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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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    “For the love of money is the root of all evil.”
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  Chapter One




  “OH, DAMN,” SAID Alison Weir. “Was it the next block? I could have

  sworn—”




  “You left the car right here,” said Patricia Moore firmly. “I remember noticing that particular bed of begonias. Especially fine ones.” Pat’s British raising, as it

  affected gardens and the King’s English at least, was incorrigibly untranslated to citizenship.




  “I’m not sure. All these little streets look so much alike. Damn. I don’t know why I wore these shoes, my feet are killing me. ¡Qué

  incomodidad!—¡es el colmo! I thought it was along here—”




  “I notice you revert to Spanish a bit oftener these days,” remarked Pat, sitting down placidly on the low brick wall flanking the sidewalk and fanning herself with the programme of

  the exhibit they’d been looking at. “The car’s been stolen, obviously.”




  “Don’t be ridiculous,” said Alison crossly. “Who on earth would want it?” She sat down beside Pat and lit a cigarette. “It’s Luis’ fault,”

  she added. “After Dad died and I came back north, I didn’t have much reason to use Spanish, you know, except for an occasional girl coming in to school— But there is one

  thing about it, it does give vent to one’s feelings better than English sometimes. . . . It must have been the next block.”




  “You and your policeman. It was here. I remember distinctly. It’s been stolen. Did you leave the keys in it?”




  “If you think,” said Alison, “that I have attained the age of thirty without acquiring a little sense—of course I didn’t. And really I must say I should think I

  could visit a respectable place like the County Museum in broad daylight without having my car stolen. If we’d been in a bar down on Skid Row it’d be different.”




  “Wickedness flourishes everywhere,” said Miss Moore philosophically.




  “And I can’t say the exhibition was worth it. Personally I think Renoir was overrated.”




  “That’s your photographic eye. You’re inclined to be over-realistic yourself. Too much detail. And such strong colour—of course I suppose it’s only to be

  expected from a red-haired Scots-Irishwoman.”




  “I refuse,” said Alison, “to discuss painting techniques sitting on bricks with the thermometer at a hundred. It’s ridiculous. I want to go home and take off my clothes

  and have a large cold drink. Can it have been stolen?”




  “It happens every day,” said Miss Moore. “You’d better call the police. You’ve got an in with them, they’ll probably produce it for you in no time.”




  “Luis isn’t Traffic, he’s Homicide. I suppose I had. Oh, damn!” said Alison. “And I don’t suppose there’s a public phone nearer than the central

  building. No rest for the wicked. And I cannot imagine why anybody should take the thing—of course they might not have got far, that’s one comfort, if you don’t know just how to

  manipulate that hand-choke, it dies on you every fifty feet . . . I wonder if I’d look very odd if I took off my shoes? You see teenagers going barefoot—”




  “Really, Alison!” Miss Moore, who was dumpy, dowdy, and without an iota of personal vanity, but with strong notions of respectability, regarded her severely. “I’ll walk

  back with you, and you shouldn’t delay reporting it.”




  “I suppose not.” Alison got up with a grimace, and they started back to the building they’d just left. The one public phone, of course, was at the very end of a long marble

  hall, and when they got there neither of them had a dime. Under Pat’s disapproving eye, Alison accosted a passer-by and got change, and eventually was put through to Traffic.




  “Yes, ma’am,” said an efficient, reassuring voice there. “The exact location, please. . . . If you’ll just remain on the spot, there’ll be an officer there

  directly to take particulars.”




  Alison thanked the voice gloomily. “And now we have to walk all the way back there again, and after they’ve taken down all the details they’ll drive away in their nice new

  patrol car, and we’ll have to come back here to call a cab.”




  “A cab?” said Miss Moore. “Sheer extravagance! There’s a bus goes right down Exposition Boulevard—”




  “Yes, I know, you can take it if you like,” said Alison. They went back and sat on the wall. In about five minutes a black and white patrol car came along and a uniformed officer got

  out of it and projected courteous efficiency at them. Description of car, please—when was it parked here, when was the loss discovered?




  “It was about two-thirty, wasn’t it, when we got here? And if you can tell me why anybody should deliberately— I remember there was a brand-new Buick right ahead. It’s a

  Ford, almost thirteen years old, light grey, a two-door sedan. I’ve got the licence number on a thing on my key chain.”




