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The downed cop was a rookie.
The shooter was scum, part of a gang planning the biggest bank
heist in Gusher City, Texas. The only witness was a fat man too
scared to talk. Now, working under legendary sheriff Jack Tragg,
Deputy Brad Counter—great-grandson of Mark Counter from Ole Devil
Hardin’s floating outfit—was as fast with a gun as his ancestor.
His partner was Alice Fayde. Her weapons of choice were her looks
and her brains. They had a plan for catching these lowlifes ... it
involved two pretty call girls, an unwilling civilian, a slimy
informant, and a trap that would catch a rat—or cost Alice and
Counter their lives.
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For Stevie Shaw, to whom
“Steffie Willis,” in Wedge Goes to Arizona, Arizona Range War,
and
Arizona Gun
Law bears
a very close resemblance that may be purely coincidental.


 


Author’s Note

We would like to point out that
although plots for The Sixteen Dollar Shooter, The Lawmen of Rockabye
County, and The Sheriff of Rockabye County preceded the events recorded in it
chronologically, the first volume of the series to be
published, The Professional Killers, was put “on the shelves” in
1968.

We would also point out
that the names of people who appear in this volume are those
supplied to us by our informants in Texas, and any resemblance to
those of other persons, living or dead, is purely
coincidental.

We realize that, in our
present “permissive” society, we could use the actual profanities
employed by various people in the narrative. However, we do not
concede that a spurious desire to create realism is any
justification for doing so.

Furthermore, we refuse to
pander to the current “trendy” usage of the metric system. Except
when referring to the caliber of certain firearms traditionally
measured in millimeters (Luger 9mm), we will continue to employ
miles, yards, feet, inches, pounds, and ounces when quoting
distances and weights.

Last and of greatest importance, we must stress that
the attitudes and speech of the characters are expressed as would
have been the case in the period of this narrative even though
these might not be regarded by some people as being “politically
correct.”

J. T. EDSON


Prologue –
Paths That Were To Cross

 


The time was a quarter
after eleven on a mild early-summer night with a half-moon and,
although none of them were aware of the fact, the fates of several
people in Gusher City, “seat” of Rockabye County, Texas, all except
five of whom had never met, were soon to become
intertwined.

Walking along Lanigan
Street, employing a somewhat faster pace and greater noticeable
diligence than a more experienced officer would have employed under
similar circumstances, Patrolman Lawrence “Larry” Merton was
carrying out his duty in a manner that indicated he was not a
long-serving member of the Gusher City Police Department. He tried
the handle of every door to ensure it was securely fastened as he
passed the various business premises lining both sides of the
street, all of which were closed for the night and mostly in total
darkness. While doing so, he was constantly scanning his
surroundings in the hope that he might see something that would
allow him to gain acclaim on his first night to be allowed to go
alone on a foot beat.

It was, in fact, the
moment the tall and well-built young patrolman had been eagerly
awaiting ever since having graduated from the Police Academy and
sent on his first assignment. He told himself that nothing was
likely to happen, the beat having been chosen because his superiors
estimated that such would prove the case so as to let him “feel his
feet” and learn to experience at first hand the dull routine that
was all too frequently the lot of those at his level in the Patrol
Bureau. Still, he was imbued with “the hope that springs eternal
within the human breast” and remembering the cases he had heard
of—rare though they undoubtedly were—when other harness-bulls of
equally short service were fortunate enough to participate in an
incident of such a magnitude that it was rewarded by early
promotion to the Bureau of Detectives and, in addition to a most
gratifying hike in salary, attained a rank equivalent to that of a
uniformed sergeant whose service with the GCPD was of much longer
duration.

After Merton had gripped
and twisted at yet another obviously locked and secure door, he
glanced ahead to where—attached to the kind of sturdy metal
streetlamp post supplied by the municipal utilities—was one of the
dark-blue official telephone boxes over which he would eventually
have to report to his station house. Even though he had only just
been brought to the area where his beat was located and set down by
the Duty Wagon, then commenced his duty on night watch out of the
Business Division’s station house, he could not help hoping for
something more dramatic to declare than a prosaic, “All
correct!”

