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DEAD SOLDIERS




Chapter One

As Carl Burns hung
up his phone, he wondered if he’d ever gotten good news in a call
from a college dean. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t think
of a single time.

Deans never called to say that the college’s
business office had uncovered an unexpected windfall that would
result in a ten percent pay increase for the faculty and staff.

They never called to say that the enrollment
had increased by fifteen percent for the fall semester and that the
administration attributed that fact directly to the fine work of
the school’s dedicated faculty.

They never called to say that they were
going to reduce the course load for everyone in the English
Department because the administration had suddenly realized that
the instructors were killing themselves by grading so many student
essays every semester.

And they especially never called to say,
“Good morning, Dr. Burns. I’m not calling for any particular
reason. I just wanted to let you know that you’re doing a wonderful
job as chair of your department and as a representative of Hartley
Gorman College. Everyone connected with the school appreciates your
hard work and dedication.“

No, more often than not they called to say
that some instructor hadn’t posted his office hours and that they’d
better be posted within the next ten minutes, or else.

Or that a student had appeared in the
president’s office to complain about an instructor’s outrageous
conduct in class.

Or that they had wonderful news: “You’ve
been appointed to the personnel committee. It will be meeting every
Thursday at three o’clock, and there are going to be some really
delicate problems to deal with this year.“

But this most recent call had been even
worse. It had not even been from the dean but from the dean’s
secretary, who had said, “Dr. Partridge wants to see you in her
office immediately.“

No reason given. That was the ominous part.
Burns tried to remember what his latest transgression might have
been, but he couldn’t think of a thing. His conscience was clear,
or at least as clear as it ever was.

Not that a clear conscience meant anything.
He was held accountable for the trespasses of all the faculty
members in his department, whether he knew about the trespasses or
not, and he was well aware that the sins of the faculty were
numerous and grievous. Some of the faculty, in fact, probably
hadn’t even posted their office hours.

Burns sighed.

“Is anything wrong, Dr. Burns?“ Bunni
asked.

Bunni was Burns’s student secretary. She had
long blonde hair and blue eyes, and she was an excellent student.
Burns had recently learned that her sister would be attending
Hartley Gorman in the fall. Her sister, to Burns’s distress, was
named Sunni. He was sure there was a good reason for the name,
besides the fact that it rhymed with Bunni, but he thought it
better not to ask.

“Nothing’s wrong,“ Burns said. “I have to go
over to Dean Partridge’s office for a minute.“

“Oh,“ Bunni said, nodding
understandingly.

Bunni had had her own problems with Dr.
Partridge, or rather with some of the policies that Partridge had
introduced to HGC with her ascension to the dean’s office. Most of
those policies had by this time been either rescinded or become
honored more in the breach than in the acceptance, for which Burns
was secretly grateful. Being publicly grateful was a mistake Burns
didn’t plan to make.

“I’ll be back later,“ Burns said. “If any
students come by, tell them that they can wait if they really need
to see me.“

“Yes, sir,“ Bunni said. Students at HGC
still said that sort of thing.

As Burns walked down the shabbily-carpeted
stairs of the Main Building, he tried again to think of what
Partridge could want from him. He had plenty of time to think
because his office was on the third floor and the ceilings were
eighteen feet high. Walking down the stairs was fairly easy,
however. Walking back up them was another story.

Maybe Partridge was finally going to have
the elevator installed. That would be bad news indeed for Burns,
whose office was in what appeared to be an unused elevator shaft
that ran up the side of the building. It was the right size and
shape for an elevator shaft, at any rate. But he’d hate to be moved
out of his office, even if it was slightly cramped, not to mention
cold in the winter and hot in the summer. It was far from perfect,
but he’d gotten used to it, along with the ivy that clung to the
outside walls and scratched at his windows when the wind blew, the
pigeons on the wide stone window ledges, and the sparrows that
nested in the ivy. He’d even gotten used to climbing the
stairs.

While Burns could negotiate the stairs
fairly easily, however, not everyone could. There was no way that
anyone with even the mildest physical disability could get to the
third floor classrooms. There had been a couple of “nontraditional“
(translation: older) students, very out-of-shape, who had been
forced to spend several minutes panting on the landings before
proceeding upward to the next floor. One of them had even
threatened to file suit against the college, and he was incensed
when Burns, in a move that did not endear him to the
administration, suggested that the student might either start for
class somewhat earlier or work out on the college track every day
until his endurance increased.

