



  [image: cover]








  




  Dorothy Uhnak and The Murder Room




  ››› 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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  Chapter One




  Christie Opara opened her eyes and her body stiffened with the fear that she had overslept. She rolled onto her stomach and slid her fingers under the pillow. They curled

  around the small metal alarm clock and Christie held her breath until she saw the time: it was six-thirty. She had time, but not enough to lie back and close her eyes for just an extra minute. That

  was what had happened at six o’clock when the alarm shattered her sleep, and the minute had extended to half an hour. Moving mechanically, Christie got out of bed, placed the clock next to

  the radio on her dresser, turned on the radio and switched the air conditioner to high.




  The commentator was reporting various disasters around the world, starting with international events: wars, skirmishes, their losses, our losses; national scene: politics, strikes, an air crash

  in the Midwest; moving closer to home: report on New York State lottery winners; and then circling in on New York City. By the time he finished describing some racial clashes on the East Side and

  some anticipated picketing by some group or other, Christie had her bed made, her pajamas folded and put away. She wanted to know what the weather was going to be; that was what was important to

  her. Two quick commercials and then, finally, the cheerful voice advised that it would probably break 100 again for the fourth day in a row. Christie snapped the radio off. Great. Just great.




  She resisted the urge to let the shower run ice-cold over her. A tepid shower was better, although its effects wouldn’t really last long. A heat wave. On what was to have been the first

  week of her vacation, they were in the middle of a heat wave. Christie rubbed the towel over her body. Damn Reardon. He had no right to switch her vacation around.




  Christie flung the closet door open and searched indecisively among her dresses. Usually she had everything picked out before she went to bed: underwear, stockings, dress, shoes, pocketbook. But

  she hadn’t gotten to bed until after two. That was Reardon’s fault too. In a way. If she had gone out to Sag Harbor with Nora and Mickey, she wouldn’t have been out last night

  with Gene O’Brien. Christie pulled a yellow cotton dress out of the closet, her mind on Gene. Her underclothes felt sticky against her still-damp body. She needed some time away from Gene.

  She needed some perspective on the whole thing.




  Gene, at thirty, was a captain in the Police Department. Christie had first known him when he was Mike Opara’s partner, working in plainclothes. They had both made the sergeant’s

  list; Mike had been killed by a young narcotics addict and Gene hadn’t. Gene, a bachelor intent on his carefully planned career, had gone on studying, taking the tests, getting the

  promotions. He hadn’t come around as Mike’s friend, looking after Mike’s widow. In fact, Christie hadn’t seen Gene O’Brien until last Christmas at a P.D. Emerald

  Society party and they were surprised to see each other. He had followed her career in the Department through unofficial channels and, of course, through the newspaper publicity that had

  accompanied her rise to first-grade detective, but they had just never run into each other.




  The sight of Gene O’Brien had momentarily opened old wounds, but Christie had learned not to live in the past. She told him of her present: of her son Mickey, six years old and the living

  image of his dead father; of wonderful Nora, Mike’s widowed mother, who lived with them. She hadn’t told him about her job: just that she was assigned to the D.A.’s Special

  Investigations Squad, and that said as much as he should know or she would reveal. These last months Christie had seen Gene frequently, casually at first; then gradually their relationship had

  assumed an intensity which Christie was not quite sure she wanted.




  Christie slipped the dress over her head and began to zip up the back. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and stopped. Damn. She stepped out of the dress, slipped it back on the

  hanger. That would be a great dress for a tail job. Christie forced herself to plan. She needed something quiet and inconspicuous. She selected a lightweight blue denim shift, then dug in a drawer

  for some scarves. A bright-red print and a solid navy. Alternated, they could change her appearance enough.




  Christie carried the transistor down to the kitchen. The silence of the house depressed her. She made some toast and instant coffee after first reaching for some eggs and deciding against them.

  Nora spoiled her: bacon and eggs, fresh coffee, toast all ready. Nora insisted she wasn’t trying to add to Christie’s slight frame; she was merely setting a good example for her

  grandson. Christie licked beads of moisture from her upper lip. At least Mickey and Nora were out at the beach cottage. Christie’s brother Christopher had the usual mob out there: his wife

  and their four boys, a few cousins, Nora, Mickey. There was always room. She glanced at her watch. Her timing was good.




