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			IF

			If you can keep your head when all about you

			Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,

			If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,

			But make allowance for their doubting too;

			If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,

			Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,

			Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,

			And yes don’t look too good, nor talk too wise:

			If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;

			If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;

			If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster

			And treat those two impostors just the same;

			If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken

			Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

			Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,

			And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools:

			If you can make one heap of all your winnings

			And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

			And lose, and start again at your beginnings

			And never breathe a word about your loss;

			If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew

			To serve your turn long after they are gone,

			And so hold on when there is nothing in you

			Except the Will which says to them: “Hold on!”

			If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,

			Or walk and Kinds—nor lose the common touch,

			If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,

			If all men count with you, but none too much;

			If you can fill the unforgiving minute

			With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,

			Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,

			And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son!

			Rudyard kipling

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			If you can keep your head when all about you

			Are losing theirs and blaming it on you

			The body was found early on Sunday morning by a member of the university security force patrolling the campus. He thought the man was a student or a bum sleeping it off on the edge of the path, but closer inspection rapidly disabused him of so comfortable an assumption. Looking up, he was able to spot the window from which the man had jumped or fallen. This was the Sunday after Thanksgiving, and the security force was at minimal strength. The officer called the central office on his walkie-talkie, and was told to stay where he was. Cursing, the second-in-command in security hurried over, trying to decide whether, if the report turned out to be accurate, to inform the police first or an officer of the university. Better have a look at the body, and then decide.

			Butler, the second in command, annoyed at his absence for the Thanksgiving holiday, met the officer outside the building known as Levy Hall. One glance was sufficient to assure anyone that here was death, but Butler bent over the body to make sure. No need to feel for a pulse. An unbroken fall from seven stories had left no doubt. The day was cold; what little blood there was had congealed. It occurred to Butler that there was remarkably little blood, considering that the body had landed on cement.

			Butler decided to call one of the vice presidents of the university first—perhaps the one in charge of internal affairs. He also decided not to disturb the body with a search for identification; that was not bloody well going to be his decision. He had, however, no doubt that he recognized the man—a professor who had been around a long time and was well known to the security force for his petulance and pomposity. Using his set of master keys, Butler entered the building from which the man had jumped, fallen, or been pushed, God forbid, and used a telephone in the hall to call the vice president. “You’d better call the police,” this gentleman answered, once his irritability at being aroused was assuaged by the seriousness of the message. “But wait ten minutes, which will give me time to get there before them.”

			You’d have time to get here before them, Butler thought to himself, if I’d called them half an hour ago. He had dealt with the police before and had few illusions. Still, this was death; they would probably have to send out someone from the D.A.’s office, He glanced at his watch, walked around to comfort the still-waiting security officer, and began counting off the full ten minutes. Butler followed orders: anything else was madness in this place of rich kids and overpaid professors. If he, Butler, got paid as much for as little work, he wouldn’t bloody likely have thrown himself out of the goddamn window. But, of course, they were all wimps and, face it, the guy might have been pushed. (Kate Fansler, when she heard Butler’s rendition of his reactions some time later, wondered about his saying “bloody.” It turned out he had come from Ireland two decades ago, and refused to say “fucking” like all the other men. His reasons for eschewing the word were partly ethnic and partly devout.)

			The vice president, looking disheveled and distraught, arrived in eight minutes by Butler’s excellent watch—all this would go into the report—and was shown the body, which unfortunately (depending how you looked at it) he immediately recognized. It was Professor Canfield Adams, about whom the vice president, whose name was Matthew Noble, knew enough to tell Butler that he was the last man in the world likely to leap or fall out of a window; he was also someone who at least forty people connected to the university, and God alone knew how many outside it, would have dearly loved to push. Butler went to call the police, and Matthew Noble went to the lavatory. Then the three of them, Butler, Noble, and the guard, huddled inside the lobby, awaiting the police, for it was a cold day and the building was unheated during the holiday break. Matthew Noble, trying to control his errant stomach by some rational thought, made a mental list of possible suspects based on motive alone. The exercise was strangely consoling.

