

  [image: cover]





  Dell Shannon and The Murder Room


   This title is part of The Murder Room, our series dedicated to making available out-of-print or hard-to-find titles
  by classic crime writers.


  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we are
  obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.


  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent of
  digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for
  decades.


  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid
  twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. 


  The Murder Room


  Where Criminal Minds Meet


  themurderroom.com


  


  Some Avenger, Rise!


  Dell Shannon


  [image: ]


  


  Rise from my ashes, some avenger, rise!


  Virgil, Aeneid


  


  Contents


  Cover


  The Murder Room Introduction


  Title page


  Epigraph


  Prologue


  Chapter One


  Chapter Two


  Chapter Three


  Chapter Four


  Chapter Five


  Chapter Six


  Chapter Seven


  Chapter Eight


  Chapter Nine


  Chapter Ten


  Chapter Eleven


  Chapter Twelve


  Chapter Thirteen


  Chapter Fourteen


  Chapter Fifteen


  Chapter Sixteen


  Outro


  By Dell Shannon


  About the author


  Copyright page


  


  Prologue


  The man had a great deal of money, and the man had an obsession. The man had been and in most ways still was a very shrewd man: a judge of men, a judge of business affairs, and
  on the surface he was the same man, a sane man. But a conviction and an idea had taken possession of him.


  He conceived that he had a vengeance to bring upon nine persons, and it mattered nothing to him at all how much of his wealth he spent to bring about that vengeance.


  He had already spent a great deal, in this way and that. Some of the revenge was easy to attain, but then for others of the nine he had had to hire secret spies, and wait and plan for a long
  while before he found the way to reach them with his vengeance.


  He had waited years, planning and brooding long, to start the doom moving, irrevocable and sudden as an avalanche, against one of the nine. This plan, unlike some of the others, did not demand
  of him personal violence; it had needed money to set up; and then it had needed the exact opportunity before the doom could be begun, before the first stone could be rolled, bringing the avalanche
  down.


  The man had waited years for this. He had not minded the waiting, for he knew the day would come; it was sweet to brood on that. And the day had come.


  And while he waited to bring down the doom on that one of the nine, he had planned and acted on others, so he had not minded the waiting. The man was seventy-two years old but he came of tough,
  long-lived stock; he knew he would live long enoughstill shrewd and activeto accomplish his vengeance. And he had. This was the last one.


  Smiling, he sat thinking about it, slowly sipping his afternoon highball. The first revenge takenafter it had come to him that the vengeance was duethat had been the crude, obvious
  thing. But it had been given to him to understand the better vengeance, and that was what he had brought to the others also.


  Once it was finished, perhaps he could find peace.


  It was April fourteenth, a Wednesday, a bright golden day, but the day of doom for the ninth one on the plotters list.


  He should be realizing it about now. It was five-thirty in the afternoon.


  


  Chapter One


  Theyve got kind of resigned about it now, I guess, said old Mr. Walters cheerfully, swallowing the last of his replenished drink. After all, they
  cant keep me locked up. Way they talk, youd think I stopped having any sense when I hit seventy-five. But theyve been a mite easier about my going out lately. Mr.
  Walters, ruddy and cheerful at eighty-one, was talking about his family.


  Jesse Falkenstein grinned at him across his desk. Couple of times, he said dryly, youve made me feel I didnt have much sense.


  Tosh, youre still young, boy. Got any to start, you keep addin to it, you know. You sure Im not interruptin anything?


  Wish you were, said Jesse gloomily. It was getting on toward six oclock, and hed had a single appointment all day. I could bear to pick up a few new clients.
  Just so long he knocked on the desk hastilyas they arent criminal cases. Often thought Id have been a lot smarter to go in for the corporation side like my
  father.


  Business bad, hey?


  What with the house payments and feeding the Monster, said Jesse, I could do with And the office door opened and Miss Williams looked in agitatedly.


  Oh, Mr. Falkenstein


  Yes?


  I was just about to leave when I didnt know if youd want


  A man brushed by her in the doorway and came heavily into the office. He was a big man with heavy shoulders, rather untidily dressed in a mediocre dark suit; his dark tie looked as if hed
  been pulling at it, hanging loose and crooked. He was not a good-looking man; he had big craggy features, a long prognathous jaw which bore a stubble of dark beard, and his dark eyes were
  bloodshot. He stood in the center of the room and looked at Jesse, and slowly Jesse unfolded his lank seventy-four inches and got to his feet.


