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Chapter 1  Monday, April 30th, 1923
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“The police put it off as a chance drowning or a drunken accident but I know Walter was murdered.”

The young woman, who had burst into Max’s office above Chez Jake, had started speaking as soon as he lifted his head to look at her. She was attractive in that American fresh-faced way, her hair in the now-fashionable bob, her cloche hat unabashedly clutched in both hands.  Her eyes were red and skin blotchy from crying. Her lower lip trembled and Max thought she would cry again, but she held off. 

“What makes you think that, Miss...?” 

“Miller, Helen Miller. I just know. I feel it inside me.” 

Max wondered how one could be so certain about an event that they already said they hadn't witnessed, but his interest was piqued. He hadn’t had a stimulating case since the murder of Count Remy de Montreux the previous year, or any case at all for the last three months.

“Perhaps you should sit down and give me the details, while we have lunch.” Max lifted the receiver of his phone and called down to the kitchen. It was early yet but he had skipped breakfast and he listened better on a full stomach. She nodded her agreement and took off her jacket and hung it on the coat rack near the door. The wide-lapeled garment was new and looked expensive as did the silk blouse beneath it. Its scoop collar showed off her long slender neck and the string of dark beads around it.

He directed the young woman to take a seat at the small table Jacqui had bought him for Christmas and took the chair opposite. A few minutes later, a waiter arrived with a plate of sandwiches and a demi-liter of white wine.

Helen looked dubious but selected a ham and Gruyère on white and allowed Max to pour her a small glass of the Sauterne. Max selected a poboy with roast beef, fried shrimp, Emmental, tomatoes, pickles and hot sauce in a baguette. Jake had recently introduced the Louisiana classic to the menu and it had proved popular with the local factory workers that made up much of the lunch clientele these days. 

The food seemed to do the young woman good and the threat of further tears receded. Max took the brief interval while they ate to complete his examination of his prospective client. Her hands were delicate and adorned with several rings—though none on the third finger of her left hand. Her posture was erect and there was a sense of athleticism about the way she held herself. 

“Perhaps we can start with a few basic facts, Walter’s last name, your relationship to him, and the circumstances of his death?”

“Walter Gladstone was from Chicago though he has been living in Paris for more than a year. He is working on a novel though I’m not sure how it is... was progressing.” She hesitated for a moment, her hand to her mouth. Max refilled her glass and she took a sip before continuing. “I suppose I’ll have to get used to referring to Walter in the past tense.”

“Were the two of you close?’

“If you mean, were we romantically involved, no. I came to Paris a couple of months ago when my fiancé died in a car accident. I wasn’t ready to move on and Walter was one of the few men I met here who understood that. He was very kind. He was also funny and entertaining to be with, very involved in the local artistic community, especially the avant-garde theatre. He was a good distraction. I suppose I did care for him and something might have come of it but...” Her eyes glistened and she took a bigger sip of the wine to steady herself.

“You say the police mentioned drowning?”

“Walter’s body was found face down in the lake in Parc Montsouris. Do you know it?”

Max shook his head. Though he had heard of the place—Jacqui had mentioned it as a possible picnic destination—he had never been there. It was somewhere in the south of the city, a part of Paris he had seldom visited.

“A passerby noticed it in the rushes by the shore just after noon yesterday. The police said he had been in the water since sometime the night before. He had been seen in a bar not far from the park. Hence, the conclusion of ‘drunken accident.’ I tried to tell them that Walter barely touched alcohol and, in the three months I had known him, I had never seen him drunk. But the Captain in charge wouldn’t listen.”

“His name wasn’t Fontaine, was it?” Max’s opinion of Marcel Fontaine had risen over the last few years of working with him, in an “unofficial” capacity, of course, but the man was still prone to dismiss cases unlikely to lead to plaudits from above. The death of an American writer in easily explainable circumstances would qualify as unimportant in Fontaine’s eyes. If he was to take on this case, the Captain was more likely to be a hinderance than a help.

“No, something like DesChamps or DuChamp. My French is not very good and he spoke quickly. He seemed very sure of himself.”

Not Fontaine but someone in the same style. If the head of the homicide division saw this newcomer as a rival, Max might find him a help after all. The Prefecture would be his first stop, if only to make sure Fontaine knew he was back in the field.

“Have arrangements been made for burial?”