  “Oh, that’s very helpful, ma’am. You didn’t leave the keys in it, then?”




  “Certainly not, I don’t know why you always automatically assume women drivers are all fools—”




  “Now don’t take it out on the officer,” said Pat.




  “Don’t they have ways of starting it going somehow without a key?—I’ve read—”




  “That’s so,” said the patrolman, who’d taken another look at Alison and doubled his gallantry. “And some of these kids, you know, the hot-rodders, they want

  old stuff like that, to strip down and rebuild.”




  “That makes me believe the stories about the younger generation having no sense,” said Alison.




  He laughed, handing back her key ring. “Chances are we’ll pick it up within a few days, Miss Weir. You’ll be notified, of course. Damn inconvenient, but there it is—it

  happens every day to a lot of people. Don’t worry, it’ll go on the hot list right away.”




  “Thanks very much. . . . And now back to the phone to call a cab, what did I tell you? I’ve heard there are some people in L.A. who don’t own cars. How do you suppose

  they exist?”




  “The lesser breeds without the law. We manage to get about on the two feet Providence provided,” said Miss Moore. “Much healthier. Also better for the figure,

  although—” She compared her dumpiness to Alison’s excellent distribution of poundage, and laughed.




  The Los Angeles Police Department is a large one, and not all the men in it are acquainted with one another. In the ordinary way, Sergeant Edward Rhodes of Traffic would not

  have had any contact with the Homicide division, but as it happened one of his personal friends was Sergeant Landers of that office. Through Landers, Rhodes had heard this and that about

  Landers’ superior, Lieutenant Luis Rodolfo Vicente Mendoza, and over a period of time he had caught some of Landers’ hero worship for this personage. Both of them were young unmarried

  men, and over their coffee breaks and shared dinners in cheap restaurants, they talked shop.




  Rhodes, in fact, cherished a secret ambition towards some day getting into Homicide himself, and Mendoza had not only a professional reputation any man might envy, but other kinds. Mendoza was,

  by all accounts, quite the hell of a fellow in three ways—at his job, at a poker table, and with the girls—and thereby hung a number of tales, which Landers had passed on at length.




  So Rhodes, from a distance as it were, had set Mendoza up as a model. Not that he could ever hope to attain some of Mendoza’s attributes: for one thing, there was all the money. Mendoza

  had come into a sizable fortune from a miserly grandfather and didn’t stint himself enjoying it. Landers guessed that he didn’t pay a dime less than two hundred bucks for any of his

  suits; he dressed to the nines, dapper and elegant, never a hair out of place, the precise line of black moustache always trimmed even and neat, the long narrow hands manicured—but nothing

  flashy, everything quiet, good taste. And he’d just taken delivery of a new car, which both of them had admired in the lot—it had cost the equivalent of Rhodes’ salary for three

  years. It was a long, low, custom-built gunmetal-coloured Facel-Vega, a two-door hardtop sports coupé, and Landers reported with awe that it was said to be capable of acceleration from a

  stand to a hundred m.p.h. in eighteen seconds, only Lieutenant Mendoza never drove that way, he was real careful with a car and had never got a moving-violation ticket at all, ever.




  It wasn’t to be supposed either that Sergeant Rhodes could ever attain the talent—as per Mendoza’s reputation—for uncanny hunches and brilliant deductions. But he could

  admire—from a distance—and that he did.




  As it further happened, Landers had casually heard from Sergeant Lake, who was desk man in Mendoza’s office and now and then had to track him down out of hours, the name of Mendoza’s

  current girl-friend, or at least one of them. Landers had met her once, when he was relaying some urgent information to Mendoza, and reported her to be evidence of Mendoza’s excellent

  taste—a real redhead, and quite something, he said. Funny sort of a name for a girl, Alison: but for that reason it had stayed in Rhodes’ mind.