			The forty or so suspects on Matthew Noble’s list were members of Adams’s department, Middle East Culture and Literature, anomalously housed in a building named Levy after its long-dead benefactor; at the time of benefaction the building had housed the various Romance languages and literatures, which had since distributed themselves about the campus, Middle East Culture and Literature having received a handsome donation to allow it to acquire and fix up its own building. That no tenured professor in the department taught Hebrew or anything to do with Israel had seemed awkward, to say the least, at the time of the move, but an old professor emeritus who had known Levy remembered that he was not a Zionist, which nicely settled that question. Adams was a professor of history occupying a name chair. In addition to the members of his department, there were not a few outside it who loathed him, to say nothing of some of those in the administration. At least, Matthew Noble thought, finding some meager food for consolation at last, we shan’t have to deal with student and liberal faculty outcries about the death of a beloved member of our community. Adams was about as beloved as poison ivy and resembled that affliction in that one’s resistance to it decreased with each attack. Damn.

			Eventually, the police arrived; so did the president and a great many other people. Within several days it was determined that Adams had died, hit the ground so to speak, somewhere between eight and eleven o’clock on that Saturday night. Within several weeks, almost all the forty people on Matthew Noble’s list turned out to have alibis more or less private, but strong nonetheless, depending, as one might expect for a Thanksgiving weekend, on the testimony of relatives and longtime friends, a handful relying only on the testimony of a husband or a wife or as they now said everywhere, a significant other. A few hardy souls, fed up with Thanksgiving festivities, had been alone, but the plain fact of the matter was that no alibi was foolproof, and most were more than adequate.

			The question of what Adams was doing in his office in the deserted university on that night was answered coherently by his wife, as soon as coherence could reasonably be expected of her. Adams had probably been worried about some work he was doing, the papers were in his office, he had gone there. She was away; she could speak only of his usual habits, which often included weekend visits to his office. If he planned to meet someone, he had not mentioned it to her when they spoke to each other on the telephone.

			The police were readily, if reluctantly, convinced that Adams would never have jumped. But might he have fallen? He was in his sixties; might he not have leaned out of the window and grown faint? Such a comforting solution could not be ruled out, but its unlikeliness increased the more carefully it was examined. There was a broad sill outside the window; there was no reason for him to have opened the window that wide on so cold a night if he had merely wanted air, or felt dizzy. How, then, had he been enticed to the open window to be pushed? The answer to that was equally simple: although he had smashed his head on landing, obliterating any previous wounds he might have received, he had probably been hit over the head in his office, or had a plastic bag thrust into his face, and was then shoved out. Did this not indicate a strong man as the murderer? Not necessarily; a vigorous woman would have had little trouble; Adams was a slight man, and women these days developed their muscles in health clubs, and perhaps in even more disreputable ways.

			Because Professor Adams had recently served on a committee with Professor Kate Fansler, and because the most superficial investigation quickly revealed that he and Kate had long loathed each other with an intensity veering between cordial and bitter depending on how recently they had met, Kate was, with other professors similarly situated, asked to provide an alibi. She was, as it happened, the initial hope of the police as a secret suspect. The fact that she had some small reputation as a detective made her delightfully suspect on those grounds alone; the additional fact that she was married to a man who used to work in the D.A.’s office caused the police a momentary pause. But all of this turned out to mean nothing, for in those very hours when Professor Adams was hurling himself or being hurled over the sill of his seventh-floor window, Kate, along with a few thousand other people, was attending an Arlo Guthrie concert in Carnegie Hall. She was accompanied by her nephew Leo Fansler, a lawyer; her niece Leighton Fansler, an actress; and a friend of Leo who worked for a large banking firm. Kate Fansler herself was using, at the invitation of her niece, the ticket of another friend, also a lawyer, who had been called away suddenly to put in billable hours on a case. They had, moreover, met several acquaintances in the lobby and, erasing any possible doubt of Kate’s not having been there the whole time, had been part of an altercation arising from the fact that Leo’s friend had smuggled into Carnegie Hall a bottle of bourbon that the ushers had confiscated, not without enough general disturbance to draw to all the Fanslers and friend the attention of everyone in the surrounding seats. The argument centered around proper behavior at a rock or folk concert, and resolved itself into the only question concerning the management: proper behavior at Carnegie Hall. To the enormous disappointment of not a few, therefore, Kate Fansler had an unbreakable, public, widely witnessed alibi. That she was, as far as her character went, the last person likely to push anyone out of a window carried little or no weight with the police, or, if the truth be told, with the university administration. But presence at a public concert, even a concert by a long-haired radical like Arlo Guthrie who sang songs such as “This Land Is My Land,” “Amazing Grace,” and “Alice’s Restaurant”—he sang all three that night—was an alibi. So that was that.

