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  For Isabel, always Agnes’s star pupil


  Author’s Note


  These stories were written over a period of thirteen years, beginning with “The Takamoku Joseki” (1982) and ending with “Grace Notes” (1995), created especially for this collection. For that reason some details about V.I.’s life will appear inconsistent – sometimes she’s driving an Omega, sometimes her Trans Am. She bought the Trans Am in 1990, at the end of the novel Burn Marks. Her dog, Peppy, became part of her life in 1988, at the conclusion of Bitter Medicine. The story “The Maltese Cat” was written originally in 1990, during the Bush–Quayle administration.


  I sometimes write short stories when I am trying to understand a question that doesn’t seem to merit a whole novel. That was true of “Settled Score,” where I was wrestling with the issue of personal responsibility. Unusual settings suggest other stories: I once swam for a corporate competition (where I was so slow the other swimmers were eating dinner by the time I covered two laps); the starting gun and all of us diving at once turned into “At the Old Swimming Hole.” However, in “The Maltese Cat” I simply wanted to pay my own particular homage to the great master of the hard-boiled detective.


  Sara Paretsky

  Chicago, June 1995


  Introduction


  A Walk on the Wild Side: Touring Chicago with V.I. Warshawski


  A lone heron spreads its wings and rises from the marsh. It circles briefly, then heads south, disappearing in the shrouding mist. A handful of purple-necked ducks continues to nibble at delicacies in the fetid water. Their families have come here for millennia, breaking the journey from Canada to the Amazon at what we newcomers think of as the south side of Chicago.


  The patch of marsh where they rest is small, about half a square mile. It’s the sole remains of the wetlands which used to cover the twenty-five miles from Whiting, Indiana, north to McCormick Place, the monstrous convention center that squats next to Lake Michigan. Only fifty years ago much of this area, including the eight-lane highway that connects the south side with the Loop, was still under water. The marsh has been filled in with everything from cyanide to slag, with a lot of garbage to give it body.


  The locals call the remaining bit of swamp Dead Stick Pond from the eponymous rotting wood which dots it. It appears on no city maps. It is so obscure that Chicago police officers stationed ten blocks away at the Port of Chicago haven’t heard of it. Nor have officials at the local Chicago Park District office. To find it you have to know a native.


  I’m not native to this neighborhood, nor even to this city. I first saw Chicago at two on a June morning in 1966. I was coming from a small town in eastern Kansas to do summer service work here for the Presbytery of Chicago – volunteer work in a time of great hope, great excitement, a time when we thought change possible, when we believed that if we poured enough energy, enough goodwill into the terrible problems of our country we could change those problems for good.


  The vastness of the city at night was overwhelming. Red flares glowed against a yellow sky, followed by mile on mile of unbending lights: street lamps, neon signs, traffic lights, flashing police blues – lights that didn’t illuminate but threw shadows, and made the city seem a monster, ready to devour the unwary.


  The eye with which I see Chicago is always half cocked for alienation and despair, because for me the city is a dangerous place where both states are only just below the surface. When I fly in at night over the sprawl of lights, the feeling of tininess, of one lone unknown being, recurs. I have to scan the landscape trying to pick out the landmarks of the south side that tell me I have a home here, friends, a lover, a life of warmth.


  Chicagoans find their own particular warmth where all city dwellers do – in their home neighborhood. My city holds seventy-seven separate neighborhoods, each with its own special ethnic or racial makeup, each with its own shopping area, library, police station, and schools. Adults, even those who’ve migrated to the suburbs, identify themselves with the neighborhoods of their childhood: an Irish-American secretary of mine from South Shore used to spit when she talked about Irish staff from west side communities. She wouldn’t even pass along messages from them.


  Northsiders don’t go south; southsiders seldom venture even as far as the Loop, unless their jobs take them there. Chicago has two baseball teams to accommodate these parochial needs. The Cubs play at Wrigley. Field five miles north of the Loop; the White Sox are at Comiskey Park, the same distance south of it. (Chicago’s financial district is called the Loop because of the elevated train tracks that circle it.)


  A southsider, I am often sharply criticized at south side events for being a Cubs fan. I have to explain that my allegiance dates from that summer of 1966, when I helped run an inner-city program for children. The Cubs, now sold out even in losing seasons, were then in such desperate need of an audience that they gave free tickets to our kids on Thursdays. The Sox didn’t, so I became a Cubs fan. One thing all Chicagoans understand is loyalty, especially loyalty to someone who has bribed you. For years the definition of an honest Chicago politician has been one who stays bought – so my explanation passes muster.


