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Foreword

The Double V Mysteries series begins in the spring of 1949 in Hartford, Connecticut, when a recent ex-con finds his fortunes, or misfortunes, linked with a recent widow whose husband is murdered.  Elmer Vartanian’s and Juliet Van Allen’s (their surnames are the Double V of the series title) share a mutually intriguing crime-solving partnership that continues from Cadmium Yellow, Blood Red, the first book in the series; through a New Year’s Eve party in a snowbound mansion in Speak Out Before You Die; and a horse show in Dismount and Murder in the summer of 1950.  

This eBook “box set” is comprised of those first three books in the series.

If you like the romance and charm of a classic film, this “cozy noir” will remind you of an era when character-driven stories were elegant, subtle, and even a grim dark alley might lead to the glamour of evening dress and a champagne cocktail.

For more adventures in the continuing series, please see my website and mailing list for updates and special offers!
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A museum heist, a missing child, a murder, a recent ex-con and an even more recent widow.  How many times do we have to pay for our mistakes before life sends us a reprieve?

Juliet Van Allen, museum administrator, discovers that her artist husband is having an affair with another woman. Elmer Vartanian, recently released from prison for a museum robbery, is coerced into helping scout her museum for a heist by a gang that has kidnapped his daughter. Juliet’s husband is murdered. Did she kill him?  She needs an alibi – so does the ex-con.

Cadmium Yellow, Blood Red is the first book in the Double V Mysteries series set in New England in the late 1940s and early 1950s.

If you like the romance and charm of a classic film, this “cozy noir” will remind you of an era when dramatic stories were elegant, subtle, and even a grim dark alley might lead to the glamour of evening dress and a champagne cocktail.

Enter a world where Modern Art meets old-fashioned murder and take a back seat in Juliet’s sleek 1949 Lincoln Cosmopolitan for a fast ride to outrun danger – now.
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Cadmium Yellow, Blood Red


By Jacqueline T. Lynch
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Chapter One
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“The last spring of the 1940s.”

Juliet said it aloud this time, with equal parts anticipation and regret. Drumming slender white-gloved fingers on the steering wheel as she waited for the light to turn green, giving it her warmest smile as a thank you, she made a left-hand turn onto Asylum Street.

Past the fashionable Bond Hotel, she stomped her brake hard, with heart-pounding, if momentary, panic on discovering the large and dirty tailgate of the Hampden Ale truck in front of her with the logo: “You Get More Out of Hampden.”

Stopping just in time, nearly getting more out of Hampden than she wanted, she chuckled a mea culpa at the motto when the flow of traffic resumed, given a reprieve by still being alive.

Juliet sometimes looked for signposts in her life, more supernatural than what was normally found on beer truck advertising or cooperative traffic lights, and invented them when they were not really there. Only dimly aware of this trait, she would have balked had someone accused her of needing some existential hand-holding. Proud and somewhat vain about her independent streak, nevertheless a vague sense of being imprisoned gnawed at her lately.

Perhaps it was her approaching thirtieth birthday, though Juliet told herself she did not care.

Making love on her free afternoon was all she cared about right now.

She left the car for the parking attendant and shot a glance at the upper floor of the apartment building. Kurt was not expecting her, but she knew he preferred surprises.

Hartford, Connecticut, breathed easy, in its own self-superior way, and the sun-warmed sidewalk flecked with the reddish droppings of buds from the maple trees, with their tentative crop of tiny new leaves seemed to indicate that the winter landscape had all been a mirage.

The trees in front of their apartment house were something that she would have painted. However, Kurt would dismiss the idea with derisive laughter as a Norman Rockwell Saturday Evening Post cover, and move onto deeper subjects in his conversation and in his art.

Juliet entered the apartment house lobby. Mr. Percy, the desk manager with the paunch and the jet-black dyed fringe of hair around his otherwise bald head, said, “Good afternoon.”

She would have painted Mr. Percy, too, if only for the novelty of his dyed fringe of hair. When she joked about it to Kurt, he suggested with his own peculiar effortless sarcasm that she ask Mr. Percy to model for her nude.

Mr. Percy looked up at her smiling, as if pleasantly surprised, on cue. Juliet stifled a chuckle, invariably reminded of Kurt’s nude remark, which is all she thought of now whenever she saw Mr. Percy.

The officious desk manager, unaware of her comic fantasies, certainly was surprised, for she usually worked until at least six, sometimes later. It was only four o'clock. Juliet considered announcing she had come home early to make love with her husband, but Mr. Percy was just too easy to fluster. She wondered, with what Kurt might say was disingenuous flippancy, if it mightn’t kill him.

Juliet took the elevator to the fourth-floor apartment. The elevator operator, a tall, thin, young black man about twenty named Tommy also gave her a somewhat smile of unexpected pleasure. She wondered if this was indicative of a very well-trained and polite staff or if she really had been so hidebound in her habits, and, if anybody, actually, could be that pleased to see her. She hoped Kurt would be.

“Did you take your car off the blocks, yet, Tommy?”

He caught her eye with a conspirator’s look.

“This weekend. I can’t wait.”

“I’m surprised you’ve been stalling. Winter’s got to be over by now.”

“You can stop teasing me. I needed a tire.”

Tommy brought her to her floor. When the doors opened, he wished her a good afternoon.

“Thank you, Tommy.” Her footsteps echoed in the empty hall, and she touched the key to the keyhole.

She opened the door quietly, with no shouts of greeting. Surprising him was one thing, disturbing his work was another.

Juliet hoped that Kurt was continuing with the series on the Modern Woman. She put her keys in her purse and placed her purse down on the credenza against the wall, above which there was a mirror here in the alcove before the living room. A half wall with a wrought iron railing, which always made the person looking through the balusters seem as if he were in prison, separated the alcove from the living room. She turned and looked into the mirror to remove her hat, a soft, small peach-colored cap that matched her suit and clung to the crown of her blonde hair. She lifted her arms to reach for the hatpin with her right hand and hold her hat with her left, when her eyes were diverted by the flickered reflection of activity in the living room behind her.

She became only then just aware of a low muffled voice or more like a series of human noises. Lowering her arms slowly, pivoting with a gracefulness as if it had been rehearsed, Juliet looked through the thin, ironwork balustrade into the living room.

She noticed for the first time that the furniture had been pushed aside. The two couches were pulled away from each other and the coffee table had been moved against one of them, leaving a large clear area in front of the fireplace. She gripped the wrought iron bars like a prisoner in jail, stood on tiptoe and pulled herself up a couple inches and looked down over one of the couches. Of the two naked people vigorously making love on a blanket on the living room floor, she could recognize Kurt, but not the woman whose face was hidden.

