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To

Kathy Grimes

Roy Buchanan

and my cats, Felix and Emily

who have all entered the old silence


No orchard’s the worse for the wintriest storm:

But one thing about it, it mustn’t get warm.

“How often already you’ve had to be told,

Keep cold, young orchard. Good-bye and keep cold.

Dread fifty above more than fifty below.”

I have to be gone for a season or so.

—Robert Frost

Once born you’re addicted

And so you depict it

As good, but who kicked it?

—Richard Hell
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Part I



Good-bye and Keep Cold




1


HE HAD SEEN HER earlier that day in the museum behind the parsonage. It was ten o’clock in the evening now and since he had been quite certain he wouldn’t see her again, Jury couldn’t help but keep raising his eyes to look over the top of his local paper to see if, even now, she had the least awareness that she was being observed.

She didn’t. She sat back against the cushioned chair by the fireplace, a glass of brandy beside her on the table, largely untouched, as if she’d forgotten it along with her surroundings. Her attention had been for a while fixed (and it was the first suggestion of a smile he had seen all day) on a black cat that had appropriated the best seat in the inn, a brown leather porter’s chair with a high, buttoned back. The cat’s slow-blinking, yellow eyes and proprietorial air seemed to say that guests could come and go, but it would remain. It had rights.

The woman, however, gave the impression that she had none. The beautifully tailored clothes, the square-cut sapphire ring, the perfectly bobbed hair notwithstanding, that was the impression of her he had got earlier—someone who had stepped down, had given over all rights and privileges.

It was a fantasy, and an absurd one at that. From the few scraps of impressions he had stitched together he was in danger of fashioning the tragic history of a queen forced to abdicate.

He tried to go back to his pint of Yorkshire bitter and the engrossing column on the sheep sale and the fund-raiser for the Brontë museum.

It had been in the museum earlier that day that he had first seen her. She was bending over one of the glass cases that protected the manuscripts. It was off-season for tourists, a chilly day after the New Year.

The only other people in the room were a waiflike woman and her balding husband with two young children, all bundled up. In their heavy coats and scarves, the girl and boy resembled the Paddington Bears they carried. The mother looked haggard, in her jeans and baggy sweater, as if she’d just finished up a week’s washing; the father, a camera swinging from his shoulder, was trying to read aloud Emily Brontë’s poem about a captive bird but was dissuaded by the whines of the kiddies eager to get away from these arcane manuscripts, grim portraits, scents of old leather and beeswax, into the sunnier and more aromatic environs of one of the local tearooms. “Choc and biscuits” must have been the ritual treat, for they recited it, in tandem, again and again. Chocandbiscuitschocandbiscuitschocandbiscuits. Their wheedling little voices were rising and would soon turn to shouts and tears. The mother looked round, embarrassed, and the father tried ineffectually to quiet them.

The kiddies’ whining pleas seemed to awaken the woman in the cashmere coat to a sense of her surroundings, like one awakening in a strange room, one she had entered by mistake and which might harbor some undefined danger. Her expression, indeed, was similar to the one in the touching self-portrait of Branwell Brontë, imagining his own deathbed scene. She looked stricken.

She hitched the strap of the leather bag farther up her shoulder and wandered into the next room. Jury felt she was just as indifferent to the Brontë arcana as the Paddington children had been. She was bending over a case, pushing the tawny hair that fell forward behind her ear as if it blocked her view of Charlotte’s narrow boots, her tiny gloves, her nightcap. But that examination was merely cursory as her hand trailed abstractedly along the wooden edge of the case.

Jury studied an old pew door taken from the box pews when the church had been demolished. It bore the legend that a certain lady of “Crook House, hath 1 sitting.” They must have all had to take turns, back then.

Her slow walk round the display table in Charlotte’s room might have given, to a less-well-trained eye than his, the impression of absorption. In her eyes was an utter lack of it. The looks she cast here and there were uninquisitive glances from intense and intelligent eyes, but eyes that seemed looking for something else. Or someone. She appeared to be idling there, waiting.

That, he decided, was the impression: her expression preoccupied, the swift, slight turn of the head that suggested she was listening and expectant; there was the air of an assignation missed.

She had certainly not registered his presence; her glance had swept across his face as if it were another Brontë artifact, a portrait or bronze bust. If she were introduced to him five minutes later, he doubted she would remember ever having seen him. Where she stopped the longest and seemed to really look was at the display behind glass of Angria and Gondal, those imaginary kingdoms invented by Branwell.

Then she turned and walked toward the stairs.

Well, he had meant to leave anyway (Jury told himself) and followed her. He stopped on the staircase to look at the famous portrait of the sisters painted by the brother. Jury could see the dim outline, the space once full where Branwell had painted himself out.

 • • • 

The Paddington family had left, too, headed across the narrow street to the tearoom, the children managing somehow to swarm as if there were ten of them rather than two.

At first he thought the woman might be going for a cup of tea herself, but she simply stood on the curb, hesitating as if she were in London at a zebra crossing. The only traffic here at the top of this hill up which the pilgrims toiled was one cab idling by the tourist information center and a boy trying to urge on an intractable dray horse wearing blinders.

A chill wind whipped up the cobbled pavement, bringing with it a taste of rain, and the woman pulled up the collar of her coat so that her hair was tucked into it. Then she plunged her hands into the pockets and turned up the street. He thought she might be making for the enticing warmth of the whitewashed hotel on the corner, perhaps (he hoped, for he could use a pint of something) to the saloon bar there. But she passed it and stopped instead before a narrow house called the Children’s Toy Museum. She went in.

Jury stood looking at the façade and then into the dim interior where she was paying for a ticket. He was beginning to feel not only like a fool, but a voyeur. He hadn’t followed a good-looking female since he was sixteen, except if a case he was working on required it, and it had been some years since he had had to do that sort of footwork himself.

The little foyer or outer room was crammed with small toys—tops, wooden figures, sweets and souvenirs clustered on shelves. An amiable young man in a Dallas Cowboys sweatshirt and a forlorn-looking girl sat behind the counter, his happy expression and her sad one like the coupled masks of comedy and tragedy. She seemed surprised that here yet was another person over ten or twelve who was handing over fifty pence to go inside and see the toy display. The man smiled as if he approved of such larking about on the part of adults. Jury returned the smile and handed over the ticket money.

Just then a sallow kid with a lick of strawlike hair shooting up on the crown of his head came from the inner room into the outer room, frowning, as if he hadn’t got his money’s worth. The girl was generous; she realized the problem and told the boy to go back in and push the button. She then instructed Jury in a similar fashion, in case he too was a bit thick about getting the train setup to work. It wouldn’t work, after all, unless you pushed the buttons.

He thanked her and followed the boy into the museum.

 • • • 

She was standing at the end of the narrow aisle that ran between the glass walls crammed to overflowing with the detritus of childhood. Stuffed dolls and bisque dolls; elaborately designed dollhouses; mechanical toys and wooden toys.

He wondered, really, if the boy there at the end, standing beside her before the train display, could appreciate all of this. It was, in some sense, a museum for adults. He looked at the replica of a skyscraper built from a Lego set and remembered how much he had wanted one. Against the wall opposite was the most intricately built dollhouse he’d ever seen. Its little rooms were furnished on four sides, and it was probably meant to turn on a mechanical wheel. It even had a billiard room, a green baize table at which were two players, one holding his cue stick, the other bent over the table.

While he looked over this catalogue of childhood, he was aware of the faint buzzing noise of the trains, set in motion by the towheaded lad at the end.

Their backs were to him, the lad and the woman in the cashmere coat, standing side-by-side. Were it not that the lad could have done with a scrubbing and darning, and she so expensively turned out, they might have been mother and son, their coloring was so similar. The trains went round and they stood in a sort of comradely silence, watching. It was the boy who seemed to tire of this first; he walked back up the aisle, brushed by Jury, and left, still frowning, as if the trains, the bits and pieces of miniature buildings, and perhaps toy people and animals hadn’t done something clever enough.