  I didnt know if youd want


  Its all right, Miss Williams, said Jesse. You can go.


  The newcomer just stood there, arms hanging, and Jesse and old Mr. Walters stared at him, for he was a man they knew. He was Sergeant Andrew Clock of Central Homicide, L.A.P.D.but
  theyd never seen him looking like that before.


  And Jesse felt one sharp pang of alarm, and he said quickly, Fran? Andrew, is it Because he could think of only one thing that might make Clock look like that, some hurt or
  threat to slim, svelte Fran Falkenstein.


  Clock shook his head. He went on shaking it, muzzily, as if trying to clear his mind. Then he said, I thought I could get youbut I dont know if theyd let me
  bring in a lawyer. Like the army. I dont know. Only I thought Because, my God, my God, I dont understand it, its not real, it cant be real, you know. Its
  just a nightmare, isnt it? Im sorry, I didnt see you had somebody here. Oh, its you. He looked at Mr. Walters. Would they let me have a lawyer, do you
  think? I never asked the captain. Should have asked.


  Youre not making sense, Andrew, said Jesse. Sit down and lets hear whats wrong. But he had to prod Clock into the second chair beside his desk.
  Old Mr. Walters silently pulled out his bottle of bourbon and poured a hefty shot into his glass, shoved it over. He was watching Clock interestedly.


  Jesse guided Clocks hand to the glass. For Gods sake, whats hit you? he asked. What do you need a lawyer for? Finally lost your temper with some stupid
  underling and clouted him over the head?


  Clock put the bourbon down in one gulp. I needed that, he said. His voice was dull but there was something wild in his eyes on Jesse. Ijust dont understand any
  of this. Its likeits just a nightmare, thats all. Its got to be. Im sitting here in your office telling youtrying to tell youbut in a minute
  Ill wake up, and itll have just been a nightmare. Because its nothing that could happen, you know. He was asking them to tell him, reassure him, that it was just a
  nightmare.


  Andrew


  Thirteen years, said Clock. I took the oath when I was twenty-one. A hell of a lot of times Ive wondered whythankless job to end all thankless jobsbut
  its my job, you know. I never wanted to do anything else, and Im a good cop, Jesse. You believe Ive been a good cop, dont you? God knows Ive tried to be. I saved
  that baby, that timethey gave me a medal for that: I told you that, didnt I? Clock was talking dully, compulsively, his eyes anxious on Jesse. I made rank three years
  after I joined the force, and thats pretty good going on this force. I was twenty-four. I was the youngest cop ever made rank, you know that? I was only in uniform three years. And no marks
  against me at all, you know that?


  Andrew, what the hells this all about? asked Jesse. Something very wrong with Clock; something


  Hes had a pretty bad shock of some kind, boy, said Mr. Walters quietly. Get another shot down him, maybejolt him out of it, hey?


  Andrew


  Ive tried, I thought I was I was only thirty-two when I made sergeant, Clock was going on, earnestly. And its just crazy to think Starbuck could have
  had anything to do with thatwith Skipper Arnold getting cooled, I mean Starbucks not a killer, I only brought him in to question because he had had an argument with
  Skipper, and youve got to be thorough. Just crazy. And I cant understand wherehow Look, he said. Look, I get along with most of the boys just fine. We all
  get along. Theyre all good menespecially Pete Petrovsky. Oh, Dales a little slow on the uptake sometimes, and I didnt recommend him for promotion, but, my God, Jesse,
  Dale couldntand besides, he wouldnt. I dont know who would. What?oh, thanks. Automatically he emptied the glass again. Whats that
  one you quoted at me onceevery mans enemy is within himselfenemies But who could do it to me? My God, Jesse, my God, did I do it? Did I have amnesia or
  something?


  Andrew, simmer down and tell it straight, said Jesse gently. Whats happened?


  Clock suddenly drew a long, long breath and held it, and let it out. He looked haggard, and there was both pain and fright in his expression. He said, And how often, my sweet Christ, have
  I listened to them telling meits a frame, Sergeantsomebody framed me. How often


  Some kind of private trouble, Sergeant, youd maybe like me to take myself off? said Mr. Walters delicately.