Juliet lowered herself to her heels again. Her heart leaped into second gear, her breathing shot in gasps all the more painful from trying to stifle them. Her throat began to ache. She knew what it was she was seeing, but a fog of more than shock—of resolute stupidity—fell over her. She felt that she needed to look again, really look to make sure she understood the situation.

Juliet stepped quietly around the half wall and almost into the living room. She could make herself look no longer than a moment; it was enough, and too much.

Juliet turned quickly, her head snapping in a jerking movement, an involuntary reaction common to horror, great mirth, and being shot, and stepped back to the door. With a shaking hand, she picked up her purse. Shock and humiliation grabbed her by either arm and escorted her out the door, not even really knowing what she was doing. She only knew where, automatically, to retreat.

Back to her office.

Juliet took the stairs down to the street. She did not want to meet Tommy again. She could not return his smile, or greet him, a friend, without an explanation.

The stairwell behind steel fire doors revealed a quiet refuge, echoing cool solitude down four flights. She shattered the silence with the staccato sound of her heels clicking on the all steps, all the way down to the street. Tingling with cold perspiration, slightly lightheaded as if in the middle of a panic attack, she panted like a runner. Once outside again, she met the spring air, a cool lilac-scented breeze, which, after she had retrieved her car, was the only thing she could remember about the drive back to work. It was like a bookmark between the awful incident and the quiet limbo of her office.

Juliet worked as an assistant director of marketing at the Wadsworth Atheneum, one of the crown jewels of Hartford history. The oldest public art museum in the United States, it had in the 1930s and 1940s begun to shrug off the somewhat stodgy attitude, if not quite all of its reverence for the Hudson River painters, and moved boldly forward to exhibit the works of modern paintings under the direction of its dynamic former curator Chick Austin. Austin brought Italian Baroque, and theater, to the museum, and dance under Balanchine, and created a wing in the modern international style, the first seen in America. Modern Art, Cubism, Surrealism, the works of people like her husband Kurt that she proudly felt were reflective of a parade of modern talent that led right to Kurt.

The scene she had witnessed on her living room floor might have been realistic, but it seemed very, very surreal to her.

Henry, the security guard, looked up at her in surprise when she reentered the building. It was not a look of pleasant surprise, the way Tommy did, the way Mr. Percy did, with solicitude and deference. Just blank surprise. But he gave her an awkward nod, touched his cap.

“Forgot something,” she said, though she did not owe him an explanation and he nodded this time with a smile as if, for no reason, he was relieved.

She closed the door to her office and sat there in silence. Only the singular glare from the 60-watt light bulb on her iron desk lamp lit the room, as if she were in a police interrogation office, interrogating herself.

In a way she was, asking the same questions of how could he? Why?

How long she had sat at her desk quietly crying, staring off to a shadowy wall as if she might find answers there was actually about five hours, until it was a little after nine o'clock. A strange muffled sound roused her from misery. She became conscious after a moment that it came from the ceiling above her. In another moment, she saw the ventilation grate in the ceiling tremble. From inside what she supposed was an air duct, the grate shifted from within the ceiling, revealing a dark hole. Then the worn brown shoes of a man slipped through.

Wrinkled brown socks slipped down to reveal two white, rather hairy ankles, wrinkled brown trousers smeared gray with dust slipped down from the open hole in the ceiling.

The stupor that had overtaken Juliet these last few hours evaporated. She snapped suddenly alert and aware again. Sometime in the past few hours, she had taken off her white gloves. They were bunched in her hand, twisted, wrinkled and damp from wiping her tears with them.

Could she alert Henry?

She looked at her delicate gold wristwatch. Nine o'clock. Had she been here so long? Kurt will be worried.

Kurt would be worried? Yes, Kurt would be so worried he might need to go out and get another date. She cursed his immortal soul and wondered if anyone else was working late. Chauncey, would he still be here? No. Chauncey always took a moment to look in on her. She had an idea that Chauncey liked her, maybe more than he should. She tried not to encourage him, but she tried not to discourage him either, because after all, he was her boss.

Karen was not here either, the secretary she shared with Chauncey. All the office staff would have long gone home by now. There would only be Henry the night watchman and his two assistants.

The trouser legs became a jacket of a slightly different shade of brown and likewise streaked gray with dust. Then the man lowered himself, very gently, like an acrobat, and dropped himself with only the slightest noise to the floor.

Too late for her to turn off the desk lamp. He noticed his own shadow on the wall and turned to face Juliet. She attempted to hide under her desk. But it was too late.

He saw her. She gasped, drawing her arms close to her chest as if protecting herself, clutching her crumpled gloves. He quickly touched his finger to his lips, the sign to hush.

Then he held both his hands up, palms facing outward as if he were surrendering to her, and he touched his finger to his lips again, imploring her to be quiet. He called in a whispered stage voice up to the hole in the ceiling.

“We have to go back. I made a mistake.”

Juliet heard a body shift and some muffled reply in the air shaft somewhere deep behind the ceiling panels above her in an otherworld of ceiling infrastructure. The man took the chair for visitors and brought it to the hole in the ceiling and stood upon it and called softly into his hole again.

“This office, it’s been made over into a supply closet. Door’s locked from the outside. We have to go back and try the other way.”

Another muffled reply in the airshaft.

“I'm not playing games,” he said. “I'm coming back up.”

He looked down at Juliet and touched his finger to his lips again. He called again into the air shaft.

“Someone's coming! Go back! I’ll hide here.”

In another moment, they heard a muffled movement from the ceiling that became more and more faint.

They both knew they were alone. He stared at her intently through the dim glare of the single 60-watt bulb in the black iron gooseneck desk lamp, as if he were deciding what to do. Then he replaced the ceiling panel, and stepped down from the chair, never taking his eyes off hers.

“I won't hurt you. Just don't scream, or we’ll both be in for it.” He said it in a slow, calm, deliberate way, as if he were talking to a small, fretful child, or training a dog. He kept doing that same gesture with his hands. Both slightly raised, as if he were surrendering, palms facing outward to her, patting the air in front of him gently. She finally began to feel her heartbeat slowing, as if his hand motion was making her slow down. She managed a few deep breaths.

He continued, “There's going to be a heist pulled on this museum in two or three days. A week. I don't know yet. I'm not involved in it. I mean, I am, but I'm not a crook. Until about a month ago, I was in prison, but I never stole anything or hurt anybody. These guys, they've got me over a barrel. They've got my kid. And if I don't help them pull off their job, they won't tell me where she is. They might even hurt her.

“I want to set them up, so they get caught. I want to fix it so that the cops or your security staff knows when it’s going to happen. But I don’t want to be here. I don't want them ever to know that I squealed. Do you understand?”