			Thanksgiving had transformed itself to Christmas, and Christmas to New Year’s, and New Year’s well into the spring semester, with no solution to the Adams murder in sight, when Matthew Noble asked to see Kate Fansler in the provost’s office. Kate, who, as her niece Leighton frequently remarked, was not as great a detective in the ordinary course of things as she liked to make out, went to the provost’s office without a suspicion of what was wanted of her. Adams’s murder had receded, as university events seemed to do, before the avalanche of midterms, student applications, possible appointments to the faculty, and dissertation defenses. Kate walked into her fate as ignorantly, she afterward supposed, as Adams had entered his office on that fatal night. She was later to wonder if she would not, on the whole, have preferred grappling with an assailant on a windowsill. In that case, she was often to surmise, she might have had a better chance of winning.

			For the first time in her university experience, she was not asked to wait for a meeting with an administrator but was immediately ushered into his office by a clearly nervous secretary. Administrative secretaries, who Kate often suspected of running the university while their bosses attended meetings and tasted power, tended to be cool without hauteur and pleasant without intimacy; that the provost’s secretary was rattled boded no good. Could they be about to fire her? For what? Well, Kate thought, I shall set up as a private eye. That this was her thought upon entering the room was later seen by her nearest and dearest as evidence (and about time) of prescience. At which Kate snorted.

			But at the moment, she took a seat—all the administrators except the one woman had risen as she entered, and all shook hands with Kate. The woman dean was a friend of Kate, and alone in this strange assembly seemed, though Kate hardly knew how she discerned it, amused by the proceedings. The others were whatever the absolute opposite of amused is. Matthew Noble, having issued the invitation, spoke first. “No doubt,” he said, “you can guess why we have asked you to meet with us here.”

			“I haven’t a clue,” Kate said, her evident astonishment erasing any possibility that she was assuming an unbecoming innocence.

			“Ah,” the provost said. He was an extremely large man with an affable air that fooled no one and an ability to know exactly what was going on and to judge it fairly that fooled almost everyone. He was clever enough to listen to gossip and to believe a good part of it; he was brave enough to be disliked, and sensible enough to try to keep the number who disliked him to a minimum. All those on the faculty with more intelligence than ego hoped he would not leave his position before they did. Kate liked him, and sank simultaneously into her chair and bewilderment.

			“You recall, of course, the unfortunate death of Professor Adams. More unfortunate, let us say within the sanctity of this room, in its manner than in the fact of it. Certainly, except by his immediate family, one hopes, and a few members of the faculty, he is unmourned; that has become painfully clear, and there seems little to be gained by denying it. At the same time, a university can hardly allow one of its most prominent faculty members, or in fact any faculty member, to be murdered without attempting to bring the culprit, as they used to say when I was a boy, to bay. I need hardly add that the police have got precisely nowhere. No; ‘precisely’ is an exaggeration—they have provided much negative evidence. They have, however, got nowhere in solving Adams’s murder. We have decided, not easily”—and here he smiled at Kate and something close to a wink seemed for a moment to reveal itself—“to ask for your help.”