  No, said Clock. Thats all right. I think maybethe more heads we get on this the better. He sounded more rational. And anyway, theyre good,
  you knowand with no marks on my record, sure to God they wont just But the way it looksdamn it, it doesnt make any sense!


  From the beginning, Andrew, said Jesse. He sat down again. Whatever it was, it was something bad. Hed never seen the practical, efficient, dedicated-cop Clock like this.


  Clock took another long breath. He said conversationally, That liquors hit me. I havent had anything to eat since breakfast. Im just not thinking. I should have asked
  the captain if they let you have a lawyer. Maybe it wouldnt look so good if I did bring a lawyer in. But surely to God itd count for something, that I said right off, Look anywhere
  you want to? But when they I just dont understand it. He looked at Jesse and came out with it then, abruptly. Im suspended, he said. Pending fuller
  investigation. Im supposed to have taken a bribe to cover up evidence against Paul Starbuck in that homicide. And Im supposedsupposed to have taken it because I wanted the
  money for a I told you its crazy, its just impossiblefor this Helen Madden. I dont know the woman, Id never laid eyes on her, Jesse. Anybody who knows
  me, said Clock painfully, brutally, knows I haventseen another femalesince I met Frances. I wouldntlook twice at that one anyway. Never laid
  eyes on her. One of these rapacious little blondesby requestwith a beehive hairdo. Crazy. Her brothers an ex-con, hes been in Quentin. He did a one-to-five for
  armed robbery. Joe Madden. A punkjust a punk. And the girl


  What the hell, said Jesse stupidly. But Andrew


  She said I gave her the money to buy a mink coat, said Clock. You know I.A.or maybe you dont. It was the editor of the Telegraph phoned Captain
  Thatcher. Monday. Hed had an anonymous phone callall this about meyou know it was in the papers on Friday, Thursday too, I guessabout our questioning Starbuck, on the
  Arnold case. The editor wasnt about to stick his neck out and print it without checkingeven if the Telegraph always does love to get hold of something against a cop. But then
  of course Thatcher and his I.A. boys went to work too. On me. Because Thatcher Thatchers a good man. Drops on anybody a little out of linelike lightning. You know this force.
  Were the top force anywhere. Partly on account of I.A. playing watchdog.


  Yes, but Andrewhow the hell could


  Hell, you keep the girl friend out past midnight, youre apt to get a lecture about it. Take three drinks instead of two, out to dinner somewhere, you get lectured. Thats how
  I.A. was set updamn puritanical. Cops setting an example and so on. Ive never had a mark against me, said Clock. But thissomething one hell of a lot more
  than Well, I see of course theyd look. Even on an anonymous tip, but He stopped, and said, I need another drink. . . . She had a photograph on the
  mantel. In a frame. It was me. Me with her at some night club. She wouldnt let the captain have it, but it was me. Only it couldnt have been, could it? Unless Ive grown a split
  personality and dont remember?


  A photograph


  In a silver frame. Clock nodded. And this punk, this Madden, he said it was so too. Never laid eyes on either of them. And Starbuck was scared to
  deathnaturallyand he said, No, for Gods sake, he hadnt given me any money, but my God, theres no way to prove that, about him. A pro gambler, they all carry
  around a lot of cashand


  Slow down, said Jesse. Let me take this in. The editor tipped off Internal Affairs and they went looking. All right. Evidenceof course circumstantial evidence is
  really the best kind. But, first thing strikes me, a pretty crude setup, isnt it? All of a sudden a good cop with no black marks against him veering such a long way off the straight and
  narrow? Didnt this Thatcher think twice about that?


  Clock finished the bourbon and looked up at him. Youre jumping in on my side blind, boy? he asked softly. He looked, now, completely rational and sober. You
  havent heardall theyve got. You dont know. That teller You dont ask me any questions at all, just take it on faith? My God, Im asking
  myself if I could have lost my mindmy normal mind.


  Jesse slid farther down in his desk chair. Fellow named Bratzlav said a thing once. Where reason ends, faith begins. Mans got to believe in something. Figure I know you
  well enough to know youd never turn crooked as a cop. There are things youd do maybe puritansd call wrong. Sure. But as cops go, Id call you dedicated. As they say. Also
  figure your Captain Thatcher ought to be smart enough to read you.