  It was hard to get the kids on the train to go north. Although they lived four blocks from the el most had never ridden it, most had never been downtown, even to look at the fabled Christmas windows at Marshall Field (once a Chicago landmark, now a colonial property of a Minneapolis conglomerate) and none of them had ever been north. When they found that they weren’t going to be killed going to and from Wrigley Field they started looking forward to the games.


  Of all Chicago neighborhoods the most interesting to me are those on the far southeast side, where Dead Stick Pond fights for survival beneath the rusting sheds of the old steel mills. The whole history of the city is contained in four small neighborhoods there – South Chicago, South Deering, Pullman, and the East Side.


  To see the true south side, drive south on I-94, the Dan Ryan Expressway, away from the Gold Coast with its pricey restaurants and shops. The route passes first Jackson Street, where members of Chicago’s Greek community operate restaurants, then Cermak Road which which leads to Chinatown, then nods at 59th Street, which borders the world-renowned University of Chicago – my neighborhood – on its way to the very end of the city.


  At 95th Street, where the expressway splits, offering the driver the choice between Memphis and Indiana, go east on I-94 toward Indiana. At 103rd Street the air becomes acrid. Even with the windows up and the heater or cooler turned off your nose stings and your eyes tear. Although the steel mills are dead and a third of the south side is out of work, enough heavy industry still exists to produce quite a stench in this old manufacturing corridor.


  Out the window to your left a hillock dotted with methane flares stretches the mile from 103rd to 110th streets. This is the City of Chicago landfill, where we Chicagoans send our garbage. It’s almost full, and the question of where to dump next is just one of the pressures on Dead Stick Pond. The flares keep the garbage from exploding as the bacteria devouring our refuse produce methane. (When landfill runs under a road, as it does here, exploding methane can destroy large sections of highway.)


  You’ll also see grain elevators poking up behind the garbage mountain, and, startlingly, the smokestacks from oceangoing freighters. The landfill and factories hide a network of waterways from the road.


  At 130th Street, twenty miles southeast of the Water Tower where tourists and Chicagoans both like to shop, you finally leave the expressway and head east into the heart of the industrial zone. On a weekday yours may be the only car among the semis that compete with barges and trains to supply the factories and haul their finished products.


  One Hundred Thirtieth passes Metron, one of Chicago’s few surviving steel mills, Medusa Cement, and the Scrap Corporation of Chicago – with a mountain of scrap iron to prove it. At Torrence Avenue you run into the giant Ford Assembly Plant, their largest in the world. There you turn north again, crossing the Calumet River on an old counterweight vertical lift bridge. Immediately beyond is 122nd Street, a narrow, badly paved industrial thoroughfare. Turn left under the Welded Tube Company billboard and follow the semis west.


  Under a sky purple-pink with smog, marsh grasses and cattails tower above the cars. Despite a century of dumping that has filled the ground water with more carcinogens than the EPA can classify, the grasses flourish. If you are a bird-watcher, and patient, you can find meadowlarks and other prairie natives here.


  After a mile 122nd Street intersects with a gravel track, Stony Island. To the right it goes up to the CID landfill. To the left it runs next to Dead Stick Pond until both of them dead-end at Lake Calumet. Medusa Cement is busy digging at the south end of the marsh; on the west the Feralloy Corporation buildings loom; to the east major construction is underway.


  Conflicting signs tacked to the trees proclaim the area both a clean-water project and warn trespassers of hazardous wastes. Despite warning signs, on a good day you can find anything from a pair of boots to a bedstead dumped in Dead Stick Pond.


  Fish have been returning to the Calumet River and its tributaries since passage of the Clean Water Act in the seventies, but the ones that make their way into the pond show up with massive tumors and rotted fins. The phosphates in the water further cut the amount of oxygen that can penetrate the surface. Even so, wild birds continue to land here on their migratory routes. And Chicagoans so poor they live in shanties without running water catch their dinners in the marsh. Their shacks dot unmarked trails in the swamps. The inhabitants have a high mortality rate from esophageal and stomach cancers because of the pollutants in their well water. The half-feral dogs around their homes make it hard for any social welfare agent to get a clear idea of their living situation.


  By this point in your tour you are either cold and tired or hot and thirsty. Either way you would probably like to relax over the native drink – a shot and a beer. The ideal place to do so is Sonny’s Inna a few miles north.


  Retrace your route to Torrence Avenue, and go left, or north. From 117th to 103rd Street, almost two miles, you can see the remains of Wisconsin Steel. Once one of the world’s largest producers, it has been bankrupt and gone half a decade now.