“No, we’re still trying to track down his family—he has no-one in Paris. One of the other writers is from Chicago, he’s sent a cable off to his father to see if he can help track them down. He’s a doctor and well connected in the city.”

The morgue would be his second stop. If the body was still on ice there, it would be worth examining it to see if the police missed anything. After a dozen or more hours in water, there wouldn’t be much to see, but any clue was useful. The French had a funny attitude toward the dead; if no one had come forward to identify Gladstone, the body would have been displayed in a window in the hope someone would come forward. The viewing of the corpses was a bizarre pastime, often involving entire families.

“I...” Helen hesitated. “I told the Captain I was Walter’s cousin. Not true, of course, but I maintained the fiction even after the police had shown little interest. I thought it would be helpful if I was able to engage a detective.” Max nodded his appreciation. It was clever of her to do so and would certainly aid the investigation.

“What led you to me?” Max didn’t particularly advertise his services. It kept away the divorce cases and business was sufficiently good based on the referrals of happy clients or, occasionally, the Prefecture itself.

“The oddest thing. I was meeting someone in Gare du Nord last evening. I must have looked distraught because this elderly porter asked me what was wrong. I blurted out my story and he suggested I come here today.” Max smiled. His old friend, Henri, loved a good mystery and a damsel in distress about a dead man in a lake would be as good as it got. After his visits to the Prefecture and the morgue, he would drop by Le Coq Bleu to see what the occasional porter and full-time gossip had to say on the matter. 

He agreed to take the case and explained his rates: expenses plus a fee if he closed the case. Helen handed over a wad of francs –2200 as it turned out—and left her card with a contact address and a café, La Closerie des Lilas, where the Chicago writer, a man named Hemingstein, could generally be found.

***
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FONTAINE WASN’T AT his office when Max arrived on L’Ile de France but Ferdinand LePêcheur was. Now a senior sergeant, LePêcheur had an office of his own and was always willing to spend a few minutes with Max, no matter how heavy his own caseload was.

“Andre Duchamps just transferred here from Brittainy. Very ambitious but not what I would call rigorous. You’ll be happy to know Captain Fontaine doesn’t care for him, so if Duchamps gives you a problem, I think you can rely on him to smooth the way.”

LePêcheur recovered the file on Gladstone’s death. It was marked “CLOSED” and the contents gave little reason why it shouldn’t be. The captain’s report was brief, noting the location where the body was found, a dozen metres from the small Theatre Guignol, and concluding with: “an accidental drowning after a night of debauchery.” It listed Helen Miller as his cousin and main contact regarding disposal of the body. It mentioned the Chicagoan, though not his name, but provided an address on Rue Jacob where he lived. An odd coincidence, thought Max, it’s only a few doors from our new apartment.

He obtained Gladstone’s address from the official registry and thanked LePêcheur before making his way to the nearby morgue. He showed Helen’s card and a hundred franc note and was given access to Gladstone’s body. The smell of disinfectant barely covered the stench of death; the body had begun its decomposition despite the cold storage. 

Gladstone had been tall but slim, almost to the point of emaciation. Max wondered if he was a heroin addict but there were no marks of needle use, though he supposed he might have been an habitue of opium dens and their languorous odours. His features were fine, almost feminine, with high cheekbones and a full mouth, bleached pale now by death and his watery grave. He wore his hair long, though not excessively so. His fingers did not show the indentations left by rings but there was a lighter band of skin around his left wrist indicating a watch. Max assumed it was in his personal effects, which he would examine before he left.

The face and body were unmarked, no bruises, scrapes or cuts and the two visible scars were old, one from an appendix operation and the other, a zig-zag cut on his left breast. He might well have fallen in the lake after drinking and, if it were not for Helen’s utter conviction that he had not, Max might have considered the case settled and returned her money. 

His intuition told him the man had been helped to his final resting place. He reached around to the back of Gladstone’s head, combing through the tangled hair until he found what he was looking for, a small puncture wound at the base of the skull, something that might have been made by a very thin blade or perhaps an icepick. Any blood would have been washed away in the lake and the wound was small enough to escape attention if the examination had been cursory. The police Captain’s conclusion would have been sufficient to persuade an over-worked coroner to leave well enough alone.

