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			Chapter 1

			No fooling around: Tommy Macklin did it. If you bought, borrowed, or stole this book just to find out who killed Charlie Tinkelpaugh early one recent September morning, there is no need to flip to the back; it was Tommy who did the deed. No surprise to anyone who knows him, either. The man is a killer clean through. I ought to know; he’s my managing editor.

			Tommy and I labour in the vineyards of the Silver Falls Lancer, “The Voice of the Kawarthas,” as it says on the masthead. Rather, I labour and Tommy sits around in his corner office, drinking the expense-account scotch out of a teacup—to fool the public, you see—and ogling his secretary, Olga Kratzmyer, also known as Ogleworthy Olga, the Polish Pumpernickel.

			Between bouts of lusting after Olga and wishing Mrs. Macklin would fall off a bridge, Tommy carries on the important duties of the managing editor of a chain-owned weekly newspaper of satisfying profit and stupefying dullness—the two are not unconnected—centred on the town of Silver Falls, in the lake district northeast of Toronto. That is, he spends most of his time putting a golf ball into a water glass, or, just for the fun of it, calling me into his office and chewing me out. This makes Tommy feel that he is a real managing editor. He has seen in the American movies how the managing editor growls out of the corner of his mouth at his ace reporter and the ace reporter then goes out and breaks the Big Story, deposing the president and winning the Pulitzer prize, or unmasking the nasty local business tycoon, with girls, gold, and glory at the end.

			Tommy likes girls, gold, and glory, but of course he doesn’t want to unmask the nasty local business tycoon. That would be Mrs. Sylvia Post, our publisher, who owns just about everything you can shake a stick at in Silver Falls and all the country round, with the peculiar exception of the Lancer. She sold that for a sackful of doubloons to the Johnson chain, and now operates it for them as they would like it to be operated, viz., by underpaying the staff and sucking up to business. This means that the Big Story, hereabouts, consists of unmasking the fact that “Happy Harry” Harston has just revamped his SuperService station on Main Street, with six gas pumps and no waiting. Not many Pulitzers have been handed out for getting the lowdown on gas pumps, so Tommy’s chances for g., g., and g. are limited. He gets a little frustrated, and when the strain becomes more than he can bear, he works it off by calling me in and shouting up at me.

			I say “up” because Tommy is about five foot three, a pop-eyed, grey-haired little coot who looks quite a lot like the gent that used to decorate the cover of Esquire back in the days when the girls in Esquire were prettier than the men. I am six feet even, so Tommy shouts up, except on those occasions when he invites me to sit down—I always think I am about to get a raise, but I’m not—before he starts in shouting.

			Why do I put up with him? I need the job. Those reporters you see on TV getting lippy with the boss; they don’t need the job. They’re actors. I’m a reporter, and reporters, in real life, don’t backchat the managing editor. They just kind of scuff their shoes in the broadloom and save their rich remarks for afterwards. “Ah, gee, boss,” is what the reporter says aloud; and although much better and riper stuff surges around inside his skull, it is not given utterance, and thus the weekly pay envelope continues to be forthcoming. The weekly pay envelope, in my case, comes to a flat $268.30, once the hellhounds of National Revenue have finished with it. This does not allow me to wallow in luxury, but it does keep the lights on in my converted cottage at Bosky Dell, a tiny, mostly summer community fourteen miles down the county road from Silver Falls. It suffices to put tinned goods on the table, and to put gas into Marchepas, my elderly, cranky Peugeot.

			By a coincidence which I think points a moral that all managing editors should take to heart, if managing editors had hearts, Tommy Macklin did in Charlie Tinkelpaugh right after a session of bawling me out. I had committed some trifling faux pas the day before—leaving the name of an advertiser out of a roundup of local comment on the world economy for our weekly business page, I think it was—and Tommy called me at home, at six-striking-a.m. if you can believe it, and ordered me to present myself at once. Marchepas, for a wonder, condescended to start, and I rushed to the office—from the note in Tommy’s voice on the phone, I knew this was a Force Nine call—and spent about thirty minutes receiving information on the subject of my shortcomings as a journalist. This done, Tommy fixed me with one of his quizzical looks, and asked me if Olga had, you know, ever said anything to me about, you know, him. And he leered.