  At 97th Torrence becomes Colfax. Ride it up to 95th, where you’ll turn right and drive three blocks to Commercial Avenue, the main drag in South Chicago. Two blocks north to 91st Street and you’ll find Sonny’s Inn just across the railroad tracks.


  The little bungalows that line the route are well kept up for the most part, although a few look pretty hopeless. Even though almost 50 percent of the population is out of work they still take pride in their homes and yards. And the Steel City and South Chicago banks, which hold most of their home mortgages, refinance them time and again. In themselves these banks make an amazing tourist attraction: what other big city in the world can boast of banks so committed to their community that they carry their customers through a prolonged period of trouble?


  It is the gallantry of this old neighborhood that made me take it for the home of my detective, V.I. Warshawski. The gallantry, on the one hand, and the racial and ethnic mix that turned it into a volatile soup on the other. South Chicago was traditionally the first stop for new immigrants in Chicago. The mills, running three shifts a day, provided jobs for the unskilled and illiterate. The neighborhood has been home to Irish, Polish, Bohemian, Yugoslav, African, and most recently Hispanic Americans. As each new wave of immigrants arrived, the previous ones, with a fragile toehold on the American dream of universal prosperity, would fight to keep the newcomers out. The public schools were frequent arenas for real fights. Girls on South Chicago’s streets either acquired boyfriends to protect them, or were carefully watched day and night by their parents, or learned the basics of street fighting to protect themselves. Even though V.I. grew up under the watchful eye of her mother, her father wanted her to be able to look after herself: as a police officer he knew better than most parents what dangers faced a girl who couldn’t fight for herself.


  So V.I. came of age under the shadow of the mills, with weekend treks to Dead Stick Pond to watch the herons feed. She certainly knows Sonny’s Bar. Sonny’s has stood through all the waves of ethnic and racial change. It is a throwback to the days of the late great Mayor Daley. His icons hang on the walls and stand on shelves – signed photos of him with the original Sonny, signed photos of him with President Kennedy, campaign stickers, yellowing newspaper articles. A set of antlers over the bar obscures some of the memorabilia.


  If you go at lunchtime on a weekday your dining companions will represent a complete cross section of the south side – every racial and ethnic group the city can boast, and most of the neighborhood occupations. You can get a drink and a sandwich for under five dollars. And if you do decide to go native and ask for a shot and a beer – that’s rye and a draw. Don’t call attention to yourself by asking for brand-name whiskeys.


  South Chicago doesn’t top the city’s list of neighborhoods eligible for limited street and sidewalk repair funds. You may notice places where pavements have collapsed. If you look into the holes you’ll see cobblestones five feet down. Because the landfill a century ago didn’t hold back the underlying marshes, the city jacked itself up and built another layer over the top. South Chicago is one of the few places where the original substratum remains.


  If you happen to stay at the Palmer House downtown you might like to know that it is the only surviving building from the lower city. Not wanting to dismantle his pride and joy Mr. Palmer raised the whole building up on stilts so that the new, higher State Street could be paved in front.


  With your shot and your Polish dog under your belt you’re  ready now for more sight-seeing. Driving west two miles to Stony Island and four blocks south to 95th Street you’re now in the Pullman Historic Landmark District. George Pullman, who made his fortune inventing and manufacturing the Pullman car, built almost two thousand houses to form a model village in 1880. The area was supposed to be a showcase for workers, partly to keep union agitation low. The houses were built in the federal style from clay bricks dug out of nearby Lake Calumet. The Pullman Company operated all the village stores and provided all services.


  Unfortunately the houses rapidly became too expensive for the working population to own. Discontent with the company over that and other matters came to a head during the depression of the 1890s, when many workers lost their jobs. The scene of violent confrontations, Pullman lost a court battle with its workers over the right to own and operate the town. When the company pulled out the neighborhood went through numerous economic and ethnic upheavals, but in 1970 was designated a national landmark. Since then people have been renovating these beautiful old homes.


  Clay from the Calumet made better bricks than any available today. One of the crimes Pullman residents have to guard against is loss of brick garages – people go on vacation and come home to find their garages have been dismantled brick by brick and carted off to become part of some house under construction in a remote neighborhood.


  Instead of taking the expressway north, you should slide out of the south side the back way, going east to Buffalo Street, past the National Shrine to St. Jude, the Catholic patron of hopeless or difficult cases. Drive north on Buffalo, and suddenly you find it’s turned into US highway 41. It twists and turns a bit for the next two miles, but the US 41 signs are easy to follow.