  Which was why he noticed it on the list of hot cars, and read the meagre information with interest. A thirteen-year-old Ford: he thought instantly, respectfully, a nice girl, not a gold-digger,

  taking Mendoza for his money. Of course, that kind Mendoza wouldn’t be such a fool to take up with in the first place. Landers said she ran one of these charm schools, and painted

  pictures on the side—kind of an artist. Couldn’t have much money, driving a car like this. . . . His chivalrous instincts were aroused, and also he had a vague vision of Mendoza

  dropping into Traffic—say some time when Captain Edgely was around to hear—and thanking him for such an efficient, excellent performance of his job in the matter.




  He exerted himself, therefore, with dispatch, to find Alison Weir’s car for her; he sent out a special bulletin about it, and each morning eagerly scanned the list of stolen cars

  located.




  But it wasn’t until Thursday—it had been stolen on Sunday afternoon—that it turned up, on a routine check of overparked cars. Out in a rather lonely section of Compton, left

  along a new residential street.




  It was brought in and Rhodes looked it over. Awful old piece of junk, he thought. These kids!—no discipline, no principles at all these days. Anything sitting around loose, if they wanted

  it for half an hour—




  That was about half past four on Thursday afternoon, and he succumbed to temptation, called Miss Weir, reported the finding of the car, and said it wasn’t any trouble at all, he’d

  deliver it himself, bring her the formal papers to sign acknowledging its recovery.




  Not exactly according to Hoyle, but he went down to the garage and got one of the boys to start the Ford for him and trail him in a patrol car to bring him back, and drove up to Hollywood to

  Miss Weir’s apartment.




  “We’ll have to ask you to look it over, Miss Weir—you know, say what damage’s been done, if any.” Landers had been quite right: nothing cheap, a plain sort of tan

  summer dress, not too much jewellery, but a looker, in a ladylike way: you didn’t often see real red hair that wasn’t carroty, and she had the complexion to go with it, milk-white, and

  hazel-green eyes.




  “Oh, certainly,” said Alison, “but I don’t suppose there’s much they could have done to it. It’s seen quite a lot of life already.” She came downstairs

  with him obligingly. “It’s never really got used to the good roads up here—you see, it was the last car my father bought, he was a construction engineer and worked a good deal in

  Mexico, it passed its adolescence mostly down in Coahuila, negotiating burro trails, and I really think it’s suspicious of anything else. . . . Well, I can’t see that it looks any

  different.” She opened the door and peered in. “The seat covers have had that rip for months, and that dent in the dashboard, that was Ferdinando Gomez the time he got the D.T.s and Dad

  drove him down to the missionary hospital. No, it’s all just the way it was. Nothing missing from the glove compartment as far as I can tell—heavens, what a lot of junk one does

  accumulate.”




  “You want to be sure, Miss Weir, before you sign the receipt—on account of the insurance, you know. If you put in a claim—”




  “Oh, lord, I’m just thankful to have it back, and still running—I don’t see any need to do that. There doesn’t seem to be anything wrong mechanically?”




  “Well—er—” said Rhodes.




  “I mean, it is running?”




  “Oh, it runs, sure, I just drove it up, of course.”




  “Well, then, that’s all right. I still can’t imagine why they took it. Where’d you find it?”




  He told her, handing over the receipt and a pen. “Just kids, probably, out for a joy ride. It’d been sitting there quite a while, they didn’t keep it long.”




  “Well, thank you very much,” said Alison with a nice smile, handing back the receipt and pen. “I am glad to have it back.”




  “No trouble at all,” said Rhodes gallantly. Possibly, he thought, she’d say something to Mendoza: such a nice efficient officer who brought it back; but in any case he’d

  been interested in meeting her. Of course, he reflected further on the ride back to headquarters, she’d actually have been better off if they’d wrecked that piece of junk and she could

  put in the full insurance claim.




  The car had come back on Thursday, and Alison drove it to her school next morning and back again that afternoon, and found it just the same as usual. On Saturday she drove it

  down to the beach, up past Malibu, where she spent most of the day working on what turned out to be a rather unsatisfactory seascape. Unloading her painting gear when she got home, she reflected

  that the poor thing was badly in need of a bath—a job she loathed—but it was later than she’d thought, and she had barely an hour to get dressed before Luis came to take her out

  to dinner. Tomorrow, she’d clean the car. The better the day the better the deed.