Still she stood there, pushing the button that operated the train again. He could see only her back and the faintest impression of her reflection in the glass.

Then she made a strange gesture. She raised her gloved hand, fingers outspread against the glass, and leaned her forehead against it.

It was as though she were looking at something she had once wanted terribly, as Jury had wanted the Lego set.

 • • • 

It was at that point that he had felt intensely ashamed, felt himself to be a voyeur, an intruder, an invader of privacy. He left the toy museum, feeling he would have to let her go.

“Let her go”: certainly an odd, proprietorial way of regarding a person with whom he’d had no contact, hadn’t even exchanged a word. Hadn’t even, really, exchanged a look, given the glance she had passed over him had probably not registered.

And he was picking it apart, too, adolescently, going back over their mutual occupancy of the two different places as if something might come back to him that would suggest he had kindled at least a passing interest . . . .

It was all one more sign—his doctor would say “symptom”—of just how tired he was.

The only thing to do to stop this adolescent desire to hang about was to walk back to the car park, collect his rented car, and get on with his trip back to London.

 • • • 

He got as far as sitting behind the wheel of the Austin-Rover, letting the engine idle, staring through the windscreen at the almost-deserted car park and the gardens beyond where the children’s swings lifted slightly and twisted in the wind.

It had been a lark, a cheering thought, after the wasted week at headquarters in Leeds, to drive the short distance to Haworth and spend the night.

He slid down in the seat, thinking this sudden decision to return was equally ridiculous (and symptomatic, Mr. Jury), since he had meant to stop here overnight. He was just too damned tired to make the four- to five-hour trip back to London. Part of the weariness came from the week in Leeds doing little more than getting baleful looks.

This self-deprecatory notion was all part of the malaise. “Accidie, Mr. Jury” (his doctor had prissily termed it, mouthing the word as if it were a tasty new drink). A larger part of this depression came from the knowledge that he had agreed to this assignment to get out of London and away from Victoria Street and New Scotland Yard, where he felt he had lately been bumbling about, making errors of judgment, taking wrong decisions, giving in to uncharacteristic outbursts of temper.

Sitting here now, looking down the slope of snow-patched park where the light drew back, away from the swings, he wondered how much of his recent behavior was actual, how much exaggerated. Nothing dramatic had happened, beyond the occasion of his having got so bored listening to Chief Superintendent Racer’s litany of Jury’s recent failings (no matter how minor) that Jury had offered to put in for a transfer. What concerned Jury was not the melodrama of this but the lack of it; the suggestion had merely come off the top of his head and he hadn’t even enjoyed, particularly, the dilemma it had caused Racer.

Accidie. A holiday, that’s what you need. Been working too hard. Then there were the prescriptions Jury had tossed in the nearest dustbin after leaving his doctor’s office.

Accidie. It was as good a word as any (he had thought, lying awake at three A.M., which had lately become habitual); perhaps it was better in its foreign-soundingness, defining a condition that his own language was unable to describe. Malaise did not really fit, though he preferred it, for it sounded like a passing fancy, something that could probably be caught lying in the sun on the Amalfi coast and possibly left there, like sunburn.

He could only really think of it in its much simpler guise of depression. In a way, it was a comforting term, for everyone had it, or thought he had it, now and again. It was just that Jury did not feel it would pass off like sunburn or sore eyes. Indeed, he wondered why people seemed to think of it as a condition in which one felt merely dull, stupid, and disinterested in the day’s events, when it was actually almost the very opposite. It was an active condition; close to an agony of conflicted feelings and feverish thoughts about one’s work, life, ability to fulfill some expectation that was in itself ambiguous, shrouded in mystery. He was not, he knew, ordinarily a contented man. But he was very good at borrowing the expression, the mannerisms, the outward calm of one. And such a façade was helpful, perhaps necessary to his effectiveness as a policeman. What he felt as he lay wakefully staring at the ceiling was that the veneer was chipping.

And it occurred to him now, sitting in the musty car, that he had probably made this little side trip for a day or two of anonymity. Was it this feeling of lack of purpose, of vague possibilities and unformed hours that had made him feel a sense of kinship with the woman in the museum? For she seemed to be wandering here as much as he.

Locking the car again and starting toward the tourist information center with his gear, he felt angry with himself for yet another flight of fancy, totally unbecoming in a man whose whole life was devoted to sifting through facts and, yes, occasionally playing hunches.

Leeds thought he was in London, London thought he was in Leeds. He could not quite expunge the fancy from his mind that he and the woman in the cashmere coat were stopping off in a no-man’s-land.

And that was why, when Jury had walked into the dining room of the Old Silent where he’d booked his room, his feeling had been less one of surprise than of justification.

She was sitting at a table in the corner, the only other occupant. With her dinner she was reading a book, and she did not lift her eyes from it when Jury walked in and sat down.

He had his own book. Perhaps it was symptomatic, Mr. Jury, that he ate solitary meals with a book more often than he dined with others. Fictional characters, he had lately found, were generally more interesting dinner companions than flesh-and-blood ones. He had the night previously suffered through a small dinner party at the home of an inspector from Wakefield headquarters. The hostess, like a television sponsor, seemed to think any silence at the table was as dangerous to her product as dead air on the telly. Weather, property values in the North and the South, London, the theater, New Scotland Yard—the same old questions and answers ebbing out with the soup and flowing back with the sweet.

So here the two of them sat in the silent dining room, silently reading their books, sipping their wine, buttering their bread. It was ten, which probably accounted for the lack of custom. Several other tables showed signs of diners having departed.

He wondered what she was reading and whether she was absorbed or whether she wanted, as he did, company. Dependable, well-spoken company. He thought he should have chosen something properly Brontë-ish, but he was reading instead a book by the late Philip Larkin called A Girl in Winter that fed his mind as well as the roast beef fed his body with its simple plot, elegant style, and sad heroine. It was a calm book.

When she laid her napkin aside, rose and passed by his table (still without seeing him), she had her own book pressed to the side of her leather bag. He angled his head slightly to see the title: The Myth of Sisyphus.

Not a calm book at all.

 • • • 

There was no one now in the lounge of the inn but them. A couple who had come too late for the dining room had finished up their meal in that part of the long front room reserved for the lounge bar and left. The Old Silent was a warm and friendly pub: copper and brass glinted; dark wood chairs and benches with flowered cushions were set in configurations around tables that invited the sort of comradely talk that had engaged the couple who had just left.

It was in the saloon bar that Jury was sitting, near the door that led to the public bar through which he heard muted voices. There was no other sound except for the steady ticking of the long-case clock, the occasional spark and sputter of a crumbling log in the fireplace.

There was no reason that he couldn’t have taken his drink and moved into the lounge proper to sit nearer the fire. Indeed, as they were the room’s only occupants now, nothing would have been more natural than for him to displace the black cat from the sedan chair with some comment about the way cats always took the best seat in the house.

But there was something about her that discouraged such an approach; she seemed so totally immersed, not in that book (of which a page hadn’t turned) but in some private world, just as she had been in the museum, earlier. When she looked over the edge of the book, up and past him, she might have been reviewing some inner terrain and, frowning, found something wanting in it, something missing.

Then she would return to Camus, to the same page, holding the book in one hand before her face. Without the coat she seemed thinner. Her hand remained resolutely on the bag planted firmly beside her; the other held the book in such a way it blocked her face. The wrist below the elegant hand—long, tapering fingers—was slightly bony; the gold bracelet had slid halfway down the arm; and the gold band on her finger looked loose.

She was wearing a silk shantung suit, a narrowly pleated skirt and a short jacket, very plain and (he thought) very expensive. The diffused light of the lamp and fire lent the same pale umber to both suit and hair.

For another twenty minutes they sat there. When the clock struck eleven, she looked up. Jury could hear, from the public bar, the publican make his final call for Time. She closed her book, set it beside her handbag, and he thought she meant to rise and leave. But she still sat.

