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Dedication

This book is for
Carolyn and David Klemm,
who have done so much
to make us at home in Litchfield County







Epigraph

Mendy Menenzez:

You got told, you better stay told.

Philip Marlowe:

0h, sure. I do something you dont like and Im swimming to Catalina with a streetcar on my back.

Raymond Chandler, The Long Goodbye
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Prologue




The night was warm and lovely. To Stone Barringtons right, the bloom of smog over greater Los Angeles was lit from within like a dirty lampshade; to his left, the lights of Santa Catalina Island twinkled like the eyes of a merry whore. Only a couple of hundred yards from where he stood, the anchor lights of dozens of small craft winked as the wake from the sports fisherman on which Stone rode caught them and made them rock. Stone took a deep breath, which was difficult, since one nostril was clogged by an allergy to L.A. air, and his mouth was sealed shut with duct tape.

Christ, Vinnie, the other one, whose name was Manny, said. Theyre right there in the tool box.

Im looking, Manny, Vinnie replied.

Any kind of pliers will doshort-nosed, long-nosedanything.

I said, Im looking. There was the noise of metal against metal as Vinnie rummaged through the tool chest.


Jesus, Manny said. Id like to get at a steak before the night is over.

Im looking, Manny, Vinnie said. Triumphantly, he held up the pliers. I got them.

Give them to me, Manny said. He accepted the pliers from Vinnie with one hand, while he held onto the length of three-eighths anchor chain with the other. The chain was wrapped twice around Stones waist. Now hand me the shackle, Manny said.

This one? Vinnie asked, holding up a large stainless steel shackle.

Isnt there a galvanized one in there? Manny asked. Stainless is real expensive; Oney will give us hell.

Like this? Vinnie asked, holding up another shackle.

That will do nicely, Manny replied, accepting the shackle. Come hold the chain for a minute.

Vinnie came and held the chain while Manny unscrewed the pin and slipped the shackle through two of the chain links. Then he inserted the pin, screwed it finger-tight, and tightened it further with the pliers. There, he said, tossing the pliers at the toolbox and missing.

Stone, Manny said, Im going to have to ask you to hop a few steps toward the transom thing.

Stone turned and looked at Manny as if he were an oversized, semiliterate troll, which he was. His ankles were taped together, and he had no intention of assisting Manny and Vinnie in their endeavor.

Okay, okay, Manny said. Vinnie, grab an arm. Stone, it really would help if you would hop just a little.

Stone sighed as well as he could through one nostril, then gave a hop and collapsed over the tool box, scattering its contents over the deck.

Thanks a lot, Manny said acidly. You were a big help. Vinnie, hold him here for a minute. He moved to the port side of the boat and dragged a seventy-five-pound Danforth anchor over to Stones feet. He rummaged among the tools scattered on the deck and came up with another shackle. Where the hell did the pliers go? he asked nobody in particular.

There they are, Vinnie said, pointing.

Hand them to me, Manny said. He took the pliers, shackled the anchor to the end of Stones chain, and tightened the pin. I think thatll do it, he said, picking up the anchor and handing it to Stone.

Stone cradled the anchor in his arms like an overgrown puppy.

Any last words, Stone? Manny asked, then he and Vinnie burst out laughing.

Any last words. Vinnie chuckled. Thats a good one.

The two men muscled Stone over to the transom, which came up to his knees.

Hold him right there, Vinnie, Manny said, leaving Stones side and walking behind him. Ill handle this. Manny grabbed a bolted-down fishermans chair for support and placed his foot in the small of Stones back. Compliments of Onofrio Ippolito, he said, then kicked Stone over the stem.

Stone was not prepared for how cold the Pacific Ocean was, but then, he reflected, he hadnt been prepared for a lot of things. He let go of the anchor, then followed it quickly toward the floor of the sea, trying desperately to hold onto his final breath.








Chapter 1




Elaines, late. Stone Barrington sat at a very good table with his friend and former partner Dino Bacchetti, who ran the detective division at the NYPDs 19th Precinct, and with Elaine, who was Elaine.

The remnants of dinner were cleared away by Jack, the headwaiter, and brandy was brought for Stone and Dino. It was very special brandy; Dino had the bottle of his own stuff stashed behind the bar, and it annoyed Elaine no end, because she couldnt charge him for it, not that she didnt find other ways to charge him for it.

Okay, I want to know about Arrington, Elaine said.

Elaine, Dino interrupted, dont you know that Stone is still suffering a great deal of emotional pain over Arringtons dumping him?

Who gives a fuck? Elaine asked, quite reasonably. I want to know how he let her get away. She was something, that girl.

Theres a large body of opinion, Dino said, that holds that she didnt want to be known as Arrington Barrington.

And who could blame her? Elaine asked. Come on, Stone, spill it.

Stone took a deep breath and sighed. I have to take a lot of shit from you two, you know?

I think you better cough it up, Dino said, or were going to start getting tables in Siberia.

You bet your ass, Elaine confirmed.

Stone sighed again. It was like this, he said, then stopped.

Yeah? Elaine encouraged.

We were supposed to have ten days sailing in St. Marks in February.

I never heard of St. Marks, Elaine said. Where is that?

Its a nice little island, tucked between Antigua and Guadeloupe. Anyway, we were supposed to meet at Kennedy for our flight down, but she got tied up, and she was supposed to be on the next plane, but then the blizzard hit.