Having not too long ago
graduated from the Police Academy, where he had learned something
of the latest developments in law-enforcement equipment, Merton
felt that having to use one of the various strategically placed
telephones when the need arose to communicate with the station
house was only slightly more efficient than beating the sidewalk
with his nightstick or blowing the whistle, which was another of
the accoutrements issued with his dark-blue uniform attire. He
accepted that the “walkie-talkies” used by the military during
World War II and since were too large and bulky to be practical for
use, particularly by a harness-bull walking a beat instead of
riding a “black-and-white,” a radio patrol car. On the other hand,
he was aware that there were smaller and more compact handheld
two-way radios, such as the General Electric “Voice Commander,” in
service. However, such improved devices had only reached the
Sheriff’s Office and Bureau of Detectives, and even there were used
solely for special occasions. Therefore, even in the event of an
emergency, he would not have such an aid to rapid
communications.

Thinking of the dearth of
what he regarded as really up-to-date equipment, even though he was
aware that the same state of affairs existed in every other
municipal and county law-enforcement agency throughout the United
States, the young patrolman was giving a resigned sigh when he
heard a car’s horn. It was only a brief blast, but he suddenly
realized that the sound was coming from the display area of
Willet’s Used Car Emporium, which he knew to have been closed for
the night shortly after six o’clock.

“Oh, Armie
honey,” Ruby Lassiter said, her New England voice pitched in what
numerous visits to cinemas and much watching of television led her
to assume was a suitable note of seductive disappointment. “Do
you have to go?”

“I must, Sweety Lamb,”
replied the man to whom the words were directed. He had an accent
indicating he was not a native Texan, even though he made a very
lucrative living in the seat of Rockabye County. “I’m booked on the
red-eye flight to Austin and have to get to the airport and check
in.”

Despite his name being
Armond Jean-Luc Dubois, there was nothing externally to suggest
that the man preparing to leave the apartment of an attractive and
shapely young brunette who was not his wife—and he hoped the latter
would never come to hear of his acquaintance with her—could qualify
as the classic passionate and immoral French lover of fiction. Of
medium height, in his late forties, he was pudgy in build and not
even his mother could claim with any truth that he was
good-looking. Rather, his pallid features, which were hardly
enhanced by a thinning thatch of brown hair and a tiny mustache,
were suggestive of his being a most respectable and reasonably
affluent member of society. Neither they nor the gray pin-striped
suit he had on offered any indication that, although living on
Gusher City South, he was the owner of a successful funeral parlor
on the fringes of Upton Heights and attracted much business from
the very wealthy residents of that area.

A psychiatrist might have
explained that the reason a married man of Dubois’s otherwise
completely decent background and station in life was involved with
a much younger woman from a lower stratum of society could be
attributed to the “male menopause.” For his part, without any
originality, the undertaker based his association with Ruby on the
grounds that “my wife doesn’t understand me.” In fact, as their
union had failed to produce any offspring and their interests were
never close—although he was aware how being married added to his
mantle of respectability, which was of great benefit to his
business—he and his spouse had at best endured one another through
all the years they were together.

To be fair to Dubois,
however, regardless of his far-from-satisfactory marriage, the girl
was the first with whom he had established any kind of rapport.
While he was lavish with his gifts and paid the rent for the
apartment where he joined her three times every week, which
exhausted his excuses to explain his absence from home, their
relationship had never progressed beyond what might be termed
“kissing and cuddling.” Nor, if it came to a point, had he desired
that it should. His ego received all the boost it required from the
thought that he could still win over the affections of a young
woman with the alluring physical attractions he found lacking in
his wife and “Sweetie Lamb” possessed.

Aware of how inadvisable
it would be for him to have their relationship become known to his
wife, never forgetting her own respectable upbringing and being far
from promiscuous regardless of the way she spoke and behaved when
in his company, Ruby was quite willing to go along with the way
things were between them. She was willing to accept his financial
support and gifts, and she would have been horrified if anybody had
suggested there was anything immoral taking place between them or
in her dealings with other men. In fact, on the nights when “Armie
honey” did not join her, she either stayed home or attended a movie
with a female friend.

“Well, if you have to!”
Ruby said, her voice redolent of resignation.

“I
do,”
Dubois asserted,
having told his wife that he would be leaving to attend a
convention for members of his profession at Austin, and she having
supposed he had taken an earlier flight. “But I’ll see you at the
weekend and bring you something to make up for me having to
go.”