  Old Mr. Walters had poured himself another drink. Ill go along with that, he said interestedly.


  Thatcher, said Clock dully, doesnt know me. This is a big city force, after all. Sure, theres my record. But I guess among all your proverbs, Jesse, you could
  think of a few about how females get us tangled in their nets.


  So, said Jesse, we do anything to stay tangled? Um. I want some more details. I.A. went looking. When and how?


  Yesterday. Today. I didnt hear one damn thing about it until this morning. I was still working on the Arnold thing I dont think well ever get anybody for it,
  but The captain called, told me to come up to his office. I thought maybe one of the boys in the office was in trouble. I know Dales a poker fiend, he might have And then they
  threw this at me. This. Questions. Like a nightmare. And when I got it through my head what they were sayingthat it wasnt some kind of damn fool jokeI blew up. I dont
  know if that was smart I couldnt help it, Jesse. Me. Taking a briberunning around with athis cheap blonde. I said, for Christs sake, look wherever you want to,
  Ive got nothing to hide! Only thenthen they looked. Sure. We all looked, said Clock tiredly. And then they asked me a lot more questions. Thatcher and Lieutenant Clay. I
  dont know I suppose theyre good men, but that office, its the watchdog, you knowits their job to be suspicious, to keep an eye on every man on the
  force. And they dont know me, Jesse. Personally. When I made rank I was assigned to Wilcox Street in Hollywood. The detective bureau there. I was there until I made sergeant and got
  transferred downtown to Central. To Homicide. I never had a thing to do with I.A. before. I met Thatcher and Clay for the first time today. Seen them, heard about them. I guess theyre good
  men. But what the hell could they thinkall this evidence I dont understand it.


  Tell me, said Jesse, about the evidence, Andrew. One thing Im supposed to know a little something about.


  Clock looked down at his hands clasped tightly together across his lean stomach. They were big, capable, freckled hands. They had done this and that. They had saved that baby, so long ago. They
  had subdued a lot of punks and drunks and berserk men. They had, like Andrew Clocks body and brain and personality, been usedhe had always liked to thinkfor good against evil.
  He hadnt any orthodox conviction about life except the blind conviction that there was this primal, eternal struggle between the forces of good and evilbetween order and
  chaosand he had chosen the right side. He had also a blind faith that a man on the right side had, essentially, nothing to worry about in life or death; the battle he might lose, but not the
  war. But today had shaken him, and shaken his faith. Since the moment the inside phone rang on his desk, and he picked it up and said, Clock here, and a curt businesslike voice had
  replied, This is Captain Thatcher in I.A. Will you please report to my office immediately, Sergeantnot making a question of it.


  He said, They had seen that girl yesterday. They didnt get me up there until theyd I just blew up. I said, for Gods sake, they could look at whatever they
  wanted tomy bank account, my apartment And they said theyd like me to see the girl. ThisMadden woman. Id never laid eyes on her before. And there was that
  photograph. I didnt believe it. I didnt She called me Andy, said Clock numbly. Nobody calls me Sheshe did a good job on it, the bitchhemmed
  and hawed andyou knowwas arch at them. Word for it. Arch. What was wrong about her going around with a cop? Why shouldnt he buy her presents if he wanted to? Like that. And
  there was that photograph. I didnt believe it but


  Ways, said Jesse, to make composites.


  Jesse, said Clock quietly, it wasnt a copy of any photograph Ive ever had taken. I knew that when I saw it. I havent had many photographs
  takenyou know my father died when I was ten, and we didnt have money for things like that. I havent got any family since my mother died, and God knows I havent got the
  kind of face for anybody to want pictures of. It was aa new photograph. Of me.


  Theres a thing called a telescopic lens, said Mr. Walters.


  Oh, my God, tell it to Thatcher! said Clock savagely. So then we went to the bank. I was, Christ, being cooperative. I wasnt mad any more. I mean, I was, I was good
  and mad, but I was feeling kind of numb too, know what I meanafter that photograph. I said, whatever they wanted to look atnothing to hide


  His faith not shaken then. The honest man with nothing to fear, because in the end the man on the right side would always come out all right. This absurd, outrageous,
  unexpected charge would easily be revealed as the lie it was.