He waited what seemed like weeks for her to nod.

“As soon as I find out what's really happening and when it's going down, I'll contact you. Don't tell them that you found out through me. Just an anonymous tip. Okay?”

“I don't believe any of this.” Juliet finally said, in a faint, shaky voice, the first thing she had said in hours and it was true, and she meant more than just the strange man falling out of the ceiling, or the museum going to be robbed. She meant Kurt McLeod, that miserable lying cheating pig of a husband, whose superior artistic talent was surpassed only by his lust, and perhaps by his arrogance.

“I swear it's true. I want to stop these guys and I don't want to get involved. I got out of prison a month ago. I want to start my life over.”

“What were you in prison for?”

“Breaking into a museum so some guys could rob it.”

Swell.

Juliet had been gripping the armrests of her office chair. She pulled her white-knuckled grip off the chair, put her hands in her lap and began to rub them, leaving her white cotton gloves in knotted ball on the desk. Her wedding ring lay on the desk blotter by the gloves. She had wriggled it off hours ago. Rose gold with three diamonds. Kurt bought it with his separation pay from the Army. Or he said he did. Suddenly her entire history with him was a question mark.

She looked up at the man, noticing that he saw the ring.

“You can have it, the ring...and here, my watch, if you just leave me alone.”

“I don’t want them. I swear, lady, I’m not going to hurt you.”

“I'm not alone. I could scream or call and get help very quickly.”

“There's a security guard on the outside of the building and one on the inside on the first floor. You're alone and there's no one to hear you.”

She swallowed audibly and her heart began to pound again, hammering blood to her temples. Again, he lifted his hands.

“I don't say that to scare you. I know the routines of your schedule and others. You sure weren’t supposed to be here tonight.

“But I'm not here to hurt you. We’re going to walk out of here, you and I, right through the lobby where the security guy is sitting alone. When we pass him, I’m going to look right at him, so that he knows my face. When the cops get involved, he’ll be able to identify me later on if he has to. When we’re out of the building, I’ll leave you and we won't see each other anymore, but I will contact you when I know what the plans are for the break-in so you can alert your staff.

“I’ll even tell you my name, but I’d rather you not tell it to anybody, not yet. But if you need to tell the cops who I am, eventually, my name is Elmer Vartanian. I’ll trust you, if you trust me.”

The name meant nothing to her. She'd never heard it before. Her first thought was that it was a made-up name. It sounded silly enough to be a made-up name.

“Well, Miss Van Allen? Do we have an agreement?”

“You know my name?”

“It's painted there on the glass of your office door, Miss Van Allen, Associate Director, Marketing.” They both looked at the glass and read it backwards.

“You want me to wait for your call to tell me when the break-in is going to occur and to alert my security staff to catch them. But you don't want me to mention your name to the police. Is that it?”

“Yes. That way, I don't get in trouble with these people. And I get my daughter back, and you don't get your museum robbed. Is it a deal?”

“What are these people supposed to be stealing?”

“You’ve got a collection of gold on the first floor, plates and cups and things on loan from the Southwest Museum.”

“It's an Aztec collection.”

“They don't care about that. They expect to get a fortune when it’s fenced.”

“Lord.”

“Do we have a deal?”

“I want something else, too.”

“What?” He frowned, hesitating.

“I want you to destroy some paintings.”

He look of incredulity encouraged her. She explained quickly, with a sense of sureness that had finally returned to her after the last miserable hours.

“There are seven paintings in the third-floor gallery, a collection of modern art by Kurt McLeod. I want them destroyed.”
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Chapter Two
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This woman is a screwball. She’s going to ruin everything. This is worse than if she had just started screaming.

“I don't know if that can be done,” Elmer Vartanian said, as cautiously as if he was trying to placate a willful child, “but aren't you supposed to be in the business of preserving art, not wrecking it?”

“That's my affair,” she said, “Do we have a deal or not?”

They were expecting him at the rendezvous point.

“I don't know if I can promise that,” he said. “I'll think about it. I’ll call you. That's the best I can do right now. These guys have got me. Don’t make things worse.”

She lifted her chin. Was she really that stubborn or just putting on a brave front? He noticed in a quite irrelevant way that she was pretty. He also took note she had not been working late. There were no papers or pencils on her desk, just the wedding ring. The mechanical adding machine was covered, as if she had left the office hours ago.

“Look, lady,” he said, “I already told you the plan, and I told you my name. You're free to call the cops anytime you want. That's already put me on a pretty short leash. If we can trust each other for a while nobody will get hurt.”

He opened her office door and paused at the entrance, waiting for her.

Juliet stood slowly on very shaky legs and walked around her desk, a pathetic attempt to parade her dignity around the office furniture.

“Don't forget your gloves...and your wedding ring.”

Her eyes darted back to her desk, and she quickly scooped up the ring and the clump of gloves that lay on her blotter. She dropped them in her purse.

“The guard might think you’ve been crying. We don’t want to get him suspicious,” he said.

“Just a moment,” she said, taking her purse from under her arm. It was a peach-colored clutch purse that went perfectly with her fitted suit. She took out a compact, and he reached for her purse, so her hands could be free. Startled at his natural, almost friendly gesture, she gingerly placed her purse in his outstretched hand.

Juliet took a deep breath and opened up her compact, dabbing at the reddish streaks the tears had left on her pale skin. Her eyes were a light green. There were wide set, under slightly arched light brows. Her eyes almost seemed too large for her face, which perhaps might make her small delicate nose appear even smaller. When Juliet looked at her face, she saw that it was not proportional. She knew that most people's faces were not in proportion, and she consoled herself with that thought.

Elmer Vartanian did not know everybody’s faces were not proportional. He never looked for perfection in any one, though he suspected, finally noticing her outfit and the purse he held, that she probably did, and expected it of herself.

She took another deep breath, and with a slightly shaking hand applied a thin layer of pale pink lipstick while Elmer stood motionless by the door, watching her, thinking how if she had been his wife he would be impatient right now waiting for her, annoyed at holding her purse. But she was not his wife. She was a stranger, and her hand was shaking and he did not mind waiting, because at least she wasn’t screaming.

She blew her nose, quietly, quickly, and tucked everything away, taking her purse from him. She looked up at him, 

“All right.”

“Act like we know each other. Like I'm a client who's come to see you on business.”

“I understand.”

She turned off the metal gooseneck lamp. The only light in the office now streamed across them in a pale swath from the hall. 
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He offered his arm like an usher, and she nervously slipped her right hand in the crook of his elbow. They walked down through the private suite of offices set aside for the museum administrators, down the marble stairs to the Morgan Great Hall on the first floor. Deliberate footsteps echoing through the hall in unison, like tap dancers, and Juliet had a brief hysterical thought of Bill Robinson and Shirley Temple holding hands and dancing down the staircase.