  So late Sunday afternoon found her in the cramped apartment garage, equipped with a stiff brush, several rags, and a pail of water. She started by brushing out the inside—seats and floor.

  The front seat had accumulated quite a surprising amount of sand from her jaunt to the beach, and she brushed vigorously, getting well down into the crack between the back and the seat, kneeling on

  the seat to press it down.




  Sand, dust, anonymous fluff, and dirt—and of all things, a long dried twig with a couple of mummified leaves clinging to it, probably blew in the window and got crushed down—she ran

  two fingers down the crack to be sure of getting it all out, and suddenly felt something else there, and delved farther. Damn, when she pulled the opening wider the thing just slipped

  down—but eventually, at the expense of a torn nail and several muttered curses, she persuaded it out, and looked at it.




  “¿Y qué es esto?” she said to herself absently, turning the thing over in her palm. “What on earth is it and where did it come from? How very odd . .

  .”




  





  Chapter Two




  THE BODY TURNED up that Monday morning, halfway down a narrow alley opening on Carson Street not far from Main. Unlike a lot of alleys down there, this

  one wasn’t used for anything much, and as the corpse was beyond the entrance, it hadn’t been discovered at once; some kids had finally stumbled over it, running through. Sergeant Arthur

  Hackett went down with a crew of men to look at it, and was not enlightened. Or, if the truth were told, much interested.




  It wasn’t that he expected the kind of corpses and mysteries found in the paperback novels at drugstores, every time he got a call to a new case; that sort of thing just didn’t

  happen; at least in his nine years’ experience of being a cop he’d never run across it. But some corpses were just naturally more interesting than others, and this one was, in a word,

  routine.




  “Just another piece of flotsam,” he said to Mendoza when he came back. “On the big H and finally took too much of a jolt and didn’t come out of it. God knows who he

  was—probably nobody cares any more.”




  “Really,” said Mendoza. “Nothing on him to say?”




  “Nada. Maybe he’ll get identified by somebody while he’s on file, but maybe not, too. You know how they drift. Not very important either way, I’d say.”

  Hackett brought out a manila envelope. “Here’s all he had on him. Damnedest thing how they set out to commit suicide—what it amounts to. He was a good-looker, and I’d say

  not over thirty.”




  “A lot of answers on that one,” said Mendoza, “and maybe as many answers as there are users.” Business had been a little slack lately, and he was unoccupied for the

  moment; idly he upended the envelope on his desk and looked at what it disgorged.




  A clean folded handkerchief, plain white, cheap cotton, dime store variety. A flat longish box bearing the name of a chain drugstore and containing a much-used and dirty hypodermic syringe and

  several needles. A cheap pocket-knife. Forty-eight cents in change. A crumpled package of cigarettes with three left in it. A scrap of paper, irregularly torn across one edge, about four inches

  wide at the broadest part and narrowing down to a point. Torn off a corner of something.




  “What’s this?”




  “Piece torn off a letter or something, I suppose. I wouldn’t have seen it at all, but the staple bit my finger when I was going through his pockets. You can see the holes—there

  were a couple of pages, or more, stapled together. I just stuck it in, thought there might be something on it to say who he was, but—”




  “Yes,” said Mendoza, “and an odd sort of letter it seems to have been. Nymphs and dolphins. ¡Comó, oyé! I’d heard that heroin gives some people

  hallucinations, but what superior hallucinations!”




  “What? Let’s see, I didn’t—”




  Mendoza passed it over. Automatically he began to tidy the desk, setting the deceased’s possessions in a neat little pile at one side, brushing off tobacco crumbs, lining up the ashtray

  with the blotter and desk-box. That was Mendoza: the orderly mind, place-for-everything-everything-in-its-place. Probably one of the reasons he had acquired a little reputation as an investigative

  officer: ragged edges worried him, the thing left all untidy, patternless. He might be and often was irritable at the frustration of continually being presented with another box of jigsaw pieces to

  put together, but he was constitutionally unable to leave them alone until every last little piece had been fitted in where it belonged.




  He glanced up at Hackett, and got out a cigarette: a slim dark man, the black hairline moustache, the sharp arch of heavy brows, the widow’s peak, punctuation marks to a long nose and a

  long jaw: impassive, an unremarkable if regular-featured face, but it could flash into sudden charm when a smile touched the dark eyes, “Nymphs,” he said. “¡Caray,

  qué hombre!”