  Brusquely authorizing the assistant manager to produce the records for Thatcher and Clay. The checking account, the savings account.


  A sergeant on the L.A. force, the best-paid force anywhere, made a little over eight thousand a year.


  Talk about thankless jobs.


  But it was his job, and if it was taken from him he would lose a large part of his life. Of any reason for his life.


  He knew what was in both accounts. A little under three thousand in the savings account, approximately eighteen hundred in the checking account.


  Only, it seemed, he was wrong. The record said he had seven thousand, four hundred and seventy-two dollars in his checking account.


  It was a lie. Somebody had made a mistake somewhere. He had not paid in the sum of five thousand seven hundred and forty-five dollars, on the previous Friday, April ninth. That he knew.


  Only they identified the teller, by his initials on the deposit slip. And Clock was still staring at that slip when the teller came, called by the manager. Because it was Clocks own
  sprawling signature on the slip, the way he always wrote it. Which was another thing not to believe.


  And the tellera slender young man with wavy brown hair, a hand-painted tie and a deprecating mannera young man named Walter Hendricksonstared at Captain Thatcher, at Clock,
  and said, Why, no, sir, you paid it in yourself, Sergeantin cash. I remember that, even though we were busyFriday, you knowbecause it was a little unusual. That much
  cash, I mean.


  


  Chapter Two


  And then they went over my car. Back at Headquarters, I mean. Thats where they found the tie clasp. Thats whats supposed to be the evidence
  against Starbuck I found and covered up. The way I read it and the way they did too, I gather. It had his initials on it. Clock looked at his coffee cup and after a moment asked, You
  still with me, Jesse? But he looked at Nell.


  The simple, said Jesse, believeth every word, but the prudent man looketh well to his going. A tie clasp. They asked this Starbuck if it was his, and he
  denied it. Vehemently.


  Yes, sure, said Clock almost uninterestedly.


  Jesse was absently fondling Athelstane the Monsters long ears. In an emergency, he knew he could always count on his Nell; Mr. Walters had regretfully declined an invitation to come
  along, and taken himself off reiterating demands that he be kept up to date on this, and Jesse had brought Clock home with him, to the house on Rockledge Road above Hollywood. Where Nell had taken
  one look at the two of them and said not one word about the three veal chops she had marinating, but produced in short order an enormous casserole of thick beef stew. Clock had just finished two
  platefuls of it which hed consumed absently while still talking.


  What about Starbuck? asked Jesse.


  Oh, for goodness sake, said Nell, he isnt important, Jesse. Hes just thethe peg to hang it on. Even I can see that. Who you want to go after is
  that teller. She sat erect in her chair, his lovely elegant Nell with her gray eyes and her long brown hair in its severe chignon, and gestured impatiently with her cigarette.
  Its perfectly obvious the teller must have been bought.


  You can say that, said Clock. I can say it. A frame. But thats whats going to stick in Thatchers throathow could anybody in I.A. believe that? It
  doesnt make sense. Who would buy the teller, just to get me in trouble? How did anybody know the teller could be bought? Ive only just started to think about this. God, Ive had
  a daybut dont you see


  Athelstane whuffled at Jesse, and Jesse absently fed him the last piece of his chocolate cake. Also, not only the teller. Think about it. Nearly six thousand bucks gratuitously paid into
  your account. Gold tie claspfourteen-carat?


  I dont know, it looked expensive. The initials were engraved. It was in the glove compartment of the car. Hell, the cars sitting in the lot most of the dayor when
  Im home, on the streettheres no garage. Anybody


  Yes. The Maddens, said Jesse. Theyre not in this just for the fun of bringing trouble to a cop. Theyre getting paid for their time. Other words, theres
  money behind this. Who might have a reason, Andrewwhos also got the money?


  Nobody, damn it! said Clock. Theres nobody like that. Id know, wouldnt I? Listen, its just wild. Sure, sometimes somebody you pick up
  comes out with the threatsIll get you, cop. Like that. Punkspros. They dont mean it, not once in a million times. About once in a million times one of them lays for one
  of us when he gets outbut that doesnt happen once in ten years. And if it does, its just the crude assault. Nothingnothing like this, for Gods sake. Im
  just an ordinary cop, Ive never been mixed up with any melodrama that might lead tothis. Its just crazy.