Maybe the student had filed suit.
Maybe that was it. Burns tried to remember his name, but failed. It
was getting harder every year for him to remember student names. He
had convinced himself that his failure was not a function of age.
It had more to do with the fact that by now he had taught something
like four thousand students at HGC. He couldn’t be expected to
remember all their names, could he?

When he got to the first floor and
started to open the door, he saw that Rose, the woman who cleaned
the building, had taped a note to it. The note said:

Please! Do not!! Throw!!

Alunimum Cans in trash!

Please use!! Recycle Bin!!!!

Rose’s spelling and capitalization were a
little weak, but she made up for that fault with her fondness for
exclamation points. No matter how many of them she used, however,
she never seemed to be able to get everyone to behave in a
satisfactory manner. Burns thought guiltily of the Dr Pepper can
sitting on his desk. He promised himself that he’d put it in the
recycle bin as soon as he got back.

That is, he would if he got back. For
all he knew, Partridge might fire him on the spot and have him
escorted off the premises by Dirty Harry, the school’s security
guard. Or have him dragged to the football field for summary
execution. For some reason or another, Burns wasn’t one of the
dean’s favorite people.

He was pretty sure he knew why, but while
some of the things resulting from the late Tom Henderson’s murder
had an adverse affect on Dean Partridge, none of them had been
Burns’s fault.

And while he had been involved in several
other harrowing episodes during his tenure at HGC, Burns liked to
think he’d been instrumental in solving problems rather than in
creating them. Besides, Partridge hadn’t even been here when those
other things had happened.

But Burns had discovered through long and
difficult experience that deans didn’t always look at things the
same way that he did.

That was one of the things that was wrong
with them.

 



Chapter Two

Burns walked under
the tall pecan trees that surrounded Old Main (or HGC I as a former
president who was fond of numbering things had called it) and
entered the Administration Building (HGC II). The college’s current
president had asked that the buildings be referred to by their
names, not their numbers, which Burns thought was a fine idea. But
for some reason he couldn’t get the numbers out of his head.

By-passing the elevator, Burns walked up the
stairs to Dr. Partridge’s office. Melva Jeans, the dean’s
secretary, greeted him when he entered. Then Melva, whose blonde
hair was at least half a hive high smiled and said, “You can have a
seat, Dr. Burns. Dr. Partridge will be with you in just a sec.“

So that’s the way it is, Burns thought.
After asking for him to come immediately, the dean was going to
make him wait. It was a cheap trick, but it didn’t surprise Burns.
Maybe Partridge held it against him because he’d been the person
more or less responsible for her introduction to Boss Napier, the
Pecan City chief of police.

It had all come about during the
investigation of Thomas Henderson’s murder, when Burns had
discovered that Partridge collected toy soldiers and Lincoln Logs.
He’d known at once that Partridge and Napier were kindred
souls.

Not in every way, of course.

Napier was a manly man whose idea of
political correctness was tithing to the National Rifle
Association, whereas Partridge had introduced and tried to enforce
strict rules of Politically Correct conduct for the HGC
community.

And of course there was the fact that
Napier, as a representative of the law, was just the kind of person
that Partridge, former member of what at one time was known as the
counter-culture, had spent years distrusting.

Finally there was the fact that Napier’s
tastes in women ran to green-eyed redheads, like Elaine Tanner, the
HGC librarian. As a matter of fact, Burns’s tastes ran in precisely
the same direction, which was one reason he’d been so eager to tell
Napier about Partridge’s collection. Partridge wasn’t a redhead,
nor did she have green eyes. She was attractive in her
ageing-hippie way, but Napier hadn’t been interested, not until he
heard about the soldiers. And the Lincoln Logs.

The last Burns had heard, the two of them
were quite an item. His spies had spotted them at the movies one
evening, and several times they had been seen eating at the Pizza
Delight, one of Pecan City’s fine dining establishments.

As far as Burns was concerned, it was a
match made in heaven. He hoped nothing had happened to break it up.
He didn’t relish the idea of having Napier back in competition for
Elaine. Not that Napier had a chance with her with Burns in the
field, of course.