She could sense his periodic sideways glances at her.

A marble bust of Junius Spencer Morgan, for whom the great gallery was named, perched on the second-floor landing. Morgan, born in western Massachusetts, was a nineteenth century banker and financier, which made him a true Hartford man in this city of investment and speculation and insurance. Explorers and poets, Presidents and sports heroes might be honored with memorials based on their contributions of talent to society, but financiers were honored only when their contributions were made in cash.

Now the landing parted into twin marble staircases to the first floor. The stone tablets embedded into the floor before the Great Hall announced that the building was erected “in loving memory” of this “merchant of Hartford” who left Hartford in 1851 and died in 1890 and whom nobody remembered anymore, except for his name on this hall.

Juliet glanced at Elmer and saw that he was gazing upward at the ornate stained-glass ceiling, which crowned the two-story hall.

She distracted him with a light squeeze on his arm and steered him down the hall to the front lobby desk, where Henry sat.

Elmer turned to her and said in a stage voice, “I don't think I can make the appointment, but I'll call you.”

She looked at him, confused as if they were both sophomores in a high school play and she had forgotten her lines. She could see Henry look up at them and follow their approach with his squinting dark eyes.

“Oh, yes,” she said, a little too loudly, a little too forcefully. “There's no rush. We can always talk later.”

“Fine, fine,” he said. He turned to face the security guard and smiled and nodded.

“Goodnight, Henry,” she called to him, and he touched his cap.

“Goodnight, Miss Van Allen.” Henry’s eyes darted over the stranger.

“Shall I walk you to your car?” the stranger asked.

Henry the guard heard no more as they went out the exit doors. 

A soft, rolling breeze blew up from the Connecticut River on this clear, warm night. It seemed like a completely different world from the one she left, as it always did. The contrast between the quiet, controlled, and orderly world of the museum full of beautiful old things, and the real world so noisy, so wild, and so thrilling. Usually. Tonight, it was the opposite; the museum was the wild and thrilling place of surprises and risks, and they walked out into dewy, quiet and tranquil night.

She had parked around the corner on the north side of Atheneum Square, across from the enormous Traveler’s Building. One of many insurance company headquarters that made up Hartford’s most prosperous industry, and one of its most solid and imposing edifices, its tiered tower reminded Juliet of a wedding cake.

Elmer Vartanian walked up to her car door but let her open it herself with her key. She got in without looking at him and started the engine. He said nothing but watched her pull away from the curb and turn left onto Main.
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He did not expect to meet her again an hour later in a bar further down Main Street.

Elmer met Dave Drake there. He had known Dave since they were kids.

Elmer sat on the next stool but did not look at Dave when speaking to him. Both men addressed each other’s reflections in the mirror behind the bar.

“Well? What was that all about?”

Elmer said, “A pretty woman working late. It wasn't so much a matter of finding my way out of the museum as it was talking my way out. Sometimes going out the front door is more of a challenge than crawling through the roof.”

Dave chuckled, but warned as he sipped his drink, “Just don't ever give these boys the impression that you're running out on them.”

“I'm not running out on them. There’s too much at stake.”

“I know, but Boyer said everything went smooth until you hit that office that turned out to be a supply closet. It shook his confidence in you.”

“If he's that nervous, he should find himself another line of work.” Elmer said, “I know what I'm doing. I shouldn't have to tell you that.”

“I know it. I told Boyer there's no better man for the job.”

“Convenient that the best man for the job has a kid Boyer can hide.”

“It’s not like that, Elmer. He’s just an opportunist. He’s not a bad guy. Linda’s fine. I know she is.”

“So, are we still moving on his cue?”

“That's still the plan. It'll all be over soon, old pal. When this job is over, that’ll be the end of it. I’ll make sure they never call you again.”

“It better be over,” Elmer said, pulling his eyes away from the mirror behind the bar. He looked at Dave head-on when he said it, because he wanted Dave to know that he was serious. Dave was such a good friend, but so used to always seeing both sides of things and never standing firm on one issue. It was never right or wrong with Dave. He had a way of telling people what he thought they wanted to hear. It made Dave an awfully nice guy to be around, but you couldn't really trust him to tell you the truth.

It was because Elmer had turned to face Dave that he saw her at the table down beyond the end of the bar. The Van Allen woman sitting at a table alone, sipping a martini.

He felt his heart skip, making him feel slightly sick and dizzy, and he took a deep breath through his nose, snorting half the stale and smoke-filled oxygen in the room to steady himself. What was she doing here? Was she following him?

He took another sip from his beer that tasted bitter now, and then stuffed his hands in his pockets and slipped off the barstool. 

“I'm going to get a pack of cigarettes before the heading out,” Elmer said.

“Before you go...”

“Just one minute.”

Elmer walked down to the cigarette machine near her table. He glanced briefly at her as he passed. She had not been looking at him; her nose drifted in the martini glass. He dropped a quarter in the cigarette machine. Its loud pinball plunking sound made her jerk, and she looked up in annoyance at him. Her light green eyes grew wide upon recognizing him.

“Don't look at me,” he said.

She looked back down to her drink and clutched the martini glass with both hands.

“Are you following me?” she asked the olive.

“I was going to ask you the same thing. We can't be seen together,” he said. “You have to leave.”

“Why don't you leave?”

“Lady, I'm not kidding, this doesn't look right.”

“Don't call me lady.”

He stooped over and picked up his pack of cigarettes from the tray in which they had plunked.

“Don’t tell me you’re lit already? Can't you get it through your head you don't belong here? There are people you shouldn't see. There are people who shouldn't see you. And nobody should see us in the same place together. Now get your cute fanny up off that chair get out at this bar. Go home where you belong.”

“Don't talk to me that way.”

“If you don't leave now, I won't do the thing you wanted.”

“What did I want?”

“The paintings you wanted destroyed. How many of those things have you drunk?”

“I’ve had three martinis.”

“I think you should leave.”

“One is usually my limit.”

“I'll meet you by your car in five minutes. I’m driving you home. You leave first. Now.” He turned and walked away from her as he ripped open the cellophane on the pack of cigarettes. He did not once look at her, nor did he wait for a response. He walked back to Dave, putting a cigarette between his lips, but not lighting it.

“You were saying?”

“Forget it. It can wait. Just please don't let these boys down. You got a whole new life ahead of you, Elmer. If you just get past this, you're home free, boy.”

“Thanks Dave. I know you're on my side. I'm not going to let anybody down.”