  Has anybody ever threatened you at all? asked Jesse.


  Yes, sure. Punks, like I say. Not ones ever done anything about it. Look, Jessejust sitting here, trying to think about it, I can see how it looks to I.A. A frame? But
  anybody can see thered have to be money behind a frame, and not hay either. That teller wouldnt risk his job for peanuts. The Maddenshow the hell did the Maddens get in on it?
  And who in Gods name would lay out that much money just to


  But cant they see, said Nell impatiently, that if you had done that, accepted that money, youd have been an absolute fool to have shoved it into the
  bank so openly? Cant they


  Want to ask about that, said Jesse. This Internal Affairs departmenthow do they operate? Gestapo bit? Snooping around every man on the force, alphabetical order
  maybe?


  No, of course not, said Clock. No, not like that. Theykeep the eyes and ears open, is all. I guess you could say. He finished his coffee, Nell reached for the
  pot on its warming stand and he shook his head. A police force is like an armyany organizationgossip gets around. Any little thing, somebody buys a new car, or movesand
  then there are anonymous tips too, so-and-sos playing the racesand a lot of complaints from the public. Ive heard they get around three hundred tips and complaints a year,
  mostly minor stuff, and they investigate every one, from complaints of impoliteness on up. Why?


  Well, said Jesse, just this. They dont go around taking official looks at the banking records of every man on the force as a regular thing.


  Well, my God, of course not, said Clock. I dont Oh.


  Yes, said Jesse. With a perfectly clean record, why shouldnt you stick the money in the bank? That much money? You wouldnt keep it around in cash.


  But, Jesse, said Nell, wouldnt they think it was funny that Andrew said right away they could look? When he knew And didnt offer any explanation for it?
  I should think


  Couldnt say, said Jesse. Not knowing Thatcher or Clay. Maybe they just figure they caught himapologiesflat-footed. And he couldnt dream up an
  explanation offhand. What are they going to do now, Andrew? Whats the position?


  I dont know exactly. Im suspended for two weekstherell be a hearing then, of some sort. Theyll be taking a look at myprivate life, said
  Clock. At everybody I know. Asking questions. Find out what Ive bought recently, where I go and what I do on my days off. Theyll be questioning those Maddens, and, God, how do
  we know what more lies theyll tell, with what to back them up? I should think theyd want to take a closer look at that photograph. How the hell could that girl have it, Jesse? Say
  its a compositeall right, I dont see how but say it ismy God, the lab could tell that but will the lab get it? With all the rest of thisevidence, it could be
  Thatcherll just decide the things obvious, and not bother about the photograph.


  I thought you said they were on the ball.


  Clock nodded slowly. Yes, he said. Yes, they are. Try to be. Like the rest of us. But, maybe youd call it psychologically speaking, anybody gets hauled up before I.A.
  is on the defensive to start. And all this is so damn obviousit sounds wild even to me, to say that some mystery mans framing me. Spending money like water to buy lies, just to ruin
  my career. Theres nobody feels like that about me. Id know, wouldnt I?


  Jesse contemplated the end of his cigarette. Maybe not necessarily. Wild, yes? I suppose theyll be questioning all the men in your office too. Is any of them apt
  to


  Oh, my God, said Clock. Ive got to say I dont know. A thing like this Im not sure of anything any more. I always thought we got along just fine.
  Petrovsky, Lindner, Joe Lopeztheyre all good men. I think the lieutenant would go to bat for me too, buthow can anybody get round all this evidence?


  Nell got up abruptly and said shed try to get hold of Fran again. Clock just shook his head and said it didnt matter. Athelstane, who was fascinated with the telephone, departed
  hastily after Nelland, the table being modernistically low, managed to upset Jesses coffee cup with his tail as he got up. Athelstanea fact they had not known when they
  acquired himwas an English mastiff.


  Theyll be calling me up again too, said Clock. Im supposed to hold myself available. I dont see he looked squarely at
  Jesseanything Iwecan do, but if Im allowed to have a lawyerI dont even know thatId better give you a retainer now.