Burns sat in an uncomfortable red leather
chair across from Melva’s desk and looked through the stack of
magazines sitting on an end table. There wasn’t anything really
interesting, so Burns picked up an old copy of The Chronicle of
Higher Education. There were no articles he wanted to read, but
he had to do something. He couldn’t just sit there and stare at
Melva’s hair.

He was halfway through an article on tenure
policy when Dean Gwendolyn Partridge opened the door of her office
and looked out. She wore rimless glasses, and her straight brown
hair had more gray in it than Burns had remembered.

“I’m sorry I kept you waiting, Dr. Burns,“
she said. “I was discussing a curriculum change with Dr. Miller,
and I lost track of the time.“

Dr. Miller was the college president, and
Burns was pretty sure that he had no interest at all in curriculum
changes. But he thought he might as well give Partridge the benefit
of the doubt.

“I didn’t mind waiting,“ he said, holding up
The Chronicle as he stood. “I was reading.“

“Ah,“ Partridge said. “You weren’t looking
at the job vacancies, were you?“

“No,“ Burns said, though he had glanced at
several of the advertisements. He wasn’t planning to leave HGC,
though there were probably plenty of reasons for doing so. “I’m
happy where I am.“

“Good,“ Partridge said. She looked at Melva
Jeans. “Hold my calls while Dr. Burns and I will be in
conference.“

In conference? Burns thought. What does that
mean?

“Please come in, Dr. Burns,“ Partridge said,
standing aside so that he could pass by her and into the
office.

Other administrative offices on the HGC
campus, notably the president’s, were hung with photos of famous
people. Dean Partridge, on the other hand, preferred prints of
Georgia O’Keefe paintings. Burns had to admit they were colorful,
but he would have hated having to explain to a psychiatrist what
they seemed to him to resemble.

Partridge went behind her desk and told
Burns to have a seat, which he did in another uncomfortable leather
chair, gray instead of red.

“How are things going in the English
Department this fall?“ Partridge asked when Burns was seated.

Burns wasn’t sure just exactly what she was
asking. Did she want to know about the student who had written a
paper on The Scarlet Letter and said that Hester Prynne
wondered about Chillingworth’s “where-abbots“?

Maybe, in the interests of Political
Correctness, she’d like to hear about the student in Clem Nelson’s
class who had described Othello as “an African-American.“

Or maybe, considering last spring’s Thomas
Henderson affair, she just wanted him to say that so far no one had
been murdered.

On the other hand, it would probably be much
safer simply to say, “Things are going very well this semester. No
problems at all so far.“

So that’s what Burns did.

Partridge said, “That’s wonderful. And how
is the new technology working out?“

Ah-ha! Burns thought. The new technology.
Over the Christmas break, computers had been installed in all the
faculty offices. This was a big breakthrough for a perennially
cash-strapped school like HGC. Everyone now had access to the
Internet and to e-mail, and there was a lot of exploration going on
as people discovered the capabilities of the electronic
marvels.

Burns had a suspicion that quite a few
people were using their new equipment to do something other than
engage in scholarly debate with faculty members from other
institutions or to do research that aided in their class
preparation. So maybe that was all there was to this little visit.
The dean was simply checking up.

Burns began to relax. “The computers are
really great. I’ve joined an English composition discussion list,
and the two Darryls have become real computer nerds. They’ve put up
an English Department home page that’ll knock your eye out.“

“I’ll have to look at it some day,“
Partridge said trying to sound enthusiastic, but Burns could tell
her heart wasn’t in it.

That was too bad since the homepage really
did look good. It provided a virtual tour of the department, with
photos of each instructor in his or her office. Bunni was included
as well, and there was a shot of Burns standing in front of his
American literature class, waxing eloquent on some abstruse topic
or other, probably the dates of spring break.

“Miss Darling and Miss Nelson are learning
fast, too,“ Burns went on. “Miss Darling didn’t even want the
computer in her office, but when she found that quilting page—“

Burns stopped. The not-so-tangy taste of
shoe leather filled his mouth. The last thing he’d wanted to imply
was that someone was using the computer for personal purposes.

Dean Partridge, however, didn’t seem to have
noticed the gaffe. She was looking vaguely at one of the O’Keefe
prints. Burns looked too. He thought it was supposed to be a
flower, but that wasn’t what it looked like to him. He wondered if
he was becoming a clichéd sex-obsessed English teacher like the
ones that populated certain kinds of genre fiction.

He started guiltily. Maybe Partridge had
brought him in here for some sort of bizarre Rorschach test.