Helen was right. Gladstone had been murdered and whoever had done it had made sure to leave as few traces as possible. Somewhere in Parc Montsouris, he had been attacked from behind and his body thrown into the reeds at one end of the lake. He would need to examine the area, later today or first thing in the morning, before what little evidence of the crime disappeared.

Gladstone’s effects revealed few salient clues. His wallet had over a thousand francs and nearly fifty American dollars so robbery had not been a motive for his murder. Most of the papers had been washed clean by the water, though Max recognized the requisite Prefecture identification that listed his name and local address, though the latter was illegible. Two keys on a ring likely provided access to his lodgings and Max surreptitiously pocketed them for later use. A silver cigarette case with the monogram WG contained a small lighter and a few soggy cigarettes. A few coins, a souvenir replica of the Eiffel Tower, a notebook, with only a few markings still visible, and a pencil made up the remainder of the things found on his body. Max replaced everything into the envelope provided and passed it back to the bored attendant.

Max returned briefly to the Prefecture to inform LePêcheur of his discovery. The sergeant frowned but he flipped through the case file and extracted one of several photographs of the dead man “That should help. I’ll do what else I can but, honestly, I’m up for a promotion and can’t afford to rock the boat too much.” He promised to inform Fontaine of the turn of events. “But don’t expect him to do much about it, either. He’s dealing with the murder of a Senator and has bigger fish to catch. Come back when you have someone we can arrest and send to the guillotine.” 

***
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MAX STOPPED FOR A COFFEE at the café Helen had mentioned but no one seemed to know a writer named Hemingstein, though a few grinned when he asked, as if it were a joke he didn’t quite understand. He wrote a few notes in his journal, mostly listing people it would be worth talking to, Ginger Buchan at the USA Embassy and Pierre Delacroix, a reporter and social gadfly, who knew a lot about the local arts scene, both French and ex-patriate. He didn’t approve of Delacroix’s lifestyle but his years in Paris had softened his small-town moralism enough that he could see the man’s worth.

The trip to Parc Montsouris proved fruitless. He found the spot where Gladstone had been discovered but the recovery of the body had obliterated any footprints or other clues. The park itself wasn’t large and could be circumnavigated in less than an hour. The pathways past the open lawns were narrow but pretty with rich green foliage and the promise of later flowers. A small waterfall tinkled in the background and, in one small clearing, he interrupted a couple courting on a small stone bench. However, there was nothing of note along the few paths near the area where the body was found. Jacqui was right; it would make a nice spot for a picnic, though not until after the memory of murder had been erased.

An elevated train ran through the middle of the grounds and a restaurant stood on the south side of the lake. Close to it, a small bandstand was surrounded by several rows of folding chairs. A notice was posted announcing a series of concerts for the next day in celebration of International Labour Day. Though the poster didn’t mention it, Max knew there were bound to be numerous speeches as well and he hoped this case didn’t require him to return to the park before Wednesday.

Farther along the lake, near the north end of the park, a small green building with a miniature proscenium arch, a bright red curtain drawn across the stage, proclaimed itself to be the Theatre Guignol. It was, Max noted with bemusement, a stage for marionettes. Gladstone was fascinated by a puppet show? That hardly seemed avant-garde but there had to be something more to it than that. Perhaps Delacroix could shed light on the subject.

Jacqui had told him she had to work late—she had recently been hired as costuming assistant at the Grand Opera—so he decided to head for Le Coq Bleu on the other side of the city. The train took him to Gare du Nord where he switched to the Metro, disembarking at Pigalle. The climb up Rue Drevet, the street punctuated by a set of connecting stairs, left him slightly breathless. Time to return to Kid O’Brien’s gym, he thought.

Le Coq Bleu had grown considerably since he had first joined Havel Barsani for a drink at one of the back tables in late 1918. Yesim had first added a row of tables along the street and then, in 1921, had persuaded Max to purchase the closed café next door so he could expand and turn the establishment from a bar that served food into a restaurant that served drinks. A reasonable crowd for a Monday night was keeping Henri and his business partner, Josette, busy serving tables both inside and outside. Henri and Josette handled the food side of the operation while Yesim was happy to stand behind the bar and glare at customers while serving drinks.