			This speech was followed by a profound silence.

			Kate had time to see it coming. The provost, kind and clever man that he was, had given her time during his rambling speech to understand his meaning and consider it. While appreciating his courtesy, she had no intention of being persuaded by it. But he spoke again before she could.

			“Matthew here,” he said, gesturing toward Noble, “summoned you on behalf of us all; he was the first member of the university apart from members of the security force to see the body, and he has been bearing the brunt of the inquiries; I’m afraid brunt is the right word. Quite a few people have pointed out to him that you are known, only in the best circles, of course, for having solved a few crimes. We ask you, in the name of the university, to try to solve this one. We promise you all and every help we can give. It is clear that the police cannot possibly get anywhere. The prosecutor from the D.A.’s office is highly intelligent; in fact, he attended our law school. But the crime was a clever one and will require the investigation of someone who knows the university from the inside, so to speak, and who can move among its members without arousing suspicion. Or,” he added, again with the flicker of a wink, “more suspicion than is her normal lot.”

			Kate sighed. Whatever her answer, a dignified request for the facts was the best way to begin and had the pleasing appearance of providing a sensible reason for her answer. She requested the facts. The provost turned to Matthew Noble, who cleared his throat and began stroking one of his eyebrows with a regularity that Kate found maddening and hated herself for finding maddening. She tried to listen to his facts while keeping her head down, as though lost in contemplation.

			“You have heard about the universal alibis,” he said. “The student newspaper reported them in tedious detail. Except for your own, none of them is absolute. That is, if we had a suspect, it might be proved that he—or she—had had the chance to slip away and back unnoticed. Only you were in your seat for three solid hours, intermissions included. We understand that you do not like intermissions, and always remain in your seat.” Kate nodded, looking up and then resuming the contemplation of her hands in her lap. She held them still. She was not going to elaborate to this boob on her dislike of intermissions, nor explain to him that getting into the ladies’ room during an intermission of any performance in any hall or theater in New York City was only possible, let alone bearable, if one’s need was overwhelming.

			“It is widely said,” he continued, “that the police aren’t interested in motive. In this case that seems to be all they have to be interested in; there wasn’t much other sort of evidence. But the police are hardly in a position to understand the motives or judge them rightly. Adams had fought with some members of his department to the point where they were barely speaking to him; there are a few who hated him with a virulence I used to find positively terrifying. But as we all know, in a university community that is far from meaning murder. Or was. I used to hear people say that the way to commit the perfect crime is to hit a total stranger over the head and disappear into the crowd. We are beginning to fear that where there are so many suspects you have the conditions of a stranger in a crowd. The case, in short, is unsolved. We turn to you.”

			“I could list my reasons for refusing to do what you want,” Kate said. “They are many. But to give many reasons is to suggest a certain ambivalence or guilt. So let me merely say no.”

			“We can’t let you say that,” the provost said. “You are our only hope of solving this thing.”

			“Then let it go unsolved. I understand about communities, and the finding of the guilty individual to return innocence to the rest of the community. But we have moved beyond those halcyon, or Agatha Christie, days. We are all guilty; Mr. Noble has already admitted as much. He has also admitted that the university community is well rid of Adams. So why not just announce that the best, unceasing efforts of the police, etcetera, etcetera, have availed us nothing? We can all get on with trying to make the university a better place without him, a more enticing task.”

			The dean of the professional schools, whose name was Edna Hoskins and whose demeanor comprised the velvet glove of maternal tolerance hiding the iron fist of determination, spoke next. “I told them you would never accept so horrendous a job on the excuses they were offering. But my colleagues feel that to give away information is to give away power; I believe in an institution where shared information leads to shared power and responsibility. We will probably never agree on that, but they will have to agree with me this one time. Or so I assume.” She looked around the room, her eyes meeting only resigned nods.

