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			Chapter 1

			“You’re early, gentlemen. But come in, come in.” In a sketchy, spiderlike fashion, Malcolm Whiteside filled the doorway of his London flat, one long arm holding open the door, the other leaning on the lintel, blocking their entrance. “Don’t hang about on the doorstep.” Whiteside was addressing two dark shapes, one broad-shouldered and almost as tall as he was, the other smaller and more delicately formed, and as he pronounced each separate word its hostile leaden echo reverberated and then died in the gloomily lit hall. Joint by joint, seeming to grudge every inch of room, Whiteside pulled himself out of his visitors’ path.

			“Is it ready?” asked the younger of the two men, who had eased his slender form across the threshold first and was looking curiously around him.

			The voice made Whiteside jerk upright. He stared, speechless with astonishment, recognizing the men as they stepped into the light. “Peter,” he said at last, in a choked voice, nodding at the man who had spoken to him. Whiteside’s pale cheeks coloured. “Guy,” he added tonelessly, with ever-increasing suspicion clouding his face. He half-raised his hand in greeting to the larger man and let it drop again. Yet his two visitors looked harmless enough; more like a traveling comedy act than a serious threat to anyone’s peace of mind. The exaggerated shabbiness of the larger one, who had covered his heavily muscled frame with an ancient sweater and paint-stained trousers, made his companion’s tweedy elegance look disarmingly absurd. “Yes, it’s ready,” Whiteside admitted at last. “But I certainly wasn’t expecting you two.”

			As he spoke his eyes flickered toward the north end of the room, where the sloping ceiling was almost entirely given over to a grime-streaked skylight that let in a stingy portion of the diffused brightness of a May evening. Under the skylight stood a broad drafting table; beside it was a caddy with drafting tools and instruments, tiny bottles and tubes of colour, and miscellaneous artists’ materials. Otherwise the room had a desolate air. It had been decades since anyone had concerned himself with the bare wood floors, splintered and soft with neglect, or the chipped and peeling paint on the walls.

			But neither visitor had eyes for deficiencies in the decor. The two men hustled over to the drafting table; as Peter reached for the prize, Guy flicked him out of the way with a sideways thrust of his well-padded biceps and sharp elbow. The younger man, surprised by the attack, swerved, stumbled, and caught himself in mid-dive by grabbing onto a three-legged stool; red with embarrassment, he retired from the field of battle. Now that Guy had established possession of the space, he pulled a clean handkerchief out of the pocket of his paint-stained trousers and wiped his hands with it. Without a word he picked up the manila envelope sitting on the table.

			“Careful with that,” said Whiteside automatically.

			Guy ignored him. He lifted the unsealed flap and pulled out a document, brown and dirty, about twelve inches long and perhaps half as wide, folded first in half, and then in thirds. He laid it down, spreading the two flaps with the backs of his fingers and then lifting the folded-over top to open the entire piece out on the table; taking a magnifier out of his jacket pocket, he set about examining every square inch. “Good,” he said at last, the slight satisfaction on his face barely discernible in the fading light. “And as for us—we were sent to check the work and do the pickup. Can’t have the same faces turning up on your doorstep every time. Neighbours might remember them.” He folded up the document with the same care he had taken in unfolding it, and slid it back into its cover. “Didn’t they tell you? I’m connected with the gallery operation, you know. Overseas. There are quite a few of us. But it’s not a thing you can talk about in the pub, is it?” As he spoke, he reached inside his back trousers pocket and extracted a thick white envelope.

			Whiteside’s eyes narrowed.

			“Twenty-five thousand pounds was what we owed you, I believe,” said Guy, his tones as educated and courtly as Whiteside’s, in spite of their slight North American overlay.

			“Twenty-five?” Whiteside let the question hang in the dusk.

			“Yes. Twenty plus the extra five thousand for your expenses. You remember,” his visitor said briskly. “You might want to take the time to check that no error has been made.” He held out the envelope.

			Whiteside hesitated a second, took the envelope, and then stepped over to the window to count the notes it contained. “Thank you, gentlemen,” he said finally. “All present and accounted for, it seems.” And with a sweep of his long arms, he ushered the two men out the door and into the hall with as much haste as he could manage.

			
			Malcolm Whiteside had almost finished packing his suitcases when another two men—the men who, months earlier, had commissioned his very last piece of work on this earth—arrived to pick up the finished document. They, too, were early.