I know about the blizzard, Elaine said, exasperated. Tell me about the girl.

While the blizzard was going on she got the New Yorker assignment to do a profile of Vance Calder.

The new Cary Grant, Dino explained, as if Elaine had no idea who a major movie star was.

Yeah, yeah, Elaine said.

Apparently he hadnt given an in-depth interview for twenty years, Stone continued, so it was quite a coup. Arrington had known Calder for a whilein fact, she was with him at the dinner party where we met.

So much for social history, Elaine said.

All right, Im in St. Marks, sitting on the chartered boat, waiting for Arrington to show up, when this blonde sails in on a big beautiful boat, all by herself. But she had left the Canary Islands with a husband, who was no longer present. So she gets charged with his murder, and I end up defending her.

Like I dont read a newspaper? Elaine interjected. Like the western hemisphere didnt read about this trial?

All right, all right; I keep getting faxes from Arrington, saying shes all tied up with Calder, then I get a fax saying that shes going to L.A. with him for more research.

Research; I like that. Elaine smirked.

So I write her a letter, pouring out my heart, practically asking her to marry me

Practically? What is that? Elaine demanded.

All right, not in so many words, but I think she would have gotten the idea.

She didnt get the idea?

She didnt get the letter. I gave it to a lady headed for Florida to FedEx for me, and her plane crashed on takeoff.

Wow, thats the best excuse I ever heard for not writing, Elaine said. You sure your dog didnt eat it?

I swear, I wrote her the letter. Then, before I could write it again, I get a fax from Arrington saying that she and Calder were married in Needles, Arizona, the day before. What am I supposed to do?

You were supposed to do it a long time ago, Elaine said. Why should this gorgeous girl wait around for you to get your ass in gear?

Maybe, but there was nothing I could do at this point, Elaine. I was going to trial in a couple of days; the womans life depended on me.


The woman might have been better off if youd gone after Arrington, Dino said, considering how the trial went.

Thanks, Dino, I needed that.

Any time.

So now Arrington is married to the guy People says is the sexiest man in America, and Im His voice trailed off.

How long they been married? Elaine asked.

I dont know-two and a half, three months.

Its probably too late, Elaine mused. Unless its going really badly.

Ive had a couple of letters from her telling me how gloriously its going, Stone said glumly.

Oh, Elaine said.

There followed a long silence.

Jack came over to the table. Phone call for you, Stone, he said, pointing at one of the two pay phones n the wall nearby.

Who is it?

I dont know, Jack replied, but hes got a beautiful speaking voice on the telephone.

Must be Vance Calder, Dino deadpanned.

Elaine burst out laughing.

Stone got up and trudged over to the phone. Hello? he said, sticking a finger in the other ear to blot out some of the noise.

Stone?

Yeah? Whos this?

Stone, this is Vance Calder.

Yeah, sure; Dino put you up to this?

What?

Who is this?

Its Vance, Stone.


Stone hung up the phone and went back to the table. Nice, he said to Dino.

Huh?

Guy on the phone says hes Vance Calder. Thanks a lot.

Dont thank me, Dino said. I never met the guy.

You put whoever that was up to it, didnt you? It was a setup. He looked at Elaine. You were probably in on it, too.

Elaine placed a hand on her ample bosom. Stone, I swear.

Jack came back. Same guy on the phone again; says you hung up on him. You know who it sounds like?

Vance Calder? Dino suggested.

Yeah! Jack said. Sounds just like him!

After a glare at Dino and Elaine, Stone went back to the phone. Hello?

Stone, weve met; dont you know my voice?

Vance?

Yes, Calder replied, sounding relieved.

Im sorry, I thought someone

Its all right; it happens a lot.

Hello, Vance; howd you find me here?

There was no answer at your house, and I remembered that Arrington said you were at Elaines a lot. I took a chance.

How is Arrington, Vance?

Thats what Im calling about, Stone. Arrington has disappeared.

What do you mean, disappeared?

Just that; shes vanished.

When?


The day before yesterday.

Have you been to the police?

I cant do that; the tabloids would be all over me. I need your help, Stone.

Vance, youd really be a lot better off going to the police; theres nothing I can do.

Have you heard from her?

I had a letter about a month ago; she sounded very happy.

She has been very happy, but all of a sudden shes gone, with no explanation.

Vance, I dont know what I can do to help.

You can find her, Stone; if anybody can, you can. I want you to come out here.

Vance, really

The Centurion Studios jet is at Teterboro Airport right now, at Atlantic Aviation, waiting for you. You can be here by morning.

Vance, I appreciate your confidence in me, but

Stone, Arrington is pregnant.

Stone felt as if hed been struck in the chest. He could count.

Stone?

Ill be at Teterboro in an hour, Vance. Therell be a car waiting for you at Santa Monica Airport.

Write down everything you can think of, Vance; well have a lot to talk about.

I will. And thank you.

Dont thank me yet, Stone said, then hung up. He returned to the table. Youre buying dinner, Dino, he said. Im off to La-La Land.

About what? Dino asked.

Ill tell you later. Stone said.


Say hello to Arrington for me, Elaine said, looking at him over her glasses.

You bet, Elaine. He pecked her on the cheek, walked out of the restaurant, and started looking for a cab.