But the dean didn’t appear interested in his
reactions to the print. For all the notice she was paying him, he
might as well not have been in the room.

“Is something wrong, Dean Partridge?“ he
asked.

“What? Wrong?“ She looked down at her
unpainted fingernails. After a second or two she said, “Yes. You’re
exactly right. There’s something wrong.“

“Is there some problem in the English
Department? Something you need to talk to me about?“

“No, that’s not it. It’s . . .
personal.“

Oh, lord, Burns thought. It
is about Boss Napier.

“I hesitated to discuss this with you,“
Partridge said. “It’s not easy for me to talk about my personal
life with—“

Underlings, Burns thought.

“—faculty members. At least on school time.
Maybe we should continue this discussion later.“

Discussion? Burns thought. They
hadn’t discussed anything as far as he could tell.

He said, “I’ve already taught my classes and
held my regular office hours today. I think it would be all right
if we discussed your, um, personal life.“

Now why did I say that? He wondered.
I don’t want to discuss her personal life at all. I want to get
out of here.

But he didn’t make a move to leave.

Partridge said, “All right. I hope you’ll
keep everything we say confidential.“

“I certainly will,“ Burns promised. God,
Boss Napier would beat me to a pulp with a battery cable if he
knew. Why didn’t I just get up and go?

“You’ve solved mysteries before, haven’t
you. Dr. Burns?“

Burns nodded, wondering where she was
headed. What kind of mysteries could she have in her personal life?
Maybe Boss Napier needed help on something and was too proud to ask
Burns himself.

“I’ve helped the police out a few times,“ he
said. As you know very well.

“Yes. R. M. speaks highly of you.“

R. M.? So she was on a first-name basis
with Boss Napier. Or a first-initial basis. Though Burns didn’t
like it at all when Elaine referred to Napier that way, he thought
it was perfectly appropriate when Dean Partridge did. Most
satisfactory, to tell the truth. Burns began to relax again.

“I’ll bet he does,“ Burns said, not
believing a word of it. “What seems to be the problem?“

“Someone has taken something that belongs to
me,“ Partridge said.

“Stolen, you mean?“

“Yes, I suppose so. Stolen.“

“Do you know who did it?“ Burns asked.

“No. I have no idea.“

“What was stolen?“

Partridge looked at the painting again. “Toy
soldiers,“ she said.

 



Chapter Three

“Toy soldiers?“
Burns said. “Why would anyone take toy soldiers?“

“Well,“ Partridge said, “for one thing,
they’re worth several thousand dollars.“

Burns twisted uncomfortably in his chair. “I
remember your telling me once that you got them from a man who made
his own molds, but I had no idea they were so valuable.“

“Those aren’t the ones that were taken. The
ones I’m talking about are genuine collectors’ items, made by
Britains just before the turn of the century. Britains made the
best.“ She paused. “Actually, the soldiers themselves aren’t worth
quite as much as I said, since whoever took them left the box.“

Burns had no idea what she was talking
about. “The box?“

“Yes. It’s bright red, and it’s the original
box. When children were given the sets as gifts, they usually threw
away the box. That’s why having the box makes the soldiers so much
more valuable.“

Burns was having a hard time figuring out
why a box was worth so much.

“It’s the same with any collectible toy,“
Partridge said. “Let’s say you have a Rifleman gun, a toy
modeled on the one used on that Chuck Connors TV show.“

“I’ve heard of that show,“ Burns said. “It
was a little before my time, though.“

“I’m talking about a principle here, not a
TV show. The Rifleman gun is going to be worth two to three
times as much to a collector if it’s in the original box. Did you
ever collect anything?“

“Baseball cards,“ Burns said. “When I was a
kid.“

“Do you still have them?“

“I don’t think so. They were in a shoebox
under my bed. My mother probably tossed them out when I went to
college.“

“That’s too bad. Some of the older cards are
quite valuable. And if you had the original wrappers, well, you’d
really have something. I wasn’t a card collector myself, but I
assume that nearly everyone threw the wrappers away as soon as the
gum was unwrapped.“

“We threw the gum away, too.“

He remembered the sickly sweet smell of the
pink gum, often coated with some powdery substance that he could
never identify. The gum was rectangular, like the cards, hard, and
brittle as glass. Burns and his friends used to throw it on the
sidewalk to see it shatter.