			Tommy dwells in the delusion that Olga lusts after him, which is not the case, because she is always so polite to him and calls him, always, “Mr. Macklin.” Journalists never know what to make of politeness, so Tommy chooses to believe that, in secret, Olga mutters to herself, “Tommy, darling,” and “Tommy, precious.” Then, his delusion continues, she addresses him in public as Mr. Macklin to conceal her passion. Actually, she always calls him mister in private, too. Mostly, she calls him Mr. Numbnuts; sometimes, Mr. Hothands, and, occasionally, Mr. Drool. However, discretion suggested that I keep this information to myself, so I just said “Gosh, no,” and Tommy muttered, not for the first time, “Calls himself a reporter.” Then he grabbed his golf clubs, touched the back of the Kratzmyer chair wistfully—she doesn’t show up till nine—and stormed out of the office. He always likes to be the first one off the tee, and since he plays at the Bosky Dell course (cheaper green fees than at the Silver Falls layout), that means leaving Silver Falls before 7:30.

			After he left, I scoured the room for the scotch—locked up, as usual—and then wandered off down to the O.K. Café for breakfast. By the time I got back to the office at nine o’clock, the staff, all nine of them, were settling in for the day. I exchanged a curt good morning with Hanna Klovack, staff photographer, and sat down at my workstation. I called up the word-processing program, an ill-tempered god, made propitiating signals on the keyboard, and started in to write “What’s Doin’ Around Town,” a column of drivel I produce weekly under the byline of Ramblin’ John Perkins.

			I was just working (or workin’) up some good stuff about what the gang down at the firehall thinks of the snappy new display in Foster’s Department Store window, when the phone rang. I glanced across at Hanna, who was lounging in her chair, looking delectable, God rot the wench, and peering at her fingernails. She did not move. The phone rang again. It was on the desk, between us, within easy reach.

			“The phone,” I said.

			“Ah,” she riposted. “I wondered what that sound was. The telephone, you say. How amusing.”

			I cursed, and picked up the instrument, which immediately attacked my ear.

			“For God’s sake, Carlton,” shouted Staff Sergeant Harry Burnett, “don’t you ever answer the phone?”

			“I just did, Harry. What can I do for you?”

			“You better get out to the golf course,” said Harry. 

			“Which golf course? Why?”

			“Your golf course. The one at Bosky Dell. You know where that is?”

			I know where it is: out Main Street, hang a left, and keep going until the water hits the hubcaps; you can’t miss it.

			“And, to repeat, why?”

			“Because there’s been a killing out there, that’s why.” 

			“Bless you, Harry, for this bit of news, but you know we don’t cover murders.” The Lancer leaves all the crude sensationalism—or, to put it another way, the news—to the newspapers from Toronto, eighty miles away; we prefer to concentrate on flower shows and the revamping of gas stations and other warm, human-interest stuff that doesn’t upset the advertisers 

			“You’ll cover this one,” said Harry. “We’ve already got the killer.”

			“What difference does that make, Harry?” I asked in my languid, journalist’s voice.

			“It’s your boss, Tommy Macklin,” he shot back. The chair in which I had been leaning back to show how cool and relaxed I was crashed to the floor as I uttered a startled squawk into the phone.

			“You know what, Harry?” I said. “I think I’ll just take a drive out to Bosky Dell.”

			“You do that,” said Harry.

			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter 2

			So, now I had a problem. It would make sense, in the unlikely event that we were actually to publish something of these stirring events in the Lancer, to take a photographer—to wit, the Klovack menace—out to the golf course. However, relations between this person and myself were, as you may already have noticed, a trifle strained. If I, in my capacity as acting management in the absence of Tommy Macklin, were to instruct this person to grab her camera and accompany me, would she say, “Yessiree,” or would she tell me to stick it in my ear? I could but ask.

			“Hanna,” I said.

			“Ur.”

			“That was Harry Burnett, down at the police station.”

			“Ur.”

			“It seems there’s been a killing out at the Bosky Dell golf course.”

			“Ur?”

			“And the cops have arrested Tommy Macklin.”

			With one lithe move, she bounced out of her chair, grabbed her camera bag—the Nikon .35 was already hanging on a cord around her neck, laying its weary head where, to be perfectly frank about it, I longed to lay my own—and shot out of the newsroom. I caught up to her just as she was opening the door to her car, a nearly new Toyota Corolla.

			“We’ll take my car, Klovack,” I said out of the corner of my mouth, just like a regular reporter. She gave me the up and down.

			“Wanna bet?” she asked.

			I froze her with a dignified, yet masterful, look, strode over to Marchepas, climbed in, turned the key, and then commenced cursing as the damn thing hummed and whined to itself and then just went dead, the way it does. Very temperamental, my Peugeot. When I re-emerged and stalked over to lower myself into the passenger seat of Hanna’s car, she asked curiously, “Why did you want to take that wreck, anyway, Carlton? You know you can’t count on it.”