Chapter 2




Stones taxi driver, a former resident of the Indian subcontinent who had recently arrived in the United States, well ahead of his English, got lost in New Jersey, and by the time Stone had redirected him to Teterboro Airport, using sign language, it had begun to rain hard. Finally at Atlantic Aviation, Stone paid the man, grabbed his luggage, and ran into the deserted terminal, waking up a young woman behind the service counter. Im looking for the Centurion Studios airplane, he said to her.

Its the only one on the ramp, she replied, yawning and pointing at the rear doors.

Stone stopped at the doors, looked out onto the tarmac, and smiled. A G-IV, he said aloud to himself. It was the biggest and best of the corporate jets, and he had never been aboard one. Its engines were already running. He ran through the rain to the airplane and clambered up the steps, hauling his luggage into the cabin.


A young woman in a pale Armani suit materialized before him. Mr. Barrington?

Yes.

Let me take your bags, and please have a seat; were ready for takeoff. She disappeared aft with his two bags; he kept his briefcase and took the first available seat. In the rear of the airplane a distinguished-looking man was sitting on a sofa, talking on a small cellular phone. Stone buckled in as the airplane started to roll. He wanted to go forward and watch the takeoff, but the cockpit door was closed. Instead, he sat and watched the rain stream along his window.

The airplane never stopped rolling, but turned onto the runway and accelerated. Shortly they were airborne and climbing steeply. The attendant came forward again and hovered over his seat. She was pretty in a characterless sort of way, and she displayed some very expensive dental work. Would you like something to drink? she cooed.

Stones heart was still pumping hard from his dash to the airport. Yes, a brandy, please.

We have some vintage cognac, a Hine 55, and some very old Armagnac.

Ill try the Armagnac, he said. A moment later he was warming a tissue-thin crystal snifter between both hands.

Mr. Regenstein would be pleased if you would join him aft when the seatbelt sign goes off the woman said.

Thank you, Stone replied. Regenstein: the name had a familiar ring, but he couldnt place it. He sipped his Armagnac, and presently the airplane leveled off and the seatbelt sign went out. He unbuckled and walked down the aisle toward where the other man sat.


As he approached, the man stood and offered his hand. Im Lou Regenstein, he said.

Stone shook his hand. Im Stone Barrington. The man was much older than he had looked from a distance; Stone reckoned he was in his mid- to late sixties.

Oh, yes, Vances friend. Please sit down, and thank you for joining me. Its nice to have some company on one of these flights.

Stone took a comfortable armchair facing the sofa. Im sorry to have kept you waiting; my cab driver got lost.

Of course, Regenstein replied. They always do. The trick is to order a car from Atlantic Aviation; that way youll have a Jersey driver.

Ill remember that, Stone said.

Regenstein wrinkled his nose. Youre drinking the Armagnac? He extended his hand. May I?

Stone handed him the snifter, and Regenstein stuck his nose into it and inhaled deeply.

Ahhhhhh, he sighed, handing back the glass. I havent had a drink in more than thirty years, but I still love the bouquet of something like that. Its just wonderful.

It certainly is, Stone agreed.

I believe Ive come across your name recently, Regenstein said. Something in the Caribbean?

St. Marks.

Ah, yes; you defended that young woman accused of murdering her husband. He became conspiratorial. Tell me, did she do it? Or would answering breach a confidence? I wouldnt want to do that.

I can tell you with the greatest possible confidence that she didnt do it, Stone replied. And no, answering doesnt breach a confidence.


Keeping a confidence is a most important thing in life, Regenstein said gravely. Especially in our business. The entertainment business.

In any business, I should think.

But especially in ours. There are so many gossips and liars, you see, that keeping a confidence and telling the truth are magnified in their importance. Although I have a very large contracts department whose task it is to set down every nuance of an agreement, I have always prided myself on keeping a deal sealed with a handshake.

I suppose if everyone kept agreements sealed with handshakes, I and my colleagues would starve, Stone said.

Yes, lawyers are necessary in our world. Tell me, are you proud to be a lawyer?

Stone thought about that for a moment. I was proud when I graduated from law school and proud when I passed the bar examination, because those milestones marked the acquisition of a lot of knowledge, but I cant say Im proud of my profession as a whole; still, there are enough attorneys of sufficient integrity to keep me from being ashamed to describe myself as a lawyer.

A lawyerly reply, Regenstein said, looking amused.

Ill be more direct, Stone said. Im proud to be a good lawyer, the best I know how to be.

I prefer the direct answer, Regenstein said. I always have, and I so rarely hear it in our business.

Then the penny dropped. Louis Regenstein was the chairman of the board of Centurion Studios. Stone had seen articles about him in the entertainment news and the business pages but had never paid much attention to them. Are you proud to be in the movie business, Mr. Regenstein? he asked.

Regenstein smiled broadly. You bet I am! he said. Like you, Im proud of the way I do it! He shook his head. Of course, there are at least as many scoundrels in our business as in the legal profession, and there are no boards of ethics or bar associations to even attempt to judge and regulate their conduct.

What do you love most about your position in the industry?

Regenstein smiled again. The power to say yes, he replied emphatically. There are hundreds of people in our business who have the power to say no, but only a few who can say yes. He leaned forward and rested his elbows on his knees. Of course, like all power, it must be wielded with the greatest possible discretion. Used indiscriminately, such power can destroy the wielder, and more quickly than you might imagine. Regenstein narrowed his eyes. Tell me, Mr. Barrington, have you ever done any acting?