  Hackett looked at the two lines of typing on the scrap of paper. It had been torn off the right hand top edge of the page, and the typing was double-spaced; there was such a wide margin,

  however, that only four words were included on the scrap. The top line said, verse, nymph and the end of the line below it said, small dolphin. “That is a damn funny

  one,” he agreed.




  “A small dolphin,” said Mendoza, leaning back with closed eyes, smoking lazily. “Somehow that makes it sound so much more—mmh—individual, doesn’t it?

  Only a small dolphin. I wonder what it was all about. Nothing else on him? Well, well. You know, that dolphin—to say nothing of the nymph—intrigues me. I think I’ll go down

  and take a look at him.”




  “As you please,” said Hackett, “but it’s just another dope case, obviously. Or are you going to have one of your hunches about it and say he’s the heir to a

  Bulgarian millionaire assassinated by the Communists?”




  “Once in a while,” said Mendoza, getting up and going to get his hat, “I read a detective novel—and once in a while I wish I was in one. Everything made so easy for those

  boys, such complicated problems that inevitably there are only a couple of possible answers. I don’t think there are any Bulgarian millionaires left. But I haven’t much else to do at

  the moment, for once, and I may as well take a look.”




  He went down to the morgue and looked at the dead man. There were aspects of the dead man which mildly interested him further. Hackett had said, good-looking—that was an understatement.

  Even several days dead, it was a handsome face: a purity of line like a cameo profile. A young man, twenty-eight to thirty, and his indulgence in heroin hadn’t left any apparent marks of

  dissipation on him. A tallish, well-set-up young man, he’d have been.




  Mendoza went back to his office and sent down word that he’d like the autopsy report expedited. Not that there’d be much in it, but on the other hand—a nymph and a

  dolphin—it might be something a little more interesting than it looked at first glance.




  The dolphin, in fact, stayed so persistently in his mind that he was somewhat absent-minded with Alison that evening, and when she complained he apologized by telling her about

  it.




  “A dolphin,” said Alison, intrigued despite herself. “It sounds exactly like the start of a detective story, doesn’t it? That is odd.”




  “A small one,” said Mendoza almost plaintively. He was relaxed on the end of his spine in her largest armchair, minus jacket and tie; the temperature still stood at

  ninety.




  “It reminds me of something—what? . . . Did you have any English literature in high school?”




  “That’s a long time back,” said Mendoza. “Probably some was inflicted on me. . . . Por Dios, twenty-two years ago, and the school’s been torn down—that

  old Macy Street school—when they built the new Union Station. I had to cross through Chinatown to get there.” He laughed. “Then we moved, because Johnny Li-Chong taught me to

  shoot Chinese craps, and my grandmother was horrified. Gambling’s still one of the major sins to her. I was supposed to be selling papers after school, and I never told her when I

  quit—I found I could earn twice as much running a Spanish Monte bank in the back room of Johnny’s father’s restaurant over on Main. Caray, she was pleased, the old lady,

  when I started to bring her five dollars on Saturdays instead of two—I’m a good smart boy to get a raise in salary so quick! You know something, I never did tell her. She’d have

  raised the roof—another good-for-nothing going the same way as the old man, gamble his last copper—or hers. That five dollars on Saturdays, it came in useful. And the old man sitting on

  nearly three million bucks then, in a dozen banks, and swearing about a four-dollar gas bill. Damn it, you encourage me to maunder . . .”




  “Earn twice as much?” Alison took him up. “I don’t know but what your grandmother’s right—”




  “I said Spanish Monte, chica, not three-card. Perfectly legitimate deal. I was never as crazy a gambler as the old man—”




  “¡A otro perro con ese hueso!—give that bone to another dog!” Alison laughed. “You’d gamble the gold in your teeth if you had any.”




  “Well, not,” said Mendoza, “without asking about the odds. And very young I found out what a lot of gamblers never seem to—the odds always run in favour of the bank.