Sounds of the customers from the bar leaving carried in from the small car park; a few of them came out through the lounge.

Then the headlamps of a car dazzled the window before they were switched off. A door slammed, and Jury heard the approach of footsteps on the walk.

She sat in that rather stern and spinsterish way she had adopted after putting aside her book—hands folded in her lap and feet planted firmly together.

A man walked in the door—a man as well- and expensively groomed as she. He was perhaps in his late forties, the sort who looks fit from exercise (the sort Jury never got) and time spent under a sunlamp. He glanced at Jury without interest.

His attention was concentrated on the woman, who now rose, pushing herself as would an elderly person who has difficulty getting out of a chair. She still held her bag tightly.

There was no greeting, no handclasp, kiss, or even an exchange of smiles. Her visitor sat down without removing his coat, a dark Chesterfield, which he unbuttoned before he threw his arm across the back of the sofa in a careless, even indolent fashion. The fine features, the cut of his clothes, the grace of movement, bore the stamp of the gentleman. Yet the woman still stood while he sat. If his general demeanor hadn’t told Jury that the visitor must be on very intimate terms with her, this failure of social grace surely did. He then said something to her and she sat down with a sadly compliant look.

It struck Jury as odd that he had been able to observe so closely the physical details of her person, right down to her wedding band, and yet was not close enough to hear the words that passed between them. The man spoke softly but in a rush. To his low current of words, her own contribution was no more than a word tightly wedged in, much like the bag between herself and the chair arm, breaking in whenever her companion showed the slightest sign of stopping the flow; even then, his hand raised up against her own response.

That what he said was evidently not to her liking was clear from her adamantine look, her glancing away from him to gaze at the fire, and back again as if there was no place, really, for her eyes to travel. The pale coral of her lips took on a golden glaze from the light, and her mouth was set like marble. She looked resolute and unbending.

Having said his piece or made his argument or whatever it was, he sat back, withdrew a silver case that winked in the firelight, and tapped a cigarette on it before lighting it. After waiting a few moments while she stared into the fire, he leaned forward as if willing her to loosen her resolve, to return her eyes to his face. Eventually, she did so, very slowly.

He said something and rose, still with that rather insouciant manner coupled with an air of belligerence.

Her head, gilded by the light, was bent slightly as if she had been bested or beaten in some serious game. Her arms rested on the chair arms, hands dangling, one thumb worrying the gold band and the sapphire ring. It was as if she were considering removing them and putting them in his hand.

Slowly she pulled her handbag like a dead weight to her lap. She pushed back the leather flap and withdrew what looked like an envelope or a letter. She had taken it out at dinner and returned it to her bag again and again as if this were a magic ritual that must be performed. She stood up with this piece of paper—letter or whatever it was—and said something Jury couldn’t hear.

Still she held the bag before her like a breviary, its leather flap back and dangling, as if the thing were now empty, useless and bereft of a valuable possession.

He reached over, snatched the letter from her hand, and tossed it in the fire.

For a moment they regarded one another, still oblivious to any other presence in the room, so intent were they upon whatever business had drawn them together. The man turned and started for the door.

She stood there, just her profile in light, the rest of her in shadow, like a figure turned to stone by an angry god.

“Roger.”

It was the first clear word Jury had heard. The man made a halting sort of turn and she reached into the bag, pulled out a gun, and shot him in the chest. He stood staring blindly as if the shot had gone wild. But in the few seconds it took Jury to stand and overturn the table beside him, the man crumpled and fell.

She pointed the gun down and shot him again.
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THE NAME OF ROGER HEALEY had not registered with Jury when he had heard it in the inn in West Yorkshire. The West Yorkshire policeman who had arrested Healey’s wife the night before in the Old Silent had told Jury the man had something to do with art or music—he wasn’t sure what—except that he was important. The local detective sergeant from Keighley certainly knew the family was important in these parts, and his ambivalence about arresting one of its members was clear.

Superintendent Sanderson had no such ambivalence, either about having Jury as the single witness to the murder of Roger Healey, or about having a member of the C.I.D. of the Metropolitan Police on his turf. Sanderson was a tall, rail-thin policeman with a practiced, inconclusive manner that would throw anyone off guard. In the unlikely event Jury’s testimony would ever be needed, it would carry far more weight than that of some myopic villager. As of now, Jury could get off his turf and out of the investigation now proceeding with the Yorkshire constabulary.

Sanderson would have no difficulty proceeding. It wasn’t even a case of rounding up suspects, of listening to the regulars in the public bar of the Old Silent give conflicting reports of who did what to whom; and the five people who had rushed in from the bar were clearly relieved that they were straight out of it. They had stood about in horrified silence until police had arrived. It was Jury who had summoned them.

And it was Jury to whom she had, just as silently, handed over the .22 automatic. No resistance. She hadn’t said a word, had sat down in the same chair, had answered none of his questions, had not looked at him again.

 • • • 

The inquest was convened the following day merely to establish certain facts, such as the identity of the dead man. The identity of the perpetrator was clear.

Her name was Nell Healey and Jury had been right about her relationship to the dead man; she was his wife.

Given the reputation, wealth, and influence of the Citrine family in West Yorkshire, and given her lack of any criminal record, she was released on bail. That, Jury knew, would buy her at least a year of freedom; the case would be unlikely to get to the Crown Court before then, not with all the other stuff on the docket. The only question that had gone unanswered was why she’d done it. But largely it seemed to be the sympathy engendered by her past woes that tipped the scale in her favor.

2

It was those woes about which Jury was now reading in the newspaper that lay on his desk at New Scotland Yard. He remembered the Healey-Citrine names. It had happened eight years ago and had struck him as especially dreadful.

“Really sad, that was,” said Detective Sergeant Alfred Wiggins, who’d dug out the clippings, and whose own reading matter was a copy of Time Out. “You wonder, how could anybody do that to a kid?” Wiggins was slowly stirring the spoon in his mug of tea and tapping it against the rim with all of the solemnity of an altar boy perfuming the air with incense.

Just as religiously, Wiggins opened a fresh packet of Scott’s Medicinal Charcoal Biscuits, taking pains that the wrapping wouldn’t crackle. It was not often that Jury didn’t answer him, but this was one of those times, and it disturbed Wiggins (as if it were his own fault) that the superintendent’s mood, usually calm, almost soothing, was going sour over this case, and not Jury’s own case, either. Thus, Wiggins felt impelled to talk doggedly on, even though it might be better to shut up. And since he was never one much for epigrammatic or witty turns of phrase, he would trap himself into further cliché-ridden sentiments.

Jury’s mood was as black as the biscuit Wiggins was now crumbling into a cup of water, and, irrationally irritated by his sergeant’s pursuit of some elusive and Platonic Idea of health just as he was reading of the kidnapping of one boy and the disappearance of the friend who had been with him. Jury said (rather sharpish, Wiggins thought), “Most people settle for digestives, Wiggins. And they don’t have to stew them in water.”

His quick response was triggered less by Jury’s tone than by Jury’s replying at all. Said Wiggins, brightly, “Oh, but digestives don’t really do anything for you, sir. Now, this—”

Wanting to forestall a lecture on the benefits of charcoal to the digestive tract, Jury said, “I’m sure it does,” and smiled to indicate that he’d only been joking, anyway.

It had happened in Cornwall when Billy Healey and his stepmother, Nell Citrine Healey, had been on holiday, together with a friend of Billy’s named Toby Holt.

Keeping his eye on the newspaper, Jury shook a cigarette from a packet of Players and read Roger Healey’s statement to the press. It was formal, almost pedantic, full of catch-phrases of grief and comments about his son’s prodigious talent as a pianist, so that one almost got the idea that if the kidnapper didn’t see to it he practiced every day, it would be similar to a diabetic going into insulin shock. The usual “we will do anything in our power to see our boy is returned . . .”; the usual “. . . police are working round the clock”; the usual.

Except that the stepmother had made no comment at all.