			“Twenty-five cents a kilometre.”

			The expense account, you understand; it is not often that C. Withers gets to hit the employer for expenses, and I did not wish to miss a chance. The Klovack eyebrows rose; the Klovack eyes—black and snapping—shone merrily; the Klovack nose—a bit hooked, but very nice, withal—twitched; and the Klovack mouth—a bit wide for classic beauty, but with a taste as soft and sweet as . . . (not that one cares, one just likes to get things right for the record) drew into a smirk.

			“Broke again, are we?”

			She rammed the car into drive and we rocketed out of there at a speed that froze the blood, whitened the knuckles, but would not, if it killed me, bring a word of protest to my lips. As we belted along County Road 32, scaring the bejabbers out of the cows, I thought about the terrific irony of our situation. The sort of thing the Greeks used to write about—Aeschylus or Euripedes, or one of that gang. Here we were, Hanna and I, driving back together to the very place where, not long ago, Cruel Fate had driven us asunder.

			A few weeks back, when the city dwellers headed home at summer’s end, thinning out the local populace to manageable proportions, I very unwisely undertook to instruct Hanna in the rudiments of that most splendid of all games, golf. I have been playing golf since I was about knee-high to a niblick, which is what we used to call a nine iron in the old wooden-handled set I inherited from my grandfather. I like the game, but I do not do well at it. I play it with a fierce and hopeful joy that Mundane Whittaker, our local sage, once said reminded him of G. K. Chesterton’s crack about the amateur, who proved, Chesterton said, “That anything worth doing is worth doing badly.”

			Not for me the 220-yard drive singing down the fairway to bounce on the green. The record will show that the only time one of my drives ever actually landed on the green was the day I uncorked a snifter from the thirteenth tee that started life soaring north-northeast, drifted northeast, then caught a passing breeze and finished dead east, on the ninth green. My playing partner that day, a narrow-minded churl, refused to let me putt out.

			I spend more time in the rough than I do on the actual cut part of the course, and my golfing skills include use of the foot-mashie, the hand-wedge, and the sly drop of a new ball out of the corner of the bag when the old ball refuses to show itself and take its punishment. Every now and then—call it every ten thousandth shot—I strike the ball well, and this keeps me hooked on the game.

			So, back when Hanna and I were still friends, I took her down to the golf course, since she had evinced a desire to take a greater part in the sweet tenor of non-urban life, or, as she put it herself, “mix with the rubes more.”

			The Bosky Dell course is stiff with rubes. It was given to the village some decades ago, by Sir John Flannery. He was a lumber baron around the turn of the century, and since they never found anything actually to slam him into jail for as he went about the countryside accumulating wealth and laying waste the environment, he was made a sir. (This was back in the days when Canadians could still be translated into baronets on the native soil, as long as they coughed up enough money to the ruling party, and when people who made their fortunes wrecking the environment were looked up to and admired, instead of merely being secretly envied, as today.) Sir John salved his conscience by giving the village a church and a golf course, reckoning, probably, that if one of these didn’t ensure him immortality, the other would. Thus, it would be cheap for me to teach Hanna how to play golf, because our green fees are scandalously low. How she would admire me!

			Well, of course, it didn’t work out that way. Everything started out all right. One evening, I took Hanna out to the sixth tee, away from the goggling eyes of the clubhouse, and amid much laughter and extraneous activity—the possibilities of the interlocking grip can be applied to more than the handle of a golf club—finally got her lined up to hit her first golf shot. Which she promptly pasted 160 yards down the fairway, or, to put it another way, about 60 yards past where my demonstration shot had come to rest between two rocks. She then whacked her second onto the apron of the green and finished out with a six, after some errant putting. I garnered my usual ten.

			“Oh, Carlton,” she said, “you’re just letting me win.”

			Mumble, mumble, I said. After about six rounds over the next two weeks, she began to offer me a stroke a hole, which wouldn’t have been so bad except that she still cleaned my clock. One evening, we finished our usual ritual—myself grimacing in imitation of the good-sport smile, Hanna glowing with self-worth—and were heading for the parking lot out behind the clubhouse, when a savage bark smote the darkening air.

			“Omigosh,” I cried. “Scrap’s got loose!” 

			“Scrap? Who or what is Scrap?” 

			“Captain Martin’s dog. A pit bull.”