  At 79th Street you’ll see the last of the USX works on your right, and suddenly you’re out of the industrial zone, back in quiet residential streets. At the corner of 71st Street and South Shore Drive stands the old South Shore Country Club. It was once the meeting place of the wealthy and powerful who lived in the area. One of the late Mayor Daley’s daughters was married here. The private beach and golf course have been taken over by the Chicago Park District, police horses now occupy the stables, and the natives are the ones swinging clubs on the green. The club-house is a community center now, a beautiful place, worth a side stop.


  Beyond the country club Lake Michigan springs into view. You might pull off at La Rabida children’s hospital half a mile up the road to climb the rocks overlooking the lake. From this vantage point, looking south you can see the industrial quag you just visited. To the north the skyline made famous by Skidmore, Edward Durrel Stone, Bud Goldberg, and their friends is silhouetted against the sky.


  Back in your car return to US 41. Soon it becomes an eight-lane highway that takes you the quick way to the Loop. Lake Michigan will be your companion the rest of your journey, spewing foam against the rocks – a barricade put up by men hoping to tame the water. It is not a tame lake, though. Underneath the asphalt lies the marsh, home to herons for twenty-five thousand years. The lake may yet reclaim it.


  
The Takamoku Joseki


  Written for S. Courtenay Wright Christmas Day, 1982


  I


  Mr. and Mrs. Takamoku were a quiet, hardworking couple. Although they had lived in Chicago since the 1940s, when they were relocated from an Arizona detention camp, they spoke only halting English. Occasionally I ran into Mrs. Takamoku in the foyer of the old three-flat we both lived in on Belmont, or at the corner grocery store. We would exchange a few stilted sentences. She knew I lived alone in my third-floor apartment, and she worried about it, although her manners were too perfect for her to come right out and tell me to get myself a husband.


  As time passed, I learned about her son, Akira, and her daughter, Yoshio, both professionals living on the West Coast. I always inquired after them, which pleased her.


  With great difficulty I got her to understand that I was a private detective. This troubled her; she often wanted to know if I were doing something dangerous, and would shake her head and frown as she asked. I didn’t see Mr. Takamoku often. He worked for a printer and usually left long before me in the morning.


  Unlike the De Paul students who formed an ever-changing collage on the second floor, the Takamokus did little entertaining, or at least little noisy entertaining. Every Sunday afternoon a procession of Asians came to their apartment, spent a quiet afternoon, and left. One or more Caucasians would join them, incongruous by their height and color. After a while, I recognized the regulars: a tall, bearded white man, and six or seven Japanese and Koreans.


  One Sunday evening in late November I was eating sushi and drinking sake in a storefront restaurant on Halsted. The Takamokus came in as I was finishing my first little pot of sake. I smiled and waved at them, and watched with idle amusement as they conferred earnestly, darting glances at me. While they argued, a waitress brought them bowls of noodles and a plate of sushi; they were clearly regular customers with regular tastes.


  At last, Mr. Takamoku came over to my table. I invited him and his wife to join me.


  ‘Thank you, thank you,’ he said in an agony of embarrassment. ‘We only have question for you, not to disturb you.’


  ‘You’re not disturbing me. What do you want to know?’


  ‘You are familiar with American customs.’ That was a statement, not a question. I nodded, wondering what was coming.


  ‘When a guest behaves badly in the house, what does an American do?’


  I gave him my full attention. I had no idea what he was asking, but he would never have brought it up just to be frivolous.


  ‘It depends,’ I said carefully. ‘Did they break up your sofa or spill tea?’


  Mr. Takamoku looked at me steadily, fishing for a cigarette. Then he shook his head, slowly. ‘Not as much as breaking furniture. Not as little as tea on sofa. In between.’


  ‘I’d give him a second chance.’


  A slight crease erased itself from Mr. Takamoku’s forehead. ‘A second chance. A very good idea. A second chance.’


  He went back to his wife and ate his noodles with the noisy appreciation that showed good Japanese manners. I had another pot of sake and finished about the same time as the Takamokus; we left the restaurant together. I topped them by a good five inches and perhaps twenty pounds, so I slowed my pace to a crawl to keep step with them.


  Mrs. Takamoku smiled. ‘You are familiar with Go?’ she asked, giggling nervously.


  ‘I’m not sure,’ I said cautiously, wondering if they wanted me to conjugate an intransitive irregular verb.


  ‘It’s a game. You have time to stop and see?’


  ‘Sure,’ I agreed, just as Mr. Takamoku broke in with vigorous objections.


  I couldn’t tell whether he didn’t want to inconvenience me or didn’t want me intruding. However, Mrs. Takamoku insisted, so I stopped at the first floor and went into the apartment with her.