“Oh, that will
be nice, Armie honey. And I’ll have that to remember you by,” the brunette declared,
glancing at a folder that held a quarto-size photograph of each of
them on its two sides and was positioned in what was obviously a
place of honor at the center of the sidepiece. Wrapping her arms
around the neck of her visitor, she gave him a kiss before
continuing, “Let me turn off the lights in case that old biddy next
door is looking out. It wouldn’t do for her to see you
leaving.”

 


“Come on, Baby Face. Get
out of it!”

If any of the clientele or
those with whom she associated daily at work had seen Halina
Walenska at that moment, they would have been hard put to recognize
her as the bespectacled, trim, very efficient, and always soberly
attired teller at the First Cattleman’s Bank in the
upper-middle-class area that the GCPD designated the Evans Hill
Division. Because of what she was doing, she was unable to wear the
glasses without which she was never seen in business hours. What is
more, her usually modest attire—selected to avoid drawing any more
than the slightest attention to her trimly curvaceous
five-foot-five-inch figure—was replaced by a scarlet bikini of such
diminutive dimensions that it left little to be imagined about her
physical contours. Although more rumpled than usual and not
unexpectedly damp in appearance, the curly reddish-brunette hair
framed attractive heart-shaped features with “rosebud” lips. Even
while engaged in such an unorthodox fashion, she retained something
of the suggestion of babyish innocence she exuded in working hours.
On her arrival at the large and, in spite of the present dearth of
furnishings, obviously expensive apartment that she concluded to be
located in Upton Heights, although the way she had been brought
there prevented her from having been able to see exactly where it
was located, she had been wearing considerably more facial makeup
than was the case during her respectable and conventional daily
life. However, it had been washed away by the treatment she was
being accorded and freely shed perspiration caused by her strenuous
activities.

Hearing the suggestion—and the
sobriquet by which she was known to the select circle who were
present—called by the man responsible for her being in a
predicament, which under different circumstances might have
appeared bizarre to say the least in such sumptuous surroundings,
and the generally supportive clamor from the other dozen or more
people standing around the open space that was left by the removal
of all the furnishings except a cocktail cabinet in one corner,
Halina felt an inclination to ask, “How?” Instead of wasting her breath, which was in short supply
right then, she devoted her thoughts and efforts to seeking a means
to achieve the desired end.

For the past ten minutes
without pause, Halina and the just as scantily clad and now even
more noticeably disheveled curvaceous blonde who was introduced
just as “Dorinda” had been engaged in a bout of the
little-publicized exotic sport called “apartment-house wrestling,”
in which she had attained some local fame since first having
accepted a dare to do so from a friend at a party. From the
beginning, having spent a tomboy childhood that only a few intimate
acquaintances were aware of and still keeping herself in excellent
physical trim, Halina had shown an aptitude for the unconventional
activity and enjoyed the financial benefits that accrued from
it.

In addition to bringing in
a considerable sum of money, which need not be disclosed for the
purpose of taxation, it served as a means of expressing the
exuberant zest for life and uninhibited nature that Halina was
compelled to keep concealed during her regular employment and from
her staidly respectable parents. Furthermore, without her mother
and father having become aware of her participation, for the past
two years she been a regular and not unsuccessful competitor at
such events, which were held generally on weekends—although not on
this occasion, it being the birthday of the organizer—in several
cities around Texas.

Halina had been helped to
acquire her reputation. Little knowledge of formal unarmed combat
as such was required, although she like all the others possessed
some competence in it. The action was mainly hair-pulling and
rolling-around “fighting” of the kind seen in female fracases for
movies and which was generally well-simulated rather than performed
in earnest when two paid participants were involved.
1 The bouts were closer to the kind of
instinctive feminine tussling in which she had frequently engaged
throughout her adolescence. Any qualms she might have had over the
extremely skimpy attire in which she was required to appear were
lessened by her having become aware that even the bra section was
only very rarely lost during the struggling. Nor, as she did not
suffer from false modesty regardless of how demurely she might
dress during formal working hours and knew the payment she received
for competing under such conditions would be adjusted accordingly,
had she ever felt embarrassed when such a deprivation had taken
place.

Furthermore, the
combatants were required to remove all jewelry and have their
finger- and toenails cut and filed smooth prior to the
bout—regardless of claims made to the contrary that would soon
begin to make appearances in various magazines purporting to report
on the sport—in the interests of avoiding even accidental
infliction of a disfiguring injury, which might lead to a lawsuit
by the recipient, bringing to light how it had occurred.