			“Who the heck is Captain Martin, and what is he doing with a pit bull?”

			“Retired Air Canada pilot,” I explained. “They live right next to the golf course. That’s his daughter, Winifred, who takes the green fees.”

			“Oh, well, just as long as the dog doesn’t bite. Hey, he does bite, doesn’t he, Carlton? You’re really scared.”

			“Scared? The Witherses do not scare. Let us just say that I feel an onrush of prudence. I wonder how the damn dog got loose? Scrap is always kept behind wire.”

			“Well, never mind. We’ll just get the car and go.”

			“Didn’t you hear where that bark came from? He’s between us and the parking lot. We’d better go back to the clubhouse.”

			“How can we? It was locked up when we came off the course.”

			True, too. After we had put our clubs away and, if you want to get nosy about it, strolled down to the dock for a little fooling around, the place was closed down, and now we were on our own, a good hundred yards from the parking lot on one side and the Martin house back in the woods on the other.

			“Well,” said Hanna, “we’d better call for help.”

			I grabbed her arm. “For God’s sake, don’t,” I begged her. “If Scrap is loose, he’s likely to attack at any loud noise.”

			“Yikes,” said Hanna, but she said it quietly.

			We began to move towards the parking lot, walking on the sides of our shoes, at my suggestion, to keep the noise down. I think we’d have made it, too, except that the weird walking upset me, and I went base over apex across an empty paint drum that some idiot had left out, apparently for that express purpose, and I let out a startled bellow as I went down. I was up in a second, though, when I heard Hanna shout, “Carlton, quick! Here he comes!” followed by the fearful scrabble and throaty bellow of a charging pit-bull terrier.

			Upon which Hanna took off at a rate of, oh, call it sixty miles an hour. Do I exaggerate? Perhaps. Maybe it was only fifty-five miles an hour. She came, inevitably, to the closed gate to the parking lot, but she did not pause nor stay, no sir. She went over it in a stride that would have had any Olympic track coaches who happened to be in the neighbourhood shaking their heads as if to say, “Now, that’s how we do the high hurdle.” She pulled up on the other side, recollected, I guess, that she had left the last of the Witherses to become dog food, grabbed a chunk of a tree branch—the golf-course parking lot edges into the forest primeval—and came back over the fence to where she saw two figures tussling on the ground. Which were, reading from the bottom up: self lying on my back and howling with glee, and Scrap vigorously licking my face.

			Not every pit bull is a killer, you know. You would only be in danger from Scrap if you happened to be soluble in dog spit. The reason the Martins usually keep him penned is that he is always trying to make friends with folks in the middle of a golf game.

			Klovack didn’t get the joke. Women don’t, have you noticed?

			“You realize,” is all she said, “that this means war.” I paid no attention at the time. Scrap’s intervention had somewhat restored my self-esteem by knocking that of another human, always the best way, and I went merrily along until the following Friday, when we were, once more, teeing off for a golf game.

			This was on the first tee, about a hundred feet away from the clubhouse porch, where everyone gathers to comment on the form of those about to launch themselves into a golf game. Of course, if by chance you ever hit a good one, there is no one on the porch at all, but if, as is more usually the case, your opening drive rambles forty yards across the grass, nodding to the worms, before burying itself in a gopher hole, hordes of giggling onlookers appear on the porch to nudge each other and point. This day, I didn’t care. For some reason, I was full of buck and zip.

			She drove first, one of those straight, sweet, looping drives, maybe 180 yards smack down the middle. A hell of a hit, in point of fact, but I knew I could do better.

			As I moved to address the ball, it fell off the tee, as the pesky things will, but Hanna jumped forward to retrieve it.

			“Allow me,” she said, and graciously replaced the Titleist 2 on the tee.

			“You are too kind,” I replied, and doffed my hat, a bilious green thing which some think is a fungoid growth but which is, in fact, a veritable hat and has a label to prove it.

			“Hey, you know, Hanna,” I went on, as she slipped demurely to one side and I stepped forward to paste the pill into another and finer world, “I’ve got a feeling this is going to be a hell of a drive.”

			“I know it will,” she said, with a winsome smile, and it was with the warmest of feelings that I planted my feet and fixed the golf ball with a commanding stare. I gave a preliminary waggle—well, several preliminary waggles—drew back the club until I was almost gnawing on the inside of my left elbow, and uncorked the stroke of a lifetime. The ball took off like a rocket and then, after about fifty feet, dissolved in a shower of white bits which, I swear, began spitting bubbles as they drifted down to settle on the greensward. For my Titleist 2, Hanna had substituted one of those soap balls people stuff in Christmas stockings, with the result that a golf stroke that started out like something by Jack Nicklaus wound up like something by Heloise the Homemaker.