Max took his usual seat at the end of the zinc bar and nodded at Yesim when he held up a bottle of Bordeaux. A glass of deep red wine quickly appeared and Max asked for the plat du jour without asking what it was. Josette seldom disappointed in her selection of menu. A soupe au pistou, a creamy vegetable concoction with squash, beans, potato and white rice, was followed by lamb chops flavoured with Dijon and tarragon and served with roasted potatoes and carrots. By the time Max had finished his second glass of wine and Josette had delivered a lemon meringue flavored with orange liquor, the crowd had thinned and Henri slid onto the stool beside him.

“I suppose I owe you a finder’s fee,” said Max.

“That young woman from the train station came to see you, then?”

“She did. And once again, the Prefecture let down a foreigner. Her young friend was murdered.”

“Fontaine?”

“Captain Fontaine has mended his ways, remember? A new bumbler has just arrived from Brittainy, Captain Andre Duchamps, come to the big city to make his name.”

“I’ve heard that name, but nothing good attached to it.” Yesim had delivered a small brandy and Henri paused to savour the aroma before taking a sip. “I only wanted to prove myself useful, Max. You haven’t had any assignments for me in a while.”

“Cases have been few and far between. You know I value your opinions.” Max dropped two hundred francs on the bar. “That’s for finding an interesting case for me. I expect I’ll have some work for you soon.”

Max mostly relied on Alain Laurent to do his leg work. He was clever, eager to please and filled with the energy of youth. Henri was seventy-three now and had visibly slowed in the last year. Max had hoped he was making enough from the restaurant to give up his very occasional shifts at the Gare du Nord, but apparently, he was finding it hard to make ends meet. He would find him something useful to do, something he could succeed at without putting him at risk. He and Yesim were his oldest friends in Paris—and friends didn’t let friends down.
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Chapter 2 Tuesday, May 1st, 1923
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Getting around the city proved difficult as numerous unions had stopped work for the day. Many Metro lines were closed and hundreds of protestors, including Jacqui and some of her anarchist friends, filled the streets. Noisy protests against the French occupation of the Ruhr and the anti-labour policies of Prime Minister Poincare and his Bloc National government led to numerous clashes between demonstrators and police.

Max stuck to the back streets but, even then, his way was often blocked by marchers representing various factions of the left. Black Marias or ambulances, carrying prisoners or the wounded to their respective destinations, were also avoiding the main thoroughfares. It took Max nearly an hour and a half to walk to the American embassy on Rue De Chaillot from his apartment on Rue Jacob, a journey that normally took half that time.

The main gates were closed, guarded by several nervous looking junior aides. If they were armed, their weapons were hidden by their coats and Max wondered how effective they would be if a determined Paris mob decided, for some reason, to storm the embassy. He had been caught in several riots and knew they could turn on a sou. 

Max presented his papers at the gate but it was more than ten minutes before permission to enter arrived. He was then escorted by one of the aides to Ginger Buchan’s new office on the second floor of the embassy. Even after four years, Max still didn’t know what Buchan’s job was, but he must have been good at it. This was the third office he had occupied, each one bigger than the last. 

Buchan greeted him at the heavy oak door and led him into the wood-paneled room. At one end, under a large bay window, partially covered by heavy brocaded drapes, was a large desk, its surface bare, save for a brass penholder and a neat stack of files in one corner. Buchan gestured to the other end of the room, where a sitting area surrounded a fireplace.

“To what do I owe the pleasure,” Ginger asked, once they were settled in wing backed chairs with cups of steaming coffee in their hands. 

“I’m looking into the death of Walter Gladstone. Know anything about him?” 

“There are lots of Americans in Paris these days. I can’t keep track of them all.”

“This one was found dead in an artificial lake in Parc Montsouris.”

Buchan sat his coffee down on an elegant side table and went to his desk and flipped through the files there. He had put on weight in the three months since Max last had seen him, his waistcoat bulging from the extra pounds. His red hair had thinned to a mere fringe but his mustache had become extravagant, perhaps in compensation for the loss. He selected one of the manila folders and flipped through it.

“The police said he drowned—perhaps assisted by alcohol. Your presence here suggests there is more to it.”

“Alcohol didn’t shove an icepick into the back of his head. I’m trying to find out who did.”

“Any reason the Prefecture isn’t investigating?” Buchan glanced up from the file, his expression blank.