Only in front of a jury, Stone said. No, Im wrong. I played a lead oncein my high school drama clubs production of Stalag 17.

Were you any good? Regenstein asked.

Iwell, the cast got a standing ovation, three nights running.

Ill bet you were very good, Regenstein said. Im a very good judge of actors, and I think youre a natural. Youre good looking, you have a resonant voice, and you project a very positive presence.

Stone was nonplussed. Why, thank you, Mr. Regenstein; coming from you, thats high praise.

Please call me Lou, he said.

Thank you, and Im Stone.


Stone, if you should ever wish to leave the legal profession, let me know, and Ill put you into a movie. Not a lead, of course, but a good supporting part. It would give me pleasure to see you do it well, and I know you would. Leads might not ever comeyoure what, in your early forties?

Thats right.

Thats a bit long in the tooth for becoming a star, but you would be in great demand for featured roles.

Stone laughed. I doubt it.

Oh, Im not just flattering you; youd be very good. You have only one fault that would work against you.

Whats that?

Youre not insecure enough. Oh, we all have our little chinks in our armor, but actors, the best ones, thrive on insecurity, and you dont have it at a high enough level to make you malleable. Our business would find you difficult.

Well, Lou, if I decide to give up lawyering, youll be among the first to know.

Regenstein stood up, took off his jacket, and kicked off his shoes. If youll forgive me, I think Ill get a little sleep, he said. Youd be well advised to do the same. It will be very early when we get into L.A. He stretched out on the sofa and, without another word, closed his eyes and appeared to sleep. The flight attendant appeared and spread a light blanket over him.

Stone went back to his seat, took off his jacket and shoes, accepted a blanket, which turned out to be cashmere, and pushed his seat as far back as it would go. The cabin lights dimmed, and he looked out the window at the stars and tried not to think of Arrington. He had done too much of that already.










Chapter 3




Stone was gently wakened by the flight attendant, and he brought his seatback forward. He looked at his watch, then out the window; dawn was on its way.

Mr. Regenstein asked if you would join him for breakfast, the young woman said.

Of course.

If youd like to freshen up first, you can go just there, she said, pointing to a door.

Stone went into the washroom, which was bigger than any he had ever seen on an airplane. There was even a shower. He chose a toothbrush from a selection and scrubbed his teeth, then combed his hair, slipped on his jacket, and walked down the aisle to where Louis Regenstein was already consuming a large breakfast of scrambled eggs and lox.

Good morning, Regenstein said with some gusto. Did you sleep well?

I got a few winks, Stone replied.


The attendant appeared. What would you like, Mr. Barrington?

Just orange juice and coffee, he replied. I had a late dinner. Moments later, both beverages were on the table.

Regenstein glanced at his watch. We should be on the ground in half an hour, he said. Where are you staying? May I offer you a lift?

At the Bel-Air, and thank you, but Vance said I would be met.

How long have you known Vance Calder? Regenstein asked.

A year or so, I guess; actually, Ive met him only once, at a dinner party in New York.

So that would be when you met Arrington?

Stone was surprised. Yes.

You and Arrington were close for a time.

More surprise. Yes.

Regenstein seemed to take a cue from Stones reticence. Vance is a most remarkable man, for an actor, he said. Ive never known a movie star so in control of his career. That would drive many studio executives crazy, but I prefer dealing with people who know what they want and insist on having it. Vance always has a keen perception of what is available in a deal and what isntof whats reasonable, you might say.

Thats a rare attribute in any field, Stone said.

I suppose it is. Regenstein put down his fork and napkin. Well, if you will excuse me, I want to get in a quick shower before we land; that way, I can go directly to the studio. He left Stone to finish his coffee.

The big Gulfstream landed at Santa Monica Airport and taxied to a Fixed Base Operator called Supermarine. As the door opened, Stone saw two cars waiting on the rampa limousine-sized Mercedes and a little convertible, a Mercedes SL 600. He followed Regenstein from the airplane, and they shook hands.

I expect Ill see you at Vances tomorrow evening, the studio head said.

I hope so.

Ill look forward to seeing you again.

Thank you, so will I

Regenstein got into the limousine and was driven away, then a young man handed Stone a sealed envelope. He tore it open.


My dear Stone,

Rather than having a driver, I thought you might like the freedom of driving yourself. Ill call you later in the day, when youve had some rest.

Regards,

Vance



There followed typed directions to the Bel-Air Hotel. Stone put his bags in the open trunk and settled behind the wheel. He adjusted his seat and started the twelve-cylinder engine. He had been thinking of buying a Mercedes, but this was out of his reachsomething like a hundred and thirty-seven thousand dollars, he remembered. He drove out the gate, made a couple of turns, and found himself on the freeway. At that early hour traffic was busy, but not heavy, and he drove quickly, enjoying the open car, which made a pleasant noise, like a distant Ferrari, he thought. He turned off the freeway onto Sunset Boulevard and followed the winding road toward the hotel, looking around him at Beverly Hills. He had been to L.A. only once before, when he and Dino had retrieved an extradited felon, and that had been a brief trip. He turned left on Stone Canyon Road and drove another mile to the hotel. Even at this early hour there was someone to unload his luggage and park the car.