The reddish-brunette was
satisfied that nobody would learn how she augmented her salary at
the bank. In fact, even when opposed by a “silver spoon”—who might
be indulging for some form of erotic motivation or to attract the
attention being directed at the participants—she had never
sustained any bruising or other indications of the conflict where
it could be seen. Therefore, she felt certain she would show no
signs of her present activities when she went about her everyday
work; after all, she was up against another paid opponent equally
eager to avoid sustaining or inflicting visible “battle damage,” as
she had been assured by the organizer she was that
evening.

Having a slight advantage
in size and weight, as well as being seven years younger at
twenty-two, Dorinda had appeared to be gaining the best of the
encounter at first. However, such was the speed and verve by which
Halina “fought” back while keeping within the unwritten code of
conduct formulated and mostly followed by the paid participants,
she had slowly begun to gain the ascendancy. With each succeeding
minute of their hectic struggling, although both had successfully
made every effort to put on a realistic-seeming performance with a
minimum of actual suffering, or the fact becoming discernible to
the onlookers, the blonde had begun to accept as gospel the comment
made by an early participant that the baby-faced reddish-brunette
appeared to have at least six hands and feet, all of which were
capable of doing something potentially painful simultaneously and
entirely realistic in appearance. In fact, regardless of the
judicious faking—despite each having sought to gain a position to
attain some means of bringing about victory without the result of
the bout being seen as prearranged— Dorinda was growing conscious
of becoming increasingly weaker and less able to counter much of
what was being inflicted upon her.

However, it seemed that
the seesawing fortunes had for the moment turned in the blonde’s
behalf. Halina was on her hands and knees, with her torso straddled
by Dorinda’s legs. To further increase her predicament, one hand
was buried in her hair and drawing back her head so her jaw could
be grasped to twist at it in a way that appeared more painful than
was the case. Unable to do so much as croak a protest at the latest
apparent mistreatment to which she was being subjected, and
disinclined to let it cause her to yield, she set about doing what
she hoped would prove the means of effecting an escape. Hooking her
right arm over her opponent’s sweat-slick off-side thigh, she put
forth her still considerable—albeit unsuspected in everyday
life—strength to thrust upward with her torso. Caught unawares by
what was being done and the force with which the move was applied,
the blonde let out a wail of alarm and, releasing her twin
handholds, toppled rearward from her perch.

Coming to their feet with
the reddish-brunette showing the greater vigor, given enthusiastic
vocal encouragement by the spectators, the pair involuntarily
staggered backward for a short distance. In her present state of
exhaustion, Dorinda would have preferred to keep it that way.
Instead, she saw her still apparently baby-faced opponent—who, much
to her consternation, was looking somewhat less “under the weather”
than she was feeling—lunging forward. Caught around the knees by
the reddish-brunette’s arms and having a shoulder pushing against
her lower torso, the exhausted blonde was tipped backward onto the
thick cloth-covered wrestling mat that concealed the deep
wall-to-wall carpet of the room’s floor.

Winded by the
descent—although the impact was somewhat reduced because of the
precautions taken by the organizer to avoid serious injury, and
despite having been too exhausted to do anything to reduce the
force of her arrival, Dorinda could not prevent herself from being
rolled facedown. Knowing what was coming, before she could even
think of any kind of resistance as a result of her well-below-par
physical condition, her ankles were grasped and bent upward until
crossed, to be retained in that position by her assailant’s knees
straddling them. Held down by her opponent’s squatting posture
above her legs, she felt fingers sink into her tangled and
sweat-sodden hair to draw her head upward.

Aware of what was entailed and
still sufficiently sentient to know that “Baby Face”—the only name
given to her opponent when they were being presented prior to the
bout—was trying to avoid causing more suffering than was necessary,
Dorinda did not attempt to resist. As she had anticipated, the grip
on her hair was released and the hands transferred to link fingers
across her forehead. Although the reddish-brunette tried to keep it to a
minimum, the unavoidable pain created by the hold was sufficient
for the blonde to know escape was impossible in her present
enfeebled state, and she breathlessly declared that she wanted to
surrender. Immediately, she was released. Standing up, Halina bent
over the defeated blonde in a solicitous fashion and, having
ascertained that no serious damage had been done while bringing
about the submission, helped her to rise. The audience began to
applaud her success and display of sporting behavior.