Jury tried to put himself in the place of a father whose child had been kidnapped. He had never had children, but he had been close enough to several that he could feel at least something of what it must be like to lose one. Certainly, he’d seen enough grief-stricken parents in his work. Some had been silent; some had gone in for marathon talking. But none had given a Hyde Park speech. Jury wasn’t being fair, he supposed. After all, Healey was a music critic and columnist used to putting thoughts into words; he was an articulate man, and probably a composed one.

The photo of Billy himself looked almost out of place amidst this platitudinous talk. In the old shot of Billy Healey, the camera had caught the boy in a moment when he must have been looking toward something at a distance. His chin was raised, his mouth open slightly, his eyes transfixed and somehow puzzled. The angle of light eclipsed a portion of his face, bringing out the other in even bolder relief, accentuating the straight nose, high cheekbone. He was handsome, pale, his hair brownish and silky-looking. He looked, Jury thought, a little other-worldly, unapproachable, and with the intensity of his expression, unassailable. He looked more like his stepmother than his father.

And of her, there was only the picture in which she was being escorted from the house, and where she must quickly have drawn part of the paisley scarf she wore up over her face. Since her head was also down, the reporters were getting a very poor view. And taking a poor view, given the underlying tone of resentment that Mrs. Roger Healey was unavailable for comment. Her husband had done most of the talking.

The stepmother was good copy; she’d been the only one present, except for Billy’s friend, when the boys had disappeared. Given the rather tasteless litter of photos and snaps this particular newspaper had mustered, it was clear they’d like to keep a story of the kidnapping humming along. There were several old snapshots of Billy, angled down the side of the account, one of him with a couple of schoolmates, very fuzzy. Another of him leaning against a fence with the other boy, Toby Holt. Sitting on a big stone slab in front of them was a small, dark-haired girl, squinting into the camera.

“And the chief’s not too happy, as you can imagine,” said Wiggins, following his own train of thought.

“He never is, not where I’m concerned.”

“Wondering what you were doing in Stanbury, anyway.”

“It’s next to Haworth. I’m a big Brontë fan.”

“When you were supposed to be in Leeds.”

Jury looked up. “What is this, a catechism? Baleful mumbles.”

“You might be witness for the Crown,” Wiggins went on, relentlessly.

“Would he rather I’d be witness against? He knows damned well I won’t be called as one. Sanderson will give my evidence. It’s West Yorkshire’s case, not mine.”

Wiggins was making a little sandwich of two black biscuits and something slathered in between.

“What’s that thing?”

“Charcoal biscuits and a bit of tofu and tahini. I’m a martyr to my digestion, as you know.” The whole thing crumbled as he bit down on it; he wiped his mouth with the huge handkerchief tucked into his collar.

Jury looked up from the files and down at the notes Wiggins had made. “This publisher Healey worked for. Get me in to see him.”

“Sir.” Wiggins’s hand hesitated over the telephone. “When?”

“This afternoon. Three, four.”

“It’s nearly two.” The hand free of the tofu sandwich hovered over the telephone. “I was only thinking.”

“That it’s not my case. You’re right. Get me in to see this publishing tyro, Martin Smart.” Jury smiled.

Still Wiggins was slowly chewing his sandwich. “The guv’nor’s complaining—”

Guv’nor? Racer? Since when was Wiggins calling him that?

“—you’re waffling on a couple of cases. The Soho one, for example.”

It was a drug-related death, nothing for C.I.D., something the Drug Squad could handle easily. Racer perfectly well knew this. Anything to keep Jury from using his talents in a more attention-grabbing way. Name and picture in paper. Racer hated it.

“I’m sick, Wiggins.”

Wiggins put on his best bedside manner. “There’s no question there, sir. Pale as a ghost you’ve been looking. You need leave, you do, not another case.”

Jury grinned. “I know. So get me an appointment with Healey’s publisher.” Jury rose, feeling lighter than he had in weeks.

“I’m a martyr to my digestion, Wiggins. I’m going to see your guv’nor.”
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SICK LEAVE?”

Chief Superintendent A. E. Racer made an elaborate display of cupping his ear with his hand as if the ear couldn’t quite believe it. “Sick leave?”

Jury knew that for Racer this was, if not the opportunity of a lifetime, at least the best one that had come along that day: here was a chink in the old Jury armor, a rent in the old corduroy jacket, an occasion that called for much more than telling Superintendent Jury a policeman’s life was full of grief, since it apparently was. Jury could almost see the tiny guns taking aim in Racer’s mind, trying for a salvo that would never go off.

“You’ve never applied for sick leave.”

“Perhaps that’s why I’m sick.”

“ ‘Sick leave’ is Wiggins’s department. He takes it for all of us.”

Request denied. Punch time clock. Wheel to grindstone. There’re none of us who couldn’t use a bit of a rest, especially me. But you don’t see me lying down on the job.

“Well, he looks sick to me,” said Fiona Clingmore, who’d come in to collect two big stacks of paper that she was now balancing on her forearms at the same time her eyes were on the booby-trap box Racer had rigged to catch the cat Cyril.

Did Racer really think he could outwit Cyril? Fiona had asked this question as she sat filing her nails into glossy claws. Gets worse every day, the chief does.

“If you want me to bring a note from my doctor, I will.”

“I’m sure Wiggins can rip out a page from one of his prescription pads. Or furnish some Harley Street letterheads. His desk must be littered with them.” Racer smiled his razorblade smile and looked at Jury over folded hands, the thumbs making propeller circles round each other.

Fiona looked from Jury to Racer.

“He’s worn out, he is. You only have to look to see he’s dead on his feet, practically.”

Dressed in her usual black, this one the light wool dress with the tightly zipped bodice and pinch-pleated skirt, Fiona looked like she was ready to crash a funeral service, given the seamed stockings and black hood hugging her tarnished gold hair. Whenever he looked at Fiona, Jury thought of old trunks filled with taffeta tea-dance gowns, ribbon-tied letters, the little paper valentines punched from books that were handed round at school . . . .

Fiona, for all of her shoulder-shrugging, hip-thrusting brashness, was a picture of poignance. He’d better stop thinking about her and the past or pretty soon he’d be walking in his mind down the Fulham Road hand-in-hand with his mother, perhaps watching the wash go round in the launderette. A big dose of nostalgia was not what he needed to cure a big case of depression. Though sitting in Racer’s office, looking at Racer’s brilliant invention for trapping the cat Cyril helped to assuage that. It was a small wooden crate with a drop-screen, activated by pressure of foot or paw, whence the hinges would fold and the screen fall back, covering the box. Inside was a tin of sardines. Racer said he’d got this idea from old films he remembered about hunters and Hottentots (or some other aborigine) where the Hottentots were always falling through holes covered with vegetation into nets that quickly tightened.

He forgot that Cyril—the cat that had wandered into the halls of Scotland Yard seemingly out of nowhere—was not a Hottentot. Jury and Fiona marveled at the pure idiocy of the sardine box-trap. True, the screen banged shut. But all Cyril had to do was nose it open when he had dined on his tin of sardines. Thus Racer must have had some vague plan that he would catch Cyril at it, that he would return from his club and find claws scrabbling at the screen. If Racer and Cyril (Fiona had said) ever met, it would be in Hell. And it would be (Jury had said) a brief meeting indeed, since Cyril could walk through flames without singeing his burnished copper fur. Houdini (they had both agreed) would have got free faster from that underwater escape if he’d had Cyril with him.

Fiona had two dozen sardine tins in the filing cabinet, which she was constantly using to replace the ones that Cyril ate. Cyril loved the box; it was a second home. Sluggish from his meal, he would sometimes nap on the can and Fiona would have to drag him out before Racer returned. Jury told her not to worry; Cyril could scent Racer’s approach from vast distances. The cat could hear him, smell him, even see him when Racer was pushing open the glass door of New Scotland Yard. They did not want Racer to think his contraption wasn’t working, or his inventiveness might take a nose-dive and he’d revert to some other means of disposal, like painting the carpet with poison.

