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			ONE

			He always told himself it was like watching a silent movie. Safe and solitary in the dark vastness of the closed Uni-versity Library, the Security Guard looked across at Grantham Hall. It was mostly in darkness now, except for the reception areas in the forward corner of each floor, including the English Department in the penthouse addition.

			The Guard drank some coffee and picked a stray piece of ham out of a back molar. He’d got into the habit, once he’d made his first round, of sitting and casting a benign eye over his kingdom. Immediately before him lay the snow-covered Mall, then the bulk of Grantham Hall, and beyond it in the distance the glittering spider’s web of the downtown area, lights strung gracefully between the surrounding hills.

			At this hour it was, of course, a largely uninhabited kingdom. Earlier there had been the cleaners. They were usually good for a laugh; dropping things, reading people’s mail, tripping over their buckets, scratching their crutches and picking their noses because they thought they were alone. Everybody over there thought they were alone – but they weren’t. Not while he was watching.

			Now there was only the one light left – that of an office halfway along the penthouse floor. One of the offices of the English Department. It was like a television screen, suspended over the blackness, tuned in especially for his entertainment.

			Within the office a man sat, looking at photographs.

			‘Oops, almost caught you, didn’t he?’ the Guard said, suddenly, sitting up with interest. The door of the office had opened and the man had turned the pictures face-down on the desk. Obviously the visitor hadn’t bothered to knock. Well, well – a little something to look at after weeks and weeks of boredom. The Guard was delighted. Amateur observer though he was, it was very clear that an argument was developing over there – wild gestures, red faces, wide-open mouths.

			He took another swallow of coffee and belched gently. His faith was being rewarded. This was really funny. The two of them were getting crazy over there. Maybe one would have a heart attack or something.

			Maybe tonight would be different.

		

	
		
			TWO

			‘For Chrissakes, I can handle it!’

			Lt Jack Stryker plucked at the shirt over his waist. ‘I’m getting fat hanging around here shoving paper. Look at that.’

			Captain Fineman and Sgt Toscarelli examined Lt Stryker’s waistline with owlish concentration. A fold of shirt, yes, and perhaps a small flare of flab above the belt, but no more. Stryker was pinching air, doing a Fat Man act. His bright blue eyes whisked from Captain to Sergeant like a spectator at a tennis match, wondering which one had the weakest defence.

			‘I’m fine, I tell you,’ he insisted. ‘Hell, how bad could it be up there? So some kid got a lousy mark on his term paper, lost his temper and offed his professor. Big deal. It’s not as if I were going to rip open the rotten underbelly of our sick urban society, is it?’ He pronounced this bit of journalese with sarcastic relish. ‘They’re not exactly bums in uni-versities, you know. They’re civilised people.’

			‘Exactly,’ Fineman growled. ‘And you’ll roar in there like Attila the Hun, getting up their noses . . .’

			‘Aw come on,’ Stryker pleaded, switching instantly from anger to placation. ‘I went there for two years myself. I even still take a night course now and again, you know? I’ve got manners – I just don’t waste them on you guys, that’s all. Have I stuck the hard grind all these years just to end up with my ass parked permanently behind a desk? It was only pneumonia, you know, not the bubonic plague. Put me back on the street, Fineman, help me avoid premature hypertension. Let me catch a small killer now and again. Soothe me.’

			Fineman’s mouth twisted into a reluctant one-sided smile. Maybe it was time to turn Stryker loose. He’d been out of the hospital for nearly a month, now. ‘All right, all right,’ he muttered. ‘It’s yours.’

			‘Hallelujah!’ Stryker headed for the office door.

			‘But Stryker –’ Fineman’s voice was cautionary.

			‘Yeah?’

			‘Be nice.’

			Stryker’s eyes widened into vast blue innocence. ‘A natural charmer like me? How could I be anything else?’ He grinned and shot through the door before Fineman could change his mind. Beyond the glass they saw him grab coat and hat, scrabble in his desk for a decent ballpoint, finish his coffee, knock over his desklamp. He was suddenly very busy.

			Fineman peered over his glasses at Toscarelli. ‘He still looks lousy,’ he said, bleakly.

			‘He feels lousy,’ Toscarelli replied.

			Fineman boiled. ‘Goddammit, he told me . . . Stryker! Hey! Stryker!’ he shouted through the half-open door.

			But Stryker was gone, humming down the hall like a top, his sneakered feet slapping the terrazzo with dedication, his curly hair fluttering over his receding hairline, his scarf flying high. He was alive again.

			Toscarelli sighed and prepared to follow him. He was a huge, dark, steady man. He’d been Jack Stryker’s partner for a long time, his bulk a necessary ballast to Stryker’s often self-destructive forward motion. He was in the habit of picking up the pieces, and Stryker counted on him to be there. They were an effective team, and Toscarelli, too, had fretted at Stryker’s forced inactivity, due to an injudicious all-night wait for a no-show informer, and a following guest appearance at the hospital. Stryker had almost got away from Toscarelli then, and he wasn’t about to let it happen again. He loved the little bastard like a brother, and had long ago reserved the right to strangle him himself – no interference brooked. As he swung toward the door, Fineman’s voice caught him over a frantic rustle of paper.

			‘Here, dammit, in this memo. Look. In black and white. “The medics have given me the all-clear to return to full-time duty.” He says it right here. He signed it.’

			Toscarelli’s big shoulders rose and fell. ‘He lied.’