			“Where in hell are you going?” said the first one, pointing at the suitcases.

			The expression on Whiteside’s face said everything.

			“And where is it?” The first man grabbed him by the arms and shook him, like a terrier shaking a rat.

			“I don’t have it,” Whiteside replied in terror as soon as he could speak. “Two men picked it up. They said you sent them.”

			And thirty minutes later, when they thought they had wrung the last scrap of information out of Whiteside, one man grabbed him by the upper arms, yanking him backward; the other thrust a long, thin knife up and behind his ribs. “Drop him, fast,” said the first one and stepped aside just as the blood began to well up from the wound.

			“We shouldn’t ’ve done that, you know,” said the second man. “We’ll never find ’em on our own.”

			“Why not? How many Canadians named Guy and Peter booze down at the Flag? Both painters. For chrissake, what more do you want?”

			“What about the money? We already gave him twenty thousand. They’ll want that back, alongside of what’s here.” He patted his pocket.

			“Those two must have paid him. The greedy bugger would never have handed it over without getting the other half of his money.”

			“He said—”

			“To hell with what he said. Start looking.”

			Two or three unproductive minutes later, a long, discordant ring of the bell stopped the search. “Out,” muttered the first one and nodded in the direction of the partially opened window.

			As they hustled onto the fire escape, blood began to soak into the soft, uncared-for wood of the London garret.

			
			Peter took a deep breath and knocked for the second time on Whiteside’s door. There was still no response. Cautiously—he was by nature not a brave man—he tried the handle. The door opened with a slight squeak of the hinges and he stepped into chaos. In the semidarkness, he could see that Malcolm was lying on the floor, making queer, upsetting little noises, bathed gruesomely in his own blood. Around him lay broken easels, tipped over tables, collapsed chairs. Peter’s eyes flickered back and forth in panic, but there it was, on the floor, where he must have dropped it under the drafting table when he stumbled and almost fell. His wallet. He scooped it up, pale with relief.

			Peter stared down at the dying man with distaste, his hands twitching and catching at each other with indecision. At last, clenching his teeth, he bent over him, and with delicate fingertips raised up the left-hand side of his jacket. Blood had soaked the rough cloth and he gagged. Then with the forefinger and thumb of his left hand extended as far as they would go, he reached in and searched the breast pocket where Malcolm had slipped their envelope an hour ago. It was empty.

			He paused to listen, hard, before righting a chair, and placing it under the exposed beams in the north section of the ceiling. He climbed onto the chair and with absolute concentration began running his fingers along the top edge of each rafter. Halfway down the third one, he felt a space. Delicately he extracted the envelope and shoved it into his own pocket. As he withdrew his hand, his eyes caught sight of his fingers, smeared with soot and blood, and a horrible thought occurred to him. He jumped down and grabbed a towel beside the tiny sink and began, with frantic intensity, to polish the surfaces that those telltale hands had touched. He hardly noticed the final gasping, liquid noise from the thing on the floor as he busied himself about the flat. By the time Peter had finished washing his sticky fingers, Malcolm’s glazed eyes were fixed upward at the grimy skylight.

			
			A fleeting expression of dismay passed across Jane Sinclair’s face as she stepped into the semi-deserted coffee bar. It reeked painfully to her sensitive nostrils of a singular combination of disinfectant, wet wool, and stale cooking, but at least it offered shelter from the thin, nasty, penetrating London rain. As the door swung shut, she half-turned to peer out through the streaky glass. Water oozing from her white running shoes and dripping off her bright red raincoat formed a small puddle at her feet by the time she was satisfied with what she saw—or did not see. Blank-faced once more, she shook the water off her coat and headed for the table nearest the back wall. She dropped her handbag onto the chair beside her and called to the pale, spotty-faced child behind the counter. “I’ll have a coffee, please. Black.”

			The alien twang in her voice reverberated, striking a discordant note in those quiet premises. She attracted a fleeting glance, incurious and hostile, from one or two regular customers, before the slight ripple made by her entrance disappeared again.

			The echoing white-tiled walls and squeaky gray-tiled floor reminded her of a public washroom in an airport. And worse, the restaurant was cold, as cold and damp as she was; by the time her coffee arrived, she was trembling inside her wet raincoat. A tear ran down her nose. The coffee was lukewarm and bitter; she took a mouthful and grimaced. With another glance in the direction of the door, she pulled a small pad of airmail paper and a badly mangled ballpoint pen out of her bag. She began to write, pausing now and then for thought. As she thought, she stared into nothingness with bleak despairing eyes, chewing on the end of her pen.