  The seven-o’clock news was a rehash of the earlier stories of continuing gloom, doom and despair, and Christie didn’t listen. As she rinsed the cup and plate, she began putting the

  blame exactly where it belonged.




  On Reardon. Casey Reardon. He had waited until Friday to inform her that instead of leaving for vacation, she had to postpone her plans for a week. The assignment didn’t make sense. And

  she wasn’t too sure of the legality of it, either. Christie dried the dishes and put them away and her mind lingered on that aspect of her assignment. It would seem to her that it

  wasn’t exactly legal for the Supervising Assistant District Attorney of New York County to assign a first-grade detective to tail his own daughter. The People of the City of New York might

  resent paying first-grade money to someone for following a college girl from Jamaica Estates to Columbia University for five days. Was someone trying to abduct the girl? Had Reardon received

  threatening phone calls or letters? If he had, he certainly hadn’t told Christie Opara.




  In fact, all Mr. Reardon had told Christie was that one of his twin daughters, Barbara, was taking a few summer courses at Columbia and the courses would end the first week in August. Something

  had come up, Reardon had said vaguely, and he wanted Christie to see that the girl got to the University and back home. Period. The expression on Reardon’s face had stopped Christie’s

  questions cold. He had waved his hand abruptly, then said, “I guess I don’t have to tell you that this is strictly between us—strictly confidential.” At least she had had

  the final word: “You were right the first time, Mr. Reardon. You don’t have to tell me.”




  Christie picked up a pair of torn sneakers and wondered if they were to be thrown out or if they were a favorite pair that Mickey had forgotten to take. She would ask him when she called

  tonight.




  Reardon’s assignment not only annoyed her; it unnerved her as well. What if Reardon’s daughter was planning to elope with some boy? Christie smiled at the thought. Maybe she’d

  be a witness at some hurried City Hall ceremony. After all, Reardon hadn’t instructed her. All he had said was “Use your judgment if anything comes up.” Christie slipped

  sunglasses and tissues into her pocketbook and checked the vital contents: detective shield, .38-caliber Smith & Wesson revolver, makeup case, comb, scarves and keys.




  She clicked the radio off in the middle of the 7:30 news. She couldn’t care less about demonstrations and racial violence this morning. Her main concern was the weather and it was hot.




  



  




  Chapter Two




  The similarity between the two men was startling. In height, build, darkness of skin, lightness of eye, they could easily be mistaken one for the other. They were both

  twenty-three years old with high cheekbones, aquiline noses, thin lips, hair cropped to the contours of their skulls. Each was dressed in a white cotton knit shirt, which indicated the lean

  hardness of somewhat thin shoulders, and clean starched chinos, which emphasized the narrowness of hips.




  The dreariness of the small furnished room was filled with an intensity that seemed to bounce off the walls and furnishings, touching everything except Rafe Wheeler. He lay stretched the length

  of the lumpy mattress, his arms over his head, his eyes half closed in concentration on a small piece of plaster that was hanging by a tiny edge in the middle of an old ceiling pattern. His eyes

  shifted without blinking or widening to Eddie Champion.




  “Hey, man, can’t you just light somewhere? I mean, you been going like this all night. We don’t have long to wait now.”




  Champion whirled from the small window through which he could see nothing but a garbage-laden back alley. He yanked the stained window shade down and it snapped sharply and spun around the

  roller. “God damn,” he said, and pulled it back into place. His hands seemed alive with the need to hold onto something and he jerked a cigarette from his shirt pocket, put it between

  his lips, patted his trousers for matches, then tossed the cigarette in annoyance onto the small table.




  “You just lie there,” he said accusingly to Rafe Wheeler. “You just lie there like nothing.” His eyes narrowed against the dimness of the room and his hands worked along

  the intricate pattern of the footboard, grasping and sliding. His voice was low and hoarse. “What gets to you, man? I been wondering about you. I been wondering plenty about you.”