  The living room was almost bare. The lack of furniture drew the eye to a beautiful Japanese doll on a stand in one corner, with a bowl of dried flowers in front of her. The only other furnishings were six little tables in a row. They were quite thick and stood low on carved wooden legs. Their tops, about eighteen inches square, were crisscrossed with black lines which formed dozens of little squares. Two covered wooden bowls stood on each table.


  ‘Go-ban,’ Mrs. Takamoku said, pointing to one of the tables.


  I shook my head in incomprehension.


  Mr. Takamoku picked up a covered bowl. It was filled with smooth white disks, the size of nickels but much thicker. I held one up and saw beautiful shades and shadows in it.


  ‘Clamshell,’ Mr. Takamoku said. ‘They cut, then polish.’ He picked up a second bowl, filled with black disks. ‘Shale.’


  He knelt on a cushion in front of one of the tables and rapidly placed black and white disks on intersections of the lines. A pattern emerged.


  ‘This is Go. Black play, then white, then black, then white. Each try to make territory, to make eyes.’ He showed me an “eye”—a clear space surrounded by black stones. ‘White cannot play here. Black safe. Now white must play someplace else.’


  ‘I see.’ I didn’t really, but I didn’t think it mattered.


  ‘This afternoon, someone knock stones from table, turn upside down, and scrape with knife.’


  ‘This table?’ I asked, tapping the one he was playing on.


  ‘Yes.’ He swept the stones off swiftly but carefully, and put them in their little pots. He turned the board over. In the middle was a hole, carved and sanded. The wood was very thick – I suppose the hole gave it resonance.


  I knelt beside him and looked. I was probably thirty years younger, but I couldn’t tuck my knees under me with his grace and ease: I sat cross-legged. A faint scratch marred the sanded bottom.


  ‘Was he American?’


  Mr. and Mrs. Takamoku exchanged a look. ‘Japanese, but born in America,’ she said. ‘Like Akira and Yoshio.’


  I shook my head. ‘I don’t understand. It’s not an American custom.’ I climbed awkwardly back to my feet. Mr. Takamoku stood with one easy movement. He and Mrs. Takamoku thanked me profusely. I assured them it was nothing and went to bed.


  II


  The next Sunday was a cold, gray day with a hint of snow. I sat in front of the television, in my living room, drinking coffee, dividing my attention between November’s income and watching the Bears. Both were equally feeble. I was trying to decide on something friendlier to do when a knock sounded on my door. The outside buzzer hadn’t rung. I got up, stacking loose papers on one arm of the chair and balancing the coffee cup on the other.


  Through the peephole I could see Mrs. Takamoku. I opened the door. Her wrinkled ivory face was agitated, her eyes dilated. ‘Oh, good, good, you here. You must come.’ She tugged at my hand.


  I pulled her gently into the apartment. ‘What’s wrong? Let me get you a drink.’


  ‘No, no.’ She wrung her hands in agitation, repeating that I must come, I must come.


  I collected my keys and went down the worn, uncarpeted stairs with her. Her living room was filled with cigarette smoke and a crowd of anxious men. Mr. Takamoku detached himself from the group and hurried over to his wife and me. He clasped my hand and pumped it up and down.


  ‘Good. Good you come. You are a detective, yes? You will see the police do not arrest Naoe and me.’


  ‘What’s wrong, Mr. Takamoku?’


  ‘He’s dead. He’s killed. Naoe and I were in camp during World War. They will arrest us.’


  ‘Who’s dead?’


  He shrugged helplessly. ‘I don’t know name.’


  I pushed through the group. A white man lay sprawled on the floor. His face had contorted in dreadful pain as he died, so it was hard to guess his age. His fair hair was thick and unmarked with gray; he must have been relatively young.


  A small dribble of vomit trailed from his clenched teeth. I sniffed at it cautiously. Probably hydrocyanic acid. Not far from his body lay a teacup, a Japanese cup without handles. The contents sprayed out from it like a Rorschach. Without touching it, I sniffed again. The fumes were still discernible.


  I got up. ‘Has anyone left since this happened?’


  The tall, bearded Caucasian I’d noticed on previous Sundays looked around and said ‘No’ in an authoritative voice.


  ‘And have you called the police?’


  Mrs. Takamoku gave an agitated cry. ‘No police. No. You are detective. You find murderer yourself.’


  I shook my head and took her gently by the hand. ‘If we don’t call the police, they will put us all in jail for concealing a murder. You must tell them.’


  The bearded man said, ‘I’ll do that.’


  ‘Who are you?’


  ‘I’m Charles Welland. I’m a physicist at the University of Chicago, but on Sundays I’m a Go player.’