The bellman didnt stop at the front desk, but led him through the small lobby and down a walkway. The hotel was set in a garden, and the cool morning air was scented with tropical blossoms. Shortly the bellman let him into a handsome suite overlooking the hotels pool, accepted a tip, and left him alone. Stone walked around the place; it seemed more like the apartment of a friend than a hotel suite. He liked it. He could get used to it, he thought. He ordered breakfast, had a shower, then stretched out on the bed for a moment.

He was awakened by the phone. A glance at the bedside clock showed that it was half past two in the afternoon. He grabbed the phone. Hello?

Stone, its Vance; I hope your flight out was pleasant.

Yes, Vance, thank you.

Are your rooms all right?

Better than that; thank you.

Not at all. Why dont you relax this afternoon, and well have dinner this evening.

All right.

Ill pick you up out front at seven; that all right?

Thats fine, Vance. And thank you for the car.

Its a wonderful car, isnt it?

Yes, it is.


Drive it anywhere you like while youre here. See you at seven. Goodbye.

Goodbye. Stone hung up and sat on the bed, trying to wake up. Could he possibly have jet lag with only a three-hour time difference? Possibly. He had to do something to wake up. He called the desk and asked if they could provide him with a swimsuit.

Fifteen minutes later he sat down at a table by the pool and ordered a club sandwich and a Heineken. Perhaps half the available lounges were occupied, a dozen of them by quite striking women. Its Hollywood, he thought. He shucked off his robe, dove into the pool, swam a couple of laps, then walked back to his table. Moments later, his sandwich arrived, and he ate hungrily. Then he found a lounge and fell asleep in the afternoon sun.

It was nearly six when he woke, feeling refreshed. Maybe hed finally adjusted to the time difference, he thought. He went back to his suite, showered, and dressed in a tropical-weight blazer and gray slacks. After a moments debate with himself, he put on a knitted necktie.

Stone was standing under the awning at the entrance to the hotel when, precisely at seven, a dark green Bentley swung in and stopped before him. The parking lot attendant ran around the car and opened the drivers door. Good evening, Mr. Calder, he said.

Thanks, Jerry, but Im just picking up a friend, Vance Calder replied.

Another attendant opened the door for Stone. He got in, and received a warm handshake from his host.

Ever been to Spago? Calder asked.

No.

Lets go there, then.


Sounds good. Have you heard anything from Arrington?

No. Well talk about it over dinner. Calder drove out of the parking lot and into Stone Canyon.

Stone leaned back in his seat. He was on his way to Spago in a Bentley with a major movie star. He liked it.










Chapter 4




Vance Calder drove the Bentley smoothly down Sunset Boulevard, chatting amiably about the California weather and flying on a corporate jet, then turned left, went up a steep hill for a short distance, and turned right into a parking lot. Before the car stopped, it was surrounded by photographers.

Calder took it well. Good evening, fellows, he said to them, waving and smiling.

Stone followed along in his wake, marveling at his aplomb in the circumstances. The doors closed behind them, and the photographers were gone. Stone noticed two heavy-set young men enter after him.

Calder was greeted effusively by the young woman at the desk, who hardly gave Stone a glance before escorting them to a corner table at the window. Along the way, Stone had an experience he had previously had only in the company of a beautiful woman: he was ignored by everyone in the restaurant; they were all looking at Vance Calder.


They stopped at a few tables so that Vance could say hello to a few peopleBilly Wilder, Tony Curtis, and Milton Berle. Stone shook their hands, marveling at the facts of Wilders youthful looks, Curtiss age, and that Berle was alive at all. Finally they were settled in the corner, with Stone in the gunfighters seat, facing the room, and Vance with his back to the crowd.

I hope you dont mind sitting there, Calder said, shaking out his napkin. My back will discourage unwelcome callers.

Not at all, Stone replied. It must be difficult for you to go out in public like this. Stone noticed that the two men who seemed together when they had followed him into the restaurant were now sitting in different places, one at the bar, the other at a small table.

One learns to handle it, Calder said, gazing at the menu. Fame is a two-edged sword; it gets one lots of things, like this table, but it exacts a price, the photographers. I reconciled the two sides of the blade long ago. By the way, dont order a starter; that will be taken care of.

As if by magic, a waiter appeared with a small pizza decorated with smoked salmon, capers, and onions. Compliments of Wolfgang, the waiter said. May I get you a drink, Mr. Calder?

Stone? Calder asked.

Ill have a Beefeaters and tonic, please.

Bring me a very dry Tanqueray martini, Calder said pleasantly. A twist, no olive.

The waiter vanished, then reappeared faster than Stone had ever seen a waiter move.

They ordered, then sipped their drinks.

I met Louis Regenstein on the airplane, Stone said. A charming man.


That he is, Calder agreed, and one of the three smartest men Ive ever dealt with.

Who are the other two?

David Sturmack and Hyman Greenbaum.

Ive heard of Greenbaum, I think; an agent, isnt he?

Was; he died nearly ten years ago.

Who is?

David Sturmack? Of course, youve never heard of himthat would have pleased himbut along with Lou Regenstein and Lew Wasserman at MCA, he has more personal influence in this town than anyone else. Youll meet him tomorrow night.