“The gum wouldn’t be worth much, I’m
afraid,“ Partridge said, “even if you’d kept it.“

“Probably not,“ Burns agreed. “It wasn’t
worth much even as chewing gum. But let’s get back to those
soldiers.“

“They were Civil War figures. Very colorful,
very nicely done, as you can imagine from their value.“

“Where did you keep them?“

“They were in the cabinet in my den, along
with some other things.“

Burns had been in Partridge’s house only
once, and he was thinking that he hadn’t been as observant as he
should have.

“What other things?“

“Just some other collectible items. A Malibu
Barbie, some Star Wars figures, a 3-D movie magazine, and
Elvis’s Christmas album. The cabinet wasn’t locked. I suppose it
should have been.“

It was too late to worry about that now,
Burns thought. He said, “But only the soldiers were taken?“

“That’s right.“

Burns didn’t like the way things were going
at all, and he certainly didn’t want to ask his next question. He
did it anyway.

“Have you told the . . . police?“

Dean Partridge looked over Burns’s head,
probably at another of the O’Keefe prints, thinking things over,
though Burns wasn’t sure what there was to think about.

Finally she said, “I haven’t talked to the
police.“

Burns had been afraid she was going to say
that. She probably suspected Boss Napier of the theft. He was the
logical person, if you looked at it in the right way. He liked toy
soldiers, too, and maybe even a chief of police wasn’t immune to
temptation.

“You really should talk to the police,“
Burns said. “They’re professionals. They know how to deal with this
kind of thing.“

“There’s a problem,“ Partridge told him.

Yeah, Burns thought, and its name
is Boss Napier.

He couldn’t say that, however, so he asked,
“What’s the problem?“

“The problem is the circumstances. The
soldiers were stolen during a party at my house.“

Burns’s feelings were hurt. He hadn’t been
invited to any party at the dean’s house.

“What party?“

“Last weekend. The party for our honor
students. I invited them to my house to meet the members of our
board and receive their congratulations.“

“Oh,“ Burns said. “That party.“

At a recent faculty meeting, Partridge had
announced her intention of honoring HGC’s top students. The
football players got letter jackets, she had said, so why not do
something for the scholars? A tea at the dean’s house. It wasn’t a
letter jacket, but it was something.

“You can see the problem,“ Partridge said.
“If word gets out that something was taken from my house, the
students will get the blame. That would result in some very
unfavorable publicity.“

Everyone in the administration at HGC seemed
concerned about bad publicity, not that Burns blamed them. There
had been an unseemly number of problems at the school recently, and
while everything had worked out for the best in the end, there had
been some touchy moments.

“You don’t think a student is guilty?“ Burns
asked.

“That’s always possible. But I’d rather not
think so. For that matter, I’d rather not think that anyone is
guilty.“

“Someone has to be, if the soldiers are
missing.“

Partridge nodded. “That’s why I wanted to
talk to you. I was hoping that you could look into things. I know
that you can be discreet.“

Burns was getting the picture now, but he
decided to make sure.

“I don’t know that I can do anything, but
what if I do find out who took the soldiers? What then?“

“I thought you might be able to persuade him
or her to return them. I wouldn’t press charges. I just want to get
the pieces back as quietly as possible.“

Burns didn’t want to look into anything or
try to persuade anyone. But he couldn’t come up with any good
reason to refuse. He tried hard to think of one.

Seeing his hesitation, Partridge said, “It
wouldn’t have to interfere with your teaching or your other duties
on campus. It would be very low-key.“

Burns knew that he was going to be sorry,
but he said, “All right. I’ll do it. Do you have a list of the
people who attended the party?“

“Melva has printed one out for you. She’ll
give it to you when you leave.“

“How many names are on it?“ Burns asked, a
little depressed that Partridge had been so sure of him.

Partridge didn’t meet his eyes. “About one
hundred.“

“One hundred?“ Burns said. “You’re
kidding.“

“I’m afraid not.“

“But that’s impossible. I can’t go around
questioning a hundred people. It would take forever.“

“I might be able to help you narrow it down
some,“ Partridge said.

She punched a button on her intercom and
asked Melva to bring in the list. Melva opened the door, walked
past Burns and laid the list on Partridge’s desk.

“Thank you, Melva,“ Partridge said, and
Melva departed without a word. Burns thought that she probably
hadn’t been invited to the party, either.