 


Trying to exhibit an
innocence that was far from genuine, the man who had been
christened somewhat grandiloquently Maximillian Cuthbert Madden
emerged from the side entrance of the Plaza Hotel in the
middle-rent district designated Gusher City South. He was of
slightly more than medium height and comparatively sturdy in build;
his black and white pin-striped suit, bright green shirt, clashing
red necktie, and two-tone shoes would have been more suitable
attire for one living in Evans Park, the slum region more often
known to the local population as the Bad Bit. Glancing in each
direction, he set off at as fast a pace as he could manage while
carrying a bulky brown suitcase. He was just turning onto the
street at the rear of the building he had vacated, hoping to see a
cab he could use to speed his departure from a location in which he
was sure he would have outworn his welcome if anybody had been
aware of his presence. Before this could happen, he found himself
caught in the beam of a powerful flashlight.

“Well, I’ll swan, Vincent
my man,” a familiar-sounding voice with a Texas drawl said from
behind the dazzling glow. “Just take a look at who we have
here.”

“It’s good ol’ Maximillian
Cuthbert Madden as I live and breathe, Merle,” replied another
speaker, who the man being illuminated did not need to be told also
had his roots in the Lone Star State. “And here’s me hearing as how
he was a reformed character now he’s been let out of Clemens, for
shame.”

With the speakers
advancing, the one at the right still keeping the beam of the
flashlight directed on Madden’s face, he did not require to see
them clearly to know they were Detectives Vincent Dingley and Merle
McGhie, who had been assigned to the Gusher City South Division on
their last meeting. Watching the tall and bulky pair drawing
closer, Madden was all too aware that he was in contravention of
the parole he had acquired to let him leave the state penitentiary
at Huntsville halfway through his latest sentence. For a moment, he
thought of flinging the suitcase in their direction and taking to
his heels. However, a moment of sober judgment warned him that to
even attempt such an act would be the height of folly. He had good
cause to recollect how swiftly each of them—both members of the
football team that represented the GCPD in amateur matches and both
having been commendably noted for fleetness of foot—could run
regardless of their bulk. Nor did he have any intention of offering
physical resistance. Neither of the peace officers was known for
using more force than was absolutely necessary when making an
arrest, but either was fully capable of countering any opposition
he tried to offer.

“I was in the
Walls,” Madden protested indignantly, such being his ego that he
resented the suggestion that his latest period of incarceration was
in the Clemens Unit of the Texas Prison System instead of where he
was aware the peace officers knew it had taken place.
2
“And I’m going
straight now.”

“Now, don’t you go telling
us that you’re checking out of the Plaza because you’ve got to take
a red-eye flight someplace, Maximillian Cuthbert,” McGhie
requested, as Madden set down the suitcase and raised his hands in
a resigned fashion. “’Cause, though we believe in fairies and
Father Christmas, there’s a limit to how far we take our
believings.”

“All right, you’ve got
me.” The crook sighed as Dingley moved around, still leaving him
illuminated by the flashlight in the other peace officer’s hand
and, despite knowing he rarely carried weapons of any kind, giving
his body the mandatory patting-over. “Only, I want to see Jack
Tragg before you book me.”

“Why, sure, Maximillian
Cuthbert,” Dingley replied, deftly applying handcuffs as was
required by Departmental Regulations, despite being confident that
such restraint was unnecessary. Madden had never been “heavy” or
violent. In fact, his incarceration at the Walls had resulted from
the number of his previous convictions rather than the severity of
his latest offense. “Shall I ask good ol’ Sheriff Tragg to get out
of bed and come down to the house, or would you rather we took you
out to his spread?”

 


“Elspeth won’t be pleased
when I tell her I won’t be around for a spell,” Lois Lane—her
Christian name having been selected by her father, who was an
admirer of the heroine in the “Superman” comic strip—remarked as
she and the man sharing the bed in her apartment separated at the
conclusion of their amatory activities.

“Do you
have
to tell her?” Damon
Lumley growled, sitting up so the covers fell away to indicate he
was naked.

“Of course I
do, honey,” the shapely, attractive, and equally
au
naturel young woman declared with something of a pout. “She really
worries about all us girls and always wants to know if we’re not
going to be around for a while. Anyway, all the others will be
jealous. It’s not everybody who’s going to be taken down to Mexico
for a vacation like I am when this deal of yours is brought off.
You don’t really mind, do you?”