  Rafe sat up, pulling himself into a cross-legged position. His face was calm and relaxed. “You just go right on wondering, Champ.”




  “I mean it, Rafe. I seen you. Sleeping like a baby all night. Now, that’s just not natural. Considering.”




  Rafe smiled. “Why, you just like to go to pieces, Champ. I never expected that of you. I surely didn’t.”




  Champion’s body stiffened from his neck down to his feet. He felt his toes curl against the soles of his shoes, and his fingers tightened. “Listen, you cool bastard . . .”




  A hardness crossed Rafe’s face but it was the only tensing visible. His posture was still easy, loose. “We supposed to keep it cool, remember? Maybe you keeping it all to

  yourself making it harder on you. But”—he moved his hand in the air “you tell me what you want to. Any way you want it, Champ. Maybe take some pressure off you, you tell me now

  what’s going to be.”




  Champion stood absolutely still, a flicker of suspicion pulling at his mouth. “Tell you when we get there. Soon enough. Tell you when I tell you, and you better be ready. I’m in

  charge of this operation and we do it my way.”




  “Be ready. For whatever.”




  Champion kneaded his fingers, hunched his shoulders, stretched his arms. He seemed to be trying to escape from his body. He rubbed his neck, and a long, ugly, wordless sound came from between

  his parted lips. He stalked to the window, pushed the shade aside, glared down into the alley. He looked at his wristwatch. “Seven-thirty. You got seven-thirty?”




  Without moving, Rafe confirmed the time. “Seven-thirty. We got two more hours.”




  Two more hours; the weight of time hit Champion. It was the heat of the room, the smallness of the place and that son of a bitch so untouched by it all. “The hell. Going out for some

  coffee.”




  “I’ll make us some fresh instant on the hot plate. Relax.”




  “Forget it. Sick of that crap. Need some real coffee and some air. I be back in fifteen minutes.”




  Rafe eased himself back onto the bed, stretched his body. “Suit yourself. Bring back a cool breeze, will you, baby?” He winked and smiled.




  Champion stood for a moment, regarding him thoughtfully; then he shrugged. “Okay, man, I’ll just do that.”




  Rafe Wheeler did not move for six minutes: six full minutes by his watch. There was no point in looking out the window; Champion wouldn’t be in the alley. He slipped his loafers off and

  walked silently to the door, opened it slightly, his body positioned so that his shadow wouldn’t be cast into the hallway. He listened for a moment without breathing, his teeth pressed

  tightly together, then eased himself out of the room. It was a break he hadn’t dared hope for and it had been Champion’s own idea. That made it even better.




  He removed the receiver from the wall phone and dropped a dime in the slot, shocked by the loud clang as the coin made contact. It was unnerving how loud an ordinary dial tone could sound. He

  dialed quickly, his slender brown finger impatiently picking out the next number before the dial returned from the previous spin. The phone rang twice and was interrupted midway through the third

  ring by a terse “Yeah?”




  “It’s me,” Rafe said. His whisper was loud in his own ear.




  “What’s up?”




  “Going to be a shooting this morning. At the construction site. He still don’t trust me enough to say who or why. But it’s going to be a real bad one. He’s got a gun.

  None of us is supposed to but I know he’s got a gun. He don’t know I saw it and—”




  “Yeah? Go on, kid. Anything wrong? Rafe?”




  Rafe stood with the receiver pressed against his ear, his voice frozen in his throat. He could hear words calling out to him from the earpiece and the rising concern in that normally quiet,

  steady, controlled voice.




  Champion had moved from the shadowed darkness behind the staircase and he was smiling and his voice was pleasant. “I knew it. God damn, but I just knew it.”




  Rafe said nothing. There was nothing to say, and even if there had been, he was physically unable to make a sound.




  “Don’t even tell the man goodbye,” Champion instructed softly. “Just hang up.”




  Rafe heard the voice as though it were inside of his head, calling out to him even after it was cut off abruptly when he replaced the receiver. As though hypnotized, he moved backwards into the

  room in response to the wordless but definite gestures of his roommate, who leaned against the door, shutting and locking it behind him.