Partridge looked over the list and said, “I
was wrong. There are only eighty-six names here.“

“That’s close enough to a hundred for me,“
Burns said. “Could I have a look at it?“

Partridge handed the list across the desk.
Burns struggled with the chair and finally managed to rise to a
half-standing position and reach for the list. As he fell back into
the chair, he scanned the list rapidly. Boss Napier’s name wasn’t
there, and Burns sighed with relief. Things were bad, but not as
bad as he had feared. At least Napier wasn’t a suspect.

“How are you going to narrow things down?“
Burns asked.

“Many of the guests never went into the
house,“ Partridge said. “It was a yard party.“

Burns was skeptical. “A yard party?“

“Yes. I rented a tent. It was quite
nice.“

“What about Billy?“

“He wasn’t a problem,“ Partridge said.

Burns found that hard to believe. Billy was
Partridge’s pet goat, or as she preferred to call him, her animal
companion. He lived in a little shed in the yard, though Burns had
never seen him inside it. Most of the time, he was standing on top
of it.

Billy wasn’t exactly friendly, as Burns had
good reason to know, and there was no fence around the shed,
either. As far as Burns was concerned, any guests in the yard were
taking their lives in their hands.

“I rented a little fence,“ Partridge said.
“I didn’t know you could do that, but you can. Billy was quite
happy to watch the goings-on.“

Burns didn’t believe Billy was happy, and he
didn’t believe the part about the “little fence.“ Billy would never
have been deterred by a little fence. Not that it made any
difference. What Burns wanted to know was how many people could be
marked off the list. He handed it to Partridge and asked her to see
what she could do.

“I’ll give you a call when I’m finished,“
she said.

Burns hoped that would be a long time, but
he saw the list again much sooner than he had expected. It was the
very next day.

Right after Burns found out about the
murder.

 



Chapter Four

Boss Napier was
waiting when Burns came back to his office after his American
literature class the next day.

“Nice cozy little place you got here,
Burns,“ Napier said when Burns came through the door. “Got you a
computer, a view, even some birds on the window ledge.“

Burns looked out the windows. Pigeons
whirred and cooed and stalked around the ledges. There was
something else there too, a coating that resulted from the presence
of the birds. What the place needed was a good rainstorm, Burns
thought, but that wouldn’t help the ceiling, which was darkly
stained from generations of pigeon droppings in the attic.

Napier didn’t seem concerned with the stain
just over his head. He was sitting in Burns’s chair, his feet
propped up on the desk. The feet were enclosed in low-heeled black
cowboy boots that went with the western-cut gray suit Napier was
wearing. The police chief even had on a ten-gallon hat.

“Don’t tell me,“ Burns said. “Hollywood has
called. You’re going to be the new John Wayne.“

Napier swung his feet off the desk and set
them on the floor. Then he leaned forward and rested his forearms
on the desk.

“You always did think you were funny,
Burns,“ he said. “But you were wrong.“

“Probably. Mind if I sit down?“

“Why not? It’s your office.“

Bunni was in class, so Burns took her chair
at the computer desk. He put his American lit text and grade book
on the mouse pad beside the computer and looked at Napier.

“I don’t suppose this is a social call,“ he
said.

“Can’t put anything past you college guys,
can I?“ Napier said. He looked at the literature book. “Who’ve you
been talking about today.“

“Edgar Allan Poe.“

“The House of Usher? That kind of
stuff?“

Burns nodded, admitting that he’d been
talking about that kind of stuff.

“I read that one once,“ Napier said. “But I
didn’t get it. I mean, here’s this guy who goes to visit an old pal
that he knew when they were kids, but he never even knew the old
pal had a twin sister. I’ll bet you knew if your pals had twin
sisters didn’t you, Burns?“

“I don’t think any of them did,“ Burns
said.

“Well, if they did, you’d have known it. How
big was this House of Usher, anyhow?“

Burns had never given that aspect of the
house much thought. “I don’t really know.“

“It would have to be pretty big, right? It
had that basement or whatever. Dungeon, maybe. Lots of rooms in a
house like that, probably.“

“I’m sure you’re right.“

“Take a lot of people to run a place that
size. As I remember the story, there’s some old servant that lets
the guy in when he gets there.“

Burns acknowledged that there was a
servant.

“So what happened to him?“ Napier asked
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