  It’s simple mathematics. Even at seventeen, I never just sat in at Monte—that way, as somebody’s said, madness lies. I saved my money, industrious young fellow that I was, and set

  up as a banker. But what was it you asked me? There was a poor devil of an English teacher, Mr.—Mr.—Mr. Keyes. The only thing I remember about high school English is that Mr. Keyes had

  a passion for Chaucer, and it wasn’t until he made me read some of The Canterbury Tales and I came across the Miller’s Tale that it dawned on me there might be something

  interesting—pornographically speaking—in these musty old classics.”




  “Really. Maybe I missed something, not finishing high school.”




  “Women don’t get a kick out of pornography, or so the psychiatrists say.”




  “Psychiatrists, hah. Since when do they know what they’re talking about? What I was going to say—your small dolphin somehow reminds me of something in—can it be

  Dickens, or was it Trollope?—there was a housemaid who had an illegitimate baby, and when they criticized her she said, Please, ma’am, it was only a little one.”




  He laughed. “And very logical too. Damn it, what could it mean? Unless it’s some new pro slang I haven’t caught up with yet. Nymph would be easy enough in that

  connection—if a little fancy—but the dolphin eludes me.”




  “Which reminds me further,” said Alison, “I have a mystery for you too.” She got up and opened the top desk drawer. “I told you some idiot had borrowed my car.

  Well, when it came back I got round to cleaning it and I found this in the crack down between the seat and the back.”




  Mendoza took the thing and looked at it. “Foreign coin of some kind.”




  “Holmes, this is wonderful—how do you do it? That I can see. But no engraving or whatever it’s called, to say what country or anything.”




  “No. I’ll tell you something else, it’s old—maybe damned old. Not milled, and not a true circle.” It was not very big; and it was a silver coin, or had some silver

  in its alloy, though darkened. On one side of it was a design vaguely resembling that on some early U.S. coins, an eagle with outspread wings, but head down; it seemed to be holding something in

  its talons. The other side bore a design he couldn’t puzzle out: a thing which might be a stylized flame growing out of a vase, or a bell with curlicues on the top of it, or two roundish

  triangles point to point. “Somebody’s pocket-piece,” he suggested. “A man’s, probably, because owing to the curious fact that tailors still put side pockets in our

  trousers at an acute angle, things do tend to fall out when we’re sitting down. Of course, it might also have got pulled out of a woman’s purse when she reached in for a handkerchief or

  something. Are you sure the thing wasn’t in the car when it was stolen?”




  “No, of course not. Which is exactly what that sergeant said. It occurred to me that it might be some sort of clue to whoever’d taken the car, and I thought I ought to tell them

  about it, you know—so I called, and got hold of the man who brought it back. A very nice obliging young man named Rhodes. And he asked, was I sure one of my own friends hadn’t lost it

  in the car beforehand—which I’m not. Anyway, he said, it probably wouldn’t be much of a clue, and I might as well keep it or throw it away. I do want to ask around, see if someone

  who’s ridden with me might have lost it. I suppose it might have been someone’s lucky talisman, something like that—but you’d think whoever’d lost it would have said

  something, in that case—asked me if I’d found it—if it was someone I know.”




  “De veras,” agreed Mendoza absently, still looking at it. “It feels old, somehow. I wonder if it’s valuable at all. Curious. You might take it to an expert and

  ask.”




  “Well, surely nobody’d have lost anything worth much and not tried to follow it up, everywhere they might have—though if it was whoever took the car— Oh, well,

  I’ll keep it awhile and ask everyone, just in case.” She dropped it back in the drawer.




  Presently Mendoza put on his tie and jacket and went home, and as he cut up fresh liver for the dignified Abyssinian feline who lived with him, the sleek brown green-eyed Bast, and let her out

  and let her in, and undressed and had a bath and went to bed—and eventually to sleep, after Bast had walked her seven mystic times around a circle and chosen exactly the proper place to curl

  up beside him—he did not ruminate at all on Alison’s little find, but on his own puzzling small dolphin.




  The autopsy report was waiting for him on his desk next morning, and he read it with interest. The deceased, said Dr. Bainbridge, had died of a massive injection of heroin.