			Stryker scowled out of the car window as Toscarelli wound through the one-way system that surrounded the campus and finally drew up at the foot of the Mall. As he got out of the car he grunted slightly at the impact of the cold air. He pulled his tweed cap down over his forehead then tilted his head back to glare up at the face of Grantham Hall. One of the new ones. In the old days the English Department had been haphazardly housed in a couple of the graceful old houses on Lafayette. The expanding university had taken over block after block of these old houses through the years. But now, with the possibility of becoming a State University as a carrot, it had mulishly begun an architectural blitz, razing the old to raise the new. To Stryker the university had become an inhuman place. The proportions were wrong. The new buildings might have won architectural awards, but how could you curl up with a good book inside a T-square? He didn’t know how the kids could study or feel a part of it. Sure, the place was full of air and light – cold air and cold light. In the old English Department he might have suspected the butler did it. This place? Maybe a robot.

			They took one of the two lifts marked ‘Faculty Only’ up to the penthouse floor. The doors slid open into a white-walled reception area lined with square plastic padded benches behind square chrome and glass tables.

			The only colour was provided by a huge abstract painting that glowered down in conflicting shades of arsenic green, yellow, orange, shocking pink and black. A small plaque beneath said it was entitled ‘Struggle’ and had been a gift of the Art Department.

			‘Who were only too glad to get rid of it, I’ll bet,’ muttered Stryker, unbuttoning his coat.

			‘What?’ Toscarelli was staring around.

			‘Nothing.’ Stryker crossed the lobby. ‘Hey, look, the stinkers had a party and didn’t invite me.’ He peered through the glass walls that enclosed an area proclaimed ‘Faculty Lounge’ in gold letters on the glass door. ‘Faculty this and Faculty that – they sure like to draw the lines, don’t they?’ The chairs within looked only marginally more inviting than those in Reception. On two of the tables pushed against a side wall there was a litter of empty plates, scattered toothpicks and a few dried triangular sandwiches that lifted their corners beside overflowing ashtrays. The windows on the far side of the glass cube overlooked the empty Mall and the blank lines of the Library. Below, under the black lacework of the leafless trees lining the Mall a lone bus growled its way over the crisp half-inch of new snow that had fallen during the night, leaving glistening black snail-tracks behind it. Even through the insulation of dead air and glass Stryker could hear the asthmatic engine and the hiss of air brakes as the bus slowed for the lights at the next corner. He took a deep breath, felt emptiness clutch at his chest, and turned it to a cough. ‘Well, where’s the bod?’ he asked, abruptly, thrusting his hands into his pockets.

			‘Down here,’ Toscarelli said, having made a quick reconnoitre while Stryker was communing with the leftovers from the party. Could it be, Stryker thought as he followed the big man, that the corpse is a leftover, too?

			They went down a narrow corridor that ran parallel to the Mall, doors on either side. Offices overlooking the Mall had to be the choice ones, Stryker concluded. The ones on the inside would have been gloomier, and reserved for peasants, starvelings, and Baconians, no doubt.

			The scene of the crime was one of the offices overlooking the Mall, and a uniformed officer stood by the door. They stepped over the long thick ribbon of partially dried blood that curled over the doorsill. The room was about fifteen by ten, walls white, floor grey linoleum. Book-filled shelves were hung on both end walls. Filing cabinets stood against the inner wall that backed on to the corridor. The outer wall was bare save for the radiators under the windows. A couple of neutral paintings hung over the filing cabinets, but otherwise the place was workmanlike and rather bleak. It would have been cold, too, if it hadn’t been filled with men. Between them he caught his first sight of the body – and of Bannerman, the Medical Examiner, crouched over it.

			That was something, anyway. Stryker liked Bannerman, who still retained a sense of humour, despite having to deal with customers who were no longer in a fit state to laugh at his jokes.

			Stryker then cast an eye over the two junior detectives who had been despatched immediately following the uniformed officer’s call. The older one, Pinsky, he knew and trusted. He was relieved to see he’d been assigned to the case. Pinsky was a tall, shambling man of about Stryker’s age. He had a long, lived-in face and always looked as if he were wearing a larger man’s clothing picked up by accident in some steam-fogged Turkish bath. The other one was a new face – Neilson? That was it. He’d come on to the strength while Stryker was still in hospital. Young, dark, well-dressed and sleek, he looked like a smart-ass, but Stryker reserved his judgement. With training, many smart-asses turned out to be smart. (Some, of course, turned out to be just the other half.) Pinsky seemed able to put up with him – so maybe the kid had something.

			Stryker glanced at Donovan, the photographer. ‘Don’t forget my extra prints,’ he reminded him.

			‘So you can get everything backwards? I won’t forget,’ Donovan grinned. Every time, on every case, Stryker asked for two sets of photographs, one normal, one reversed, in which left became right. He claimed you saw things differently that way. He’d read it in a book somewhere. Nothing had come of it, and probably wouldn’t this time, either. But Donovan always obliged to keep the peace because Stryker could be an awful nag.

			Stryker went over to stand beside the body. ‘Messy,’ he observed.

			‘More than you know,’ Bannerman said, looking up. ‘The killer went way over the top on this one. At least ten wounds in the chest – probably from that knife.’ He gestured towards a brass dagger visible through folds of a clear plastic bag. Stryker recognised Pinsky’s small backhand script on the tag. ‘Paper knife or letter-opener, looks like,’ Bannerman said.