Stone wondered why Calder was entertaining while his wife was missing, but before he could ask, Calder began talking again.

Hyman Greenbaum was my first agentin fact, my only oneand he gave me the best advice a young actor could ask for.

What was that?

He taught me the relationship between money and good work.

You mean, if youre paid better, you do better work? No, no. When Hyman signed me, he sat me down over a good lunch and talked to me like a Jewish Dutch uncle. He said, Vance, youve got everything going for you in this town, but there is something you have to do. Whats that, I asked. He said, Pretty soon youre going to begin to make some real money; what you have to do is not spend it, at least, not at first. He went on to explain. He said, Ive watched talented young actors come to this town for a long time, and this is what they do: they get a good part that pays pretty good money, and the first thing they do is move out of the fleabag where theyve been living, take a nice apartment and buy a convertible. They make a couple more pictures, getting even more money, and they buy a house in the Hollywood Hills, then, after a couple more pictures, in Beverly Hills, and they buy a Mercedes convertible. Then theres a pause, and nothing good comes along. Then a script comes in thats not good, but theres a good co-star, and its being shot in the south of France, so what the helltheres a mortgage on the house and a loan on the car, and expenses have to be met, so they take it. The picture bombs, and after a couple like that, theyre overlooked for the best scripts. After that, its a TV series and some movies of the week, and once they start doing those, its almost impossible to get a good feature part again. Dont behave that way.

And you didnt?

I certainly didnt. I was sharing an apartment with two other actors, and I stayed right where I was. I drove a motor scooter to and from the studio, and I let Hyman invest my money. After two years of this, I was getting first-class supporting parts and learning my trade, and the money was good, too. I moved into a nicer apartment, but small and cheap, and I bought a used car. After five years I was hitting my stride, and when I brought my first house it was in Beverly Hills, and I paid cash for it, and when the bad scripts shot in nice places came along, I was able to turn them down and wait for the good stuff. I learned never to do a movie for money alone, or because it was being shot in Tahiti or some other paradise. You have no idea how many actors have made those mistakes and how much it cost them.


I see your point, Stone said. Vance, what have you heard about Arrington?

Vance glanced to either side of him. Is anyone listening to us?

Stone looked around. Everyone seems to be trying to.

Lets not talk here.

I take it youre entertaining tomorrow night?

Calder lowered his voice. I am. Its been planned for nearly a month, and if I cancel, people will start to talk. When people start to talk, somebody tells somebody in the gutter press, and the next thing I know, Im all over the tabloids, and I have a battalion of paparazzi camped at my front gate. Its important that I behave as I normally do, no matter whats happening in my personal life, and its important that you understand this.

I understand.

One other thing: I expect all our conversations on that subject to be conducted under the attorney-client privilege.

As you wish.

Good, now heres our dinner; lets enjoy it, then well talk on the way home.

Back in the Bentley, Calder finally opened up. Its been three days now, and I havent heard anything from her.

What precipitated this? Stone asked.

I dont know. I came home from the studio, and her car was gone. It was seven in the evening, and it was unusual for her not to be waiting for me. She hadnt given any instructions to the cook for dinner, and the houseman, who usually has a nap in the afternoon, hadnt seen her leave the house.


Did she take anything with her?

Im not sure. I suppose she could have taken a few clothesI couldnt look at her closet and say for sure. She may have taken a suitcase, but theres a room full of luggage, and I cant know if one or two pieces are missing.

Had you quarreled? Was she angry about anything?

Calder pulled into the Bel-Air parking lot, stopped, and waved away the attendant. No, not angry, but she wasdifferent. I dont know how else to explain it.

How was she different?

The night before, she had told me about the baby. I was overjoyed; Ive always wanted a child, and I thought she did, too. Shewas not overjoyed.

What did she say?

Its not so much what she said as the way she behaved. Then I did some thinking, and it occurred to me that the childmight not be mine.

Stone said nothing.

Stone, you and I both know that Arrington and I married after the briefest of courtships and that she was living with you up until a week or ten days before we married.

Stone still said nothing.

She didnt come right out and say that the child was yours, but she was very subdued.

Did you ask her?

No, but she knew I was thinking that.

What about the following morning?

She said nothing. I had to be at the studio at sevenIm in the middle of a pictureand she wasnt up when I left, so we had no opportunity to talk. I went to work, and I thought about nothing else all day, and I came home prepared to tell her that I didnt care who the biological father was, I wanted to be the father who brought up the child. But she was gone.

She didnt leave a note?

No. Nothing.

And you still havent called the police?

Stone, I just cant do that; I think Ive already explained why not.

The tabloids.

Yes. That, and the fact that I dont really feel that shes in any danger.

What do you expect me to do, then?

Ive told you about the dinner party tomorrow night.

Yes.

Ive done something unusual; Ive invited a reporter. The following day, therell be a story recounting the evening and the guest list. Your name will be mentioned.

And you think she might read it?

Almost certainly; she follows the trade papers closely.

And you think she might try to get in touch with me?

Ill see to it that its mentioned that youre staying at the Bel-Air.

And if she doesnt call me?

Then Ill take your advice on how to proceed. I promise I will.

Stone shrugged. Its your decision, I guess.

Calder handed him a card. Heres my address and all my private numbers. Wear a tie, dinners at seven, and people are usually on time. Im five minutes from the Bel-Air.