			Ha, Ha, chortled Hanna. Ha, Ha, howled the hordes now swarming all over the clubhouse porch. Well, I can take a joke on myself as well as the next man—which is to say, not at all—but this trifling with the sacred game could not be allowed to pass. I retrieved my tee, rammed my driver back into the parent bag, and left the course. Or, if you want Hanna’s version, stormed away in a sulk. On the drive back to Silver Falls, where Hanna has her apartment, I referred to the fact that no one but a big-city bimbo would pull such a childish stunt; she noted that I took the game too seriously, which was particularly amusing, she said, considering the way I played it.

			Reproaches were uttered on both sides—I believe you can qualify “unsportsmanlike Yahoo” on the one hand and “gold-plated asshole” on the other as reproaches—and diplomatic relations were severed forthwith. While we continued, perforce, to work together, the cold, proud mask of aloofness I wore to hide the hurt within reminded me of some of the best stuff you get out of Thomas Hardy.

			So here we were, together again, but not together, if you follow me, rocketing through the open gates of the Bosky Dell course and skidding to a halt within a few feet of a trio of men who were obviously embroiled in an argument: namely, two Silver Falls policemen and Tommy Macklin. Tommy began to curse and shout as soon as we approached, and tried to cover his face when Hanna came up with the Nikon and started snapping pictures of him. I have seldom seen a more edifying sight than Tommy cringing from the camera.

			“Withers, you’re fired!” he shouted. I paid no heed. Extracting the notebook, I addressed the awful majesty of the law.

			“The prisoner Macklin,” I said, “I presume you have him on a murder charge?”

			“Well, no, actually,” the perplexed flatfoot replied. “To tell you the truth, things are kind of confused around here.”

			Wouldn’t you know it. A just fate finally catches up to Macklin and he gets off on a technicality. The cop, Constable Ernest White of the Silver Falls squad—not that it matters, but I promised his mother to work in his name—explained that, while Mr. Macklin had been involved in the death of a local citizen, it seemed unlikely that the perpetrator, Thomas Heathcliffe Macklin, had actually been guilty of a felony on the day in question—to wit, today—namely, the slaying of one—fumble through notes—male Caucasian, aged about seventy, late of Bosky Dell.

			“Ernie, what the hell are you talking about?”

			Ernie gestured over his left shoulder, towards the golf course. There, in the middle of the third green, was a kind of giant gopher hole, an eruption of rocks and earth and grass, with, here and there, bits of cloth, which were apparently pieces of some of the victim’s clothing. The rest of the body had been removed, thank heavens, by ambulance.

			I gulped several times. “Golly,” I said, “there must have been some sort of explosion, huh?”

			Hanna leaned forward confidentially, and prodded Ernie. “The steel-trap mind,” she explained. “Never misses a thing.”

			I ignored this. “Who was the . . . uh . . . deceased?”

			“Old Charlie Tinkelpaugh,” said Ernie, and took off his hat—whether out of respect, or because it was hot, I don’t know. 

			“Aw, no, not Charlie,” I said. “Charlie,” I told Hanna, “was a nice old boy, even if he did eat paper.”

			“He ate paper?”

			I nodded. “Uh-huh, He used to work in a bank, worked there all his life and, for some reason, probably boredom, he got into the habit of picking up a piece of paper from one of those piles they have sitting around in all the banks, for withdrawals or whatever, and he would crumple it up and eat it. Said he was never really conscious of doing it; he would be sitting there, thinking about mortgages or long-term debentures or whatever it is bankers think about, and he would look down and the paper would be gone. He was a nice man.”

			“He was a nice man because he ate paper, or despite it?” 

			“He was a nice man, period. When I was a kid, I used to deliver the newspaper to the Tinkelpaugh cottage in the summertime, and Charlie would always give me a big tip on Saturday, when I came around on my bike to collect.”

			“He probably thought of you as Meals on Wheels.” 

			Heartless. Women have no finer feelings, which is another reason among many that the sex should be suppressed.

			Hanna turned to Ernie. “What happened?” 

			Ernie looked back down at his notes.

			“On the 14th instant—today—the Subject, Mr. Thomas Heathcliffe Macklin, of 24 Lake Street, Silver Falls . . .”