			Stryker stepped over the legs of the corpse and bent down. ‘Quite an item. Belong to the deceased, you reckon?’

			‘Probably.’

			‘Odd thing for a college professor to have.’ The knife was actually a heavy brass dagger, the handle in the shape of an erect human phallus, life-sized and fully detailed.

			‘Here’s another odd thing – for a college professor not to have. Take a look,’ Bannerman said.

			Stryker and Toscarelli bent over the body. Stryker said nothing, but Toscarelli gave a choke of revulsion and turned away, making quickly for the door. ‘Sorry,’ Bannerman apologised. ‘I forget about Tos’s stomach.’

			‘You might have spared a thought for mine,’ Stryker said, looking around. ‘Have you found it?’

			‘Not yet.’

			‘What does it mean?’

			‘Damned if I know. Done after death – fortunately for him. I make him dead sometime between eleven and one, pending the post-mortem. The windows were left open, and the central heating goes off in this place around eleven – the cold made him stiffen up faster. Even so – I’d say no earlier than eleven.’

			‘Did he put up a fight?’ Stryker asked.

			Bannerman shook his head. ‘Nope – at least, I don’t think he did. Has a hell of a dent on the left temple – probably knocked out before he was stabbed.’

			‘From the front or the back?’

			‘Could be either.’

			‘Windows opened by the killer, you think?’ he asked, going over to inspect the catches, which bore traces of fingerprinting powder.

			‘Maybe,’ Bannerman said. He was rolling the corpse over and the out-flung right arm, stiffened by rigor, rose over his shoulder to point to the ceiling. For a moment Stryker was visited by the whimsical notion that the corpse was waving at him, trying to get his attention.

			‘No prints on the window latch,’ Pinsky said. ‘Only smudges.’

			‘Gloves?’

			‘Why not? It’s winter, isn’t it?’

			Stryker looked down at his own hands. He was wearing gloves himself. Did that mean the killer had come in from outside? The victim was not dressed for outdoors. He wore a beautifully soft grey suit which looked like cashmere, an ivory shirt, crimson tie, black shoes and black socks.

			‘Is that a red tie or – ’

			‘Red tie,’ Bannerman nodded. ‘The blood ran down over it, but the tie was also red to start with.’ He pulled back the jacket and showed Stryker the stab and blood pattern. ‘He was half on his side when the killer finished with him – position of post-mortem lividity confirms that. These are big wounds. If he’d stayed on his back most of the blood would have remained in the body. Turned on his side, facing the door, the poor bastard just drained to death.’

			‘You mean even after all that he wasn’t dead?’

			‘Oh – dead within a few minutes, sure. They’re big wounds, but none hit the heart. They were delivered straight down. You have to go under and up behind the sternum or in this way between the ribs to really nail the heart.’

			‘Straight down,’ Stryker echoed.

			Bannerman rocked back on to his heels and wiped his sleeve across his face. It was a long face, with acne scarring high on the cheeks, and the general aspect of a friendly horse. ‘I figure he was on his back when he was stabbed, okay? The last thrust went into the sternum – the breastbone – and stuck there. The killer had to rock it and pull hard to get it out, you can see the wound is different from the rest. In doing it he turned the victim over slightly. I guess the killer was getting tired by then. Slowing down.’

			‘. . . “All passion spent”?’ Stryker asked.

			‘Something like that.’

			‘Man or woman?’

			‘No way of knowing. There are small men and big women – and he was unconscious, remember.’

			‘Then why all the anger?’

			Bannerman shrugged. ‘You tell me. Maybe it started out to be one stab and then the killer snapped – got into a frenzy, kept going. It can happen like that.’

			‘I know,’ Stryker murmured. ‘I’ve seen it happen.’

			Bannerman’s face was bleak. ‘You mean you’ve felt it happen. That’s how babies get bashed, and wives beat up. It’s very scary.’

			‘We stop ourselves after the first blow. The killer didn’t.’

			‘That might be the only difference between him and us,’ Bannerman said, starting to repack his case.

			‘Anything else I should know?’ Stryker asked.

			Bannerman stood looking down at the dead man. ‘He was in his middle to late sixties, well-preserved and well-nourished, probably drank a bit too much.’

			‘That wasn’t his only vice,’ Pinsky said. ‘Take a look at those pictures on the desk, why don’t you?’

			Stryker went over to the desk and picked up the sheaf of pictures that lay face-down on the blotter. Porn glossies. The usual thing – saucy poses with coy expressions, bums out, legs spread, hands busy, eyes inviting. He’d seen thousands like them. With one difference.

			These were all men.

			‘Oh, swell, a daisy,’ Stryker growled, dropping the pictures back on to the blotter in disgust. ‘Is this the reason for the mutilation, you figure? Male homos often mutilate when they kill.’

			Bannerman shrugged again. ‘I wondered about that but they usually cut off the obvious thing, don’t they? He’s intact below. I never had one with his tongue cut out. Never before read of one, either.’

			‘Maybe it was to keep him from talking,’ Neilson suggested, facetiously.

			‘Funny,’ Stryker said.

			But he didn’t laugh.

		

	
		
			THREE

			Stryker was listening to Pinsky finishing his preliminary report when Toscarelli spoke from the hall. ‘Somebody’s coming.’ Stryker went out.