Max shrugged. He had no doubt there were plenty of good policemen on the Ȋle de la Cité, he could name a dozen, past and present who did fine work. Their methods were advanced and well-established and, according to Captain Fontaine, often studied by police officers from all over the world, including England and the United States. Yet, the organization often seemed to turn a blind eye to crimes against certain kinds of people, those they considered deviant or, often, those with darker complexions and foreign accents. Still, it was unusual for them to ignore the death of an American citizen. 

“None that I’ve discovered so far but I’m sure something will turn up.”

Buchan nodded but stayed near his desk. “There’s not much in his file but I’m happy to share what I have. He is from Chicago; his father moved there from New York and now owns several small factories making office and household furniture. Nothing on his mother or other family members. It’s like they sprang from the brow of Zeus. We don’t even have an address for the father but I’m sure one will turn up soon, if the boys in Washington ever get off their duffs.”

“Anything since he arrived in Paris.?”

“Not much. He registered at the embassy and I think he picked up his mail here, not uncommon when people don’t expect to put down roots. I’m sure he was told to file his address with the Prefecture—you know how they are about aliens wandering about the city. Whether he did or not, you would have to check with their registrar.”

“They had on address on file but it dates back over a year so it may not have been accurate. They didn’t seem too put out by it,” said Max. “I think they cut a little slack for Americans and Brits if they expect they are just passing through.”

“So I’ve heard. We have him on Rue Visconti – that’s not far from your new place.” It was the same as the address at the Prefecture. He would check with Miller to see if it were still accurate before he dropped by to take a look.

Buchan scribbled the address down on a card and passed it to Max. He glanced at it before tucking it into his jacket pocket. Visconti was only a block over from Jacob. It appeared he might be living in the centre of a writing community without knowing it.

“Gladstone has been in town about 14 months—arriving in the city, according to this, the end of last March. We’ve had no reports of run-ins with the police or questionable associates but with something like thirty thousand citizens visiting or living within the 20 arrondissements, our staff, that is me and three others, are hard pressed to keep track of miscreants let alone those who stay out of trouble, which is, thankfully, the vast majority.” Buchan closed the file and slipped it back into the pile on his desk.

***
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PIERRE DELACROIX, AS usual, proved elusive. Max tried all his regular lunchtime haunts but he had either “not been in for days,” “was expected tomorrow,” or, in the case of Le Dôme “had only just left in the company of several young men.” The latter was delivered with a knowing wink that suggested that he might not be seen again for weeks.

Still, the visits to Le Dôme, La Rotonde, Les Deux Magots and a return visit to La Closerie des Lilas in search of the equally elusive Hemingstein were not without value. Each of them was occupied by tables of young American men and women, some of whom also claimed to be in Paris to pursue a writing career. Several were polishing their craft by working for the several English language papers that published in the city or the British and American wire services. Max thought of his old friend, Erich Harvey, who, in the face of this low-cost competition, had given up his own career in journalism to return to America and live with his brother.

In any case, among their number were several who knew Walter Gladstone. Most had heard of his death but few seemed deeply moved by the loss. 

“He was alright at a party,” said one young man at Le Dôme, “but I don’t think he had much talent. He was one of those chaps who talk a lot about writing but never seem to do any.”

“That could be said about a lot of people, Charlie.” One of the young women replied. “Talk and drink and gossip are a lot easier than actually making something, don’t you think?”

Charlie had blushed and snapped back. “Sleeping with someone who claims to be the next great novelist is even easier, don’t you think?”

Max wasn’t surprised that Charlie got his face slapped but he was a bit shocked when everyone else at the table laughed and another round was ordered. Whatever animosity Charlie had for the young woman was soon washed away with gin. 

At La Rotonde, he heard much the same. Gladstone was well known it seemed but more for the generous allowance his father provided and his success with women than for any artistic talent.

“He was a big devotee of Edgar Allen Poe, always going on about how detective stories were the true American literature and how Poe would have been recognized as the greatest writer of the age if not for his premature death.”

“Like Walter himself,” another piped up, “although he never wrote anything other than a few salacious love letters.”

“No,” responded a young redhead, whose blushing countenance suggested she had been the recipient of one of the letters. “He was working on a play.”

“Yeah, Clairice, a play for a puppet show.”

The table erupted in laughter and little else was forthcoming. Still, it did explain Gladstone’s interest in the Theatre Guignol.