Stone took the card. Ill be there.

Oh, if youre not busy tomorrow and youd like to visit the studio, call my secretaryher number is on the cardand shell arrange it.

Thanks, I might do that. By the way, Vance, are you aware that two men have been following you all evening?

What?

Theyre in a car parked about thirty yards behind us. They followed us into Spago, too.

Calder glanced over his shoulder and smiled, revealing astonishingly white and even teeth. Oh, those are my boys; they watch my back. He held out his hand. Thank you for coming out here, Stone. I hope you dont think Im too much of a fool for handling it this way.

I hope its the right way, Stone said. He got out of the car and watched the Bentley disappear into the scented night, followed by Calders backwatchers. He wondered if somebody had been watching Arringtons back.








E-Book Extra We Are Very Different People:

Stuart Woods on Stone Barrington


We Are Very Different People:

Stuart Woods on Stone Barrington

An Interview by Claire E. White




Stuart Woods was born in the small southern town of Manchester, Georgia on January 9, 1938. His mother was a church organist and his father an ex-convict who left when Stuart was two years old, when it was suggested to him that, because of his apparent participation in the burglary of a Royal Crown Cola bottling plant, he might be more comfortable in another state. He chose California, and Stuart only met him twice thereafter before his death in 1959, when Stuart was a senior in college.

After college, Stuart spent a year in Atlanta, two months of which were spent in basic training for what he calls the draft-dodger program of the Air National Guard. He worked at a mens clothing store and at Richs department store while he got his military obligation out of the way. Then, in the autumn of 1960, he moved to New York in search of a writing job. The magazines and newspapers werent hiring, so he got a job in a training program at an advertising agency, earning seventy dollars a week. It is a measure of my value to the company, he says, that my secretary was earning eighty dollars a week.

At the end of the sixties, after spending several weeks in London, he moved to that city and worked there for three years in various advertising agencies. At the end of that time he decided that the time had come for him to write the novel he had been thinking about since the age of ten. But after getting about a hundred pages into the book, he discovered sailing, and everything went to hell. All I did was sail.

After a couple of years of this his grandfather died, leaving him, just enough money to get into debt for a boat, and he decided to compete in the 1976 Observer Single-handed Transatlantic Race (OSTAR). Since his previous sailing experience consisted of, racing a ten-foot plywood dingy on Sunday afternoons against small children, losing regularly, he spent eighteen months learning more about sailing and, especially, ocean navigation while the boat was built at a yard in Cork.

He moved to a nearby gamekeepers cottage on a big estate to be near the building boat. In the summer of 1975 he sailed out to the Azores in a two-handed race, in company with Commander Bill King, a famous World War II submarine commander and yachtsman, who had done a round-the-world, single-handed voyage. Commander King then flew back to Ireland, and Stuart sailed back, single-handed, as his qualifying cruise for the OSTAR the following year.

The next couple of years were spent in Georgia, dividing his time between Manchester and Atlanta, while selling his grandfathers business, a small-town department store, and writing two non-fiction books. Blue Water, Green Skipper, was an account of his Irish experience and the OSTAR, and A Romantics Guide to the Country Inns of Britain and Ireland, was a travel book, done on a whim.

He also did some more sailing. In August of 1979 he competed in the now notorious Fastnet Race of 1979, which was struck by a huge storm. Fifteen competitors and four observers lost their lives, but Stuart and his host crew finished in good order, with little damage. That October and November, he spent skippering his friends yacht back across the Atlantic, calling at the Azores, Madiera and the Canary Islands, finishing at Antigua, in the Caribbean.

In the meantime, the British publisher of Blue Water, Green Skipper had sold the American rights to W.W. Norton, a New York publishing house, and they had also contracted to publish the novel, on the basis of two hundred pages and an outline, for an advance of $7500. I was out of excuses to not finish it, and I had taken their money, so I finally had to get to work. He finished the novel and it was published in 1981, eight years after he had begun it. The novel was called Chiefs.

Though only 20,000 copies were printed in hard-back, the book achieved a hefty paperback sale and was made into a six-hour critically acclaimed television drama for CBS-TV, starring Charlton Heston, Danny Glover, John Goodman, Billy D. Williams, and Stephen Collins.

Chiefs also established Stuart as a novelist in the eyes of the New York publishing community and was the beginning of a successful career. He has since written fifteen more novels, the most recent of which are Dead in the Water, which just came out in paperback, and Swimming to Catalina, just out in hardcover from HarperCollins. Both books feature Stone Barrington, the handsome, sophisticated attorney/investigator, and are New York Times bestsellers. Chiefs won the coveted Edgar award from the Mystery Writers of America, and Stuart was nominated again for Palindrome. Recently he has been awarded Frances Prix de Literature Policire, for Imperfect Strangers.

In 1984 Stuart married for the first time, but the marriage ended in 1990. I married too young, he says. I was only forty-seven. Then, after fifteen years in Atlanta, he moved to Santa Fe, New Mexico. There he spent five years, building a house and meeting his second wife, Chris, who was working in a local bookstore while trying to write her own novel. He now divides his time between Florida and Connecticut and travels widely. At fifty-nine, he has no plans to retire. I reckon Im good for another fifteen or twenty novels, maybe more, he says. I began to be a lot more careful about my health after I learned that heart disease can be prevented by drinking red wine, so I should be around for a long time.



