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HEAR NO EVIL


Heavy snowflakes the size of silver dollars made fractal patterns
on Scott Drayco’s coat, as he tried each door in turn. Front. Left
side. Back. No joy until the last one, next to the alley with
dumpsters spilling over, a veritable buffet of rat-loving detritus.
The door groaned open, and he was hit by a blast of air from a
furnace on maximum, which quickly melted the hitchhiking
flakes.

Adina said to meet her here at one o’clock,
so here he was, even as the snow inched higher on the sidewalks and
a spate of closings had been announced. It wouldn’t take a lot more
snow for D.C. to shut down parts of the subway. But Adina had
sounded spooked on the phone, like a child lost in a maze.

 


I don’t remember when it happened, she’d
said. When I realized music was all I had left, after stripping
away layer after layer of cheap veneer on my so-called
relationships. Was it because I cared too much or too little?

 


Drayco had been inside this hall before,
knew where the stage was, the greenroom, even the drink machines.
Especially the drink machines. He’d always sweated so much under
the flood lights, those drink machines had been a pre-concert
ritual.

He wondered if they still had the same
piano, the Steinway that once belonged to one of the Rockefellers,
with the warm voicing he liked. Probably not. It had been years
since he was here last—after the accident, of course. Not long
before he joined the Bureau.

He didn’t see Adina. To his surprise he saw
her husband Carter instead. Weren’t they getting a divorce? The
big-gun businessman must have appointments in town, since he rarely
accompanied his wife on tours.

Carter Neighbours was wearing his usual
Armani suit and reeking of the usual mini Cuban cigars. He spied
Drayco and grunted a curt hello. Adina had loved Carter once, loved
his joie de vivre, she’d said. After five years, there was
little joie left for either of them.

“Is Adina here yet?” Drayco asked.

Carter nodded in the direction of the
greenroom. “She said she was feeling a little under the weather.
With this kind of weather, who can blame her? By the way, I should
warn you the deadly duo of Agatha and Sasha are here
somewhere.”

No wonder Adina had sounded miserable and
asked him to come. Between Carter, surly sister Agatha, and world’s
pushiest agent Sasha on hand, Adina must have felt she needed a
sympathetic face to balance out the zoo.

He knocked on the greenroom door. “Adina?
It’s Scott Drayco.” No answer. He put his ear to the door. No
sounds, either. He knocked again. “Adina?”

Carter came over to join him, and at
Drayco’s inquisitive look, nodded Drayco could go in. The greenroom
wasn’t large, but it sported the usual comforts for pampering the
high-strung musician who wanted to look her best—chenille arm
chair, long makeup counter topped by rows of exposed light bulbs
with their nuclear brilliance.

But in this case, Adina definitely did not
look her best. She was splayed on the floor with arms and legs
outstretched, as if yellow chalk lines had already been drawn
around them.

Drayco knelt by her side and tried to find a
pulse, but her fingers were already showing signs of a slight
rigor, telling him what he needed to know. He noticed a bluish
tinge to her lips and nails and gently lifted her eyelids. Carter
must have seen on Drayco’s face the answer to the question he was
afraid to ask, remaining silent.

Drayco prompted him, “Check her bag for
medications. Pills or possibly liquid.”

Drayco was impressed Carter could follow
instructions, looking curiously as he did like a newly-minted
zombie. It was hard to tell if he were in shock from grief or
annoyed at the inconvenience this would add to his schedule. Carter
dutifully pawed through Adina’s beaded purse, then shook his head.
“No meds.”

Adina’s hand clutched a program for the
concert, the titles of two compositions hand-printed in ink at the
end of the repertoire list. A black pen had fallen near Adina’s
body and lay there uncapped.

Drayco looked around and saw few Adina
belongings, save for a portfolio stuffed to bursting with sheet
music. On top lay a single composition, which he checked out of
curiosity. It was one of the pieces hand-printed on the program in
Adina’s hand.

Drayco whipped out his cell phone to dial a
friend with the District of Columbia PD. But he’d heard the sirens
and seen the fire trucks as he trudged along Constitution Avenue.
Wrecks, fires—it didn’t take much snow in D.C. to cause an
avalanche of trouble. “Yes, I understand,” he said, right before he
hung up. It was as he’d expected. Life trumps death in the pecking
order.

Carter blew on his hands as if they were
cold, although the overachiever furnace was making Drayco swelter.
Carter asked, “Is there a problem? Are they coming?”