			Morning progressed toward noon and more people were washed in, umbrellas dripping, to add to the general dampness. The waitress drifted by to nudge her away from her table with a glare; she ordered another cup of undrinkable coffee to placate her. As new customers arrived, several darted looks of sharp appraisal at the slender woman with huge, unseeing, blue eyes whose belongings were spread arrogantly around a table for four. Each seemed to decide in the end that there was no welcome there, in spite of the jaunty angle of her black beret and the cheerful over-pink of her cheeks.

			A thump made her pen jump and slide. Two drops of cold coffee splashing onto her paper. Her eyes moved from spilled coffee, to cup, to a sausage roll, and then to the oily-haired man who was now sitting across from her. “Cold for May, isn’t it?” he said brightly.

			“Mmm,” she answered, dropping her head back down and continuing on with her sentence.

			“Writing a letter to the boyfriend?” he went on, through a mouthful of greasy pastry.

			She paid no attention.

			“Not very clever of him to leave you on your own, is it?” He raised his voice in an attempt to get through.

			She signed her name with a flourish and looked up at him with an expression of great sweetness on her face. And smiled. “Why don’t you just sod off, sweetheart?” she said, in the clear, precise tones of someone who has had plenty of practice in shooing unwanted men away. “Before I dump the rest of this shitty coffee on your head.”

			“Oh, I will,” he said, softly. “I’m only a messenger. You go home and tell your boyfriend just what happened to the last person who tried to bugger up our arrangements, love.” He dropped a folded newspaper in front of her. “You tell him it’s ours. We bought it and we paid generously for it, and we want it back,” he said. “And you tell him that we found you, love, and we’ll find him too, just as quick, when we want him. And then ask him,” he whispered, leaning toward her like a lover, holding out his right hand, “how he’d like you without ears.”

			A razor lay opened across his palm. In a gesture so rapid she hardly saw it, he closed his hand and slashed. The wind whistled by her left ear; it stung and she clapped her hand to it. By the time she had refocused her eyes on him he was gone.

			Clenching her jaw to stop it from trembling, she reached for her coffee cup with a show of casual indifference and froze, appalled. Her fingers were smeared with blood. With a small gasp, she snatched up a paper napkin, clapped it to her ear to staunch the bleeding, and then stared down at the newspaper lying on the table.

			It was Tuesday’s paper. Tuesday had been the last straw, the day she had decided to leave. Guy and Peter prancing around the flat like children, whooping and laughing in triumph and running up hundreds of pounds in long-distance calls. Getting drunk and treating her, as usual, like a piece of furniture. She had been too busy figuring out what was going on to read the paper.

			The headline on the four-inch, two-column story read, “Vicious killing of well-known illustrator and art expert.” It went on, “Mr. Malcolm Whiteside was attacked and stabbed to death in his London studio yesterday . . . in what was described by police as ‘an act of senseless violence . . .’” 

			Guy. Guy had been in that man’s flat. On Monday. She snatched up the paper and her notebook with her clean hand, and shoved them with the pen into her damp handbag. With one quick look around her, she got up and ran out of the building. A small coin that she brushed off the table with her sleeve fell, bounced, rolled, and then heeled over, dead on the ground.

			
			The same thin, nasty rain was falling on the expensive restaurant where Guy Beaumont sat finishing the Dover sole and declining the plum tart in warm, dry comfort. Two miles and an unleapable chasm—in crassly financial terms—from the street where Jane, drenched and shaking with cold, was still trying to lose herself. But he too was suffering.

			“What do you mean you don’t have it?” The anguish in the voice was absorbed by the plush upholstery. “Listen, you bone-headed idiot, I gave you that thirty thousand pounds because you said you could guarantee delivery. Those were your words. I remember them.”

			“Look, I’m sorry.” Beaumont’s usually rich and cultured voice had been reduced to something between a whine and exculpatory self-justification. “I’ll get it. I know exactly where it is.”

			“That’s not good enough. If anything’s gone wrong I want that money back. Now.” The waiter halted in his progress with their coffee and backed away, startled. “It makes me nervous having that much cash just floating around out there, attracting attention from God knows who. Including the tax man.”

			“But you can’t do that,” he said. “Jesus—don’t get jittery now. It’s too late. I used the money to pay the artist. When we collected it. And it’s beautiful. Worth a fortune. But it’s gone. Temporarily.”