			Well, cutting out all the necessary gibberish, this is what happened: Tommy Macklin, balked of his ambition to be the first golfer of the day off the first tee, because he had chosen instead to waste his time chewing out a valued employee, arrived at the starting point, only to discover that there was a threesome in ahead of him: Charlie Tinkelpaugh, Sam Biddlemyer, and Wayland Forsyth. These old duffers, constant cronies, make up a small portion of the retired population at Bosky Dell, people who let out a glad Yahoo when they hit the age of sixty-five, sell their houses in the city—actually Charlie retired from a town nearby, called Coboconk, but most of our retirees come from Toronto—and rush to the lake to spend the rest of their lives on golf and other forms of lying. These three belonged to the slow-and-deliberate school of play. They always got in a daily round of golf during the season, and could be observed every morning strolling amiably down the course, happily hacking away and calling out to each other, while, behind them, other and swifter golfers bunched up, strained at the leash, and swore. Every now and then, the Trio con Brio, as they were known locally, would recollect the finer points of golfing etiquette and wave somebody on through, but most of the time they stifled passage as effectively as a ten-pin ball in the toilet bowl.

			When Tommy unlimbered his clubs, they were most of the way down the first fairway, and so, by the time they hit the third, Tommy was having to delay every stroke until the Trio con Brio ambled out of the way. Tommy normally plays alone, for the good reason that no one who has played with the bad-tempered little bozo once will repeat the performance.

			To understand what happened next, you need to know that the first is a long, par-five hole, the second a par four, and the third a short par three, and that two and three are parallel to one. Thus, by the time you have finished three, you are back just about where you started on the first tee, only about a hundred yards downwind, and, if you are me, twenty-seven strokes over par already. If you want to, you can say to hell with it right there, and stalk back to the clubhouse, flinging your clubs away as you go.

			The Trio con Brio was milling around on the green at three, while Tommy was on the tee. Charlie’s ball was just off the edge, so they hadn’t pulled the pin yet, but the others were well up towards the hole. They were mellow and relaxed, exchanging humorous jibes, checking out worm-casts, and all that important stuff, while Tommy was growing ever more enraged on the tee, 150 yards back. Finally, he decided he could bear it no more, and let fly with his five iron. You might think this impolite—which it was—and dangerous—which it wasn’t. Not under normal circumstances. Indeed, if you were looking for a safe haven during one of Tommy’s tee shots, you couldn’t, normally, pick a better spot than the green. This time, however, some concatenation of circumstances—a crick in his neck, a favourable arrangement of the planets, who knows?—caused the little pipsqueak to baff the ball exactly as it ought to be baffed. It rose, soared, dropped on the third green, and trickled into the hole.

			Charlie Tinkelpaugh looked up and said, “What on earth was that?”

			“A ball, Charlie. That was a ball.”

			“Well, it wasn’t mine. Was it yours, Sam?” 

			“No, it wasn’t mine. Was it yours, Wayland?”

			“No, it wasn’t mine. Are you sure it wasn’t yours, Charlie?” 

			The boys might have gone on in this fashion for five minutes, exploring the wonder of it all, except that they were interrupted by Tommy galloping down the pitch, waving his club and carolling his joy.

			“A hole in one!” he shouted. “I got a frigging hole in one!” 

			“Bless my soul,” said Charlie Tinkelpaugh. “I believe you did.”

			And the old boy tottered over to the pin and lifted it. 

			“There’s a ball in there, all right.”

			“Of course there’s a ball in there,” said Tommy. “It’s a Blue Goose. My Blue Goose. Gimme.”

			And he started across the green.

			Charlie bent over with the pin in one hand and retrieved the ball with the other. Then he peered back into the hole. He looked up and said to Wayland, who was still fooling about with his ball on the edge of the green, “Isn’t that the darndest thing?”

			“What is, Charlie?” said Sam, from over on the other edge of the green. “What’s the darndest thing?”

			“Well,” said Charlie, “there seems to be . . .”

			But that’s all he said, because, as he bent back over to check out whatever had caught his eye, there was an explosion. Charlie is—was—built on the solid side, and his 240 pounds absorbed most of the blast. Tommy Macklin, closing in from ten feet away, was knocked flat, showing that the gods had the right idea, even if they didn’t finish the job. He and Sam and Wayland, further off, were shaken up, but Charlie went forthwith to take his place among the morning stars. As the blast echoed away across the lake, Tommy said—and this will let you know what kind of a man he is—“You guys are witnesses that I got a hole in one before . . . this . . . happened.”