CEW: When did you first know you wanted to be a novelist?


SW: My mother taught me to read a year before I went to school, and I became a voracious reader. I first tried to write a novel when I was nine, but I gave up when I found out how hard it was.

CEW: Did you take any formal writing classes or seminars?

SW: The only writing class I ever took was a correspondence course at the University of Georgia, because I needed an additional five credits to graduate. Any teaching I learned from came from my early bosses in the advertising business, who were sticklers for persuasive prose. I learned a lot there.

CEW: Id like to talk about the latest two novels which feature the popular character, Stone Barrington:Dead in the Water and Swimming to Catalina. What was your inspiration for the storylines?

SW: The inspiration for Dead in the Water came from an article I read in a yachting magazine about an incident where a womans husband died in the middle of the Atlantic and she managed to sail herself the rest of the way across. I wrote a short story about it for another sailing magazine, and later, it occurred to me that it might make a basis for a novel. Still later, it occurred to me that it might make a Stone Barrington novel. Near the end of the book, when Arrington marries her movie star, I thought that might make a good beginning for the next book, which is how Swimming to Catalina came along.

CEW: In Swimming to Catalina, Stone Barrington returns and Hollywood and its pretensions are skeweredhilariously. Did you spend a lot of time in Hollywood to research the story or did it grow out of your experience in having Chiefs turned into a TV mini-series?

SW: My experience of Hollywood comes from being in Los Angeles on book tour every year or two and having some friends in the movie business. Chiefs was filmed in Chester, South Carolina, and that never took me to California. I didnt do any specific research for the book.

CEW: What or who was the inspiration for Stone Barrington?


SW: There was no particular inspiration for Stone Barrington. I just put him together as the story went along, and I liked him, so I brought him back.

CEW: How much of Stuart Woods is there in Stone Barrington?

SW: Stone and I share a few tastes, but we are very different people.

CEW: How did you first become involved with sailing?

SW: I moved from London, where I was working in advertising, to Ireland, in 1973, to begin to write my first novel. I worked for two days a week at an ad agency in Dublin to support myself, and spent the rest of the time in a little flat in the stable yard of a castle in County Galway. While there, I took up dinghy sailing against small children, losing regularly. You cant win dinghy races when you weigh more than the boat.

CEW: What was it like sailing alone for six weeks during the OSTAR?

SW: The company was good.


CEW: What was the most difficult challenge you have faced in your sailing career?

SW: That came when the forestay broke, about four hundred and fifty miles north of BermudaI was holding onto it at the time, and it could have killed me, but I was lucky. I managed to repair it and finished the race.

CEW: Your love for the water and yachting is reflected in your work. Do you still spend much time on the water?

SW: I sail on other peoples boats, when asked, and my small motorboat is for sale, in Florida.

CEW: After Blue Water, Green Skipper, you finished your first novel, Chiefs. What was the most difficult aspect of writing this novel?

SW: The most difficult aspect of writing Chiefs was to finish it. It took me eight years. After that, I gained confidence, and now I write two books a year.


CEW: Please tell us about your writing habits: do you write everyday, do you use the computer, do you always write in the same location or do you take a laptop everywhere you go etc.?

SW: I usually write a chapterfive to ten pagesat a sitting, which usually comes at mid-afternoon and takes under two hours. First, I re-read the previous days work and make small corrections, and that gets me into the new chapter. Near the end of a book, I tend to write two chapters a day, one in the morning, and one in the afternoon. I write wherever I am, and I take a laptop when I travel while writing a book.

CEW: You are known for being a master of creating suspense in a novel. What techniques do you use when plotting to achieve that timing of the suspense and action which keeps the reader eager to turn the page to see what happens next?

SW: The process of writing is still a kind of magic to me, and I never try to analyze it too deeply, for fear that it might stop working. I do try to make each chapter a small story in itself, with a beginning, a middle and an end, and I try to end each one in such a way as to lead naturally into the next one. It seems to work.

CEW: What did you enjoy most about having Chiefs turned into a mini-series?

SW: I enjoyed the whole process. The producers were kind enough to let me read each generation of the screenplay, as it was being written, and to ask for my suggestions, some of which they actually took. I also enjoyed visiting the set in South Carolina and playing a small part (an FBI agent) in part three. They dressed the town three times, for the different periods of the story, altering something like twenty-three store-fronts and planting a large oak tree in the center of town. I was amazed at the thoroughness of the job. I made some friends, too; I still see Martin Manulis, the executive producer, when I am in L.A., and also Charlton Heston, and Steven Collins, and I hear from the producer, Bill Deneen, once in a great while. The director, Jerry London, pops up now and then; he and his wife usually stop and stay the night when theyre traveling from a shoot in Toronto to New York, and we play golf.


CEW: How much do you use the Internet? Do you find it valuable for research?

SW: I use the Internet mostly to answer email from readers, but I also keep track of my investments, buy cars, rent vacation houses and read about things that interest me, but I havent used it much for research, because I dont do a lot of research these days.

CEW: Rumor has it that you are writing a memoiris this true?

SW: I have written some chapters of another memoir, but I have no idea when it will be finished or when it will be published. I guess its not a priority right now.

This interview was originally published July 1998 in The Internet Writing Journal (R),
http://www.writerswrite.com.
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