Yes, thought Jury, the depression was lifting, as he saw Fiona’s eye rove the room in search of the cat Cyril. He was missing, and Jury knew where he was, though Racer hadn’t twigged it. Jury screened his eyes with his hand in a posture of sickliness that allowed him to look at the bottom of the bookcase that Racer had converted into a drinks cabinet. Tiny tinklings of glass emerged from it. Racer could cup his ears all he wanted, but he was getting deaf.

The cabinet was fitted with doors easily opened by hitching a finger (or paw) in the handle. Unfortunately, Racer would walk by occasionally and kick the door shut. He had commissioned Fiona to get a lock and key, grumbling (Fiona’d told Jury) about the char being at the booze bin again. (“That’s what he calls it, imagine? Common, ain’t it?” she’d added, tossing down her nail file and picking up the buffer.)

Inside the cabinet were two or three bottles each of Rémy, Tanqueray, Black Bush and aged Scotch, fallen off backs of vans (according to Fiona): gifts from villains that Racer had done little favors for. There was a miniature replica of a beer keg with a spout and a small cup for catching the whiskey. Right at eye level, if you were a cat. Cyril often wandered from the inner to the outer office in a weaving, wondering way.

“He’ll get sick,” Fiona had said after one of the booze bin jaunts.

“Cyril? You know he’s only doing it to drive Racer crazy.”

“Maybe he should have a liver test.”

 • • • 

“If you want my opinion,” said Fiona, nodding toward her beloved (now sick) superintendent, “a couple of weeks off—”

“No, I do not want your opinion, Miss Clingmore. I cannot recall the last time—if ever there was one—that I wanted your opinion.” He was still twirling his thumbs, looking from his secretary to his superintendent with that got you both on the run, haven’t I? expression.

Fiona pursed her bright red lips and said, hefting the pile of papers, “So you want me to shred this lot, I expect.” She quietly chewed her gum and regarded him, poker-faced.

Racer’s already alcohol-mottled face flushed a rosier red. “Shred? I do not shred papers.”

“No? What about all them—those—letters to the commissioner last year. You surely didn’t tell me to file—”

“Take those papers and your jeweled talons” (Fiona was deeply into nail art) “out of here. And see if that cat’s roaming the halls and walking across the forensics lab tables. Do you hear me?”

With the weight of the papers, she still managed an indifferent shrug. “Well, I still say anyone that’s not had sick leave in fifteen years deserves more consideration.” Turning to go, she added, “I’ll just take these to the shredder.”

Fiona exited to the tiny tinkle of glass on glass.
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Wiggins was still holding a copy of Time Out in one hand and with the other pouring a dollop of vinegar into a glass of water to which he then added a spoonful of honey.

Jury just shook his head. That Wiggins had got to the point where he could measure his medications without even looking up from his reading was proof of a practiced hand indeed. “I’m not talking Fisherman’s Friends and charcoal biscuits, I’m talking sick, Wiggins.” Jury was yanking open the drawer of a filing cabinet. “The real thing, official sickdom, sicko, down-for-the-count.” Jury took one of the forms from the drawer on his sergeant’s desk. “Something only a week or two in the country can fix. The damned things have enough copies, don’t they?” Jury fingered the multicolored form.

Wiggins stopped tapping his honeyed spoon against the glass and looked from Time Out to the form to Jury, frowning. “I don’t understand, sir.”

“Two weeks off, flat on my back. More or less.” Jury scratched his head over the wording of a question. When was this illness first evidenced? He felt like answering, My first meeting with Chief Superintendent A. E. Racer. . . . He glanced over at Wiggins’s desk. The sergeant was slightly pale. It was, Jury supposed, one thing to be medicating oneself for a sore throat with honey and vinegar while still at one’s desk; it was quite another to have illness stamped with the imprimatur of officialdom.

Jury scratched away, half-conscious of the sergeant’s rather ragged breathing. Practicing for the doctor himself, perhaps? He looked up; Wiggins was looking at Jury sadly. Across the corner of the entertainment magazine he held was a banner saying, The Last Wind Blows. Whatever that meant. The cover showed the face of a young man, head thrown back, eyes closed, mouth open. Round his neck was a strap holding a sleek white guitar. Across the picture of the guitarist was written SIROCCO, the white cursive letters streaming across the cover as if wind were blowing the letters away. “I need a different climate. Warm. Sand, sea, warm breezes.”

Wiggins said, “My doctor suggested just that a while back. A year or two ago.”

Jury smiled at the fact that now Wiggins sounded somewhat envious. “What are you putting down, sir? Not that you don’t need time off—”

Jury nodded toward the magazine. “Or Time Out. Nervous collapse, how about that? He certainly looks as if he might have one.”

Wiggins flipped the magazine over, looked at the cover, said, “Well, apparently he thinks he is. ‘The Last Wind Blows.’ It’s his last concert.”

“Whose?” Jury looked up. Where had he seen the face?

“Charlie Raine’s. He’s lead guitarist for this rock group, Sirocco. Surely you’ve heard of them.”

That was it. Posters tacked up around London. “Last concert? God, he looks like he just started his last form in public school.”

“A shame, isn’t it?”

Jury penned in another answer to another inane question. “A publicity stunt, more likely.”

“I don’t know, sir. Actually, when you think of it, success is pretty hard on a person.”

Putting aside his pen, Jury said, “We should know.”

“What sea and what sands are you going to?” His smile was like the last tiny sliver of waning moon.

“Yorkshire.”

The magazine fell to the desk; the pen dropped. They had been across the North Yorkshire moors years ago. It was not the high point in Sergeant Wiggins’s career.

“West Yorkshire, Wiggins. Warmer.”

Wiggins gave him a sickly smile.

Jury rose, stretched, and got out a cigarette. He went round to Wiggins’s desk and added, looking down at the picture of the young singer, “And maybe awhile in Cornwall. Don’t you have a day or two of leave coming up?” Jury nodded at the form. “Why don’t you take it?”

Wiggins took fright momentarily. “I expect you could call that sea and sand,” he said with an unusual turn of mild humor.

Jury lit a cigarette, looked at the face on Time Out.

“Heathrow was flooded with fans. They had enough police for a terrorist attack. Carole-anne was probably there,” said Wiggins.

“Living Hell seems to be her group.”

“Oh, that’s hard to believe. They’re passé.”

Sergeant Wiggins often surprised him with a knowledge of unusual or arcane subjects, totally unrelated to his work.

“She’s been poring over maps and timetables for a week now in her spare time.”

“Is she taking a trip, then? I’ll miss her.”

Wiggins could move quickly from speculation to a fait accompli. And then, Jury realized, so could he. He shoved the form to one side, drumming his fingers impatiently. “What about the Devon-Cornwall constabulary? What did Superintendent—what was his name?”

“Goodall, sir. He’s passed away, sir.” Wiggins looked into his glass as if it were the funeral wine. “Last year it was. I got a chief detective inspector, though.”

“What did he say?”

Wiggins took a large swallow from his glass of honey-vinegar elixir before answering. “Nothing very helpful; he seemed reluctant to go into it. That it had been over eight years, after all. Couldn’t dredge up the details off the top of his mind.”

“No one’s asking for the top of his mind.” Jury leaned back, looked up at the ceiling molding. A spider was swinging precariously from a thread of its broken web. “They must have a fairly thick dossier on that kidnapping; even I remembered the essentials, and I wasn’t in Cornwall. Couldn’t he take the trouble to have one of his lackeys open the files?”

“He was at home, sir. In Penzance. Said I’d got him in from his garden. Staking up some ornamental trees, or something, that a storm had—”

“Swell.” Jury thought for a moment. “It’s the Devon-Cornwall constabulary.” He reached for the telephone. “Maybe Macalvie knows something.”
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THE QUESTION WASN’T whether Divisional Commander Macalvie knew something but whether he knew everything, a conviction that his Scene-of-Crimes expert assumed he held, and that she was in the process of challenging.