			Neilson looked after him and raised an eyebrow. ‘You mean to tell me that is the “Jumping Jack Flash” you guys kept telling me about? He doesn’t look so much to me.’

			Pinsky gave him a dirty look and Bannerman said, defensively, ‘He’s been sick.’

			‘I guess,’ Neilson said, with a laugh.

			Donovan was putting his cameras away. ‘I’d be careful, kid,’ he said, mildly, ‘You’ll see him jump eventually – and if you aren’t looking, it could be on to your back. He doesn’t like sloppy cops.’ He had the satisfaction of making the kid blush as the brass knife slipped in its plastic bag and hit the floor.

			‘It’s the blood on it – it’s slippery,’ Neilson protested.

			Bannerman nodded. ‘So’s Jack Stryker. Watch yourself.’

			In the hall, Stryker and Toscarelli watched with interest the approach of five foot nothing of icy-eyed lightning, whippy and fast-moving. It was a man, but it looked more like a grey-haired boy. ‘I’m Stark, the Chairman of the Department. I had a call from Campus Security. They said there’d been a killing here. Is that right?’

			‘That’s right,’ Stryker acknowledged, producing his identification. ‘I’m Lieutenant Stryker, this is Sergeant Toscarelli. We’ll be in charge of the investigation.’

			‘In here?’ Stark demanded, looking toward the open door.

			‘Yes. He –’ Stryker was too slow. Stark was past him and into the office before he could finish the sentence. Bannerman was kneeling again beside the body, unfolding a body bag. He and the others all suspended their activities momentarily, as if playing a game of statues.

			Stark stood over the body, looking down. His face seemed to tighten all over, but his expression remained neutral.

			‘Well, sir?’ Stryker asked, coming up behind Stark. ‘Is it him?’ Meaning the man whose name was on the office door.

			‘Is it he?’ Stark corrected him, automatically. ‘Yes, it’s Aiken. Obviously not suicide.’ His tone was dry.

			‘Struck on the head, then stabbed repeatedly,’ Bannerman volunteered.

			‘Indeed,’ Stark said blankly.

			Bannerman opened his mouth to go on. Behind Stark, Stryker shook his head violently, but Bannerman didn’t notice. ‘And his tongue was cut out,’ he continued. ‘Afterwards.’

			Stark stared at him for a moment, then turned on his heel and shot out of the door. Stryker caught up with him halfway down the corridor, when the small figure stopped in mid-step and seemed to shiver momentarily. ‘Did he say . . . ?’

			‘I’m afraid so, sir,’ Stryker said. ‘He shouldn’t have said anything until the autopsy was complete, but . . .’

			Stark peered up at him. ‘Why not?’

			‘Well, these details often . . .’

			‘I’d hardly call that a detail, Lieutenant. Dear God, how Aiken would have hated the thought of his appearance being mutilated.’

			‘Well, it won’t show with the mouth closed,’ Stryker pointed out helpfully, thinking of the funeral arrangements and trying to be practical. ‘They’ll make him look normal.’

			‘He’d hate that even more,’ Stark snapped, and hurried on down the hall. He began talking fast, half to himself, making a lifeline of words to hold on to, stringing out small items of interest as if to keep himself afloat. ‘He has no family. We’ll take care of the arrangements. I’ll have to notify the Dean. And his lawyer. I think I’m currently one of his executors.’

			‘Currently?’ Stryker asked.

			‘He could go on and off people, like a neon sign,’ Stark said. ‘You never knew from one week to the next.’ They’d reached the foyer, and Stark’s glittering eye fell on the detritus left in the Faculty Lounge. He clucked, impatiently. ‘That looks debauched. I must do something about that before Monday.’

			‘There was a party last night?’

			Stark shook his head. ‘Not what you’d call a party. This has been Registration Week, you see, and we have a traditional gathering at the end of it. Sherry and so on. Nothing wonderful.’

			‘And how late did this gathering last?’

			Stark considered. ‘Most of them were gone by six. But we stayed on.’

			‘We?’

			‘My Assistant Chairman, Arthur Fowler, and the members of the Honours Committee. There were things to discuss.’

			Stryker got out his notebook. ‘Was Aiken Adamson one of the members?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘And the others?’

			Stark took a deep breath. ‘Aiken, Arthur and I, Pinchman, Rocheleau, Underhill, Heskell, Heath, Grey-Jenner, Trevorne, Coulter and Wayland.’

			‘Twelve.’

			‘That’s right.’

			‘And they all stayed on – until what time?’

			‘I don’t know, exactly. About seven-thirty or eight.’

			‘What does this committee do, exactly?’

			‘It’s a new thing we’re trying. Special programme for promising English majors – taking them out of normal classes during their junior and senior year and giving them intensive individual attention on a tutorial basis.’ Stark was becoming fretful. ‘I really must notify the Dean immediately.’

			‘Of course,’ Stryker agreed. ‘And you can call the rest of them, too, while you’re at it.’

			‘The rest of them?’ Stark demanded. ‘All of them? Do you realise there are over sixty members of faculty in this department, plus secretaries and student assistants? English is the biggest single-subject de –’

			‘Take it easy.’ Stryker consulted his notebook. ‘I only want Fowler, Pinchman, Rocheleau, Underhill, Heskell, Heath, Grey-Jenner, Trevorne, Coulter and Wayland.’

			‘On a Saturday? Some of them are the most senior and . . .’