  Touching faith, said Jesse. There are things to do. Woe be to fearful hearts and faint hands. Not all that interested in yourumill-gotten
  gains. He thought about fate: it was a little remarkable, come to think. If Nell hadnt persuaded him to take that hopeless-looking case last June, theyd likely never have got
  to know Andrew Clock at all. And no man was infallible, but knowing Clock, Jesse found it quite impossible to believe this charge on him. The alternative, of coursethe deliberate
  framewas just as incredible. That was the trouble.


  Nell came back and said Fran was still out. We ought to find out more about that teller, she added energetically. What did he do with the money? His bribe
  money?


  Talk about touching faith, said Clock; but he smiled at her faintly.


  Just so, said Jesse, shoving Athelstanes forequarters off his lap. Forsake not a wise and good woman. Quite agree with you.


  And that Helen Madden. Thats something else. Look, anyone who knows you knows thatyouve only been going around with Fran, Andrew.


  Um, said Jesse, putting out his cigarette. Little idea there, that maybe your devotion to the job cuts both ways. Pretty big part of your life, isnt it? You
  dont have any hobbies that I know of. Quiet sort of fellow. Live aloneno near relatives. Like me, subscribe to the proverb, In the multitude of words there wanteth not sin.
  You ever do much casual talking about Fran, Andrewto the men in your office, anybody else?


  Clock looked at him, slightly indignant. Well, of course not, I wouldnt


  You know the sort of thing I mean. Happen to mention a girl youre dating edits one of these damn-fool fashion magazines. Or


  No, said Clock. I see what you mean. He said it heavily. I can say so, and you can say so, and Frances can say so, but it doesnt mean anything. I could
  also have been dating the Madden woman. He got up. I guess weve said what there is to say. Except I havent said thanks. To both of you.


  Oh, for heavens sake, Andrew, said Nell crossly.


  But when he had gone, her eyes were anxious on Jesse. Is there any chance of proving it? So much Jesse, itd kill him. Its the only thing hes got, his work.
  Anybody who knows him knows that. The other men in his officehis record


  Character witnesses, said Jesse. Evidence can be a funny thing sometimes. . . . I havent kissed you properly since this morning. . . . Trouble is, the other answer is
  so damn fantastic. The frame. He should know if he has an enemy like that. Says he doesnt.


  Dont you believe Nell pulled away a little. Jesse, you know Andrew wouldnt


  Jesse traced her thick arched brows with one finger, gently. The way of men is froward and strange. No, idiot woman, I dont think hes lying. But evidence I know a
  little about, and I can see that those boys playing watchdog arentprobablygoing to look beyond the nice clear evidence. Which I dont like. But the other way, its
  so damn fantasticsizable amount of money laid out just to blacken his name, get him fired from the only job he knows. Its crazy. And as for proving it He
  shrugged.


  But youre going to try? asked Nell. You told him to let you know what was going on.


  Jesse smiled down at her, and Nell thought not for the first time how his smile transformed him. You thought him almost an ugly man, the high-bridged nose and long jaw, and then he smiled and
  was nearly handsome. Any way, of course, he was Jesse: reliable, deceptively mildand deceptively shrewdJesse.


  Not so many clients clamoring for attention, he said. And according to old Jeshu, Idleness teacheth much evil. I may as well poke around a little on Andrews
  problem. I like Andrew too.


  And Nell said explosively, Oh, damn Fran! If she wasnt such a little flibbertigibbet shed have married him months ago and this wouldnt Oh, well, I guess it
  wouldnt have made any difference, at that.


  When Clock parked in front of the old apartment house on Bronson Avenue, there was a darkened car parked ahead of his. He didnt glance at it; he was, suddenly, too
  preoccupied with his renewed rage, as he opened the door and the ceiling light went on, noting again the remnants of grainless powder on the dashboard, the glove-compartment door. Printing
  his car. As if he was


  A frame. They framed me, Sergeant. God, how often? The old weary tune.


  Him, Andrew Clock. The dedicated cop. And why, why, why? And who? Money spent, just to


  But as he slammed the door, a light went on in the car ahead and a door opened.


  Waiting for you, Sergeant, said Detective Peter Petrovsky.


  Oh, said Clock. He felt confused, awkward, outraged; he didnt know how Petrovsky felt. He hadnt been back to the Homicide office since this morning, but he knew it
  would have got round, most of the story. Suspended. He thought suddenly how strange it would be, tomorrow
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