			“Define gone.”

			“Well—gone, and so has Jane. Yesterday,” he added. “Put the two together. And the thieving bitch took all my cash, too.” Beaumont stopped to let that sink in. “You couldn’t let me have—” He pushed the hair off his forehead and smiled, a boyish charming smile that bounced hopelessly wide of its target.

			“You let that cow get her hands on my property and walk off with it? You are even stupider than I thought you were.” The waiter took advantage of the pause that ensued to deposit two cups of coffee between them and escape again. “But if the two of you turn out to be in on this together, if this is some kind of scam, then you are much stupider than that. Because I’ll find out, you know. You start jerking me around and you’ll be very, very sorry.”

			“It’s not like that. Not at all. She got mad at me and she’s taken off. Gone home, probably. No, I mean definitely. She’s gone home,” he said with confidence. “She just took it with her as insurance. She hasn’t the faintest idea what it is. And in the meantime, there’s no way in the world she can get rid of it. It’s not something you can take into a pawnshop, you know.”

			“You’d better be right.”

			“She won’t stay mad. Don’t worry. She’ll come crawling back. But even if she doesn’t we’ve got the kid. Or can have, any time we want. All we have to do is effect a neat little trade. But under the circumstances I’d better go to Toronto to fetch her, don’t you think? And I really shouldn’t hang around London any longer, I think. Things could become a bit—well—uncomfortable here. If you could just advance me the airfare until I get my hands on the cash she took—”

			“Christ almighty. You go through money faster than a Spanish whore. I’ll buy you the ticket, that’s what. No more cash.”

			
			It was six days before Jane Sinclair actually gathered up her courage and boarded an aircraft for Toronto. Six days of endless, purposeless activity, running from shadows and hiding in London crowds. She hadn’t been able to make herself spend two nights in the same bed, and every day had been taken up with moving her possessions from cheap hotel to cheaper boardinghouse. It had been futile; everywhere she went she could feel someone with a razor in his palm moving confidently behind her.

			Her erect figure was beginning to droop as she walked along the carpeted corridor toward her room. It was getting on to ten o’clock, London time, and her feet, in their elegant shoes, were tired and sore. The flight to Toronto had offered her an illusory and temporary respite, but the fear had struck again last night, when she disembarked, blowing into her soul along with the chill wind reeking of jet fuel that insinuated itself into every bleak corner of the airport. From the time she had picked up her rental car until she had checked into the hotel, eyes bored into her back and footsteps followed every move she made. It was all she could do to keep herself from throwing everything in the car and driving home; but that was the one thing she must not do. She must not lead anyone home.

			Finding a hotel out by the airport had seemed a brilliant idea yesterday; who would look for her here? But in her calculations she had forgotten the drive between the airport and downtown Toronto—jet lag, crowded roads, lousy drivers, there and back. She shifted her thin black attaché case from one hand to the other, sighed, and inserted the room key into the lock.

			She stared into the room in disbelief. The western sun, still high in the sky, poured in the window, marking out every detail with cruel precision. A fat, white pillow lay at her feet as she stood in the doorway; the mattresses had been tipped off their bases and the bedclothes lay skewed onto the floor. Her expensive new suitcases had been dumped in the center of the room, their linings ripped open.

			Guy. God damn him, she screamed silently. She had an overwhelming impulse to run, to get out of the room while she could. But a kind of terrified stubbornness made her stay where she was, listening, scenting the silence. She kicked off her shoes and drifted over to the telephone on the low bureau, picked up the receiver, and put it down again. Rage was beginning to replace her fear; what good would hotel security do? The room was empty. She was sure of that. She entered the bathroom in two strides—no one. She walked over to the closet and flung open the door. Nothing in there but her red raincoat, its pockets turned out.

			She closed the door, double-locking it and throwing the safety bolt before stopping to consider the mess calmly and rationally. If Guy had followed her from London, would he have done all this? The answer was swift and certain. No. He would have waited for her and slapped her until her teeth loosened, until she had handed it all over to him. Because he knew damn well he could. Someone else, whoever he might be, had engineered this. She righted an armchair and dropped into it; how stupid could she be? She knew who he was. The mocking face of the man from the coffee bar sprang up in front of her, and the realization that he or his friends had followed her here was as physical and palpable as a boot in the stomach.