Dave gave that same old goofy grin he'd wormed his way around people with since they were teenagers. Dave had gotten a little heavier since Elmer went to prison. And he'd started going gray early, but he was still the same. A really nice guy whose only fault was that he sat on the fence so often.

Elmer thought that his own life might have been different, might not be such a mess if only he’d taken a leaf out of Dave’s book and sat on the fence sometimes, instead of rushing into things.

Dave left the bar, but Elmer waited a moment to finish his beer. A quick look in the mirror behind the bar to see if there was anyone looking at him. Then she walked past. He sweated for a moment, nervous that she would look at him, gesture, stop and talk to him. Foolish and headstrong, and drunk enough to do anything, but she walked past him on slightly wobbly legs, a slim woman in a very fashionable, expensive peach-colored suit looking like she belonged anyplace but here. She held her purse like it was a baby and walked out into the sweet, cool night.

After a moment, he followed her to where she had parked on the street, near the corner of Elm. She fumbled with the keys. He looked around, mentally congratulating her that she had not parked under streetlamp. His approach startled her.

He said, “It's all right, it's just me.”

“Who are you?”

“I told you my name.” He leaned closer to her as if he were going to kiss her on the cheek, but whispered, “Elmer Vartanian.”

She pulled slightly away from him, but not as if frightened or repulsed. Only cautious, finally cautious and composed.

He opened the car door for her to slide over to the passenger side.

“Give me your keys. You're in no shape to drive. Wrapping yourself around a light pole isn’t going to do either of us any good. I’ll drive you home, and we can talk a little more.”

“Turn onto Elm.”

When he was beside her, driving down Elm Street, she rolled down the car window and let the night breeze kiss her face, leaning out the open window. The way a dog does to smell the air.

“Are you all right?”

“I think I might be sick.”

“You shouldn't drink that much if it's going to make you sick.”

“It's not the martinis. Not entirely. I get like this when I'm really nervous. I throw up. I shouldn’t even say ‘throw up’, because that just makes me want to throw up. But I’ve thrown up before every major event of my life. My first date, making a speech at assembly in school. The morning of my wedding. I just have to throw up and then I'm all right again.”

“Lady, you don't have to worry. I'm not going to hurt you. I told you that.”

“Stop calling me lady.”

“Miss Van Allen.”

“Miss Van Allen. That’s ironic, isn’t it? I use my maiden name for professional reasons.” Then she added with what seemed like practiced sarcasm, “Professional reasons, she said.”

“Well, you're safe with me no matter what you call yourself. As for this museum business, I've decided I'm not going to send them on a different route. I’m going to go the original way and bring them right to your office. I'll tell them that I made a mistake thinking it was a supply closet. All you have to do is work late in your office. The same way you were doing tonight. I'll give you a phone call when they enter the building. You just wait about two minutes and then you call security, tell them that you think someone's breaking in. Then leave the office. Go down to the lobby to wait with the guard. Just go on my call to be safe and call the police as well. When those guys come to the ceiling of your office, there’ll be so many cops around the job won't come off.”

“You need to pull over. I mean it. I'm going to be sick.”

He swerved sharply into Bushnell Park, and scrambled out his side of the car while she tumbled out of her side. No sooner had she exited the car that she began to vomit over a clump of fading yellow tulips near the end of their blooming season.

He knelt down beside her and held her head.

“Okay?”

“Yes,” she said in between deep breaths. He lifted her to her feet and helped her to lean against the car. He touched his handkerchief to the tears from her eyes, and dabbed the perspiration from her face, and then wiped her mouth for her.

“I can do this myself,” she said, irritably swiping the handkerchief away.

“You all right now? Can we get going?”

“Let’s just sit in the car. But don't drive anywhere. No movement, yet. Please.”

She leaned against the car. Elmer brought his glance up to the lights in the buildings near the park, glistening against the blackness of the night sky, to the enormous dome of the State Capitol building. It struck him then how prosperous life was for some people. Not just the old money families, but money that was close by, waiting to be grasped if a person was smart enough, and in the right place at the right time, and willing to gamble.

Horace Bushnell, for whom was the park was named, was not a financier, but a minister. In a way, he did gamble, for his controversial anti-Calvinist belief in a forgiving God nearly got him tried for heresy.

In 1853, Bushnell declared the city needed a park, and suggested putting it near the Little River, or Hog River, later Park River, where the city dump, a railroad spur, pigsties, tenements, and leather tanneries companionably polluted air, land, and water. Bushnell called it hell without the fire. As unlikely a place for a park as there ever was, but Bushnell had earned respect from the businessmen in an increasingly prosperous Hartford, if he had none from some of his fellow Congregationalist ministers. For the next twenty years, a green and pastoral refuge was carved from the stinking muck of that place.

It was America’s first publicly funded park. Among its variety of massive trees were offspring of Hartford’s famous Charter Oak.

The trees were just beginning to leaf out now, after months of bare branches that had allowed an unimpeded view of the commerce all around the park. In the summer, all that commerce would be discreetly covered again, at least from this angle.

When they were both seated back in the car, he offered her a cigarette.

“Please, not now,” she said, waving him away.

“Well, do you want to keep the pack for later? I don’t smoke.”

“Why did you buy them?”

“To give me a reason to go back to talk to you. You were sitting by the cigarette machine in the bar.”

“I never met a man who didn’t smoke.”

“I used to, before I went to prison. I stopped.”

“I should think prison would be the place you’d really need a cigarette.”

“I didn’t want to need anything. I got used to not smoking, and now I don’t care. Feels good to break free from a habit. Makes you feel like you’re in control, even if you’re not.”

“I suppose you’ll be telling me next you found religion.”

He chuckled softly. “I guess the only thing worse than an ex-con is a self-righteous ex-con. I seem to have lost my taste for beer, too. But I’m hoping that comes back.”

She groaned again, and waved away his look of concern, “I’m all right. I’m not going to be sick again. I just feel terrible.”

“I have to ask you to see it through. If you don't show up, I can still tip the police off anonymously and maybe catch these guys. But they'll know it was me, because there's nobody else knows. You being the one to call the police is the perfect out for me.”

“I understand,” she said. “I'm not upset about all that. It's a little fantastic to believe that it's just come on top of some other things. I haven't had a very good day,” she said.

“Will you go through with it?”

“Yes.”

“Are you all right now?”

“Yes. I think we'd better be going.”

They drove out of the park and back onto the city streets. There was very little traffic this time of night and he wondered what it was she wasn't saying. She was married, but she went by her single name. Took off her wedding ring. She went to a bar alone and got herself drunk. Why wouldn’t she go straight home to her husband?

