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ONE




MCGARR GLANCED out the window of the lurching express train, then looked down at his hand. If my thumb sprouts a rose, he thought, Ill let my fingers become serpents. He placed the hand on his wifes thigh. She didnt stir from her sleep. They were in Italy.

Since Florence, a mauve line had been forming on the eastern horizon, silhouetting the cypress trees on the hilltops. All the farmhouses now had lights in upper windows. In the courtyard of one, a shawl-draped woman, surrounded by chickens, was strewing grain from a basket. Near the barn of another, a young boy was leading cows through a vineyard toward open fields. Even though McGarr could not as yet see the olive trees through the ground fog, he knew they were there, could feel their presence on the hillsidesfecund, gray green, ancient witnesses to the evanescence of man.

Such as the vendors, who with vans loaded tall were driving toward Siena on this, the day of the Palio. The festival had begun as a horse race among the seventeen contrade, or sections, of the medieval city. Since then, however, it had become much more: a parade of bright costumes, a flag-throwing exhibition, a religious ceremony, a bacchanal, a highly profitable business week, and finally a mad, bareback scramble through a vortex of people in an exquisite Renaissance squarebrief, impassioned, tempestuous. Half the riders never finished. In the heat and excitement, women swooned, men cried, the church bells of the victorious contrada rang for a day. In short, McGarr believed the Palio to be a little bit of everything that was characteristically Italian. Pomp, beauty, family, passion, sport, and greedit was here in Siena twice yearly that Italians were most unabashedly themselves.

Separate but identical murders in a vacation house near Slea Head in southwestern Ireland had brought McGarr to Italy. McGarr believed an experienced killera former agent of SIShad been a party to these executions and now planned to kill the man whose head was nodding in sleep across the compartment from the chief inspector. He was Sir Colin Cummings, who had recently been appointed British ambassador to Italy. His wife, the former Enna Ricasoli, was awaiting them in her familys palazzo on the Piazza del Campo in Siena. Nearly forty years before, one of her disappointed suitors had promised to kill the Englishman if he dared return to the city. All facts that McGarr had learned in his investigations of the Slea Head murders pointed to this same man, who was rich and powerful enough to fulfill his vow. Yet McGarr felt serenedeeply content to be hurtling through the dark Tuscan countryside where, remembering his Petronius, he believed everything, even protecting a mans life among 125,000 revelers, was possible.

In the compartment behind him, McGarr had stationed Garda Superintendent Liam OShaughnessy. Because of his neutral Galway accent, he was pretending to be an American tourist. In the compartment in front of him, Inspector Hughie Ward was dressed in the cassock of a Jesuit priest studying at the Vatican. At the Excelsior Hotel in Siena, Sergeant of Detectives Bernie McKeon had already secured two suites of rooms. The balconies offered views of the Stadio and Sienas Duomo, and the Excelsior was only a ten-minute walk to the Piazza del Campo where the Palio would be held. There Ward would be staying in the Palazzo Ricasoli with the Cummingses. McGarr could do no more for the ambassador.

McGarr looked out the window again. With the rising sun an azure tint had begun to suffuse a cloudless sky. The weather would be perfect for the Palio.



The events that brought them to Siena had begun nearly a week and a half before. McGarr remembered the day well, since after fourteen straight days and nights of rain the sun had suddenly broken through a lowering sky. Traffic rushing to Dublin that morning slowed; nobody tooted. When McGarr got to his office at Dublin Castle, his staff, their faces pasty and winter-worn, had collected around Sergeant Bernie McKeons desk. They were drinking tea and staring out an open window.

The sun catching in its chrome and black enamel, a limousine passed in a fiery blur. The tires hissed on the wet macadam. The wind off the Liffey was soft now, mild and welcome. McGarr walked into his dark cubicle to answer the ringing phone which everybody had ignored. Indoors, things seemed dusty and old.

It was Superintendent Terrence Scanlon, commandant of the Dingle Garda barracks. They had found a dead man in an outbuilding of a vacation home on Dingle Bay. His arms and legs had been trussed behind him, wrists to ankles, and he had been shot once in the back of the head.

An execution, said McGarr. He was a short, thickset man with red hair gone bald on top. Off the cap of a wooden match he flicked his thumb. He held the flame to the tip of a Woodbine, then sat on the edge of his desk. He glanced over at his staff and the open window. Dingle would be glorious on a day such as this, he thought. IRA?

Dont think so, said Scanlon. Thats why I called. The murderer either dropped or ignored the shell casing. The gun seems to have been a twenty-two, nothing an IRA gunman would choose.

If the choice were his. An IRA gunman would use anything with a trigger, McGarr well knew.