He had better luck at La Closerie des Lilas. Hemingstein was, apparently a joke name, that the writer used to bond with his friends while keeping away those he didn’t care for. One young man—Max wasn’t sure which category he fell into—told him Hemingway, the man’s real name, could often be found at a club on Boulevard de Raspail which had a boxing ring in the basement. “If you don’t find him there, you could look for him over on rue Descartes. I’m not sure of the address but he has a room in an old hotel where he goes to get away from his wife and concentrate on his writing.”

“I thought all the American writers did their work in cafés.”

“If by work, you mean drinking and bull shitting, you’d be right,” he said. “But serious writers have a private place they go—real or imagined—to do the true thing.”

It wasn’t much, but it was the only lead he had.

***
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HEMINGWAY WAS IN THE ring when Max arrived. He was a big man, a shade over six feet tall with broad shoulders, a barrel chest and muscular arms. His left arm and both of his legs were patterned with scars, similar to those that covered his own body. Hemingway had undoubtedly been wounded in the war. Despite the scarring, which included a nasty rip in his right knee, he moved well in the ring, not exactly graceful but with confidence and deliberation. The man he was sparring with was bigger still but shambled more than danced and it was clear that Hemingway could probably fell him if he had a mind to. Still, he lacked technique—a true amateur like Max but without the hard lessons Kid O’Brien had taught him over the years.

He wondered how he might do against this big American but he had come to talk, not fight, and that test, if it came at all, would have to wait. For now, he was content to observe. He was not alone; a number of men had stopped their own workouts to watch the match and surprisingly, several well-dressed women, Hemingway’s wife and her friends, perhaps. One, older than the man in the ring, seemed particularly anxious, her hand rising unbidden to her mouth every time the bigger man landed a blow.

It was a strange scene and Max was reminded of some of the charismatic politicians he had known, like Andre Bucard and Denis Jourdain who drew the eye and held your attention even when you disagreed with their ideas or approach to life. Many of the young men he had spoken to in the cafés had seemed strangely in awe whenever Hemingway was mentioned—though, as far as he could tell, his only success as a writer had been as a freelance journalist for a newspaper.

The bell rang and the two boxers touched gloves to end the bout. The bigger man seemed almost grateful for the opportunity to fight the writer and leaned into him to whisper something in his ear. Hemingway laughed and clapped his gloves together before patting his opponent’s shoulder and climbing out of the ring. Despite the sheen of sweat that covered his upper body, the woman, who had been an anxious witness to the fight, threw her arms around him and tilted her face up for a kiss. Hemingway obliged but there was something in the way he moved his face away and ended the embrace that suggested a tension between them. Whatever it was, her response was still tender and she brushed her fingers across an abrasion that had formed beneath his left eye.

Hemingway had stripped off his gloves and accepted a beer from one of his admirers when Max stepped forward.

“Mr. Hemingway?”

The writer turned his gaze in Max’s direction, his dark eyes seeming to weigh Max’s character and intent before deciding to speak. Hemingway was handsome, though not overly so, with a square visage and a full mouth, partly hidden by a thick dark mustache.

“My friends call me Hem. I won’t say what my enemies call me. There are ladies present.”

Everyone laughed at that and Max wondered what Ernest Heminway might have done to earn enemies at such a young age.

“My name is Max Anderson. I’m investigating the death of Walter Gladstone.”

Hemingway looked puzzled as if he had never heard the name. 

“The one who drowned in that park,” said one of his friends, a tall older man with a thick head of hair.

“Of course, that lady friend of his—Helen, wasn’t it? —asked me to help track down his parents. I sent a telegram to my father, he’s a prominent figure in Chicago society, which I’m sure he’ll answer soon, though we aren’t exactly on speaking terms. Do you get along with your father, Max?”

It was none of his business but Max answered anyway. “My father is dead. I don’t have much to do with the rest of my family. Were you acquainted with Mr. Gladstone?”

“He wasn’t a friend, if that’s what you mean, or an enemy either, for that matter, but I’d seen him around, and spoken to him a few times. As I recall he had asked for an introduction to Gertrude, isn’t that right, Ez?”

The older man nodded. “I think you told him he’d have to have something to show her, other than his second-rate charm.”

“Yeah, that sounds like me.”

Max wondered who this Gertrude was and why a young writer would want to meet her. Then he recalled a meal he had shared with Joseph Asper, the first time they had eaten together, when he pointed out an older woman talking to a, as it turned out, famous artist. All that had registered at the time was the name Gertrude.