			The need to run howling from the room rose up from her belly, blanking out coherent thought, while a sudden and terrible lethargy paralyzed every nerve and muscle. For the first time in her life, she was incapable of reason or motion, doomed to wait helplessly until he returned. Then she blinked and shook her head. She pushed herself to her feet like an invalid and found her purse where she had dropped it in the mess near the door. She opened it clumsily and took out a black notebook, reached down and picked up the telephone from the floor beside her, checked a number and dialed.

			
			
		

	
		
			
			Chapter 2

			By the next afternoon, the wind had shifted to the southwest and a sudden and unexpected May heat wave had engulfed Toronto. When Inspector John Sanders finally abandoned the struggle to stay at his desk he couldn’t face the prospect of going to his own apartment. Harriet wasn’t expecting him for at least an hour; she would still be in her darkroom, working. He didn’t care. The peace and comfort of her uncluttered living room would be sufficient to restore him to sanity: a beer, soft music, and, in the background, the sounds of Harriet rustling about, washing printing trays and whatever else she did at the end of the day. He pulled up to the curb in front of Harriet Jeffries’s front door and frowned in irritation. An unfamiliar white Pontiac was sitting in the short driveway. In his parking space. And that meant someone was up there, absorbing the attention that he had hoped might be lavished on him tonight. No. That wasn’t fair. He hadn’t been expecting to be coddled, just to have the luxury of Harriet’s presence after a lousy day. And perhaps, once he had recovered, to go out for dinner and share a bottle of wine somewhere quiet and unpretentious. Except for the driver of the goddamn white Pontiac who probably wanted to stay for the whole evening. To join them for dinner, God forbid.

			With any luck, of course, it would be a client, some desperate architect come to pick up prints for a meeting tomorrow morning at nine o’clock. Or this evening. That was more likely. Harriet’s clients lived permanently on the edge, as far as he could tell; these crucial meetings never failed to loom up without warning on their calendars, it seemed, catching them innocently unawares.

			Having talked himself out of his flash of bad temper, John Sanders slammed the car door shut with something close to cheerful insouciance and even managed a slight bounce in his stride as he hit the steps. Using what he considered to be consummate tact, he was reaching out to ring the doorbell—although a key to Harriet’s coach house apartment rested in his pocket—when he noticed the door already lying open an inch or two. He sighed. One of these days, he was going to rehang the front door properly and rig it with an automatic closing device. The careless slam—usually propelled by a foot—that she considered sufficient to secure her against the world worked about 80 percent of the time, he figured. Not enough. He called out her name and walked in.

			Harriet’s voice hit him before he reached the first stair. “I haven’t the faintest goddamn idea what you’re talking about,” she was screaming. “And even if I did, you bastard, I wouldn’t tell you. Now get out of my house.” Her voice rose to a furious shriek. “Get out before I call the cops. I mean it.”

			There were twenty steps broken by one landing between ground level and Harriet’s living room and kitchen. Twenty steps that he hit three at a time. When he reached the point where he could see into the room, she was half-hidden from him by the broad shoulders and mass of brown hair of the man she had been addressing; the half of her he could see was backed up against the corner of the table. Just as he opened his mouth to intervene, the man raised his right fist and smashed it into Harriet’s cheekbone. The sound reverberated through the room and Harriet fell past the table out of his sight.

			Even a few seconds later, the exact sequence of events had confused itself in Sanders’s adrenalin-muddied brain. He had no memory of climbing the rest of the stairs; he could remember a grunt of surprise as the stranger bounced against the stair railing; he could still feel the rough material of a sweater in his hands; he knew that he must have swung him around and shoved him as hard as he could. When his thoughts organized themselves again, he was staring down at a large, messy-looking male in his thirties who was sprawled, face-up, head close to the top, feet halfway down the first flight of stairs. John took a second or two to note with professional detachment that the man was clutching the banister and raising his head. Alive and conscious.

			Harriet had pulled herself to her feet, white-faced, her green eyes wide with shock and fury. In a second he was beside her, his arm around her shoulders. He could feel her trembling, and was just beginning to draw her soothingly against his chest, when a creaking noise from the stairs momentarily distracted him. The man was pulling himself over onto his side, raising himself to his feet with the deliberate care of a drunk getting himself up from the pavement. He stared at the two of them, his face gray, blinked several times, and moved up one step.

			“I’ll get you for that, you lying bitch,” he said thickly, before turning and lurching unsteadily down the stairs. A car engine roared into life and then the sound disappeared.