  Probably not long prior to death he had received a blow on the head, a blow severe enough to have rendered him unconscious—a blow to the parietal area on the left side. He had been dead

  between five and seven days—impossible to pin it down further; say between last Monday and last Wednesday. He had been six feet one inch tall, around a hundred and seventy pounds, and between

  twenty-six and thirty years of age. He had a medium-fair complexion, black hair, and brown eyes; not much dental work, an excellent set of teeth—no scars or birthmarks—blood type O. His

  fingerprints were being checked in their own records and in Washington, to try to identify him.




  But all that was the least interesting of what Bainbridge had to say.




  “The body,” so the report went on, “bore at least two dozen puncture marks in the areas which a drug addict most commonly uses for injections—both arms and thighs.

  However, when I came to examine these areas in detail, it was evident that none of these had in fact penetrated an artery, or much below the first layers of the epidermis.”




  “Well, well,” said Mendoza. He called Hackett in and got Dr. Bainbridge on the inside phone. “This corpse. The one with the puncture marks. What did you think about

  that?”




  “Did you haul me away from work just to ask that? I should’ve thought even a lieutenant of detectives could reason from here to there. The obvious deduction is that he was not an

  addict. Maybe somebody wanted to make it look as if he was, or maybe it was him, I wouldn’t know—people do damned funny things. May he committed suicide and those marks are relics of

  where he kept trying to get up his nerve. You get that kind of thing, of course.”




  “Yes, but heroin’s not a very usual method. And why and where would he get hold of any if he wasn’t an addict? And why and where did he get that knock on the head?”




  “That’s your business,” said Bainbridge.




  “Well, you examined the body pretty thoroughly—”




  “I did. I’ll tell you this, Luis. In the ordinary way, an autopsy wouldn’t have uncovered that about those puncture marks. No reason to—er—go into such detail. But

  I happened to notice that not one seemed to have left any cyanosis—he was very well preserved, of course the clothes had helped, and he was on his back, so all the natural death-cyanosis had

  settled there—and you’d ordinarily expect to find local cyanosis, black-and-blue spots to you, around the most recent of the punctures. And a few others which had faded some, being

  older. You know, what always shows up on any user. A real mainliner, he’s giving himself a jolt two or three times a day, and pretty damn clumsy too—even if he uses a hypo instead of

  the teaspoon method, he leaves bruise marks. Well, I noticed that, and I investigated, and I think all those marks were made about the same time, and after he was dead, or just before.”




  “Now isn’t that interesting!” said Mendoza. “I presume the body’s still in the morgue—”




  “Did you think I’d take it out to Forest Lawn and bury it myself?”




  “What I meant was,” said Mendoza patiently, “you’re done with it, you’re not doing any further research? It’s on file, ready to be looked at by anybody who

  might know it?”




  “Complete with replaced organs and roughly sewn together, yes. Don’t tell me you want a complete analysis of everything.”




  “But I do, I do, amigo. Please. If possible, what he had for his last meal, any chronic diseases, any foreign bodies or inflammations, any suspicious differences from other bodies,

  etcetera. Look at everything.”




  Bainbridge uttered a howl of protest. “But, my God, there’s no reason! We know he died of heroin, and after all this time there won’t be much else—”




  “You go and look. What kind of injection was it, by the way? Could it have been a normal dose?”




  “You know as well as I do how that varies—it could have been. A pretty big one to be called that, but the kind of jolt a lot of users take.”




  “Mmh. Well, you go and look.” Mendoza put down the phone and grinned at Hackett. “I knew that dolphin had something to say to us, Art. This corpse is a bit more mysterious than

  you thought.”




  “So it seems,” said Hackett, still reading the autopsy report. “I’ll be damned. But it can still be an ordinary business, Luis. His first shot maybe, and he overdoes it

  or has an idiosyncrasy for it—like they say.” Hackett found the role of the big dumb cop useful, and sometimes forgot to lay it aside in private; as he also looked the part, it came as

  a little surprise to most people that he was, in fact, a university graduate. “And he was nervous about the shot and made a lot of tries at it.”




  “Could be,” conceded Mendoza. “Could still be. . . . Cigarettes but no matches. Handkerchief but no billfold—where most of us carry some identification.”




  “You’ve done time down on Skid Row like most of us—you know how they live, hand to mouth. I’ve picked ’em up, dead, drunk, and sober, without so much as a

  handkerchief on ’em.”