			‘I want to talk to them,’ Stryker interrupted, unperturbed. ‘I don’t care if they can recite Shakespeare backwards, went to Mass with Tom Eliot or split logs and infinitives with Robert Frost. This is murder, Dr Stark. These people stayed late, they were the last to see Adamson alive. Maybe one of them was the very last.’

			Stark was horrified. ‘You don’t think – surely you can’t think one of us . . .’

			‘I don’t think anything, yet,’ Stryker lied. ‘I’m just a vacuum cleaner sucking up facts and impressions. That’s part of my job. One of them may know where Adamson planned to go after the meeting, or why he stayed on here if he stayed on here. Or why he-went away and came back, if that’s what he did. He might have said something to one of them, or been overheard saying something. He sure as hell isn’t going to tell me, is he?’

			‘None of them is Catholic,’ Stark announced, abruptly.

			‘I beg your pardon?’

			‘Couldn’t have gone to Mass with Eliot.’ His eye brightened suspiciously. ‘We do have an Associate Professor on the faculty who claims to have made spiritual contact with William Wordsworth, though.’

			‘Sounds daffy to me,’ Stryker said, straight-faced.

			Stark raised an eyebrow. ‘Oh, very nice. Do you sup-pose . . . ?’

			‘Call them. I want them here as soon as possible. Unless you think they’d find a trip to the police station more of an intellectual challenge?’ Stryker smiled at Stark. It was a charming smile, a warm smile, a salesman’s smile.

			Stark was neither charmed nor sold.

			He eyed Stryker, assessing him. Tough, he decided. And bright. And not easy to impress. Why should he be? Our authority extends only to the edge of the campus – his is everywhere. And authority does things to people. It’s done things to me, made me someone I never set out to become. But if I’m careful, if we’re all careful, and cooperative, there’s no reason why the entire matter shouldn’t be settled quickly and safely, with no harm done to the Department or the University. My God! The Dean will go berserk when he hears about this. He’s always looking for a chance to sit on English. The vote at the State Capitol is due in a few months, and we have a murderer loose on the campus. Hardly a qualification for State University status. Or funding – unless it would be as a disaster area. He’ll blame me, somehow. All my work, everything I’ve done, will be dust. Unless we can get it settled fast. Damn Aiken. Damn him.

			‘Very well, Lieutenant, I’ll call them,’ Stark agreed.

			Toscarelli joined Stryker in the foyer as Stark went down to the Main Office to call the Dean and the members of the committee. Stryker sent Pinsky with him, then stared out at the traffic on the street below. It was heavier, now. The black asphalt glistened, and car wheels had begun to throw a dirty lace cover of slush over the brilliant white slopes of the snowbanks that lined the street.

			‘This is not neat,’ Toscarelli announced.

			‘I know,’ Stryker agreed. He told him about the meeting of the previous night. ‘Stark says they finished around eight. The victim could have left with the others or stayed on or gone out and come back. This place isn’t locked up until eleven, when Campus Security do a patrol.’

			Toscarelli snorted. ‘They say.’

			‘Yeah.’ They reflected on the general unreliability of anyone who wasn’t a serving police officer.

			‘Some nut could have come in, waited in the john until the patrol went past, then made his move.’

			‘How could he know Adamson would be here, unless he had some kind of previous arrangement with him? And if he had an arrangement, why hide in the john?’ Stryker took out a battered silver cigar case, glared at it, put it away. ‘And why here? Say it was some kind of sex thing – I can think of a hundred better places than that office.’

			‘Okay. Maybe it was business.’

			‘What business?’

			‘I don’t know, do I? I’m only thinking out loud.’

			‘Yeah.’ Stryker’s eyes fell again on the remains of the refreshments in the Faculty Lounge. ‘Twelve little professors had a party, and when it was over, one of them was dead. What’s the odds on it being one of them?’

			‘Oh, come on.’ Toscarelli’s tone was derisory. ‘The guy was a fag, right? He had funny friends. Maybe he went out, found a pick-up, brought him back here and the guy changed his mind and stiffed him. Happens all the time.’

			‘Uh-huh. All the time.’

			‘Well, it does happen.’

			‘Sure. In gay bars, known haunts. Not in universities.’

			Toscarelli was irritated. ‘Look, just because they’re so smart it doesn’t necessarily make them so smart, you know?’

			‘I agree – that’s what I just said. I don’t buy the fag angle at all. It had to be something else.’ Stryker fumbled in his pocket. ‘Seal this floor off – nobody in unless invited. These are the invited.’ He gave Toscarelli his notebook to copy the names. ‘Next, send Neilson over to Records. I want class lists for all Adamson’s courses last year – and final marks. I want to know anybody he failed, or even gave a D notice. Then get on to Vice and get somebody to cover the gay scene to pick up what they can about Adamson’s habits, contacts, everything. Schuster is into all that, poor bugger – you should pardon the expression.’ He took off his tweed cap, rolled it up and jammed it into his coat pocket, re-discovered his cigar case, opened it, took one out and stuck it between his teeth. He began to search for a match. ‘Next I want –’

			‘You’re not supposed to smoke,’ Toscarelli reminded him.

			‘I’m working, for Chrissakes,’ Stryker protested.

			‘The doctors . . .’

			‘Stuff the damn doctors,’ Stryker growled, then looked away from Toscarelli’s reproachful glance. ‘Okay, I’ll compromise, I’ll give up matches, okay?’

			Toscarelli looked sceptical. ‘Until you forget.’