Since Gilly Thwaite was a woman, and Macalvie’s lack of tolerance was legendary, none of her colleagues at the Devon headquarters had expected her to last five minutes in the bracing presence of Brian Macalvie.

But Macalvie’s suffering others to live had nothing to do with sex, age, creed, species. He had no end of tolerance as long as nobody made a mistake in the job. And he was fond of saying that he understood and sympathized with the possibility of human error. If the monkey could really type Hamlet, he’d take the monkey on a case with him any day before ninety percent of his colleagues.

He couldn’t understand (which is to say, he didn’t give a bloody damn) why people found him difficult to work with. Occasionally, someone who’d actually got a transfer (requests for them had become routine) would burst into his office and tell him off. One had actually accepted a demotion to Kirkcudbright and told Macalvie Scotland was hardly far enough away from him; he’d asked for Mars. Macalvie was part Scot himself, and had just sat there, chewing his gum, warming his hands under his armpits, his copper hair glimmering in a slant of sun and the acetylene torches of his blue eyes turned down a bit from boredom, and replied that the sergeant was lucky it was Scotland because he’d forgot to do up his fly, and in Kirkcudbright maybe he could wear a kilt.

Not everyone on the force hated Macalvie; the police dogs loved him. They knew a cop with a good nose. The dogs belonged to the ten percent of the population Macalvie thought had it together. He only wished he could say the same for their trainers. And the fingerprint team. And forensics. And especially for the police doctors. At this point Macalvie had read so many books on pathology he could have earned a degree.

So ten percent—well, seven on an especially bad day—comprised that part of the population Macalvie thought might possibly know what they were doing. Gilly Thwaite was one, although one would be hard put to know why from the dialogue going on between them when Jury’s call came through.

“You’re not the pathologist, Chief Superintendent.” Gilly Thwaite only tossed him a title, like a bone, when she was being sarcastic.

Actually, he didn’t care what he was called, except when he was being sarcastic. He said, “Thank God I’m not that one. The last time he opened his murder bag I thought I saw a hammer and a spanner. He’d make a better plumber.” He shoved the diagram she’d slapped on his desk aside and went back to the same deep immersion in the newspaper she’d chortled about when she came in. “You? Reading on the job?”

This he had ignored and he tried to ignore her now. Her argument was perfectly intelligent; it was just wrong. The item in the Telegraph was sending up his blood pressure.

Still, she mashed her finger at the diagram, a drawing of the trajectory a bullet might have made from entrance to exit wound. “The entrance wound is here, see, here. The bullet couldn’t possibly have lodged there—”

He regarded her over the edge of the paper. “The bullet could’ve glanced off one of the ribs.”

“Macalvie, you can’t go into court and say our own pathologist is wrong.”

“Not going to. I’m going to say he’s not a pathologist, he’s a plumber.”

Gilly Thwaite was shaking her head rapidly; her ordinarily tight brown curls had got longer because she hadn’t had time to cut her hair.

“Your hair is turning to snakes, Medusa.”

She pounded her fist on his desk so hard the telephone jumped as it rang and she squealed in frustration.

He snatched it up. Anything for a reprieve. “Macalvie,” he said.

“My God, Macalvie, are you sticking a pig?”

“Hullo, Jury. No, just Gilly Thwaite. Get out, will you?”

“I just got here,” said Jury.

“Her.” Silence. “I shut my eyes. She’s still here. Go get a haircut.” Back to Jury. “I was just reading about it.”

Although he was slightly startled by Macalvie’s mind-reading, he didn’t question it. “Roger Healey, you mean.”

“Why else would you be calling, unless you too have some inane theory on the trajectory of a bullet through human organs. She’s still here. I’ve been teaching her about ribs. How every body has them, and there’s a heart, and lungs. I think she’s ready for her first term of pre-med. I’m flattered. The case was in the less-than-expert hands of Superintendent Goodall of our Cornwall constabulary.”

“The chief inspector Wiggins talked to said the case was closed; he said he couldn’t remember much about it.”

“Billy Healey was walking along a public footpath with his mum—correction, stepmum, which it seemed to make a big difference to some minds—walking along this footpath about four hundred yards below their house on the coast, an isolated house—”

Jury nodded to Wiggins quickly to pick up the extension. Wiggins did, very quietly, getting out his notebook at the same time.

“—near Polperro. That’s about thirty, forty miles from Plymouth—Wiggins. How’s January treating you?”

As if that were a cue, Wiggins sneezed and said hello, himself. “How’d you know I was here?” Wiggins smiled at this little magic act of the divisional commander’s.

“Nobody breathes like you, Wiggins. It’s an especially uplifting sound. Shall I start again?”

Said Jury, “I think I can remember those details. I’ll try hard.”

“Let’s hope so. Anyway, it was around four, maybe a little after, and they were walking. Nell Healey—that’s the stepmother—said that they’d been walking the path so that Billy could look for bird eggs. They usually did this in the afternoon, she said, even though they never found any, but it was a fantasy both of them seemed to get a kick out of. Anyway, Billy said he was going in to fix some sandwiches for him and Toby. Toby was indoors.

“The way his stepmother put it, Billy ran and walked by turns over the ground back to the house and would turn and wave every so often.” He paused and Jury heard some rustling of papers and what sounded like the click of Macalvie’s cigarette lighter.

Wiggins frowned. “Thought you’d given that up, Superintendent.”

“I wish you’d join my forensics team, Wiggins. They can’t see their own shoes much less through telephones.”

“You know what your doctor—”

“Wiggins.” Jury gave him a look.

“Oh, sorry, sir. Sorry to interrupt, Mr. Macalvie. He’d just gone back to the house for the sandwiches.”

Macalvie continued. “He didn’t come back.”

There was a pause and an uncharacteristic clearing of his throat, as if something had lodged there. One might have thought the divisional commander was getting emotional.

Wiggins didn’t take it this way: “How many packs a day are you up to by now?”

“Into thin air, you’d think. She waited and finally went back to the house. Thought he’d got caught up in some game with Toby, couldn’t find either of them, and then thought maybe he was doing the hide-and-seek bit with her. So for a while she wasn’t anxious. And, of course, it’s not like losing sight of your kid in the middle of Oxford Street or Petticoat Lane. Then she looked outside, everywhere, and then she called the police. Do you want all this detail or just the highlights?”

“I’m amazed you remember all this detail. It wasn’t even your case.”

Another pause. “Well, let’s say I took an interest. A kid being held for five million in ransom money—”

Wiggins whistled, went on writing.

“That’s a case you can hardly avoid developing an interest in. And watching Goodall making a right cock-up of it. There was one botched attempt by his men to make contact with the kidnappers. I was detective sergeant then.” The tone was a combination of wistfulness and wonder.

Even Macalvie had once been a constable. Even as a divisional commander, he didn’t hesitate to do constable’s duty. Jury had watched him write a traffic ticket once. Macalvie’s net got tossed out and anything that came up he inspected closely. Anyone else in his position would throw back the little-fish cases. Macalvie would dissect minnows. “You assigned yourself to it, more or less?” asked Jury, smiling.

“I got myself assigned to it.”

Even as a police sergeant, Macalvie was known to be better than most of the men on the force.

“You know the story about the actual investigation; you’ve obviously read the accounts—”

“I’d rather hear your version.”

“I don’t blame you. I got myself assigned to the Healey case because there is nothing, nothing as touch-and-go as an abduction. I’d sooner try to balance on razorblades than negotiate a kidnapping. You know the pressures that exist there and the chances of getting the person back. The need for rational thought. Well, it’s pretty hard to be rational when it’s your kid. And let me tell you the emotions churning round that house could have bulldozed half of Dockland.”