“The art collector?”

“More like an artist collector,” one of the young men quipped, earning an angry glare from Hemingway.

“She has a regular salon but you only get to go if she sees something in you. Gladstone didn’t qualify.”

“You said he wasn’t your enemy, but did he have enemies?”

“Who doesn’t?”

“You remember, don’t you, dear? That young man who interrupted you during your chat with Gladstone about Gertrude. He was so angry; I thought they would come to blows.”

“I remember though he didn’t seem like the fighting type to me. Anyway, Libion stormed out of the kitchen and threw him right out of La Rotonde.” Hemingway laughed. “What did we call him, Allie Mincer?”

“You called him that,” said Ez, almost reprovingly “but I think his name was Alex or Alec Minter or Miner.”

“Well, there you have it. You should talk to him. Now I have to get cleaned up for dinner at the Murphy’s. It was nice meeting you, Max. We should have a drink sometime. You can tell me all about the detective business.”

Max watched Hemingway leave followed by his entourage. There was something oddly cruel about the man’s manner. Max doubted he would ever follow up the invitation.

Hemingway stopped at the door. “You might try talking to Lewis Galantière. That son of a bitch pretty much knows everyone.”

***
[image: image]


GALANTIÈRE WAS SURPRISINGLY easy to find; if he knew everyone, apparently everyone knew him as well. He worked for the International Chamber of Commerce, located on Avenue du President Wilson, and was at his desk when Max arrived mid-afternoon.

“Hemingway sent you, did he? How is that son of a bitch?” Galantière was smiling when he said it so Max supposed the imprecation was now a common reference among the new Americans in Paris.

“He seemed fine if a little sweaty.”

Galantière raised an eyebrow at that and peered at Max through rimless eyeglasses. He looked the part of a commissioner’s assistant, which is what the nameplate on the door had said. Short and thin, with a neatly trimmed square mustache, he was impeccably but conservatively dressed. His mannerisms were precise, almost deliberately so, and his voice had the same flat intonations as Hemingway. Perhaps they were both from Chicago.

“I did meet Walter Gladstone several times. He dropped by about a year ago, maybe less, and then again about five or six weeks ago.” Galantière didn’t need to consult his diary, and Max wondered if Gladstone had made a particular impression on him or if the man simply had a prodigious power of recall. “He had a letter of introduction from Ben Hecht, whom I knew because we both wrote for The Little Review. Hecht is a journalist in Chicago but really should devote his life to fiction. His first novel was a masterpiece. Erik Dorn – do you know it?”

Max shook his head. His own reading consisted mostly of Paris newspapers and the occasional novel Henri gave him “to improve his mind and his French.”

“No matter. You came to ask about Gladstone, not rising stars of American literature.”

“Which Gladstone was not.”

“Quite. I thought the first time I met him that he had potential. He’d had a few poems and one short story published in small but respected journals. And he showed me another short story he was working on—not to my taste but not badly written either. I suggested he meet Sylvia Beach and even took him down to Shakespeare and Company on Rue de l’Odéon. I don’t know if they hit it off—she hasn’t mentioned him to me since.”

“Not Gertrude Stein?”

“No. Gertrude makes her own choices. Besides Sylvia is much kinder to novitiates.”

“You met him again not long ago.”

“Yes, I ran into him one evening at Le Dôme. We chatted briefly—he was the only sober one at his table so conversation was possible. He seemed to have fallen in with a group of actors from the Theatre Guingol.”

“The marionette troupes?”

“That’s what they do in the daytime—entertain the children. But before the turn of the century, they did their performances in the Catacombs and it was definitely adult fare. The censors shut them down and, well, even artists have to eat, so some set up their little stages in various parks; others gravitated to the Grand Guignol, a theatre in Pigalle on cité Chaptal, where they do a toned-down version of what took place in the Catacombs. But it is rumoured they still get together and do private performances as well that are not only horrifying but disgusting.”

“Have you seen one?”

“No,” said Galantière. “I have not had—nor do I want—that pleasure, either in public or in private. I heard that Walter had drowned.”

“Something like that.”

“It’s a pity. Another young life wasted. I had hoped we had seen the last of that when the war ended. I suppose human nature never really changes, does it?”
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