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        To nab the city’s worst criminals, a crack detective relies on the help of a mysterious shopkeeper and a very unusual radio.

      

        

      
        He’s the greatest detective New York City has seen in the modern age, with an enviable record of closed cases.

      

        

      
        But he hates the acclaim. He shuns the rookies who beg to know his secret.

      

        

      
        How does he do it? He won’t breathe a word because he knows that they will never believe the truth.

      

        

      
        The secret of his success sits on a shelf in a magical shop on Bedford Street—waiting…

      

        

      
        This fantastic tale first appeared in the pages of Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine.
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      When he showed up at the shop on Thursday, the detective was clearly preoccupied and barely made eye contact with the proprietress who had the run the place for as long as anyone in the neighborhood could remember. He was a short, wiry man whose hair was a mass of tight black curls. He’d been a champion wrestler in his youth before attending the academy, and his limbs were accustomed to action, movement, restlessness. So it took a superhuman effort to quiet himself and wait patiently while the woman ahead of him paid for her two decanters and had them carefully wrapped for their perilous journey north to Tudor City.

      The shop offered an eclectic mix of housewares—new, exotic, vintage and antique. There were bright linens from Provence and outdoor patio sets and coffee-table books and galvanized tin flower buckets filled with old silverware that one could buy to mix and match. There were fireplace andirons cast in the faces of soulful monks, and cast-iron doorstoppers shaped like pugs—dogs the detective would never be caught dead owning.

      When the customer departed, the proprietress reached up to the shelves behind the counter to take down the radio. It was a boxy old thing, its sides framed in teal, marbleized acrylic that must have seemed attractive at a certain point in the nation’s history. Affixed to its cream-colored facade was a single word in a raised red script: AudioMax.

      The detective accepted the radio with a silent tip of his head. He carried it past the Italian ceramics to the rear of the store, where some lovely woven bistro chairs were always available for his use. He set the radio on the table for two, inserted the end of the fabric cord into the wall socket, and turned the dial. The AM band was usually all he required, though he sometimes was forced to switch to FM. Sometimes he struck gold immediately and his visits were marked by an excitable, hasty departure. Other times he fussed around for the better part of an hour trying to draw a bead on something he could use. Today the radio seemed to know exactly what he needed. First he heard the squeak of door hinges. Then the radio crackled and a woman’s voice leapt out of the speaker—angry, strident, and inconsolable.

      “You shouldn’t be here, Edward! How did you get up here?”

      “I thought we could talk.”

      “We’re done, Edward. It’s been over for months. I’m seeing someone else. I thought I was clear. It’s bad enough we see each during the day⁠—”

      In his notebook the detective scrawled with a ballpoint pen: EDWARD. WORKPLACE?

      “Let me in, okay? Let’s discuss this like adults!”

      “You should leave.”

      The hinges squeaked again. Listening with his ear pressed almost to the speaker, the detective had no trouble visualizing the sort of apartment door it was. Like millions of others in the city, it was designed to slam and latch shut when it wasn’t being actively propped open.

      The hinges groaned.

      The woman said, “Stop it!”

      He’s forcing his way in, the detective thought.

      There was the sound of a crash and pop. That’s the lamp on the console table falling to the parquet floor, the detective thought. Then came the plink of piano keys. Yes! He must have pushed her back against the old upright just inside the door of the studio apartment.

      “Get away from me! What are you…stop it right now. I never want to see you⁠—”

      Her voice stopped. The detective heard heavy breathing. Fists slapping flesh. And then the terrible, protracted gurgle.

      The detective drew his legs up in the chair and rested his forehead on his knees. He squeezed his eyes tight, listening. He hated this part. He knew he always had the choice to lower the volume, or to unplug the radio entirely. But if he had come this far, he felt he was obliged to listen to the very end. He must bear witness to the thing no human had yet witnessed. In those moments, the detective’s heart dashed through a series of emotions that he felt unable to control: sorrow, horror, and rage. I’m going to get you, you miserable monster! he’d think. I will find you and crush you. Just you wait.

      When he returned the radio, the proprietress lifted it to the shelf behind the counter, where it fit neatly beside other things she would never sell at any price—a Japanese katana, some high-end crystal cocktail glasses, and a pair of bronze scales.

      He often preferred to leave without a word. Other times she intuited that he wished to linger. She kept a bright yellow folding table and two chairs on the sidewalk for just such occasions. It was still early May, but the day had turned lovely and warm. Pink buds sprouted from the tips of the cherry tree outside her shop. They sipped their aperitif from minuscule crystal glasses. He was a simple man, but over the years he had learned the names of dozens of such drinks from her.