  ‘I see . . . I’m V.I. Warshawski. I live upstairs. I’m a private investigator. The police look very dimly on all citizens who don’t report murders, but especially on P.I.’s.’


  Welland went into the dining room, where the Takamokus kept their phone. I told the Takamokus and their guests that no one could leave before the police gave them permission, then followed Welland to make sure he didn’t call anyone besides the police, or take the opportunity to get rid of a vial of poison.


  The Go players seemed resigned, albeit very nervous. All of them smoked ferociously; the thick air grew bluer. They split into small groups, five Japanese together, four Koreans in another clump. A lone Chinese fiddled with the stones on one of the Go-bans.


  None of them spoke English well enough to give a clear account of how the young man died. When Welland came back, I asked him for a detailed report.


  The physicist claimed not to know his name. The dead man had only been coming to the Go club the last month or two.


  ‘Did someone bring him? Or did he just show up one day?’


  Welland shrugged. ‘He just showed up. Word gets around among Go players. I’m sure he told me his name – it just didn’t stick. I think he worked for Hansen Electronic, the big computer firm.’


  I asked if everyone there was a regular player. Welland knew all of them by sight, if not by name. They didn’t all come every Sunday, but none of the others was a newcomer.


  ‘I see. Okay. What happened today?’


  Welland scratched his beard. He had bushy, arched eyebrows which jumped up to punctuate his stronger statements, kind of like Sean Connery. I found it pretty sexy. I pulled my mind back to what he was saying.


  ‘I got here around one-thirty. I think three games were in progress. This guy’—he jerked his thumb toward the dead man—‘arrived a bit later. He and I played a game. Then Mr. Hito arrived and the two of them had a game. Dr. Han showed up, and he and I were playing when the whole thing happened. Mrs. Takamoku sets out tea and snacks. We all wander around and help ourselves. About four, this guy took a swallow of tea, gave a terrible cry, and died.’


  ‘Is there anything important about the game they were playing?’


  Welland looked at the board. A handful of black-and-white stones stood on the corner points. He shook his head. ‘They’d just started. It looks like our dead friend was trying one of the Takamoku josekis. That’s a complicated one – I’ve never seen it used in actual play before.’


  ‘What’s that? Anything to do with Mr. Takamoku?’


  ‘The joseki are the beginning moves in the corners. Takamoku is this one’—he pointed at the far side—‘where black plays on the five-four point – the point where the fourth and fifth lines intersect. It wasn’t named for our host. That’s just coincidence.’


  III


  Sergeant McGonnigal didn’t find out much more than I did. A thickset young detective, he had a lot of experience and treated his frightened audience gently. He was a little less kind to me, demanding roughly why I was there, what my connection with the dead man was, who my client was. It didn’t cheer him up any to hear I was working for the Takamokus, but he let me stay with them while he questioned them. He sent for a young Korean officer to interrogate the Koreans in the group. Welland, who spoke fluent Japanese, translated the Japanese interviews. Dr. Han, the lone Chinese, struggled along on his own.


  McGonnigal learned that the dead man’s name was Peter Folger. He learned that people were milling around all the time watching each other play. He also learned that no one paid attention to anything but the game they were playing, or watching.


  ‘The Japanese say the Go player forgets his father’s funeral,’ Welland explained. ‘It’s a game of tremendous concentration.’


  No one admitted knowing Folger outside the Go club. No one knew how he found out that the Takamokus hosted Go every Sunday.


  My clients hovered tensely in the background, convinced that McGonnigal would arrest them at any minute. But they could add nothing to the story. Anyone who wanted to play was welcome at their apartment on Sunday afternoon. Why should he show a credential? If he knew how to play, that was the proof.


  McGonnigal pounced on that. Was Folger a good player? Everyone looked around and nodded. Yes, not the best – that was clearly Dr. Han or Mr. Kim, one of the Koreans – but quite good enough. Perhaps first kyu, whatever that was.


  After two hours of this, McGonnigal decided he was getting nowhere. Someone in the room must have had a connection with Folger, but we weren’t going to find it by questioning the group. We’d have to dig into their backgrounds.


  A uniformed man started collecting addresses while McGonnigal went to his car to radio for plainclothes reinforcements. He wanted everyone in the room tailed and wanted to call from a private phone. A useless precaution, I thought: the innocent wouldn’t know they were being followed, and the guilty would expect it.


  McGonnigal returned shortly, his face angry. He had a bland-faced, square-jawed man in tow, Derek Hatfield of the FBI. He did computer fraud for them. Our paths had crossed a few times on white-collar crime. I’d found him smart and knowledgeable, but also humorless and overbearing.