			‘I won’t forget. Jesus, it was me that nearly died, not you, remember?’

			‘Just so long as you remember.’

			‘You should have been a Jewish mother, you know that?’ Stryker said, belligerently. ‘You probably were, in a former incarnation. Get off my back, Tos. I got a case here.’

			‘You are a case,’ Toscarelli said.

			‘Funny. Ha ha.’ Stryker made another circuit of the foyer, pausing at last before the painting. ‘God, that’s awful. Really awful.’

			‘Anything else you want done?’ Toscarelli asked, ignor-ing the art critic. Stryker’s cigar jutted upward as he chewed it.

			‘I want some coffee and a Danish. They’ve got good Danish at the Union.’ He whirled on Toscarelli before the big man could speak. ‘If I can’t smoke, I’ll eat, okay?’

			‘Good. You should build yourself up, anyway. You’re due for your annual medical in two months. They’ll catch you at that.’

			‘I’ll be fine in two months,’ Stryker snarled. ‘I’m fine now.’ He glared at the Faculty Lounge. ‘I bet one of those turkeys did it. I don’t think it was a thief, I don’t think it was a fag, I don’t think it was a student with a grudge, I bet it was one of them. Feels like it already.’

			‘You haven’t even talked to them,’ Tos objected.

			‘Listen,’ Stryker said. ‘That office was searched – you saw the open drawers and the papers everywhere?’

			Toscarelli nodded, and Stryker continued.

			‘None of the papers were under the body, but some were scattered over it. Now if Adamson had come back and surprised a thief, there would have been papers under him. God knows they were everywhere else. No – whoever did it killed Adamson and then messed the place up to make it look like a thief. But thieves aren’t that messy – not professionals. They don’t kill, either, come to that.’

			‘They do if they’re hopped up.’

			‘What would a junkie expect to find in a godamn professor’s office?’ Stryker wanted to know. ‘A first edition of Confessions of an Opium-Eater?’

			‘What’s that?’ Tos asked, momentarily distracted.

			‘A book.’

			‘You don’t eat opium, you smoke it.’

			‘It was a Victorian – oh the hell with it.’ Stryker was walking impatiently around the foyer in circles as he talked. The lab men, coming down the hall, skirted around him. Donovan raised an eyebrow at Neilson and jerked his head back at the pacing figure.

			‘Told you,’ he muttered. ‘He’s starting to jump already.’

			‘But I grant you the possibilities,’ Stryker went on, not seeing the technicians or even Toscarelli, but only his own sneakered feet below him as he moved around. ‘I will grant you the possibility of a fag killing, I will grant you the possibility of a psycho with a grudge, I will grant you the possibility of suicide if you want it. It’s wide open, sure it is. Have I ignored anything?’

			‘Only my vast experience and sound counsel,’ Tos said. ‘I’ll bet you twenty it was an outside job.’

			Stryker’s cigar went up and his eyes glittered. ‘You’re on, fusspot.’

			‘Don’t call me that.’

			‘Then don’t tell me how to run my lungs,’ Stryker snapped, and started down towards the Department Office. ‘And tell the guy who goes for the Danish it should be cheese or apple.’

			‘Prune would be better,’ Toscarelli said. ‘You gotta keep up your fibre, you know.’

			But Stryker was too far gone to hear.

		

	
		
			FOUR

			Kate Trevorne, jammed halfway up an exit ramp from the freeway, drummed her fingers on the wheel and glared at a fat woman in a station wagon who was trying to force her way into the line.

			‘Sorry, Madam, my need is greater than yours,’ Kate muttered, putting her foot down and darting forward to close the gap. She ignored the irritated blare of a horn and, gaining the upper road, turned left and accelerated towards the faculty car park. Rolling down the window to insert her plastic card, she looked around and noted the few cars that were there. Some were covered with snow – others had been swept or blown clear. She picked out Pete’s Colt and Jane’s Lincoln, then turned into a space of her own.

			She switched off the engine and stared out at the back of the Science Building. A murder, right here on campus, right in the English Department. Aiken dead. It was unbelievable, but hardly the kind of joke Dan Stark was apt to play – so it must be true.

			So much for being safe here, she thought.

			Not that this was the kind of danger she’d thought she was escaping when she’d come back from her abortive foray into the crass and commercial world of advertising. She’d come back to recover from Tony, caught up with old friends who convinced her to stay, and had come down here to the university one fresh spring day to plead her cause with Dan Stark. Years before he’d begged her to stay on when she’d finished graduate school – but she’d caught the sweet scent of expense-account living. The stink had come later. She’d been back two years, now – and she loved it more than ever. The bustle and energy in the halls, the students struggling toward a degree and, with luck, a little wisdom.

			Had one of them killed Aiken?

			She got out of the car and nearly fell flat on her face. The night’s snow had fallen on frozen ground already coated with old snow and ice. Under the fleecy mantle of fresh flakes was a treacherously pocked and pitted landscape designed to bring down both the meek and the mighty.

			Kate had a feeling that what lay ahead in the English Department would be the same.

			As she crossed the wet street and picked her way carefully over the unswept paths, she wondered again what Richard was doing and thinking. She’d tried to call him at the fraternity house, but they said he’d already left. It would have been so much better if they could have talked it over between them. At least they’d been together last night. At least she needn’t worry about that.