“ ‘I’ve told you and told you not to come here alone,’ Citrine—Nell Healey’s father—kept saying. People love hindsight; we’d rather look back any day than forward. What a scene, what a scene. Blaming the kid’s stepmother for not taking better care of him. Then there was the father, Healey, who was pretty much useless, ranting around and yelling at the mother—stepmother, excuse me—‘How could you leave him alone, Nell? Didn’t you ever stop to think Billy might be a target for kidnappers?’ I ask you, Jury. ‘Mummy, I’m going to make a sandwich,’ and she’s supposed to be sitting there wondering if he’ll be kidnapped? Okay, I’m not a father—”

Jury smiled slightly.

“—but it seemed to me old Roger could have been offering comfort and succor to his wife instead of hurling insults. Citrine was at least levelheaded enough to get down to business. He seemed pretty cool, though it was taking its toll on him, obviously.”

Watching the tiny spider repairing its web, Jury asked, “How did she react? Nell Healey? What did she say to all this negligence bit?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing?” Jury frowned, looked over at Wiggins scratching away on his pad. He was better than a tape recorder.

At the other end of the telephone, Macalvie let out a sigh. “Nothing. She was sitting on a window seat, a kind of bay window, and looking out, as if to sea. I thought she was out of it, frankly. In shock, or something. All the while Goodall was talking. He had a very soothing voice, and he was trying to assure Citrine—all of them—that the police were doing everything in their power. He gave the Kidnapping Speech, or what I think of as the Kidnapping Speech: ‘Mr. Healey, as we’re dealing with a crime that can mean life imprisonment, it’s always possible that the victim might be harmed in some way. Naturally, you need some assurance that the boy is still alive—’ The Kidnapping Speech went on. How, if Citrine paid this ransom, it would be best to have a detective go with him, the usual crap. Argument over more police intervention further endangering the boys’ lives. Argument over marked bills. Argument over police going along. Argument over publicity. Argument over Roger Healey insisting on paying, period. Charles Citrine talking to somebody from the bank—there was a V.I.P. there from Lloyd’s. It went on.”

“But Citrine finally refused to pay up.”

There was another pause. “It wasn’t Citrine, see.”

“The ransom wasn’t paid.”

“Citrine was directing the Lloyd’s person to get the money ready. I was sick of listening to the usual codswallop of junk about ‘options’ and ‘alternatives.’ So I said, ‘You hand over that money and you’re signing both those kids’ death warrants.’ ”

Jury shook his head. “That’s the ‘negotiation’-type thing we’re talking about?”

“Jury, you know and I know, and I’m sure Goodall knew the chances. Not just the chances but the game. You know the way people like that think—”

“I wish I did.”

“Then I’m telling you: they say to themselves, Now I’ve got the money, what do I do with the evidence? Especially if it has eyes and ears? At least until they get the money, there’s a chance they’ll keep the victim alive.”

“I’m not arguing with you, Macalvie. Tell me the story.”

Another pause. It seemed to worry Macalvie if someone wasn’t arguing with him. Some people were like that; they needed it just to sort things out. Macalvie wasn’t asking for approval; he was asking for consultation. “Okay. The minute I said that, they all started rabbiting on, the biggest rabbit being Superintendent Goodall, who quickly told me to shut up. Actually, he went frostbitten with anger. Roger Healey shouted at me. It was the ‘how-can-you-know?’ routine. Citrine looked pretty ashen, but at least he was trying to keep his head. Finally, he said, ‘You might be right. But then you might be wrong.’ ”

“That pretty much covers the ground.” He could almost see Macalvie smile. “Then?”

“Then he said he’d pay any amount of money to get Billy back.”

“But you changed his mind?”

Silences from Macalvie were unusual. There’d been at least three in this accounting, and now there was another. Jury could almost hear the air hum out there in Exeter. “No. It was Nell Healey’s mind. She turned her head from that window she’d been staring through and gave me a look that could cut diamonds. I must admit it even pinned me to the wall. Well, you’ve met her—”

“Just go on, Brian.”

“And she said, ‘I think you’re right; don’t pay it.’ And then she turned back to the window. Here I thought she wasn’t taking in anything, that she was in shock, that—well, let me tell you, that got to me, that did. Apparently, she’d been taking it all in: Goodall’s speech, the others’ yelling, her old man’s intentions—all of it. And hell broke loose. I thought Roger Healey would throttle her right then and there. It was the exact opposite scenario, wasn’t it? You see all these films where the wife is wild, tearful, pleading for the rational husband to pay, pay, pay.”

“But he didn’t. I don’t understand, if it was two against one.”

“It could have been a dozen against one. She had the money.”

Jury sat up suddenly. “I thought it was Roger Healey’s or the father’s money.”

“No way. Those two had some, sure. Healey had a little, Charles Citrine quite a bit of his own. But not five million, not that kind of money. It wasn’t them the kidnappers were holding up; it was the stepmother. She had the money. Her mother Helen’s money, apparently, a fortune. Some left to the husband—but he had his own, anyway—a bequest to the sister-in-law, the rest to her daughter.”

It was true that the accounts said that the Citrine-Healey family had refused to pay the ransom. Not which one of them. Charles Citrine had been the spokesman; therefore, the assumption was that it was his considered opinion that the police were right; paying the money would do nothing to insure his grandson’s safety. Indeed, it might jeopardize it.

Jury’s head was in his hand; he was thinking of Nell Healey, remembering those hours during which he’d followed her.

“Eight years later,” said Macalvie, “she kills her husband. Why?”

Rubbing his hand through his hair as if that might wake up his brain, Jury said, “I don’t know, Macalvie.”

Another silence. “That is one awesome lady, Jury.”

Thus did Nell Healey join the ten percent of the population Divisional Commander Macalvie could live with.
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THE NARROW HOUSE in the street in Mayfair was flanked by a jeweler and an art dealer, both of them so pricey that each shop window displayed only a single piece: a sapphire necklace that seemed to float above its crystal display pole; and, in the art dealer’s, a single painting in a heavy gilt frame suspended by nearly invisible wires. Mayfair itself seemed suspended in some dimension that escaped the pull of gravity.

Inside the offices of Smart Publishing, Jury found another dimension of light and muted sound—sylvan music piping from hidden speakers that went well with walls painted watery yellow; the rooms, the hallway were relieved only by an off-white that shaded into the pale color. It had the look of meringue, possibly conceived by the editor of the cookery column.

From what Jury could tell in the reception room where he sat thumbing through Segue, there were two other magazines—a glossy one called Travelure, and an artier number called New Renascence. He loved that title. It was devoted to, or divided between, haunts and habitats of the moneyed. Interiors filled with marble, mauve curtains, Kirman carpets, and gloved servants; al fresco scenes by sun-beaded pools; acres of landscaped gardens and deep-shadowed paths through cypress and lacy willows, made for trysts and meditations. A world, in other words, that existed nowhere except between the covers of New Renascence.

Segue was by far the most serious of the three, in addition to being the most expensive, the richest and glossiest. No tales of the buskers’ lot here, Jury was sure. On the cover was a serious-looking, serious-minded cellist against a backdrop of blue velvet. Jury was trying to place the name, but giving up because he knew he’d never really heard of the cellist, when the receptionist walked in with a cup of coffee. Bone china, not plastic.

She stopped short and asked him his business. He told her he had an appointment to see Mr. Martin Smart. When that failed to budge her, he added (after shoving his warrant card forward), or anyone else who just happened to know Roger Healey—did she, for instance? That sent her quickly to her desk, where the china cup and saucer rattled as she picked up the interoffice phone.

Having got the okay, she said, in a high, strident voice that detracted from a soft, mellow body, that she would take him to Mr. Smart. Three flights up, and they hadn’t a lift.

He followed her from staircase to staircase. Her hips swayed nicely beneath the gray silk dress whose shadows shimmered and dissolved as she moved. Otherwise, everything about her seemed to come to points: the tips of her breasts and the tips of her shoes; her chin, her tilted eyes, the wing shape made stronger by artful application of kohl liner; her glimmering hairdo of shellacked, highlighted spikes. She reminded Jury of a small, rocky promontory. As he followed down the hall of the top floor, he felt a pang; it was poignant in a way; for she now reminded him of a thirteen-year-old getting herself up in an older sister’s garb, who would have been excessively pretty had she not tried to be glamorous.