			“Dammit—the door’s still open,” said Harriet in a hoarse voice.

			“Just a minute,” said Sanders, and pushed her gently down on the couch. Downstairs, he closed the door and slipped the chain into place. He had no desire to be surprised by this madman—whoever he was—creeping back up the stairs unannounced.

			“Now,” he said, sitting down beside her. “Two things. Are you okay? And who in hell was that?”

			“I’m fine,” said Harriet, tossing the hair back from her face with a stiff imitation of her old careless gesture and shrugging her shoulders. “He wanted to know where Jane was,” she explained, rather obscurely. “And he seemed to think that she’d sent me a letter.”

			“Ah,” said Sanders, “of course. He wanted the letter from Jane—whoever she is. But who is he? You’ll have to pardon my curiosity, but I damn near dislocated my shoulder heaving him down the stairs.”

			An odd expression passed over Harriet’s face. “Oh—that was Guy. I thought you realized. Guy Beaumont. I told you about him.”

			“You did? I have a lousy memory—you know that. How about you remind me what you said.” 	

			“He’s a painter,” she began, and started to shiver. Her voice trailed off.

			“Ah,” said John, suddenly enlightened. “Your painter. The one who ran off with your assistant.”

			Harriet nodded.

			“Now that I’ve met him, I can’t say much for your taste, Harriet. I’m sorry. That was supposed to be a joke,” he added hastily. “In very bad taste.” He caught her hands and squeezed them gently. “But why in hell, my darling, did you let a bastard like that in?” He clutched her hands tightly in exasperation. “Harriet, you have to learn to defend yourself in this world. What if I hadn’t turned up early?”

			Her eyes narrowed in exasperation and then dampened with tears. “I didn’t let him in,” she said vehemently. “How stupid do you think I am? He let himself in—he has a key.”

			“He has a key,” said Sanders flatly.

			“He used to live here.” Harriet’s tone became defensive. “He needed one. And then when we split up he went to Montreal and then to London, and it never occurred to me he’d turn up again. I mean I just never thought about it at all.”

			“Who the hell else has a key to your apartment?”

			“No one,” said Harriet confidently. “You know that. They’re the kind that can’t be copied without written authorization. Of course, you have one. And the landlord. And I guess Jane might, if she hasn’t thrown it away or lost it.”

			“Jane. I see. That’s three more keys you can remember right now, when you’re not thinking very clearly, and your head’s throbbing—it is throbbing, isn’t it?”

			Harriet nodded and touched her cheekbone tentatively. “It’s beginning to. Just here. But I think I’m more surprised than hurt. Really. I ducked the worst of it.” She looked up and smiled, albeit somewhat forlornly. “I guess I should get the locks changed.”

			“I guess you should. Anyway who in hell is Jane?”

			“I told you about Jane. She was my assistant.” A healthy note of irritation was creeping into Harriet’s voice.

			“I don’t think we ever dealt in names. In fact, I was under the impression that most of your old friends didn’t have names. So Jane’s the one who ran off with—what was his name—Guy? Your friend with the quick fists. Didn’t you say she was pregnant at the time?”

			“Yes, she was. And by now she ought to be a mother.” Harriet started to count off months on her fingers and then threw apart her hands. “What am I doing? That kid was born ages ago. Anyway, I heard that she and Guy went off to London after that.”

			Sanders pushed himself to his feet again and started over to the kitchen.

			“What are you doing?”

			“Getting you some ice,” he said, grinning as he opened the refrigerator door. “For your face. You’ll find it helps a lot. Otherwise tomorrow you’ll look like a fighter the morning after. The one who lost.”

			“Ice? Really, John,” said Harriet. “You’re overreacting. What do you think this is? A John Wayne movie? The big, strong detective rushes in, mows down the villain, and rescues the little lady—and then supplies her with ice packs?” A spurt of ominous laughter cut off her lecture.

			“Have you ever seen a John Wayne movie?” called Sanders from the kitchen. He turned all the ice cubes carefully out onto a plate, and then divided them with great deliberation between two plastic bags. He put one back in the freezer and walked over to the couch. “They don’t go in much for ice packs. Here, press this against your eye, ten minutes on, ten minutes off, for the next eight hours or so.” He put it in her hand and went back for a clean towel. “Use this so you don’t freeze your hand as well,” he added, handing it to her. “Anyway first of all, you’re not my idea of the little lady at all. Not enough ruffles. And people in John Wayne movies don’t get black eyes. They’re not as vulnerable as the rest of us mortals. How does that feel?”