			“There are two reasons that might persuade you to help us. One is that the police have a suspect, and they are going to do their best to pin it on him, as I believe one says. You will recognize that that would be a disaster as soon as I tell you his name: Humphrey Edgerton. He has no alibi, was heard to threaten Adams, and, alone in the entire university apart from the security force, possessed a key to Levy Hall, which he shared with some students.”

			“Why on earth?” Kate asked, appalled. Edgerton was black, outspoken about racial discrimination in the university, and had been known to come publicly close to blows with Adams, restraining himself only after Adams, older and in no shape whatever, had collapsed on the ground close to apoplexy and with a bleeding nose before Edgerton had touched him.

			“Why did he have a key? Alas, because he needed a place to meet with black students and some faculty members on a regular basis. He insisted that it would be unreasonable to force him to go every Sunday, which is when they met, to get a key from the security office. Permission for this exception was granted, no doubt, if we are to continue this discussion in a mood of utmost frankness, which I certainly intend to do, because it would otherwise have seemed as though the administration was unwilling to trust a black faculty member with a key.”

			“Why hasn’t he an alibi, if everyone else does?”

			“He was trying to think something out, as he told his wife, and had gone for a long walk, heading downtown. I’m afraid, being black, he couldn’t get a taxi to take him back uptown, so he took a bus and was gone even longer than he might have been. No one saw him, he met no one, he has no alibi.”

			“What’s the second reason?” Kate asked, she hoped in a light tone. Edgerton taught literature, both American and Afro-American, as they were unfortunately still, like literature and feminist literature, separately dubbed. He and Kate were friends, at first more comrades because both felt marginalized by the university, lately friends because they had served together on many committees and had come to like and trust each other.

			“There is no way to put this but bluntly,” Edna’ said. “Adams’s wife, egged on by contingency lawyers, is going to sue the university for everything from negligence to unexplained death—I forget the technical terms. It seems if we can find the murderer, she can only sue us for negligence, if she can establish any. I mean, it isn’t as though the university had left all its buildings wide open, after many incidents of crime. The place could hardly be shut up tighter, more’s the pity; that’s what looks so bad for Humphrey, and doesn’t look that great for the university either.

			“Let me say one thing,” Edna interjected before Kate could speak. “I’m not going to pretend to you, though some of these gentlemen”—the word was very slightly emphasized—“wanted to, that it has been easy to turn to you in the capacity of chief investigator. But you must see, if you ponder the question as I urge you to do before giving us any answer at all, that you have all the requirements: familiarity with the situation, and tact—I know, I know, you’re not famous for it, but you know and I know that those who are famous for tact are always known as tactful and never believed—a proven ability at solving things, and the only absolutely unbreakable alibi among those who held Adams in less than perfect esteem.”

			Kate said, “You do realize that he might have been murdered by someone we don’t know hated him, or even knew him well. He could have been murdered by someone in this room.”

			“Touché. But we have to play the odds. And even if his murderer is wholly unknown to anyone, we’d rather trust you to establish that than the police, who, in my opinion, are likely to hit on the wrong person for the wrong reasons. A Zionist, for example.”

			“You’re not suggesting that Adams might have been working for the PLO?”

			“I’m not suggesting anything. Adams was a specialist in Islamic history, and as far as I know had no passions one way or the other about Israel. But he certainly was against the study of modern Jewish history in his department, claiming that Israel only became a factor in the Middle East in the middle of this century. I didn’t mean to raise this question particularly; I’m trying to suggest that we are sitting on a powder keg, to coin a phrase. We turn to you, as a woman of remarkable lucidity of intellect, to coin another.”

			“I may do no better than Mr. Micawber. And, unlike Mr. Micawber, I may have a price.”

			This was the provost’s cue. “We are prepared to pay it. For results, of course. Even for a damn good try—one that, say, eliminated the current suspect.”

			Kate looked around the office. They all looked at her, waiting for a reply.