			If only Dan had told her what time Aiken had been killed. But his voice on the phone had been tense, the words of explanation brief, as if someone had been standing over him, listening.

			Probably someone had been.

			The police.

			Her mouth tightened as she stopped and looked around the Mall. Two or three students were walking on the far side, their bright clothing labelling them clearly. Four more were having a snowball fight on the Mall, their shouts thin and bright in the icy air. So the police were back at Grantham. Oh, my children, may you stay untouched in the middle of the young day, laughing and free. The fuzz cometh, and you haven’t the least idea what that means, have you?

			But I do.

			I’m not the forgetting kind.

			She took a deep breath and forged ahead, walking the outside of Grantham Hall, hugging her shoulder-bag tightly against her body, ready to swing it if necessary. But no policeman barred her way into Grantham Hall, although there was a Campus Security Guard in front of the faculty lifts.

			‘Ah, there you are, Miss Trevorne,’ he said. ‘They’re waiting for you upstairs.’

			‘Are they indeed?’ Kate said, with a wry smile. ‘Obviously they didn’t have to drive in through the crowds heading downtown to the January sales.’

			‘No, ma’am.’ The Guard looked as if he’d have liked to smile under different circumstances. He pushed the button and held back the lift door for her. She noted the name on his uniform, and paused.

			‘Do you know anything about this, Mr Jackson?’

			‘No, ma’am!’ he said, defensively. ‘I made my rounds at eleven, just like always, and there wasn’t nothing wrong then. I told them that. But you know cops – they don’t think much of us Campus Security people. Think we’re duffers and has-beens. If I’d seen anything, don’t you think I’d have reported it? Done something about it?’

			‘I’m sure you would have,’ Kate said, warmly. ‘You caught those vandals last year, didn’t you?’

			He looked gratified. ‘Yes, ma’am, I did. You remember that, do you?’

			‘Of course. Three of them, weren’t there?’

			‘No – only two. But big.’ He hesitated. ‘And drunk.’

			‘Do you think it was somebody like that who did this?’

			A uniformed police officer appeared down the hall, and Jackson’s expression became a little hunted. ‘I don’t know. I’m not supposed to talk about it, you understand. You go on up, Miss Trevorne – they’re waiting, all those smart cops.’

			His outrage was concealed with difficulty. Obviously the police had given him a hard time. Kate leaned forward and held the lift door open. ‘Jackson?’

			‘Yes, ma’am?’

			‘Up theirs.’

			He looked startled, then his face broke into a grin. ‘Right on, Miss. I forgot all about you and them others. You was – ’

			The lift doors closed on his memories, but left Kate with her own. She’d been trying to forget for a long time, had become staid and sensible, a member of the Establishment. But now she could feel it rising up in her again. They were still pigs, were they?

			Nothing changed.

			The doors slid back on the foyer of the English Department. Dan Stark was standing there next to a stocky, dishevelled man who seemed vaguely familiar. He wore a scarred leather jacket over baggy slacks, a long scarf trailing down over a shirt and a sagging pullover, and dirty sneakers. He needed a shave.

			But his eyes, when he looked up from his notebook, were alert, intelligent, and so direct they were unnerving.

			She felt violated by those eyes, as if he’d reached down her throat and plucked at her gullet. There was an air of suppressed energy in his stance that made her instantly wary – as if he were about to spring. His mouth was soft, but his voice was hard, with a metallic edge of annoyance.

			‘Sorry – faculty only,’ he barked. ‘Didn’t that dumb guard downstairs even – ’

			Dan interrupted. ‘This is Kate Trevorne, Lieutenant, one of our instructors. She only dresses like that to lull her students into a false sense of identity.’

			‘Oh, okay. You can go in.’ The blue eyes flicked back to his notebook. She was dismissed.

			‘Go where?’ she asked, sweetly.

			‘Conference room.’ His voice was bored.

			‘Don’t I get a police escort?’ she asked. ‘I just love big strong policemen. They make me feel all gooshy inside . . .’

			‘Now, Kate,’ Dan said, warningly. ‘Stop that right now.’

			Stryker had looked up again at the sarcasm in her voice. He seemed more startled than angered. Once more the blue eyes raked her from crown to boots, and she knew she’d been filed away under ‘Trouble’. Again.

			Lifting her chin, she glared at him. ‘Don’t hit me, officer – I wear contact lenses.’

			‘Gee whiz,’ Stryker said, with mock amazement. ‘Do you? They hardly show. You should wear a sign around your neck, so’s we’d all be careful. Wouldn’t want anything to happen to those big, beautiful grey eyes, now, would we?’

			‘Cop,’ she said. It was an accusation.

			‘Virgin,’ he snapped back, involuntarily.

			‘Dear me,’ murmured Stark, as Kate whirled and marched down the hall, her hips flicking angrily from side to side in her tight jeans.

			Stark cleared his throat. ‘I’m afraid Kate has rather an unfortunate attitude towards the police. It’s only bravado, you understand. She – ’

			‘Not a bad ass, for a teacher,’ Stryker said, absently.

			‘Yes. You see – ’

			‘Then let’s get it on,’ Stryker said, following Kate down the hall.

			Buoyed along by her irritation, Kate strode down the hall. She’d almost forgotten how the real ones were. Dealing carefully with Inspector This or Lord That in the classic novels of detection had dulled her recall. This one brought it all back – the tear gas, the wagons, the shouting and the fists. Machines, that’s what they were. Destructive, mindless machines, fuelled by their own sense of power, protecting and protected by The System.