			“Lord love a duck,” is all Wayland said, and Sam burst into tears.

			When the cops arrived, they found bits of an explosive device scattered around the green, along with traces of a plastic explosive, which had apparently been triggered either by the ball going into the hole and setting off a time-delayed fuse or the pin being lifted, or however these things are managed. So that seemed to let Tommy out as a deliberate killer. Any murder plan that depended on Tommy getting a golf ball into the hole from some distance away could be dismissed from serious consideration. As far as the cops were concerned, he was, along with the gadget in the cup, merely a device used to get the job done.

			By the time I had wormed all this out of Ernie White, two detectives from the Ontario Provincial Police detachment outside Silver Falls had arrived. After a lot more jabber, they told Tommy he was not under arrest, and he could go home, although he should keep himself available for questioning. He was pretty unsteady on his pins and longing—I can read the man like a book—for about four snifters out of the office scotch to restore him to anything like human shape.

			“I’m going to leave my car here,” he growled. “Klovack, you can drive me back to the office.”

			“I can,” said the impudent shrimp, “but I won’t.” 

			“Why not?”

			“You just fired Withers.”

			“What the hell do you care? Last I heard, you were describing him as an advanced form of social disease.”

			“It’s a matter of principle,” said Hanna. “We’re thinking of starting a union in the office”—Tommy blanched and tottered, harder hit, probably, than by anything that had happened so far that day—“and Withers has been nominated chapel chairman. You’ve got to rehire him.”

			“Well, I won’t.” And he turned and started off for his own car, but his legs buckled, and, as I grabbed him under the arms and stood him on his feet, he grumbled, “Withers, you fathead, you’re hired again.”

			“Gee, thanks, boss,” I said.

			So we rode back into Silver Falls en masse. A silent en masse. Tommy was still shaken up by the explosion, Hanna was thoughtful—probably working up a cockamamie theory to fit the crime—and I was a seething cauldron of mixed emotions. On the one hand, the scene on the golf course had been pretty upsetting. I had covered the police beat for a time when I worked for the Toronto Star, but I never learned to snarl out of the corner of my mouth or hop lightly over corpses like the police reporters you see on TV. In fact, I was taken off the beat when I fainted during a visit to the city morgue for a feature on how the authorities handle John Doe crime victims, the ones who have come to a sticky end, but have not been identified. Today’s victim was not a John Doe, but Charlie, a man I knew and liked. We shared a passion for licorice jujubes, and I once caught him, in the bulk-food section of the local IGA, adroitly scooping all the other colours aside to beef up the licorice intake in his purchase. I do the same thing myself; these things form a bond.

			On the other hand, the Klovack character had lied to restore me to the work force. Didn’t that mean something? The stuff about forming a union was codswallop, of course, codswallop of the warmest and runniest variety; ergo, she had made it up and used it, with her characteristic brutal directness, to save my bacon. That did mean something.

			I learned what it meant when we got back to town and went up to the office, and I followed Hanna into the darkroom and tried out the old interlocking grip on her.

			“Hands off, Withers,” she said, adding, “you creep.” 

			These were not the accents of love.

			“Prithee, explain, then, your actions at the golf course,” I said. Or at least, that is what I meant to say. What I actually said was “Bu-bu-bu-but.”

			“Why did I get you your job back?” 

			I nodded, bereft of speech.

			“Because this is a genuine murder case, Carlton, and I need your help.”

			“You’re not going to try to solve it?”

			“No, no, of course not. But I am going to cover it.” 

			“Not in the Lancer, you’re not.”

			“True. I’ve been here long enough now to understand that. But I still have a lot of contacts in Toronto, and the Toronto media are going to love this. I should do well out of freelancing the pictures, but I need some help with the story stuff.”

			“Story stuff. By story stuff, I gather you mean the digging, the investigating, the tireless research, the writing, the reporting.”

			“Yeah, story stuff.”

			“And you think that, just because you got me my job back, I’ll do whatever you say.”

			“Something like that, yeah.” And she gave me the glare, the one that goes through me just about the third buttonhole and then, for some unaccountable reason, warms up the innards on its way out the far side.

			“Right,” I said. “So you are asking for my cooperation in this matter on a strictly professional basis?”

			“Right,” she said. “And you can keep your big, fat hands to yourself.”

			“Certainly, Miss Klovack. You will never have cause to complain on that account again.” I added, “The Witherses do not put their hands where they are not wanted.”