			“Damn,” Kate said.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,

			But make allowance for their doubting too

			Edna Hoskins swept Kate up and into her, Edna’s, office, where she pushed Kate gently into a chair and rummaged in a cupboard for scotch. When they each had a glass, Edna raised hers: “To you, my dear. If you have tears, prepare to shed them now. I don’t think Mrs. Micawber said that, but she might have. They planned for me to waft you off, by the way, so don’t be alarmed about the ruffled male feathers we have left behind on the rest of the administration. At nearly six, we’re all ready for a drink, but I for one prefer it in more congenial circumstances.”

			“You are the only congenial aspect of this circumstance,” Kate said. “Edna, what am I to do?”

			“What they ask. You haven’t really got a choice, as I’m sure you’ve realized. Let me back up. You have a choice: you can do it, you can refuse, you can name a price for doing it.”

			“I’ve never been paid for detecting.”

			“You’ve also never been hired, within the meaning of the term. Why not ask to be paid in, say, student aid?”

			“Suppose I don’t find the murderer. Suppose, which is even worse, I find the murderer and don’t want to tell them who it is. To say nothing of where I’m to find the time for all this in the middle of a terrible semester. Besides, I realized something in there that frightened me: I don’t like the administration, and what is worse, I don’t trust them. Which is probably why they don’t trust me.”

			“Rather sweeping, don’t you think?” Edna said, putting her feet on her desk, as was her wont, and sipping her drink. Kate regarded her with that affection women who have been through a good deal in the professional world feel for one another.

			Kate said, “I’ve liked the occasional administrator, even a male here and there. But frankly I wouldn’t trust most of them not to choose expediency over principle every inch of the way. The definition of an administrator, at least of the old variety, is someone who knows what he can get away with. Every now and then they think they can get away with more than they can get away with: that’s when you have student sit-ins, campus disruption, and changes in the administration. The occasional woman does what she can, if she’s a gutsy woman, but she’s got to play the game. Right or wrong?”

			“Right and wrong. You’re too old and smart for absolutes. I think you’re afraid of failing. Afraid they’ll all say, We knew she couldn’t solve it; she’s been overrated, like most academic women, particularly those of the feminist variety.”

			“Oh, God,” Kate said. “Can I get access to what the police have found?”

			“Of course not. They intend to prosecute, and they’re not about to give away their evidence, not until they have to. What games you can get your husband, as an ex-D.A., to play, I neither know nor want to.”

			“Do you think the guys in there were counting on my asking Reed to help?”

			“There are no straws to which they will not clutch. Including you as a detective. Why not talk the whole thing over with Reed?”

			“Do you mind if I talk it over with you first?”

			Edna sighed, refilled her glass and Kate’s, and returned to put up her feet. She had raised four children with the help of a cooperative and loyal husband, and the security of that, and of having it all behind her, showed in her smile and in her assurance. She had been effective as a dean, and, felt, in her late fifties, properly used. Kate trusted her. “My view, for what it’s worth, is that you tell them you’ll poke around. Try to see how the land lies. Demand introductions, which is to say command performances, from anyone you want to see over whom they, any of them, have the slightest influence. In other words, not only will they provide you with leverage; the minute they say lay off, you lay off. I would also,” Edna answered with a mischievous look, “wave threats of publicity wildly around. It always serves to frighten away foxes and save the chickens. Don’t ask me why.”

			“You refuse to advise me to refuse, flatly and finally.”

			“You’ve already refused to advise yourself; you’d have refused in there, if you were really adamant. I’m willing to use your own strength for purposes I support. And mine. But think it over. When you’re ready, there is a certain amount of evidence the police have coughed up at the university’s insistence. You can have all that. There’s another reward you might consider. I promise you any member of the administration from the president down will talk to you instantly whenever you ask. Bound to be a certain gratification there.”

			“You,” Kate said fondly, “can go to blazes. But before you do, find me the most communicative member of Adams’s department. When I’ve talked to him, I’ll let you know what I’ve decided to do.”

			“Would right now be too soon?” Edna asked. “I’m trying to impress you with our eagerness to be helpful in all possible ways.”

			“You’ve got a member of Adams’s department hidden under your desk?”
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