  He had two sharp, distinct impressions. The first was that Eddie Champion was relaxed for the first time in days, his hand absolutely steady and certain as he pressed the nozzle of the .38

  revolver against Rafe’s forehead. The second impression—the last Rafe Wheeler was ever to have—was that just before he squeezed the trigger, Champion’s eyes seemed to have

  turned the strangest color: almost yellow.




  



  




  Chapter Three




  Casey Reardon scowled over an article in The New York Times, making quick, uneven slashes with his pen under certain sentences, bracketing a paragraph to indicate that

  the article would bear closer reading later in the day. He reached absently for his cup, not noticing it was empty. He looked up, raising his chin slightly, indicating the cup.




  Katherine Reardon took the cup from her husband’s hand, carried it into the kitchen, and filled it with strong black coffee, adding one level spoonful of sugar and just a drop of milk. She

  caught a glimpse of herself, reflected in the gleaming window of the wall oven, adjusted a loose lock of dark hair, licked her lips. She intoned a silent prayer that Casey would forget about this

  second cup of coffee and leave for the office, but reentering the dining room, she realized it was too late.




  Her daughter Barbara hadn’t listened to her advice; she never did. Katherine should have expected it. Casey didn’t look up from his newspaper; he reached automatically for the cup

  which he knew would be placed at hand. Katherine tried to motion Barbara into the kitchen but the girl stood at her place and loudly greeted her father.




  “Good morning. Nice weather for a change, isn’t it?”




  Not looking up, Casey answered, “Good morning.”




  Still standing, the girl spoke in an unnaturally bright voice. “Good day for the day’s event, wouldn’t you say?”




  Casey raised his face, an expression of annoyance freezing his features. Slowly, he surveyed his daughter.




  Katherine brought the pot of coffee to the table, poured some for Barbara. “Sit down and eat something, Barbara.”




  “What the hell are you got up for?”




  Sitting now, stirring the coffee, buttering a piece of toast with nervous jabs, the girl said softly, “You know what for.”




  Casey clicked the ball-point open-closed, open-closed. “No. Tell me.”




  “You know,” the girl insisted.




  “I would say, judging from the evidence at hand, that you were going on a picnic or a field trip or maybe to rob a gas station. Dungarees, turtleneck”—he ducked his head down

  under the table—“and sneakers.”




  “You know,” Barbara said, her voice wavering.




  Casey’s voice hardened, his pale eyes seeming to fill with color. “No. I don’t know. Because, it seems to me—now, I may be wrong. God knows, I’m often wrong. At

  least in this house. But it seems to me we had a conversation about, oh, about two nights ago. Relative to your nonappearance at any rallies, strikes, protests, rabble-rousings, lynchings, book

  burnings, et cetera. It also seems to me that we discussed the entire matter quite thoroughly and came to some conclusions.”




  Her eyes dropped to the cup and she played her spoon over the surface of the coffee.




  “Look up at me when I talk to you!”




  She jerked her head up and the spoon leaped convulsively across the table, but her eyes met his steadily if with effort. Christ, those round eyes: Casey felt a surge of admiration and respect,

  of love and anger. Those familiar eyes, trying to stare him down. “Go ahead, I’m listening.”




  He could see the quick blinking, the dry swallow, the resolve that she would speak without letting her voice give her away. “All right, Dad. I am going to the Lincoln construction site

  this morning. We are going to protest the prejudice, narrowness, unfairness, cruelty, unfairness . . . rottenness of the hiring practices of the building trades.” She bit her lip, aware that

  her voice had risen. “And,” she said softly now, “we are going to sit down, lie down, stop the trucks and the bigots from building that federally sponsored project!”




  Casey nodded curtly and ran his finger over his bottom lip. “Uh-huh. That’s what you’re going to do?”




  “Yes.”




  He glanced at his wife; she nervously fingered the collar of her robe. Her lips trembled and her voice was too loud. “Casey, I’ve talked to her. You know I’ve talked to her.

  She won’t listen to me.”