Although he was less than
enamored by the news he had just been given, Lumley contrived to
conceal the slight sense of perturbation that it aroused. Close to
six feet in height, in his mid-twenties, he was good-looking in an
obvious manner and possessed of a fairly good physical development.
Regarding himself as quite a man for the girls, he had realized
that more than just his personal charm would be required to keep
his present companion in the compliant mood that had allowed him to
live in her apartment since they had met. She was a member of what
was described for legal purposes—and, in fact, was licensed by the
authorities of Rockabye County—as an “escort bureau” operated by
Elspeth Beaumount, and she frequently pointed out how lucrative the
post was. Therefore, he had sought to retain her favor by promising
the benefits that would soon be forthcoming if they continued their
relationship. While he could envisage that his companions for the
latest criminal activity upon which he was involved—and one in
particular—would be annoyed, if not worse, to learn how much he had
told to the latest girl for whom he had formed an attraction, he
had no intention of mentioning the matter to her.

Without having divulged
more than the basic fact that he was engaged upon a “deal” capable
of giving him enough money for them to take an extended vacation at
an expensive luxury resort in Mexico, the young criminal had given
the impression that he was far more important to it than was the
case. What was more, enjoyable as the session of lovemaking they
were having might be, he was unable to shake off the knowledge that
he was going against his instructions by being there. Aware of the
kind of companions with whom he was working, regardless of all he
had told Lois about his supposed importance to the venture, he also
hoped that his failure to keep to the arrangement to meet with Vic
Brownlow and rejoin the rest of the gang would be passed over and
not invite hostile repercussions when he did so in the
morning.

A snag that had arisen had
made it possible for Lumley to join Lois instead of remaining at
the far less comfortable hideout he and his companions were using.
Brought for a specific purpose from out of town by the organizer,
the car to be used in a vital part of the robbery they would be
undertaking had developed a fault in its engine. However, since it
was a very popular model and color, they had decided the difficulty
could be overcome. In fact, a substitute had been found and would
be collected that night. With the license plates removed, the
original vehicle had been towed by the panel truck required in the
scheme to a car-wrecking firm and left to be destroyed. This task
had been assigned to Lumley and Brownlow; another member of the
gang returned the truck. Despite being under orders to get back to
the hideout as soon as the disposal was carried out, Lumley had
persuaded Brownlow to stay in town and rejoin the gang in the
morning.

 


“Watch what you’re doing!”
Jay Wilsher snarled, as the man attempting to “hot-wire” a
four-door Ford coupe—bearing what was probably the highest price
Willet’s Used Car Emporium felt it might bring—inadvertently caused
a blast from its horn.

“Sure, Jay!” Claude Moreas
replied soothingly. He was aware of how uncertain the temper of his
companion could be when things went wrong and, while not afraid, he
wanted nothing to interfere with their potentially lucrative
relationship, considering what had brought them to Gusher City.
“I’ll soon have it fixed.”

Except for the tone of his
Midwestern voice when delivering the warning, there was nothing
about the outward appearance presented by Wilsher to indicate his
true nature. It had been remarked during the second of the four
trials he had stood for armed robbery that he gave no sign of being
such a ruthless and dangerous character. In fact, although he was
at Gusher City engaged in preparing for a caper in which the
vehicle that had aroused his wrathful comment was to play an
important part, only those acquainted with his record would know
that he was a criminal designated as “heavy.”

About five feet ten in
height, thirty-eight years old, Wilsher was sturdily built without
giving the impression of being so. His invariably tidy short hair
was mousey brown and his features could only be described as
ordinary. There was nothing particularly noticeable about the
mustard-yellow sport coat, open-necked blue shirt, gray flannels,
and brown shoes he had on.

Much the same applied to
Moreas. Taller, somewhat more bulky, he too would tend to merge
into the background or be passed off as an ordinary working stiff
even when engaged in the commission of a crime. His bronzed face
was neither handsome nor ugly enough to invite notice, nor was
there anything distinguished about the black English-style hacking
jacket, dark-blue turtle necked sweater, matching slacks, and
dark-tan shoes he had selected as the most suitable attire for the
part he was required to carry out in the illicit endeavor. It was
the first time he had teamed up with any of the group. However,
although
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