This was a really nice car. This woman was a director of the museum. She wasn't just a secretary. She looked nice. She spoke nice. She was educated. She had this great car. The woman was somebody. It made Elmer Vartanian ill at ease to be with Somebody.

“Where do you live?”

“Asylum Avenue.”

“What kind of car is this?”

“It’s a Lincoln Cosmopolitan. Kurt bought it a few months ago.”

“Kurt?”

“My husband.”

He turned onto Asylum Street, and after a while, the business section turned into Asylum Avenue and apartment buildings.

“Which is your...?”

“We’re coming up to it. Third from the corner, that side.”

He pulled over to her parking garage, handed her the keys.

“I’ll slip out, and you slide over to the driver’s seat. Get out the driver's side door like you've been driving,” he said. “When the attendant isn’t looking out his booth, I’ll scoot away.”

She looked for her purse. When she glanced up, he was gone.

***
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The front desk clerk, who relieved Mr. Percy in the evenings, gave her the same friendly and subservient smile, and so did Morton, the elevator man on night duty. Juliet decided coming up in the elevator that she would tell Kurt that she was coming down with a stomach bug, that she was very ill and she would sleep in the spare room by herself. It was not entirely a lie because she was still little queasy, a new wave of nausea came over her from the movement of the elevator.

She did not want to confront him tonight. This was better left until morning. If Kurt were awake and confronted her about where she had been, then she would counter attack. She would leave it up to Kurt.

She had always left everything up to Kurt. The fact was beginning to dawn on her and beginning to shame her.

Juliet entered her darkened apartment. The light from the hallway splashed across the living room like a lighthouse beacon, straight and searching.

She had been raised by her wealthy father to believe a well-bred person did not make a scene. Ridiculing her father’s stifling code of ethics had been her hobby since her rebellious teen years. Now she realized, still a little sick and dizzy, that her assiduous avoidance of conflict was something that she had developed quite on her own.

She decided it was time to grow up.

She snapped on the wall switch and gathered what was left of her nerve to confront Kurt. She wanted to get this over tonight, while she was still upset enough not to be soothed and eased and placated into placid victimhood. Or worse, to begin to see his side of the matter.

Juliet glanced through the balusters and noted he had not even replaced the couches to their original positions.

She swore and walked around the half wall.

Kurt lay on the floor, still naked. A clot of dark blood filled the indentation where the left side of his head used to be.

Juliet’s first gasp dissolved into an aching whimper, rising to a crescendo of several shrill screams.

She ran out of the apartment.
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Chapter Three
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Elmer Vartanian walked several blocks down Main Street. His feet began to ache, unaccustomed to this much walking in years, but he was content with the time walking gave him to think. Elmer reminded himself to be grateful, forced himself to be, these past few weeks. But lately, the euphoria of having been set free had worn off, and he was disappointed in himself that it should be so.

At the start, he felt lucky to have left prison with a cheap new suit and a job placement program at a greenhouse. Then he got fired.

Two guys, one the migrant farm worker from the Caribbean and one the Yankee-descendent son of the owner were both a little tired of ex-convicts just being able to walk into a job without having to prove himself, or even being interviewed by the Yankee-boy’s grouchy old man, who didn’t mind hiring ex-cons because he didn’t mind cheap labor.

One remark led to another, and when the unlikely team of owner’s son and disgruntled migrant tried to tar and feather Elmer with soil and water in a bit of fun, Elmer put the push-ups and sit-ups he had been doing in his cell every day for seven years to good use. They were the ones dirty and wet, and bruised. And bloody.

Elmer’s parole officer was irritated with him already, and they had only just met.

Dave came to the rescue. Elmer kept trying to find a real job he could tell the parole officer about when this museum heist chore was done.

The news Dave gave him about Linda was the shocker that dulled every other sensation of being free. Elmer walked on.

The neighborhood in the south end of town seemed to crumble away in the distance, as some kind of construction sprouted from the empty lots where tenements had been razed. New concrete pilings soared from mounds of earth, and a roadway of some sort crowning the underpinnings, with a growling herd of bulldozers and trucks and cranes.

He came to the last standing block on the side street, a three-story tenement built probably in the late 1800s, its gray clapboards skewed from decades of wind, rain, and snow, its green wood trim dulled by grime and flecked with peeling paint. The rear porches sagged, but the building stood solidly like a lonely fort in the Old West just before the desert. Its age and decrepitude were made more prominent against the sight of the new construction of what looked to be an elevated highway headed this way like a slow-moving asphalt glacier.

Elmer turned his attention from the construction and scanned the names on the mailboxes bolted to the side of the building. “P. Kincaid” was written on the placard he wanted. Third floor, but he already knew that because Robert had told him.

He climbed the dark, narrow and uneven stairs to Robert’s grandmother’s apartment. A small, cautious black lady with her white hair pulled back from her lined face, and her eyes as bright as when she was a child looked suspiciously up at him.

“Mrs. Kincaid? My name is Elmer Vartanian. I’m a friend of your grandson, Robert. I told him I’d visit you...” He looked briefly down the hall and lowered his voice, “I’ve just gotten out of State Prison.”

She cocked her head with leisurely consideration of the matter. She did not seem concerned any longer but wore the expression of somebody about to enjoy either a pleasant old memory or cup of tea.

“Come in,” she said, and would have taken his hat, just as he would have removed it out of respect, but he had none. It was a casualty of the fight at the greenhouse. So they were both without proper etiquette to busy themselves. Impulsively, and as if to make up for not being able to ask for his hat, she put her hand gently on his arm and looked about the kitchen for a place to put him. She directed him to one of the three wooden chairs at the kitchen table. He tried to guess which one was hers so as to avoid it.

“I’ve just got some gingerbread made,” Mrs. Kincaid said, and kept looking at Elmer over her shoulder as she fumbled, holding the edge of a small, hot baking pan with an old dishtowel.

“Do you like gingerbread?”

“Yes, ma'am.”

“I have some ginger ale. Do you like ginger ale?”

“Yes, ma'am.”

Elmer glanced around the kitchen, which was warm with the strong scent of gingerbread. The grimy floral wallpaper had been put up likely when Woodrow Wilson was in office, and it peeled at the seams. The front parlor looked cool and dark behind him, but he did not turn in his chair to look into it for fear of being rude. Down the hall was a bedroom. He could see her bed neatly made with a maroon coverlet, and a framed print on the wall of somebody’s idea of Jesus. 

Opposite Elmer was the door to the back porch, open to the air and sunshine, and distant sounds of construction.