  He covered his forehead with his hand, addressing his daughter. “Are you going to get arrested too? Going to lie down on the street and have the policemen—you know, the big burly

  fascist brutes—drag you away? Did they teach you how to relax your body, how to let yourself go limp so that your—what? hundred and ten pounds?—will seem like a hundred and

  ninety?” His voice became harsh and mocking. “And did they tell you what to say when they drag you past the TV men and the newspapermen? Do you have it by rote, or what—you gonna

  play it by ear?”




  Her face paled and he knew the shame she experienced at being unable to control the long tears that streamed down her smooth cheeks, but she ignored them by refusing to wipe them away.




  “And did they tell you,” he said brittlely, “how to handle things in five years, ten years, from now, when you are in the middle of a career or married to some nice guy

  who’s looking to get ahead in life and a routine check of his background—your background—shows, in red ink, that Barbara Reardon, when she was just a confused little

  college girl of eighteen, got mixed up with a bunch of hippies and got herself locked up and dumped in a tank with an assortment of prostitutes and boosters and junkies? And maybe that she did

  thirty days as protest? Huh?”




  She smeared the tears across her face with the back of her hand, as his voice became softer but at the same time cruder. “Oh, I know; the future doesn’t matter. You don’t want

  any kind of future that isn’t your kind of future. Right? Christ, you little dumbbell. If there was anything I thought I could count on it was your intelligence: that your brains

  could put a check on your emotionalism.”




  There was a stark, empty silence now; he picked up the cup and drained the coffee, then slammed the cup back onto the saucer. He looked up suddenly, confronted by his other daughter, Ellen,

  firstborn of his eighteen-year-old twins. “Well, the Sleeping Beauty has decided to favor us with her presence. And what the hell are you made up for—the Grand Ball?”




  Ellen glanced uncertainly at her mother, then at her sister. Not able to measure the conflict, unprepared for her father’s attack, she said, “We’re having the college fashion

  show today at Lord and Taylor’s, Dad. I told you about it. I’m one of the commentators.”




  Casey slapped his hand on the table. “Jesus Christ,” he intoned. “Jumping Jesus Christ. One hippie and one clothes horse and both out of the same egg! It’s funny. I mean,

  in a way, it’s really funny, only maybe I don’t have a sense of humor.”




  Barbara, her paleness flushed by anger, shot out at him. “Oh, you have a sense of humor all right, Dad. A good, sharp, biting sense of humor! Maybe what you lack is a sense of

  justice!”




  Katherine, her voice shrill, her eyes on Casey, said, “Barbara, don’t you dare talk like that to your father!”




  Casey waved his hand impatiently at his wife. “No, let her go ahead and say what she thinks. I think that’s very interesting, Barbara, I really do. I see, I get it now. You

  have a sense of justice. You understand what it’s all about. Not me. I’ve spent the last sixteen years of my life in courtrooms and investigating rooms and in every

  corner and alley of this city, so how could I possibly have any sense of justice? I’m warped. Yes, I see: I’m not pure and innocent, seeing things as clearly as you.”




  The quiet mockery of his voice was his most effective weapon with Barbara. Knowing how desperately she wanted to be taken seriously, knowing the urgency of her feelings, he could reduce her to

  spouting the slogans she now began reciting impassionedly.




  “Justice? In the courtroom? Equal justice, Dad? For poor and rich? For black and white? For Puerto Ricans? For the articulate and the inarticulate? And—justice for all?

  Where, Dad, where?”




  He leaned back easily, his elbows resting on the arms of his chair, his hands dangling loosely. Not answering her, he could defeat her. She continued until she realized her voice betrayed her;

  trembling, it merely mouthed words that suddenly seemed to have no meaning, that did not convey her feelings. Stopping in the middle of a sentence, she pressed her hand over her mouth and leaped to

  her feet, knocking over her chair. Katherine gasped; Ellen looked up, her eyes wide. Casey didn’t move or blink. In one final burst, Barbara whispered, “You don’t prosecute in

  your courtrooms; you persecute!”