      He felt like he was sipping flowers. “This is what?” he said.

      “Kir.”

      “It’s got a flavor…”

      “Cassis. Blackcurrant. It’s a tiny berry.”

      “Nice.”

      “Was it…bad?” she asked.

      He nodded without meeting her glance. “I’ve heard worse. But this bugs me. She lived alone. Not many friends, which is how we usually find out about their beaus. We talked to all her exes. At least, we thought we did. His name never came up.”

      “Well, now you know,” the proprietress said.

      He didn’t want to dwell on the case. “The glasses are pretty,” he said. “I assume they’re expensive?”

      “Of course.”

      “These words cut into them…are they French?”

      “Oui,” she said.

      She was a lovely woman. Curly, red-brown hair, light brown skin with a smattering of freckles. About his age, but looking better. He had never inquired about her background. He assumed she was French, but she might have hailed from the Caribbean. She called herself Virginie, but he rarely addressed her that way.

      “I got them out of a municipal office, I think, in Lyon,” she continued. “Strange to find such a set. Imagine judges and lawyers drinking their afternoon pastis out of them.”

      “What do the words say?”

      “‘I rejoice in a city of gold whose name is Justice.’”

      The cop smiled ruefully. “I’ll drink to that.”

      
      He had first happened upon the shop on an exuberant weekend afternoon ages ago when he was still quite young. The city felt young too—filled with longhaired youth in hip-hugging jeans, weed-tinged coffeehouses, and songs of protest on every corner. The woman who would become his wife had agreed to move into his apartment on the Lower East Side. Flush with excitement, he had wandered around the Village in search of something—anything—that would class up his act. The tablecloths, napkins, and hand-carved, teak napkin rings in the window of the shop on Bedford Street caught his eye. He couldn’t recall ever having been on that street. If he had, he certainly would never have considered anything that nice looking for himself. But he knew Claire would love the colors of those fabrics—reds and oranges spilling over backgrounds of canary yellow. Ah, but a store like this, in a neighborhood like that, was bound to be expensive.

      The proprietress sensed his hesitation from his body language alone. She smiled at him through the window. She was dressed in a thick cotton apron with scarlet stripes. “You have only to ask,” she said, calling out the open door. “You never know: it might just be on sale.”

      They were not. But he was young, and love had hopelessly conquered his heart. As Virginie wrapped his extravagant purchases, she happened to ask in what capacity he worked for the city. He couldn’t recall mentioning such a thing. Just that week, two days before Claire had acquiesced, he had been promoted to detective.

      “Ah,” the proprietress said, “then I have something that may interest you.”

      “I’m tapped out, honey,” he quipped.

      “It’s not for sale. It’s an artifact that came into my possession through strange circumstances. It is valuable, and must be used for the good of the people.”

      She led him to the rear of the store and left him in the company of the radio. He perched on the tufted upholstery of a purple fainting couch and messed with the dial as instructed.

      The voices started almost immediately. Two women talking.

      “What I’m thinking is, we have to do it tonight, when he gets back from the ballgame. He’s always bombed out of his mind when he gets off the subway. It’ll be easy.”

      “It doesn’t sound safe,” the other voice said.

      “He walks by the park on the way home. Nice and dark. That’s where it could happen. No one will know.”

      “It doesn’t sound safe,” the other voice—also a woman—repeated.

      “You want we should put up with him forever? Daddy wanted us to have the funeral parlor. It’s ours, Magdalena. We should put up with him?”

      The detective lifted the radio off the couch. What in holy hell was this? The details he had just heard sounded strangely familiar. A funeral parlor. A woman named Magdalena. A man who had been mugged and murdered on the way home from Shea Stadium. The precinct had caught such a case earlier this week.

      The detective unplugged the cord and carried the radio to the front of the shop. The proprietress was wiping down the glass of the display case where she kept a selection of Bakelite bangle bracelets. His hands were trembling as he approached her. Beads of sweat had broken out on his forehead. “What is this?” he said to her. “Is this for real?”

      “You understand now?” she said.

      “Let me buy it.”

      “You cannot. Think on this. It is too valuable. If it speaks to you, it may speak to another.”

      “Another cop?”

      She nodded yes. Her eyes were green and lovely, and he was moved by the concern written across her forehead. “The words it speaks mean nothing to me,” she said. “But I knew that one day, someone would enter this shop who did understand. If you
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