			“Fine,” said Harriet, wincing from the sudden cold. “I’m fine,” she repeated and burst into tears.

			He sat down beside her again and gathered her in his arms, rubbing her back and murmuring. “It’s all right, Harriet. Listen—we’ll get a court order keeping him away from the place. It’s easy.”

			“I’m okay. It was just the shock,” said Harriet at last. 

			“You’ve nothing to be afraid of,” said John in his most reassuring voice. “He’ll be easy to get rid of.”

			“Don’t be condescending,” said Harriet. “And anyway, I’m not afraid of Guy. I know what he’s like. It’s you. I’ve never seen you so angry. You could really hurt someone in that state. You could have killed him.”

			“Me? What are you talking about? What did you want me to do? Stand around and watch him beat you to a pulp?”

			“He wouldn’t have,” said Harriet, her tears starting again. “He’s a coward. Once he realized there was another person in the room he would have stopped.”

			“Goddammit, Harriet, what’s this all about?” He paused suddenly. “You’re upset that he might be hurt, aren’t you? After all this time—” The thought formed itself in his head with a swiftness that made him dizzy, rearranging everything he knew into a new and ominous pattern. “You’re still in love with him, aren’t you? He hands out this kind of crap and you’re still in love with him. I can’t believe it. All those evasions, all that shit about ‘I’m not ready to commit myself to anyone,’ that’s because you’re still in love with this—this asshole, this pretentious son of a bitch—”

			Harriet stared at him with astonishment, the flow of tears cut off. “Omigod, John,” she said, with a lopsided grin on her half-frozen face. “You’re jealous. Of Guy Beaumont. That’s funny. Don’t be. Not only do I not love him, I don’t even hate him anymore. Although I will admit I’d rather not be in the same room with him.” She raised her eyes in his direction with renewed energy. “But I really resent what he did to you,” she said accusingly. “That man has a genius for destroying anything he comes into contact with.”

			“He didn’t do anything to me,” said John, astonished. “Except irritate the hell out of me.”

			“Oh yes he did. He turned you into a monster. In seconds. You were ready to murder him if you could. For two cents you would have.”

			He paused to push his hair back off his forehead. “If I had been trying to murder him, I promise you he’d be in much worse shape right now. I was merely removing him from a situation with as much force as is consonant with public safety.”

			“The hell you were. I saw the look on your face.” 

			“Harriet—would you mind telling me what we’re fighting about?”

			“We’re not fighting,” she answered, clutching the ice to her cheek with unnecessary vehemence. “You’re simply working off excessive amounts of male aggression.”

			Sanders stood up abruptly. “If that’s what you think, and if you’re sure that you’re all right, I’m going home to get some sleep. I will lock the door as I go out. You might consider putting the chain on. By the way,” he added, his voice definitely chilly, “you mentioned a letter. Did you, in fact, get a letter? It might explain what he was after.”

			“Yes,” said Harriet. She got up, still holding the ice to her cheek, opened her top desk drawer, and took out a letter in a blue airmail envelope. “Here.”

			Sanders drew the letter out of its envelope with great deliberation, unfolded it, and began to read it aloud: 

			
			Dear Harriet,

			You must be surprised to hear from me after all this time, but I need your help and there isn’t anyone else I can turn to that I can trust. I am absolutely miserable here in London without the baby. I have left Guy and tried to find someplace else to live but that isn’t working out either. It is very lonely here. I have some money left and I have bought a plane ticket back to Toronto for next week. Can I ask you a favour?

			I’m afraid that Guy will come looking for me. You know what he’s like—I thought he was going to kill me when I said I was leaving. I can’t go to Mother’s because Agnes is there and it’s the first place he will look. I’m really desperate. Can I stay with you for a few days until I get a place and all that? It won’t be for long. It would never occur to him that I would stay with you after what I did to you.

			I’ll call you when I get in. Please think about this. Thanks.

			Jane.

			
			“Agnes is the baby?”

			Harriet nodded. “I suppose so.”

			“She’s not much of a prophet, is she? You were the first thing that occurred to him.”

			“I suppose I was,” said Harriet reluctantly. “Although I got the impression that he’d been in Toronto for a couple of days. He might have tried a lot of other people already.”

			“And you haven’t heard from her? You don’t know if she’s in town?”