  “Good exit line,” Casey muttered at the empty place where his daughter had been. He motioned at the chair. “Ellen, be a good girl; pick up your sister’s chair.” He

  folded his newspaper carefully, clicked his pen and placed it in his jacket pocket.




  “May I be excused,” Ellen murmured softly, leaving before anyone answered her.




  Katherine took a small sip of her coffee, waiting.




  Casey whistled between his teeth, shook his head. “Breakfast at the Reardon’s’. This is going to be quite a day. We’re off and running.”




  He headed for the telephone on the desk and Katherine called out softly, “Casey? Casey, what about Barbara?”




  He stopped dialing, replaced the receiver and turned to face his wife. Katherine Reardon was smaller than her daughters, a fragile, pretty, slender woman. She turned her hands palms up and shook

  her head.




  “I don’t understand her, Casey. I just don’t understand her. Why does she want to get involved in these things? Why can’t she just . . . just . .

  .”




  Reardon inhaled slowly. Her bewilderment was genuine. Her daughters, particularly Barbara, were a mystery to her. They always had been. What was it he had told her the day they were born, the

  day she apologized for giving birth to two girls? “You raise the girls, Kath, I’ll raise the boys.” But there hadn’t been any boys for the simple, or complicated, reason

  that there hadn’t been any Katherine. He had accepted that a very long time ago, not easily, but with a tense finality. She looked so forlorn, so completely at a loss, standing there before

  him. Casey reached out, pushed a stray lock of black hair from her forehead then dropped his hand abruptly in response to the familiar tightening of her lips.




  “Don’t worry about it. I’ll talk to her, okay?” She nodded, hesitantly. “It’ll be all right, Katherine. I’ll take care of it.”

  The way I always have. The unspoken words hung between them for a minute, then his wife, reassured, smiled.




  “It’s just a stage she’s going through. I can’t seem to keep up with all these ‘stages,’ Casey, that’s all.”




  He turned his back and spoke so softly and quickly into the telephone that she couldn’t hear him. Nor would she have been interested if she had heard him. After all, Casey’s job was

  Casey’s responsibility.




  Barbara Reardon sat hunched on the window seat of her room, staring vacantly out the window without seeing the garden or the leafy branches of the tree that tapped against the pane with every

  small breeze. Her arms were wrapped around her knees, her chin rested on her locked hands. She heard her father’s step, the light, springy tread on the stairs, the sharp click of his shoes on

  the uncarpeted section of the hallway, then the three sharp raps on her door.




  Rubbing her hands over her face, she called out, “Come in.”




  Casey motioned for her to stay where she was. He stood looking out the window, his eyes almost orange in the sunlight. He ran his hand over his thick dark red hair and pressed his palm against

  the cowlick at the crown of his head. She could see the muscles of his jawline moving; he was grinding his teeth. He plunged his hands into his trouser pockets and sat down beside her, pushing her

  feet over with his knee.




  “Barbara, I don’t have the time this morning to go into all of this with you. I know that your feelings are sincere. I know that your beliefs are sincere. But I think you should know

  that my feelings and my beliefs are equally sincere. Also, I think you’re mature enough to give some thought to the facts. I’ve got twenty-five years on you. I may not have learned much

  but I’ve learned a few things you don’t know anything about. Hasn’t it ever occurred to you that your old man might—just might—know a little more than

  you?”




  She tried to use the weapons of silence and a cold stare, but he smiled, reached his hand to her knee and shook it lightly. “Babs—oh, Babs. Christ. I wish you were ten years old

  again. I’d whack the hell out of you and that would be it. But you’re eighteen and you’re all grown up and you know all there is to know and you have all the solutions.” He

  glanced at his watch. “I’ve got one hell of a day ahead of me. I’ve got enough things to worry about without your adding to it. We’ll talk it over tonight, okay?”




  She clenched her hands tightly around her knees, raised her face to him. “I’m going, Dad. I am going!”




  His face tightened and his voice, while still low, was unyielding. “Barbara, get one thing straight. You are still my daughter. You are still living under my roof. You will do what I say,

  whether you approve or disapprove of my decisions.”