“My name is Pearl Kincaid. I’m eighty years old. I’ve got a brother, John, who helps me out some. John’s son is a lawyer. He’s a good boy, but he never visits me. But other than that, Robert’s the only family I’ve got left. His mother was my daughter, and she died of diabetes when Robert was only a boy. I raised him.”

“He talks about you a lot, ma’am. He has very happy memories of you.”

Mrs. Kincaid smiled into her chest, and put the gingerbread down in front of Elmer, on a small plate that Elmer guessed was the kind they used to give away at dish night at the movies. The small pink glass, too.

He took a sip of the effervescing ginger ale and tucked a pinch of the gingerbread into his cheek, closing his eyes a brief moment and chewing slowly.

“This is wonderful gingerbread, ma’am.”

She smiled again, “Ginger is very good for you. Good for the stomach.”

They heard the distant bang of a dump truck that had dropped its load.

“So, you got out of prison, Mr. Vartanian?”

“Yes, nearly a month ago. Robert asked me to stop by. He wants you to know that he’s very well. He figured writing you that from time to time wasn’t enough, that it might be nice for you to hear from an impartial witness.”

They both chuckled briefly.

“That boy.” Pearl Kincaid chewed slowly, and took a careful sip of the soda, closing her eyes tightly at the tickling of her nose the bubbles made. She cleared her throat.

“How long do you think they’re going to keep my Robert?”

“Well, ma’am, he’s up for parole next year, and he thinks he might get it this time.”

“That’s what we hoped last time.”

“Well, he’s served nearly all of his time.”

“I hope he gets out of that place before I die. I want to see him again. Only good thing about his being in prison was he missed going to war.”

Elmer brought his glance down to his hands on her table, one holding the pink glass of ginger ale, one holding the last of his gingerbread, which he popped quickly into his mouth to avoid answering.

“Robert wrote me about you. He said you were his special friend, the one he could talk to about all his thoughts, about what he wanted to do when he got out. I’m sure glad Robert had a friend in that terrible place.”

“He was like a brother to me. The only thing I regret about getting out was leaving him behind. We used to joke about starting a business together, and we’d come up with all kinds of crazy businesses we’d have, like stop sign painters, and popsicle stick manufacturing. We were just being silly. We read a lot, too.”

“Robert wrote that in his letters. I can hardly believe that; Robert never liked to read.”

“We read Shakespeare, a book in the prison library, and we’d take different parts. Just kidding around. I just read, but he’d really act it out. The other fellows got a bang out of Robert’s Shakespeare acting.”

“Will you help him, if he gets out, Mr. Vartanian?”

“I’ll do what I can, ma’am. Right now, I can’t help myself much.”

“Didn’t you go back to your folks?”

He paused a moment.

“They washed their hands of me. I don’t blame them.”

“Oh, son, I’m sorry. That’s a hard thing. It’s not good for a young man to be without a family.”

He didn’t want to talk about that. Another dump truck made another bashing sound. Elmer stepped over to the door and glanced down over to the Connecticut River towards the left.

“Hey, they’re building something over in East Hartford, too. What is all this?”

“That’s highway.”

“Up on stilts like that?”

“They’re turning Connecticut into Los Angeles. Big, wide, fast highways with on ramps and off ramps and coming from every which way. They covered over the Park River downtown. It’s not even there anymore. They got highway coming from the west and highway coming from the south. Hartford’s changing faster than us. We sit here and our heads spin, fast as those cars going to do when they get up in the sky on those highways. Tell you what’s going to happen. People will drive right on by Hartford now. Who’s going to stop anymore?”

“Of course, they’ll stop. Everything is here. People come here from all over just to shop. Just to go to a...museum.” He thought of that woman. For the first time today, he thought of that woman, the way someone remembers with a startled sensation a dream from the night before.

“We’ll see,” Pearl Kincaid shook her head and shot her glum expression out over the distance to the asphalt glacier, and the herd of trucks, and the busy men like clustered ants.

When Elmer felt he had stayed long enough, enough for her to be tired-looking and talked out, he shook her hand, and she showed him to the door.

“I’m really glad you came, Mr. Vartanian.”

He looked over the top of her head to the picture of Jesus on her bedroom wall down the hall.

“There’s something else. Robert’s...found religion.”

“Robert! Oh, really? Oh, praise Jesus!”

Encouraged, Elmer continued, “Yes. He’s been talking to the visiting ministers we have coming to the prison.”

“He never wrote anything about it.”

“Well, I think he’s...he’s questioning things. Yeah. We all get Bibles in prison. I guess if a fellow can read Shakespeare, he can read about...uh, Moses.”

“Oh, I am so happy to hear that. What a thing to tell my brother. He’s always been a little severe about Robert since he went to prison.”

“Oh, one more thing,” Elmer pulled a ten dollar bill out of his pocket and pressed it into her hand. “I owe this to Robert, and he told me to give it to you. He’s got no use for it in prison.”

“What’s this about? I can’t be taking any money from you.”

“No, ma’am. It’s from Robert. We were having a joke one day; we made a bet. Another fellow we know, he’s a real hothead. We bet how long it would take for him to get in trouble with the new guard, and Robert guessed right. When I got paroled, I said I’d still owe him the ten dollars and I’d pay him when I saw him. He said, ‘No you won’t. You’ll forget. You give it to my grandmother when you go see her. Tell her to buy a present for herself from me.”

Mrs. Kincaid crinkled the bill in her hand, looking down at it and smiling. Elmer could see now that she really was tired, but not from the visit as much from the memories and the hoping that always took so much out of a person, and he said softly,

“Goodbye, now.”

She looked up at him, with teary eyes, and nodded, patting his forearm once more.
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Juliet could hear the popping of flashbulbs and saw the flash go off like ground lightning from the hall, even when she closed her eyes. Two hospital interns dressed in white pants and white jackets wheeled a gurney past her; the body was covered in a blanket.

A detective, like the kind in the movies who never took his hat off, watched her as she watched him through the balusters of the half wall. She would not go into the living room while they were photographing the body to begin their investigation. He had already introduced himself as Detective Connolly, but he knew she was only half listening to him. She paced in the foyer, and stepped aside, looking away, when Kurt’s covered body passed her on the gurney. At that moment, her father and his lawyer, strode into the open doorway, and collided with the gurney. The lawyer jumped back with an obviously uncomfortable shiver, but her father just stood like a stone, watching it coldly, with an expression Juliet knew meant contempt.

The moment was the first anchor to reality she had felt in hours.

Detective Connolly introduced himself to the two gentlemen, appraising them with not very subtle thoroughness. He invited them all downtown so Juliet could be questioned.
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Her father, Jonas Van Allen, sat on the other side of her in the interrogation room at the police department, while his lawyer, Hiram Endicott sat on the other. Juliet, only dimly aware of the magnitude of what was happening, struggled to keep from vomiting from nervousness and the memory of Kurt’s bloody face.