			She strode into the conference room and dumped her shoulder-bag on to the table. ‘Greetings, fellow suspects,’ she announced. ‘I gather somebody’s finally bumped off the old bastard.’

			Behind her, Stryker’s voice was sharp.

			‘Did you say “finally”, Miss Trevorne?’

		

	
		
			FIVE

			Stryker stood at the head of the table and looked at the faces around it, one by one. He recognised some from his undergraduate days, although their features had been blurred by time. Once they had terrified him, held his future in their hands.

			They didn’t scare him now.

			If anything, they looked scared of him. All except those two at the end, of course. The Viking and the Virgin. He realised why she’d fooled him at first. The long straight hair had become short and curly, the big glasses obscured half of the heart-shaped face and hid the grey eyes with their attendant lines. Time has passed, lady, he thought. Only the ass was the same. That he remembered.

			And the guy next to her – still tall, blond, bearded and incredibly handsome. Was there a change there, too? Or not?

			‘Okay, ladies and gentlemen, we’ve got ourselves a murder, here. I’m Lieutenant Stryker, and this is Sergeant Toscarelli. We’ll be in charge of the case, assisted by Inspectors Pinsky and Neilson over there. Normally I’d talk to each of you separately, but as there are so many of you, I thought this would save time. Any objection to that?’

			‘Would it matter if there was?’ the Viking asked.

			‘Who are you?’ Stryker demanded, looking down at his list.

			‘Richard Wayland,’ the Viking said.

			Stryker met his eyes and his attitude head-on. ‘If you’d rather withdraw from the general discussion, Mr Wayland, I have no objection. We can go into your reasons later, down at the station, where you can make an individual and private statement.’

			‘Like that, is it?’ Wayland drawled.

			‘Wasn’t it always?’ Kate asked, scornfully.

			Stark spoke suddenly, his voice sharp and very angry. ‘Now the two of you are to stop that right now. This is a murder investigation, not a protest meeting. Aiken is dead. Horribly dead. We are grown-up people, not children, and we are going to behave like grown-up people. Is that clearly understood?’

			There was a moment of uncomfortable silence.

			Kate, blushing, ended it. ‘Sorry, Dan.’

			‘Can I trust you?’

			‘Scout’s honour,’ Wayland drawled, holding up three fingers.

			Stryker, taking this in, realised it was totally foreign to Wayland’s nature to knuckle under. His tone of voice indicated that to one and all. He would be polite – as barely polite as possible – only out of deference to his boss. Kate Trevorne, on the other hand, looked truly contrite. The look that passed between her and Stark held affection as well as respect.

			‘Now before we talk about last night,’ Stryker said, ‘I’d like to get all of you straight in my mind. Mr Rocheleau?’

			‘Here.’ A man halfway down on the left raised a hand. He had a sad clown’s face, with quirky eyebrows, but his expression was benign and kindly. He’d been the one who’d winked at Kate Trevorne a moment ago. Next to him sat Jane Coulter, who answered Stryker’s call with a nod. He remembered her, all right. Looked like someone’s granny but had a mind like a razor, and had nearly flunked him out of Freshman English. She’d also taught him a lot.

			One by one he identified them, either through memory or by reference to his notes.

			Edward Pinchman was the old guy with two tin legs whose aluminium crutches leaned against his chair. Arthur Fowler, now Assistant Chairman of the Department, was bald and fussy. (He had flunked Stryker). Lucille Grey-Jenner was new. Sleek and elegant in her Italian knit two-piece, she looked out of place among the others. Then came Stark, small and watchful.

			Beside him was Mark Heskell, dimpled and gleaming.

			Frank Heath, a negro, came next. Tall and bulky with beautiful hands carefully folded on the table before him. Then another beard – Chris Underhill, Poet in Residence. He’d won the Rademaker Prize, but at present appeared to have slept in his clothes. He was struggling to light a pipe. His hands were shaking. All these were new to Stryker.

			At the foot of the table, one arm draped negligently across the back of Kate Trevorne’s chair, was Wayland. Nothing about him was new to Stryker – all very old news.

			Kate watched Stryker sorting them all out. He’s pigeonholing us, she thought. Flick, flick, flick, one by one we’re dropping into his categories. It’s not what he sees that worries me, but what he doesn’t see.

			When he looks at Richard does he see the gentleness and sensitivity hiding within? I doubt it. Does he see Jane’s uncompromising intellect as well as her sweet expression? Probably not. And what about Edward’s humour? I don’t suppose he’d guess a man with no legs would have such a wry, delicious store of laughter in him – or such a gift for teaching. Can he glimpse Mark Heskell’s conceit? Or Chris Underhill’s religious fervour? Or Lucy Grey-Jenner’s sexuality? Or Dan’s compassion? Or Frank Heath’s dignity and immense store of knowledge? Or Pete Rocheleau’s incredible ability to nurture a small sprout of ability into a vast tree of talent?

			No. And why? Because he’s a cop, that’s why.

			Cops only look, rarely see.

			Why should this one be any different?

			Stryker, alone at the head of the table, felt momentary weakness and exhaustion sweep over him. He glanced at Tos, and saw concern in his eyes. If he gave in now, he wouldn’t get another case for months, and that was certain. He’d have to hang on, he’d have to take hold of this and shake it until it rattled and the answer dropped out. If he didn’t make it now – ’
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