  “I have responsibilities! You’re the one who taught me that! You said every individual has to learn to be responsible—”




  “Don’t misquote me, for Christ’s sake, not to my face.” He rubbed the back of his neck angrily. “Learn to be responsible for yourself—for

  yourself—before you undertake the responsibility of the whole human race.” Again, the watch: the time racing him. He started to cross the room.




  “I am going, Dad.”




  Now his anger burst forth, and he planted his feet wide apart, facing her, his finger jabbing the air. “Okay, now I’ll tell you. You listen, and get this straight. Get

  yourself out of those clothes and put on a dress and stockings and some lipstick and get your goddam school books together and get yourself to classes today; and when your classes are over, you get

  yourself home and up here to your room and you stay here until I come home.” The dark eyes, glistening, challenged him; he took a slow, deep breath. “Because if you make the slightest

  attempt to attend that goddam demonstration, I’ll tell you what’s going to happen. Two of my men are going to be there. There will be one detective at each side of you the minute you

  show up. And they will very quietly escort you to a car—very quietly so no one will even notice you. And there will be no reporters to ask you your educated sophomoric opinions and your

  learned intellectual judgments on society as you see it. Just two guys from my squad who will quietly and gently and firmly escort you home and will see to it that you remain in your room until I

  come home. Then I will write a letter to the Dean of Students at Sarah Lawrence and notify her that Miss Reardon, who was allowed to make an independent decision and take summer courses at

  Columbia, has now made another independent decision. She has decided to abandon all her great plans for a B.A. and an M.A. and a goddam Ph.D. that was going to qualify her to save the world from

  the mess her father and his generation have created. And that Miss Reardon, although she has never earned the price of a sneaker in her life, has decided to become self-supporting and independent.

  And that Mr. Reardon, as a thoroughly modern father, who has been footing all the bills up to this point, feels that his daughter is mature enough to know what the hell she is doing.”




  “You really would do that, wouldn’t you?”




  “You know it!”




  She dropped her face to her knees, and when she looked up, her face was red and wet.




  Reardon stood waiting impatiently. “I want your word, Barbara.”




  “Do I have any choice?”




  “I just gave you your choice.”




  “Did you? No. You said, ‘My way or my way.’ That’s always my choice, isn’t it, Dad?”




  “I want your word,” he repeated.




  “Is my word any good? I mean, will you take my word?”




  “I always have, Barbara, and I better be able to.”




  She stood up, planting herself in front of her father, her chin raised. “All right. All right, you have my word. Your way: like a good, obedient little girl. Daddy does all the

  thinking in the family. Daddy tells us what to think, what to feel, what to believe, what to say and what to do. Brainless little Barbara, and brainless little Ellen and brainless—”




  “Watch it, Barbara,” he warned.




  “And brainless little Mother,” she continued, defying him, “all do exactly what Daddy says!”




  His reaction quicker than his control, Casey slapped his daughter sharply across the mouth, then whirled away from her and crossed the room. He pulled the door open, then turned, coldly

  regarding her stunned face. “Okay. Is that what you wanted? ‘Daddy is nothing but a brute.’ Okay, that’s the way you want it—that’s the way you got it!” He

  slammed the door behind him and, cursing, took the stairs two at a time.




  Reardon yanked his dark brown suit jacket from the back of the dining room chair. His anger was directed at himself now. That was a hell of a demonstration of intellect over emotion he had just

  given Barbara. He bunched his fingers into a fist and jammed his arm through a sleeve. He turned so quickly that he collided with Ellen, who had just come to the hallway. For a fleeting moment,

  seeing her, he thought she was Barbara. It was a mistake he hadn’t made for many years. “Ellen? Give me a hand with this damn jacket, will you?”




  She held it for him, eased it over his shoulders. He leaned toward her briefly, gave her a kiss on the forehead. “Thanks, Ellie. See you.”




  She held his arm. “Dad, could I talk to you for a minute?”




  “Look, it’s all right. Take that worried look off your face. Come on, Ellie, no problems with you, okay? I’m late as it is.”