  ‘Hello, Derek,’ I said, without getting up from the cushion I was sitting on. ‘What brings you here?’


  ‘He had the place under surveillance,’ McGonnigal said, biting off the words. ‘He won’t tell me who he was looking for.’


  Derek walked over to Folger’s body, covered now with a sheet, which he pulled back. He looked at Folger’s face and nodded. ‘I’m going to have to phone my office for instructions.’


  ‘Just a minute,’ McGonnigal said. ‘You know the guy, right? You tell me what you were watching him for.’


  Derek raised his eyebrows haughtily. ‘I’ll have to make a call first.’


  ‘Don’t be an ass, Hatfield,’ I said. ‘You think you’re impressing us with how mysterious the FBI is, but you’re not, really. You know your boss will tell you to cooperate with the city if it’s murder. And we might be able to clear this thing up right now, glory for everyone. We know Folger worked for Hansen Electronic. He wasn’t one of your guys working undercover, was he?’


  Hatfield glared at me. ‘I can’t answer that.’


  ‘Look,’ I said reasonably. ‘Either he worked for you and was investigating problems at Hansen, or he worked for them and you suspected he was involved in some kind of fraud. I know there’s a lot of talk about Hansen’s new Series J computer – was he passing secrets?’


  Hatfield put his hands in his pockets and scowled in thought. At last he said, to McGonnigal, ‘Is there some place we can go and talk?’


  I asked Mrs. Takamoku if we could use her kitchen for a few minutes. Her lips moved nervously, but she took Hatfield and me down the hall. Her apartment was laid out like mine and the kitchens were similar, at least in appliances. Hers was spotless; mine had that lived-in look.


  McGonnigal told the uniformed man not to let anyone leave or make any phone calls, and followed us.


  Hatfield leaned against the back door. I perched on a bar stool next to a high wooden table. McGonnigal stood in the doorway leading to the hall.


  ‘You got someone here named Miyake?’ Hatfield asked.


  McGonnigal looked through the sheaf of notes in his hand and shook his head.


  ‘Anyone here work for Kawamoto?’


  Kawamoto is a big Japanese electronics firm, one of Mitsubishi’s peers and a strong rival of Hansen in the megacomputer market.


  ‘Hatfield, are you trying to tell us that Folger was passing Series J secrets to someone from Kawamoto over the Go boards here?’


  Hatfield shifted uncomfortably. ‘We only got onto it three weeks ago. Folger was just a go-between. We offered him immunity if he would finger the guy from Kawamoto. He couldn’t describe him well enough for us to make a pickup. He was going to shake hands with him or touch him in some way as they left the building.’


  ‘The Judas trick,’ I remarked.


  ‘Huh?’ Hatfield looked puzzled.


  McGonnigal smiled for the first time that afternoon. ‘That man I kiss is the one you want. You should’ve gone to Catholic school, Hatfield.’


  ‘Yeah. Anyway, Folger must’ve told this guy Miyake we were closing in.’ Hatfield shook his head disgustedly. ‘Miyake must be part of that group, just using an assumed name. We got a tail put on all of them.’ He straightened up and started back toward the hall.


  ‘How was Folger passing the information?’ I asked.


  ‘It was on microdots.’


  ’Stay where you are. I might be able to tell you which one is Miyake without leaving the building.’


  Of course, both Hatfield and McGonnigal started yelling at me at once. Why was I suppressing evidence, what did I know, they’d have me arrested.


  ‘Calm down, boys,’ I said. ‘I don’t have any evidence. But now that I know the crime, I think I know how it was done. I just need to talk to my clients.’


  Mr. and Mrs. Takamoku looked at me anxiously when I came back to the living room. I got them to follow me into the hall. ‘They’re not going to arrest you,’ I assured them. ‘But I need to know who turned over the Go board last week. Is he here today?’


  They talked briefly in Japanese, then Mr. Takamoku said, ‘We should not betray guest. But murder is much worse. Man in orange shirt, named Hamai.’


  Hamai, or Miyake, as Hatfield called him, resisted valiantly. When the police started to put handcuffs on him, he popped a gelatin capsule into his mouth. He was dead almost before they realized what he had done.


  Hatfield, impersonal as always, searched his body for the microdot. Hamai had stuck it to his upper lip, where it looked like a mole against his dark skin.


  IV


  ‘How did you know?’ McGonnigal grumbled, after the bodies had been carted off and the Takamokus’ efforts to turn their life savings over to me successfully averted.