“We’ll get a thorough report from the coroner and from the forensics unit. The night staff of your apartment building are being questioned. We’ll talk to the daytime staff as well.” Detective Connolly said, “First of all, Mrs. McLeod, does anybody else live there with you and your husband? Mrs. McLeod?”

“Oh, no. Just us.”

“Does anyone else have access to your apartment? A maid? A relative with a key?”

“We have a day maid.”

“I’ll need to get her name and phone number and an address where we can reach her. What hours and days does she work for you?”

“What? Oh, Monday through Friday. She comes in at noontime. She cleans and makes supper about six o’clock, and then she leaves.”

“Did she come to work today?”

“I believe so.”

“But, you don’t know?”

“I...I would assume so.”

“Did you kill your husband, Mrs. McLeod?”

“From this point on,” her father’s attorney, Mr. Endicott said, “you are to defer to me and I will tell you if you may answer the question. Do you understand?”

Juliet glanced at him. His words seemed to reverberate in the small room. She nodded. She could feel her father's hand squeezed tighter on her right wrist. He had brought his other hand over and covered her right hand with both of his, and this gesture she took as a warning. Only now, she realized he was endeavoring to comfort. Comforting was never something he had ever been very good at, but he certainly was always warning her about something.

Detective Connolly looked at the three of them, his tired-looking eyes rolling from one to the other until he seemed satisfied.

“No.” She glanced involuntarily at Mr. Endicott.

“What did your husband do for a living?”

“He’s an artist. He works at home...he worked at home.”

“Did you discover the body at around the time your front desk man called the police?”

“Juliet,” the attorney warned, “just a moment.”

“Yes. I had only just gotten home.”

“Where were you?”

“I was at work. I was working late. I work at the Wadsworth Atheneum.”

Juliet stroked one gloved hand over the other. She suddenly realized that she had not put her wedding ring back on; that it was still in her purse. What would they think of that? Thank God, she had put her gloves on again.

“Do you know of anyone who would want to kill your husband?”

She sensed her father’s calm, direct stare, and she refused to glance at him.

“No.”

“Did anyone ever come to visit him in the apartment during the day or early evening, a client perhaps, somebody to do with his work?”

“Yes. Yes, he had models who came to the apartment, and buyers. Detective Connolly, could we finish this another time? I’m really not feeling very well.”

“We’ll continue this tomorrow when I have more information,” Connolly said drawing himself up, “and now I’m going to advise you of two things at this point. One, your apartment is now a crime scene, and we can't allow you to go back there. Not until the investigation is completed. Is there somewhere else you can stay?”

“Yes, of course,” Jonas Van Allen spoke up. “My daughter will come home with me.” He glanced at her, his eyes seeming to plead with her not to argue, but she did not feel like arguing.

“I'll need your address and your phone number. One more thing, Mrs. McLeod, you may be considered a suspect in this case. We are not going to charge you yet, but if we uncover evidence pointing to that possibility, you may be charged with the crime of murder. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she said. It sounded like her voice.

“Until further notice, you are not to leave Hartford County. You understand?”

“Yes.” Then she gracefully turned, and threw up the rest of the martinis, thoroughly spattering the lap of her attorney. Hiram Endicott flinched and would not look down. Detective Connolly could not help but smile.

“I guess you weren’t kidding.”
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James drove them home. A sliver of pink pierced the far side of the Connecticut River Valley, and the interminable night gave up the ghost.

Red sky at morning, Juliet thought, nestled deep in the plush back seat of her father's limousine and glanced out the window at the flowering trees along his long drive, peacefully inert now that her stomach had settled. She thought how funny that her father’s chauffeur was actually named James, like in the movies. Someone in the movies would inevitably say, “Home, James,” or “Once around the park, James.” It seemed even more peculiar that she could still think of her father's mansion as home.

Juliet had lived away from home for many years, at boarding school, at college and in the apartment she shared with Kurt. This place had not been home in a long time, and in every phase of her life, she had always been pleased to leave it.

James pulled to a slow, smooth, practiced stop under the portico, and she and her father went into the house. They always called it the house, but it was a three-story mansion on Farmington Avenue, a rambling Victorian gothic sandstone relic built in 1870 by her father's father. It reeked of opulence, as it was meant to, a place where wealth could be displayed in terms of ease of lifestyle on terms of showing status. Mostly in terms of having a lot of things. Ornate wainscoting, a mahogany banister gracing a staircase to the second floor. High ceilings and walls with portraits and landscapes of the Hudson River school. Nooks and alcoves with small statues and sculptures, Romanesque figures, a few of Remington's bronze statuettes on marble pedestals. Nothing modern, nothing to remind one that life moved on. It seemed to indicate that civility was to be found only in sameness.

The home that Mark Twain had lived in was just down the street. He had written his most important novels here. He described his own three-story Victorian mansion as a cross between a Mississippi river boat and a cuckoo clock, and so it was, all the grandeur and fussy gingerbread.

The home of nineteenth century novelist Harriet Beecher Stowe was around the corner from Twain’s. The literary giants eventually lost out to the insurance giants in the following century for prestige in Hartford. Juliet sensed another change was afoot for the once grand old city but did not know what. She had hoped it would be in art. She had hoped Kurt would lead the way.

Frederick, the butler, opened the door for them.

“Good morning, sir. Good morning, Miss Juliet.”

“Good morning, Frederick,” Juliet said. Here she would always be Miss Juliet, and it embarrassed her that she liked it.

“Coffee in the library, Frederick, and bring us something to eat,” her father said.

Juliet and her father had said little on the ride home. She grew apprehensive over his worry, his scorn and his anger. His displeasure and sarcasm were things that she could face with equanimity. She had always been facing them down.

She knew at some point, Father would be seething at the ignominy of this episode, the public scandal. His daughter involved with public scandal, his daughter a suspect in a murder. Newspapermen and photographers batting around the Van Allen name, decorating The Hartford Courant, and worse, the working-man’s Hartford Times, like a neon sign over a cheap saloon.

Juliet glanced at him. He did not seethe yet; his hand actually shook when he picked up his coffee cup. Poor Father.

It then occurred to her that he had not offered her any consolation over the tragic loss of her husband.

“I'll just use the phone, Father. I'll need to call Chauncey and let them know about this.”

Jonas nodded and handed her a cup of coffee.

She took it in both her hands, looking at him, at the small trim mustache he had worn ever since he had been a young man before the First World War when he increased his family's fortune through banking and insurance. The mustache had been dark and
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