  She nodded, not speaking. Christ, Reardon thought, how could the one face look so different on the two girls? The same small pale oval, the same dark hair and brows, the same intensely blue

  eyes, yet this was unmistakably Ellen, and because it was he had that old, vague feeling that he was giving her the short end of something. He reached impulsively to her long silky hair.

  “Okay, Ellen, make it quick. What’s the problem?”




  Her eyes didn’t quite meet his. Her voice, low and barely audible, was apologetic. “Dad, that fashion show I told you about? You know, at Lord and Taylor’s?”




  “Yeah?”




  “Well, I guess this isn’t the right time, but . . .” She hesitated, then spoke rapidly. “It’s being held in conjunction with the Peace Corps—it’s an

  international show to interest college students in . . .”




  Reardon nodded brusquely and pressed a bill into her hand. Ellen looked at the money, puzzled. “Will this solve your problem, Ellie? A twenty, okay? If you see something that this

  won’t cover, use Mother’s charge plate. Tell her I said so, okay?” Reardon stopped speaking, trying to figure what the hell was wrong. She smiled, but even in his acceptance of

  her brief cheek kiss, he caught that something: something. Well, he’d worry about that later. “Tell Mother I might be late tonight. See you, Ellie.”




  Detective Tom Dell turned the key and started the motor so that the black Pontiac was ready to move as soon as Casey Reardon settled into the front seat beside him. Dell, who

  had been waiting patiently in front of the house for nearly forty minutes, noted that his boss had not returned his greeting.




  Reardon’s first words were a terse order. “Make a U-turn and take the hill slow.”




  “Opara’s down there at the bus stop, Mr. Reardon,” Dell assured him.




  Reardon stiffened, turned so that he was confronting Dell. He spoke between clenched teeth. “If it wouldn’t be too much trouble for you, Detective Dell, I mean if it wouldn’t

  put you out too much, would you mind turning this goddam vehicle in the other direction and taking the goddam hill real slow?”




  Dell kept his eyes averted from Reardon’s face. “Yes, sir.” It was going to be one of those days.




  Reardon slumped in the seat and pressed his knees against the dashboard. He saw Christie Opara before she spotted the car coming toward her. She was leaning against the iron post that supported

  the bus-stop sign, the second stop from his house. Her hair, cropped short, was brightened to light blond in the glare of the sun. She dangled a folded copy of The New York Times between

  two fingers and turned her face up toward the hill. She didn’t move or give any indication that she had seen him, and yet Reardon caught it all as they slowly rolled past her. The slim,

  long-legged girl pulled away from the post, her chin raised slightly in his direction. Though she was wearing large, round sunglasses, he could see the expression on her face. He glanced into the

  rearview mirror without adjusting it and saw that she had turned, staring after the car. Reardon could feel her anger and resentment and it intensified his own irritation. He swore softly and

  directionlessly and Tom Dell kept his eyes on the road.




  This was starting out to be one hell of a day.




  



  




  Chapter Four




  Casey Reardon flicked the switch on his air conditioner back and forth, impatiently waiting for the motor to turn over. He had a natural antipathy toward all mechanical

  appliances, and this malfunctioning air conditioner was no exception. He smashed the palm of his hand against the machine and drew forth a low moaning response, followed by a soft, tentative

  chugging and turning that did not promise much relief from the thick hotness of his large office. He surveyed the disordered condition of his desk. Various reports and case files lay scattered from

  one end to the other, exactly where he had left them the night before.




  Reardon held his thumb firmly on the lever of his intercom. “Detective Ginsburg, come in here.”




  He released the lever before hearing any response and looked up expectantly as a shadowy figure filled the smoked-glass top of his door. “Come in, come in.”




  Marty Ginsburg was not smiling. He had been in Reardon’s squad long enough to know that when Mr. Reardon walked through the squad office and directly to his own office without breaking

  stride, it was a morning to be very careful. And very official.




  “Yes, sir?” he inquired politely.




  “Where the hell is Stoney?” Reardon’s hand swept above the disarray of his desk, then indicated the entire room. “You heard from him, or what? He taking a day off or

  what?”
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