  “Sure,” said Mendoza, “and once in a while with a few hundred-dollar bills in a back pocket.” He picked up the inside phone again and called the crime lab, and got Dr.

  Erwin himself. “Over at the morgue is a body, and I presume they still have its clothes. The body of a handsome young man who died of a shot of heroin. I’d like the clothes gone over

  thoroughly, if you’ll be so good.” He added the last as a sop to Dr. Erwin’s reputation; you didn’t give arbitrary orders to a criminological scientist who had several times

  been consulted by Scotland Yard’s C.I.D.




  “What for?”




  “Anything. If I knew specifically I’d have told you.”




  “Really, Luis,” said Dr. Erwin, annoyed, “must you be so difficult? We do like to have some idea, you know.”




  “Me, I’m not a chemist,” said Mendoza. “I read in the papers that criminological scientists make miracles these days—peer at the microscope and tell the cop on the

  case just who and what to look for. Science, it’s wonderful, ¿no es verdad? You just take a general look and see what turns up.”




  “Really,” said Erwin. “Oh, well, we’ll do our best.”




  “I wonder—” Hackett was beginning, when Sergeant Lake looked in the door and said Lieutenant Carey would like to see whoever had that Carson Street homicide. Carey of Missing

  Persons.




  “Ah,” said Mendoza happily, “the next instalment of this thrilling mystery, maybe. Bring him in, Jimmy.”




  





  Chapter Three




  CAREY WAS A a big stocky man with a pugnacious jaw. He’d been a lieutenant only a few months; neither Hackett nor Mendoza knew him well. He came

  in on the sergeant’s heels and nodded at them. “I had a memo from Sergeant Hackett—about this latest unidentified corpse you’ve got. It might be somebody we’re looking

  for.”




  “Sit down and let’s hear the details. Have you looked at the corpse yet?”




  “Just got back from the morgue. I didn’t have a photo, but I think it’s him all right. Stevan Domokous, working as a clerk. Greek but had his first papers.”




  “My God,” said Hackett, “I must have caught it from you, Luis—hunches—that’s close enough to Bulgaria, isn’t it? Was he a millionaire’s son,

  Carey?”




  “I don’t know,” said Carey, looking a little surprised. “But he’s been missing about the right time, and the description matches. Fellow came in to report it last

  Wednesday—head of a local import and export firm, an Andreas Skyros—I’d lay a bet on that one being a millionaire, all right. Dressed to the nines, diamond ring, gold tooth,

  custom-made suit, the works. He’s a citizen, but came from the old country—you can cut his accent with a knife.”




  “I take it this Domokous hadn’t any family here, if it was this fellow came in. Friend, or is he a relative?”




  “Employer. Domokous was working for him. Skyros said he felt kind of responsible, the guy was lonely, didn’t speak English so well yet, you know. Which was how come, when Domokous

  didn’t show up for work last Tuesday, he went round to see him, see if he was sick—or maybe sent one of the other fellows, I don’t know. Domokous had a cheap room in a hotel on

  Second Street, we went over it. Not much there, a few odds and ends of clothes—no cash—album of family pictures from the old country—stuff like that. He paid by the week and it

  was almost up, they wanted the room—they’d seen him last on Monday—so seeing there wasn’t much and it looked as if he hadn’t taken off voluntarily—I mean, Skyros

  said probably he wouldn’t have had much else but what was there—we impounded it, cleared out the room. Skyros says, and of course he’s got something, that a stranger here,

  he’s apt to get in trouble easy—wander into the wrong part of town, run into a mugger, something like that—”




  “Which happens to a lot of people who’ve lived here all their lives,” said Hackett ruefully.




  “And Skyros said too that he maybe felt a little worried sooner than he would have about anyone else because the guy wasn’t the kind to take up with any cheap skirt all of a sudden,

  or go off on a bender. Anyway, when Domokous didn’t show up on Wednesday, he comes in.”




  “So we’d better have Mr. Skyros take a look at the corpse,” said Mendoza. “But even if it is Domokous—very nice to know, but it doesn’t explain much besides.

  Where do we find Skyros?”
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