is out looking over her other girl friends. Thought she’d try to locate Jewel’s teacher from last semester, see what she thought of the

  kid.” And sure, he thought, a good part of it—the reason for Jewel—was Dorothea Beal and her various lacks. But at least some of it was also current social culture, this damn

  silly, ignorant, sex-ridden culture. Asking little kids of four and five cute questions about their girl friends and boy friends. Starting little girls out to kindergarten with permanents and red

  nail polish. The pressure for popularity. The damn permissiveness, letting them dodge responsibility all along the line. What could you expect? Of course, the kids cops saw most of were the bad

  examples: probably the great majority of kids were all right, the majority of parents fairly sensible. But sometimes you did wonder. . . .




  Linda Coates was all right. A nice kid, looking thirteen and what was wrong with that? No make-up, no high heels, no consciously arch looks. And Mrs. Coates was a nice enough woman: a little

  dowdy, very forthright. The Coateses lived over on New Hampshire a block away from Mrs. Beal’s apartment: Coates worked for the city as an accountant, they owned their modest frame house,

  there were three other younger kids.




  Linda hadn’t seen Jewel since a week ago Thursday, and then just to see her walking down the street—along Vermont Avenue, that was. She’d sort of had a fight with Jewel, oh,

  not really a fight, but— That was before school closed, in June. Well, it was about some kids Jewel knew, Linda didn’t exactly like them so good, there was this one boy, a big boy, he

  swore and said funny things, and Linda hadn’t liked him and Jewel got mad when she said so. She hadn’t played much with Jewel since. Well, his first name was Roy, she didn’t know

  the other. He was maybe as old as seventeen, a real big boy.




  Maddox had got more from Mrs. Coates, most of it on the front porch after they’d left Linda happily designing doll clothes on the living-room floor (Linda was definitely going to be a

  designer, maybe for The Movies).




  “I never did care for that Beal girl, Mr. Maddox—oh, excuse me, you did say Sergeant. I tried to discourage Linda playing with her. I hope I’m not narrow-minded, and

  I’m bound to feel sorry for any woman left to raise a child without a father to provide, and I certainly don’t say that just because Mrs. Beal works in a tavern there’s

  anything immoral about that—but, not to beat around the bush, you could tell from the child that Mrs. Beal just doesn’t have many standards. You know what I mean. Unsuitable

  clothes for the child, too grown-up, and it certainly wasn’t very nice, hear her talk about her mother’s boy friends. Things like that . . . Stayed overnight here? Why, she

  never did, that was a downright lie—there’d be no room for one thing, Linda shares her room with Caroline. You see what I mean, that Jewel must have told her mother that, to

  cover up— It don’t bear thinking of, a girl of thirteen so sly! But that was another thing, of course—” Mrs. Coates hesitated and then went on determinedly,

  “She was a lot more mature than most—than she had ought to be, if you ask me! Her mother off at work, never any rules about bedtime or anything, probably, and the child running

  the streets, picking up goodness knows what. Or who. It was just this last year at school Linda got to playing with her, same class, and I didn’t like it, but I had the

  sense not to say so or try to stop it. I let the child come by as she pleased, and it wasn’t too long before Linda kind of sensed the difference, you know, between Jewel’s background

  and the way we do things. And I guess that Jewel got kind of bored with Linda, too—being the sort she is.”




  “From what you saw of her—” Mrs. Coates was no fool, he thought—“you think Jewel was—wild?”




  Mrs. Coates hesitated. “I wouldn’t like to say honestly that I think she’d—well, gone wrong—just yet. If you know what I mean. But I’d guess she was

  heading that way. And no wonder! So old for her age and all, and nobody keeping any sort of eye on her. I happen to know a woman lives in the same apartment house, you see, Mrs. Packer, she goes to

  our church, Second Methodist. And she told me that Beal woman, lots of times she don’t get home until maybe five in the morning—and sometimes she’ll have been

  drinking—and sometimes,” said Mrs. Coates darkly, “there’ll be a man with her. And mostly sleeping all day. Well, you can see the child’s

  had no kind of raising at all.”




  Something of an understatement, thought Maddox now. And Mrs. Beal had mentioned some kid named Hernandez. Requestioned, she’d said he had brought Jewel home a couple of times, had a

  souped-up jalopy. She thought his first name was Charlie. Maddox hadn’t found him yet, or the kid named Roy.




  Maybe Carstairs was having better luck.




  And he didn’t know why he was wasting much time or personal effort on Jewel. Without much doubt, she’d taken off with a boy friend. When they were big enough, they were old enough.

  Without much doubt, the routine would turn up Jewel sooner or later—the eight-state bulletin sent out, the photographs. Somebody would turn up Jewel, probably a Jewel sullen at being dropped

  on and sent back home.




  He looked at Rodriguez and summoned a grin. Even dapper César, in this weather, had stripped off his tie and unbuttoned his shirt collar, to enjoy Carr more comfortably. Well, it was,

  reflected Maddox, a hell of a lot tidier between book covers. Everything mentioned was relevant, and things got cleared up with no loose ends left over. Which was a long way from crime in real

  life, from the kid snatching candy off a drugstore counter to premeditated homicide.




  This Wray, now. What about that? Very funny setup altogether. Maddox picked up the autopsy report. Quite a dose of stuff he’d had: the doctor said somewhere around eighteen or twenty

  capsules or tablets. Doctor went for capsules likelier, went so far as to say they’d probably been emptied into something—a drink—so they’d work faster; said that, at a

  guess, if that had been done, Wray would have been rapidly affected, within fifteen minutes or so. If it had been tablets crushed into a drink, that would have taken a bit longer. Capsules just

  dropped into a drink, longer still.




  There had been a little alcohol in the stomach. Probably whiskey. Not much. Not anywhere near enough to make him tight, maybe the equivalent of two weak drinks.




  Wray had been a remarkably healthy young man, said the doctor. Fine physical specimen. Sound heart, sound lungs, et cetera. Nothing wrong with him at all except that somehow he’d swallowed

  a lot of barbiturate, which had killed him.
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