			Harriet shook her head. “No.”

			Sanders folded up the letter again and put it back in the envelope. “Look, Harriet—are you sure you’re all right? Do you want me to stay? What if he comes back?”

			“I’m fine,” she said. Bitterness and anger swept over her again like a returning tide. “And he’s not going to come back. He’s going to go out and get drunk—or drunker, actually—to soothe his wounded self-esteem. And I’d appreciate some time to myself, if you don’t mind. I prefer not to be fussed over.”

			“Right,” said John. Renewed fury pinched his consonants. “I’m off then.” And he ran down the stairs almost as quickly as he had come up them.

			
			Harriet had the consolation that she had made herself just as miserable as she had made John. She marched through the apartment, straightening out chairs and rugs that had been displaced by her encounter with Guy, and then sat and waited for the phone to ring with an effusive apology from John Sanders. It didn’t. She pressed the ice angrily to her cheekbone, deriving a certain satisfaction from the increased pain caused by the cold. It confused her, though, that her rage should be directed at John, whose only crime so far was being on her side. After all, he had done his best to rescue her from the person she should have been furious at. That was it, of course. She should never have needed to be rescued. Or was that it? Her brain was refusing to function. The whole problem was much too difficult to sort out right now. It made her face hurt, and her barely suppressed tears race to the surface again. She was tired, too tired to deal with it all. She inspected her cheek and her left eye anxiously for signs of bruising, got undressed, and crawled cautiously into bed.

			
			While the more sedate elements of the city were turning off their television sets and heading virtuously into their beds, Jane Sinclair was standing in front of a cracked, white-painted door, bouncing a key up and down in her hand, a prey to massive doubt. She had been sitting in the car, parked on the Danforth near Logan, until almost midnight, waiting for Guy to emerge from the doorway between storefronts. When he appeared, she had set the timer button on her watch for fifteen minutes, eased herself out of the car, walked with quick confident steps past three grubby little shops redolent of failure and rats, and made her way up the shabby stairs to the second floor. That was the easy part. Now panic was chipping away at her reflexes. She should have waited to see what he was going to do. To make sure he was really leaving. What if he had noticed her sitting there, and was coming back to trap her? “Come on,” she murmured to herself, “pull yourself together. He’s not that subtle.” But what if his brother was home? She’d face that if it happened, and not before. No one else in this scruffy building was going to notice one female more or less wandering the halls. She took a deep breath and unlocked the door.

			It opened onto a long, steep staircase, bathed in faint eerie light from a yellow or orange bulb at the top. The Beaumont brothers went in for odd effects. She ran lightly up the stairs, two at a time.

			She looked up and down the long narrow hall. Somewhere in here was the piece of paper on which he had written down the name and address—and telephone number—of the dealer he had called from London. The one who was willing to buy it. She knew he had written down the number. For one thing, he was so terrified of forgetting things that he always kept notes. And the more he drank, the more frightened he had become of memory loss. And for the other, she had seen him look for the number in his sketch pad on that Tuesday when he had made all those transatlantic calls. He never moved without his current sketch pads, and always used them for jotting down things that he didn’t want her to see, in the innocent belief that they were safe there. She sighed. She had been so terrified in London that he would come in and find her packing, that she had spent no more than a minute or two looking for the address before the cab had come for her. And so here she was now. Even more terrified.

			The living room spread across the front of the building. The bay window on the north wall held a giant plant, with a tormented and eccentric stalk and long, spotted leaves, sitting on an octagonal table. Bookcases lined the west wall, a shabby brown chesterfield adorned the south, and various large chairs filled up the remaining spaces. She paused and sniffed the atmosphere. It smelled of paint, stale booze, stale air, and a kind of undefined, unwashed masculinity. Guy. His traces were everywhere. Books, papers, underwear on the floor, clothes on the chairs and spread over the chesterfield. She started to work.

			There were sketch pads all over. On the table, in the bookcase, in the closet. In every size and of every quality obtainable. His brother must be storing every page Guy Beaumont had ever scribbled on since he had sketched his first clown at age five. She made a pile of the ones that she thought had been in London with them and doggedly started to examine each one, checking every page as rapidly as she could. They contained hands, faces, letters, ears, necks, buildings, legs, breasts—everything but what she was looking for. She had only three more to look through when a piercing beep exploded from her wrist. She stopped, frozen. The timer. By now he would have given up waiting for her and would be on his way home. She could only count on five minutes at most.
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