She stood at the doorway of Mr. Smart’s office, which was empty of Mr. Smart, and said, “He’ll be here in just a minute.”

Jury nodded. “Thanks.” When Jury smiled at her, she smiled herself, but uncertainly, and kept her hand on the porcelain doorknob, swinging the door slightly back and forth, biting her lip, perhaps thinking she might linger there herself for the moment of Mr. Smart’s absence. She had very small white teeth. Definitely thirteen, he decided, even though she was thirty.

 • • • 

Jury seated himself in a pricey-looking leather chair that seemed, in its softness, to fold around him. The dark green walls stenciled in old gold beneath an old gold molding, the floor-to-ceiling bookcases, the library steps, the mahogany escritoire that housed a wet-bar, the massive desk, the Italian leather furniture all struck Jury as expecting the imminent return of the CEO. The desk itself was piled with papers and magazines, all artfully arranged in stand-and-deliver stacks. Jury craned his neck to look at the wet-bar. No cat in there; Mr. Smart had settled instead for Courvoisier and hand-cut crystal. The whole office looked hand-cut. Indeed it was the most bespoken-appearing room Jury had ever seen—everything measured, trimmed, and cut to precise tastes.

Jury turned and half rose when one of the personnel (the only one not dressed to the nines that Jury had seen in these offices) stalked in, leaving in his wake a trail of papers, plunked the rest on the desk, and turned to leave, nodding to Jury.

At least Jury thought he had turned to leave. Instead he folded his arms under sweaty armpits and asked Jury what he wanted, in an abstracted and rather unfriendly tone. But before Jury could answer, he’d navigated the lake of the desk, sat down, and reduced everything on it to a shambles within five seconds.

Martin Smart made annoyed clicking sounds with his tongue, murmured he wished to hell she’d leave his stuff alone, how was he supposed to find a goddamn thing? The ordered desk files became a swimming mass. Apparently satisfied, he stuffed a cold-looking, rather shredded stump of cigar in his mouth, folded his arms, and sent papers aflutter as his arms clamped down on them. He said to Jury, “Something I can do for you? Oh, don’t bother with that.”

Jury had bent in his chair to pick up a few of the orphaned papers that Smart had left in his wake.

“I can find them easier if they’re down there. What can I do for you?” he repeated, round his cold cigar. He seemed to be running his hands underneath the papers searching for matches, gave it up, opened a drawer, peered in, gave that up, and asked Jury if he’d like a drink.

“No, thanks. Like a light?”

Smart yanked the cigar from his mouth, looked at its unpleasant condition, shrugged and said, “Why bother?” He put it down on the papers. “You’re a superintendent, right?”

“Right.”

Mr. Smart pursed his lips and shook his head in wonder. “How’d you get that high? Wha’d’ya have to do to get way up there?”

He sounded genuinely interested, as if he were either doing a bio on Jury or thinking of applying for a job with the C.I.D.

“It’s not the rarefied air you might imagine. Chief superintendent, assistants to commissioner, and the commissioner himself. They’re all above me. No one’s above you.”

Martin Smart seemed to like this analogy. He smiled broadly. “Wrong. You’re forgetting the readers.” He squinted, leaned over his mess of papers, and said, “Superintendent Jury. Jury, Jury, Jury.” He tapped a staccato beat with his index fingers. “Where’ve I heard that name? Oh, hell. You were the one at that place up in West Yorkshire when—”

“Roger Healey was shot.” Jury couldn’t somehow bring himself to say murdered.

Smart clapped his hand to his forehead. He made a quick turn in his leather swivel chair, rolled it over to the green-curtained window bay, sat like a patient in a wheelchair staring out from his hospital prison, then turned and inched the chair back. “Roger.” He found a cigarette and a silver-brushed lighter that had managed to go missing under a cover of old Segue copies. “Hell.”

“You were close to him, were you?”

“Not exactly. He wasn’t a staffer; he was a contributor. But absolutely one of the best. First rate. A few times he’d bring in a piece and we’d talk. A nice man. A really nice man. Old Alice out there”—he poked his cigarette toward the hall—“had a real thing for him. All the women did. Well, he was nice to them, wasn’t he? Bring round flowers and candy.” He knocked some ash from his cigarette with the tip of his little finger. “A damned bloody shame, that was. No one can figure it out.”

“Did you ever meet Mrs. Healey?”

“Never did, no.”

“Any of your staff know Roger Healey? Aside from the flowers and candy?” Jury smiled to take the bite from his tone.

“Might ask Mavis. Mavis Crewes.” He leaned back and stared up at the rococo ceiling molding with a frown that suggested he had no idea who’d done the fancy plastering job or why. “Mavis, Mavis, Mavis.”

Martin Smart seemed to have a ritualistic fascination with names. “Who’s she, and where?” Jury had his notebook out.

“Managing editor of Travelure. Isn’t that a hell of a name? I wanted to call it Travel, period. Our marketing people—and Mavis, of course—argued there must be a dozen going under that name.” He flashed Jury a smile. “Find one. Find one that isn’t tarted up with something in the name that’s to make you think you’re heading for the end of the rainbow. So I suggested calling it Holy Grail. You know, I honestly think they’d have bought it. Anyway, Mavis is good at her job; she’s been thirty years in the business. I leave her alone.”

The implication was that he was happy to have Mavis leave him alone. “Is she here today?”

Again Smart’s eyes lifted to the ornamental ceiling as he shook his head. “I told her she could work at home whenever she wanted. Naturally, she travelures a lot of the time. She’s big on Africa. Kenya. So forth. Her husband was a safari nut. She lives somewhere near Kensington Gardens. Old Alice can give you the address. Hold it.” Smart hit the intercom, got old Alice, and scribbled down the information. “Here.” He handed the address to Jury. Then he sat scratching his fingers through his hair, hard, making a spiky, stand-up mess of it. It appeared to be his way of reducing stress, something like Churchill and his ten-minute naps. “Since it’s clear that the wife murdered him, why are you here? I don’t understand.”

“Just trying to tie up a few loose ends.”

“Having to do with Roger?”

“Not only Mr. Healey.”

“Pretty soon you’re going to say ‘routine investigation, sir.’ The papers made a big thing out of the kidnapping of those boys all that time ago.”

Jury nodded.

“Does that tie in?”

“I don’t know.”

“You’re a mine of information.” Smart washed the sea of papers about for no apparent reason. “You should work on one of these rags we publish.”

“Everyone liked Roger Healey, then?”

Martin Smart gave Jury a sharp look. “Far as I know. Shouldn’t we have done?”

“Of course. It’s just that a person who’s universally liked . . .” Jury shrugged.

“A cynic, too.” The trick smile showed itself again. “I know what you mean, but I don’t know what you’re up to. I wouldn’t say universally liked. There’s probably a few concert musicians who could have flayed him, I don’t know. The thing about his reviews, though, is they weren’t laced with stings and arrows. Edgy, sometimes.” He started gathering up papers and stacking them neatly, then stopped and dealt them out as if they were playing poker. “Of course, there’s Duckworth.”

“Duckworth?”

“Morry. He’s American. Rhythm and blues, straight blues, heavy metal, reggae, New Wave, that stuff. They call it rock and roll.”

“He doesn’t—didn’t like Roger Healey?”

“Means little. Duckworth doesn’t like anyone. Except me. I found him glued to his earphones in the Village—New York City. Let me tell you, it took a lot to lure him over here. I hate that effing word. I only toss him out because you’re clearly determined to find someone who didn’t like Roger. Sounds a bit biased, if you don’t mind my saying so. But I’m sure the Met has reasons the mind will never know. Here’s Duckworth’s number.” Again, he handed Jury a scrap of paper, torn from a letter from the chairman of the board, Jury noticed when he looked at it. “It’s probably a prison cell.”
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