The two men heard female voices drifting
down the hall, and Carter hurried out to stop the women. “Don’t
come in,” he said, his voice flat, whispered. “Adina’s had ...” He
swallowed hard, twice. “Adina’s dead.”

Drayco joined them, watching as Agatha’s
eyes grew into brown saucers and Sasha put a hand over her mouth as
if stifling the urge to vomit. Neither woman glanced at the
other.

It was Sasha who spoke first. “Can’t you
call somebody? Maybe it’s not too late.”

Drayco replied, “Unfortunately, no one can
help her now. I’ve called the police. They’ll be here when they
can. Between the snow—forecasters are calling for a blizzard—and
the security alert, the PD is stretched thin. They said it may take
an hour or two.”

Carter asked, “Security alert?”

Drayco nodded. “The Powers That Be got a
report terrorists were planning to hijack an Aeroflot plane to
Dulles. Vague, but enough to boost the security code up a level.
Whenever that happens, even on a clear summer day, the D.C. police
jump through extra hoops. Several layers of them.”

Agatha shook her head so fast, he was afraid
it would fly off her shoulders. “They’ll want us to hang around
until they come, I know it! Trapped in this ghastly hall with the
body of my sister lying there, snow piling up making us virtual
prisoners and now a crazed bomber headed our way.” She clutched her
hands to her chest. “I want out of here. Now.”

Sasha rolled her eyes. “Agatha, don’t be
melodramatic. First of all, these alerts are usually false alarms.
Secondly, it’s not like this town has never seen snow. And third,
you’re not the one who’s dead. I don’t want to stay anymore than
you, but we must—for Adina, if nothing else.”

Drayco motioned for everyone to move to the
stage. “We should leave the body as is. And not move around too
much, possibly destroying evidence.”

Carter sat in one of the red velvet folding
seats in the front row, slumping with his feet outstretched.
“Evidence?” He met Drayco’s gaze. “I doubt your detective skills
will be needed here. Adina probably had another severe asthma
attack. And she was just getting over a nasty stomach flu.”

Agatha joined Carter down front, followed by
Sasha, each choosing to sit two seats apart from Carter and from
one another. Agatha said, “Maybe it was food poisoning. We all
drove down from New York this morning. Adina started feeling sick
after lunch, about a half hour before we got here.”

Drayco parked himself on stage, sitting on
the piano bench which he had to ratchet up to accommodate his long
legs. From that vantage point, he could look down on the three
figures below and felt like a judge, especially dressed as he was
in his black slacks, black turtleneck and black jacket. He
half-expected them to start calling him “Your Honor.”

He asked, “So the four of you drove down in
the same car? Did you make just one stop?”

Sasha had been trying to get comfortable in
the folding seat but finally gave up and decided to sit on the
floor instead. “We carpooled in Carter’s SUV, which turned out to
be a good thing due to the snow. We had lunch right outside town,
heart-healthy grease burgers and transfatty fries. It’s no wonder
the poor girl got sick, although I doubt it’s food poisoning,
because she and Carter had the same thing. I’ve been telling her to
eat better and give up those caustic sodas, but I’m just the agent,
not her mother. She didn’t listen.”

Carter sighed. “She didn’t listen to much of
anybody, so you can’t take it personally. Or try not to take it
personally. Which is what I’ve been doing for the past five
years.”

Sasha pulled out a PDA and started clicking
through the entries. “Look at all these upcoming concerts Adina had
on her schedule. I’ll have to start calling and give them the bad
news.”

She looked back at Carter. “No, I didn’t
take it personally. After all, I only had her best interests at
heart. She’s been looking a little pale lately, so I told her she
needed to take better care of herself. And to stop text-messaging
so much on her phone. It’s bad for the hands.”

Carter rolled a cigar underneath his
nostrils, inhaling the tobacco scent. The corners of his lips
turned upward briefly, as if he was enjoying some private joke. “Is
that why she was going to drop you for a new agent, because you
nagged so much?”

Agatha looked surprised. “She was going to
drop you, Sasha? Why? You’ve been her agent since day one. But I
guess in Adina’s self-absorbed universe, it was probably some
perceived slight.”

Sasha frowned. “What do you mean by
that?”

Agatha leaned forward, striking a dramatic
pose, eyes sparkling as she clearly enjoying being the center of
attention. “Like the time you scheduled one of your other clients
in the same city at the same time, and Adina was upset because the
venue she played wasn

























































































cover.jpg
HEAR NO

. Scott.Drayco Mystery Stories

—
e

e