			Not strictly true, this last, but I threw it in for the aloof sound of it, shrewdly calculating that Hanna would never happen to bring the matter up with Edna Watson, or Penelope Ransome, or any of the other local females who have had occasion, over the years, to note down evidence to the contrary.

			“Who are we going to sell the story to?” I wanted to know.

			“The Star, most likely.” Like myself, though not at the same time, Hanna had once worked for the Toronto Star. In fact, she had been a news photographer there until recently, when she came to work for the Silver Falls Lancer, escaping an unhappy personal affair. “But maybe one of the television outlets will pay better. I’ll make a few phone calls, and we’ll see.”

			So I went whistling back to my desk to finish off Ramblin’ John, content that at least Hanna and I would be working together again on a project, even if, as I strongly suspected, we got no closer, ever, to the real story behind the death of Charlie Tinkelpaugh.

			
		

	
		
			
			Chapter 3

			We move forward, with the air of suspense growing all the time, I trust, to a point at about eleven p.m. that evening. I had gone to bed early, after a stint of watching what the closest TV station, over in Barrie, chooses to call “Classic Television,” to wit, reruns of I Love Lucy, Bonanza, and Leave It to Beaver. Watching this stuff takes its toll, and I was weary but unable to sleep. Birds, the sensible fellows, were all bedded down in their wee little nests, except for an owl who was chewing on something indescribable in the oak tree outside my bedroom window. A soft autumn breeze was soughing in the pines along Third Street. Down at the lake, which was rippling gently in the mellow, scented air, Old Mr. Moon was beaming away fit to bust, and up at the playground on Forest Road, Stephanie Podmeyer, the brazen hussy, was letting Billy Butterfield think she was about to lean back and relax along the length of the teeter-totter, thus placing him in a strategically advantageous position, when in fact all she was going to do was wait until he eased his weight off his end preparatory to making a move on her, and then she was going to bang her end down and laugh like a hyena. Then she was going to trot off and tell the other girls what a sap Billy looked. In short, a night of magic and moonbeams, as presented in Harlequin Romances, in which men are men and women are the cruel buggers we all know them to be.

			Old Mr. Moon, once he got finished horsing around down at the lake, came up and peered in the back, or bedroom, window of the Withers residence on Third Street, and then, in all probability, recoiled in horror. When I inherited the place from my parents, I resolved to keep it in the tidy manner favoured by my mother, but what with one thing and another, my standards have slipped somewhat. Thus, when the telephone rang at 11:06, C. Withers, who had been tossing and turning upon a fretful pillow—what exactly, did “Hands off, you creep” mean?—leapt from the bed, came a purler over a case of canned spaghetti bought on sale at the IGA and stored in the middle of the bedroom rug (where else?) and began to grope, frantically, among the debris on the couch. Finally, I spotted the light on my telephone-answering machine, installed and paid for by the Lancer so Tommy can give me hell even when I’m not here, and followed the cord down through the flotsam and jetsam to the phone.

			“The Withers residence. C. Withers at your service.” 

			“Well, where the heck have you been, C. Withers? You let the phone ring sixteen times. Dead to the world, I guess.”

			“It is customary, when night falls, to allow sleep to knit up the ravell’d sleeve of care, Miss Klovack.”

			“Isn’t it kind of early for your sleeve to come unravelled? I thought you always stayed up to watch the dirty movies.”

			“Is that why you called? To check on my viewing habits?” 

			“No, actually, the reason I called is that I’ve been thinking about this thing at the golf course.”

			“Yes, well, I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that. I didn’t behave very well.”

			“I know you didn’t, you creep, but that isn’t what I’m talking about. I was thinking about the murder.”

			“Good for you, Klovack. It shows the right spirit. And what is the result of your thinking?”

			“I think we should go out and tackle what’s-her-name, the Martin woman.”

			“You mean Winifred?”

			“That’s the one. The green-fees taker. The one who looks at you as if she’s not sure how you got past the admittance committee, and wonders where that bad smell could be coming from. She must have some idea why people are suddenly planting bombs around the golf course.”

			“I told you this afternoon that the cops interviewed her, and she said she had no idea whatever. She thought it must be the Irish Republican Army or somebody.”

			“The IRA in southern Ontario?”

			“Well, we had the Fenians in southern Ontario.” 

			“And who in the Sam Hill are the Fenians?”

			“Klovack, your ignorance is a standing wonder to me. The Fenians were Irish nationalists who ran around making things unpleasant for the British in the

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/HoleinOne_resized.jpg





OEBPS/image/logo_fmt.png
& HarperCollins e-books