  ‘He turned over a Go board here last week. That troubled my clients enough that they asked me about it. Once I knew we were looking for the transfer of information, it was obvious that Folger had stuck the dot in the hole under the board. Hamai couldn’t get at it, so he had to turn the whole board over. Today, Folger must have put it in a more accessible spot.’


  Hatfield left to make his top-secret report. McGonnigal followed his uniformed men out of the apartment. Welland held the door for me.


  ‘Was his name Hamai or Miyake?’


  ‘Oh, I think his real name was Hamai – that’s what all his identification said. He must have used a false name with Folger. After all, he knew you guys never pay attention to each other’s names – you probably wouldn’t even notice what Folger called him. If you could figure out who Folger was.’


  Welland smiled; his busy eyebrows danced. ‘How about a drink? I’d like to salute a lady clever enough to solve the Takamoku joseki unaided.’


  I looked at my watch. Three hours ago I’d been trying to think of something friendlier to do than watch the Bears get pummeled. This sounded like a good bet. I slipped my hand through his arm and went outside with him.


  Three-Dot Po


  Cinda Goodrich and I were jogging acquaintances. A professional photographer, she kept the same erratic hours as a private investigator; we often met along Belmont Harbor in the late mornings. By then we had the lakefront to ourselves; the hip young professionals run early so they can make their important eight o’clock meetings.


  Cinda occasionally ran with her boyfriend, Jonathan Michaels, and always with her golden retriever, Three-Dot Po, or Po. The dog’s name meant something private to her and Jonathan; they only laughed and shook their heads when I asked about it.


  Jonathan played the piano, often at late-night private parties. He was seldom up before noon and usually left exercise to Cinda and Po. Cinda was a diligent runner, even on the hottest days of summer and the coldest of winter. I do twenty-five miles a week as a grudging fight against age and calories, but Cinda made a ten-mile circuit every morning with religious enthusiasm.


  One December I didn’t see her out for a week and wondered vaguely if she might be sick. The following Saturday, however, we met on the small promontory abutting Belmont Harbor – she returning from her jaunt three miles further north, and I just getting ready to turn around for home. As we jogged together, she explained that Eli Burton, the fancy North Michigan Avenue department store, had hired her to photograph children talking to Santa. She made a face. ‘Not the way Eric Lieberman got his start, but it’ll finance January in the Bahamas for Jonathan and me.’ She called to Po, who was inspecting a dead bird on the rocks by the water, and moved on ahead of me.


  The week before Christmas the temperature dropped suddenly and left us with the bitterest December on record. My living room was so cold I couldn’t bear to use it; I handled all my business bundled in bed, even moving the television into the bedroom. I didn’t go out at all on Christmas Eve.


  Christmas Day I was supposed to visit friends in one of the northern suburbs. I wrapped myself in a blanket and went to the living room to scrape a patch of ice on a window. I wanted to see how badly snowed over Halsted Street was, assuming my poor little Omega would even start.


  I hadn’t run for five days, since the temperature first fell. I was feeling flabby, knew I should force myself outside, but felt too lazy to face the weather. I was about to go back to the bedroom and wrap some presents when I caught sight of a golden retriever moving smartly down the street. It was Po; behind her came Cinda, warm in an orange down vest, face covered with a ski mask.


  ‘Ah, nuts,’ I muttered. If she could do it, I could do it. Layering on thermal underwear, two pairs of wool socks, sweatshirts, and a down vest, I told myself encouragingly, ‘Quitters never win and winners never quit,’ and ‘It’s not the size of the dog in the fight that counts but the size of the fight in the dog.’


  The slogans got me out the door, but they didn’t prepare me for the shock of cold. The wind sucked the air out of my lungs and left me gasping. I staggered back into the entryway and tied a scarf around my face, adjusted earmuffs and a wool cap, and put on sunglasses to protect my eyes.


  Even so, it was bitter going. After the first mile the blood was flowing well and my arms and legs were warm, but my feet were cold, and even heavy muffling couldn’t keep the wind from scraping the skin on my cheeks. Few cars were on the streets, and no other people. It was like running through a wasteland. This is what it would be like after a nuclear war: no people, freezing cold, snow blowing across in fine pelting particles like a desert sandstorm.


  The lake made an even eerier landscape. Steam rose from it as from a giant cauldron. The water was invisible beneath the heavy veils of mist. I paused for a moment in awe, but the wind quickly cut through the layers of clothes.


  The lake path curved around as it led to the promontory so that you could only see a few yards ahead of you. I kept expecting to meet Cinda and Po on their way back, but the only person who passed me was a solitary male jogger, anonymous in a blue ski mask and khaki down jacket.
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