But this is different, sir. The mans name is Hitchcock with three initials. He has a London legal address. Rumor has it hes a retired civil servantCoal Board, I thinkbut nobody, not even my brother, knows who he is. Scanlons brother was the Kerry C.O. of the regular IRA. A quiet sort, it seems. Didnt frequent any pubs whenever he was here; even stayed in the car when his wife completed the sale of the place at the barristers office. And its some place, it isstretches half a mile, I should think. He must have owned the Coal Board and several other utilities as well.

Where is she?

London, I believe.

Does she know yet?

Only found him this morning when their laborer let out the donkey. The smell it was, you know.

How long dead?

A week. I was wondering if you wouldnt mind coming out here, sir. I might have missed something important, not being used to this sort of thing and all. If this isnt an IRA affair, mightnt we have a chance of learning the facts?

Dingle, you said, McGarr said in a loud voice. A fringe of the Gulf Stream struck Ireland near Dingle, and on a day when Dublin was balmy, the southwest coast of the country might well be tropical.

As one, his staff turned to him.

Well, said Scanlon, its actually far Dingle. You can see the Great Blasket from the shore.

You can? The weather must be fair out there too, Terry.

Smashin, at last. Puts me in mind of Portugal where the missus and mebut thats another story and not one for the phone.

Portugal-like, eh?

We went there over Easter. Can we expect you?

Early afternoon. McGarr rang off.

When he raised his head, a dozen expectant faces were looking at him. The silence was complete. I wont be in today, men. Ive got a little field work to do. McGarr fitted on his derby, then tossed his dark raincoat over a shoulder and made for the door.

But that damn car fits five at least, roared Bernie McKeon. Whatdo you think the rest of us enjoy this great, gloomy dungeon? Histrionically, he swept his arms about the room. His face was now scarlet, eyes bulging. Or messing about with this slick tissue? He grabbed some papers off his desk and tossed them over his head. He then approached McGarr truculently. Get a hold of yourself, Chief Inspector. Youre not a dictator around here, you know. This isnt a penal colony. Well just have to choose up to see who gets the dirty duty of carting your carcass out to Dingle and back. Have a seat. McKeon pulled out a chair for McGarr and eased him into it. Now thenyou make up the tickets, Ward, and Ill get the hat. He reached behind him and plucked the derby off McGarrs head.

All the men laughed. Only McKeon could treat McGarr like that and get away with it. McKeon was a chubby, blond man who spoke in a rush. His eyes were small, very blue, and mischievous.

Ward put twelve slips of paper into the derby. On four of these he had marked an X.

McKeon did not win.

As Ward, Delaney, Sinclair, and Greaves started for their coats, McKeon said, Wait just one minute, you blaggards. This was a put-up job. Today, Im going to have to pull rank on one or the other of you two. And, if you give me any lip, neither of you will go. He meant Ward or Greaves, who asked, But why? It was all aboveboard. Didnt you hold the hat yourself?

Thats why I lost. By the time I got to choose, there was only one ticket left and blank at that.

Chance, said Sinclair.

Luck, said Delaney.

Rank, said McKeon again, heading for the coat rack.

Greaves glanced at Ward, who shrugged and reached into his pocket for a half-crown to flip.

McGarr stood, picked his derby off the table, and fitted it on his head. Cmon, well take the Rover. That way all five of you can go.

But the energy crisis! said Boyle from his desk. He hadnt chosen an X.


the energy crisis, McKeon advised.

Why dont we take two Rovers? another asked.

Or a staff car and two tanks. McKeon shut the door. Taking McGarr by the elbow as they walked down the long, gloomy hall, he observed, Gripers. Ive never seen the like. They complain all the day long. And such a pleasant day, what?

They were in the courtyard now. The sun made McGarr pull the short brim of his derby over his eyes. The men removed their rain gear and suit coats and folded them into the trunk.

Lowering himself into the front seat beside Ward, who was his driver, McGarr said, Scanlon will think half the Dublin office has nothing better to do than take a junket to Dingle for the day.

Sure, said McKeon, sinking back into the plush rear seat of the new Rover, and we havent, have we?



And between the elements a most pleasant tension obtained that dayrivers, streams, even the roadside drainage ditches were rushing with clear winter water that was made to seem all the more frigid in the bright sun. Every so often a cool breeze off a cow pond would cut through the heat. All Ireland, it seemed to McGarr, had revived in this first burst of warmth. Whole families, mile after mile, were working their fields, repairing walls, cleaning barns, stables, and outbuildings. Cottage doors were open, bedding hung on wash lines, babies playing among the chickens by the back doors. Deeper into the country, near Limerick, the crack of an ash sapling turned McGarrs head to a field in which young boys, clubs whipping, were playing hurly. In the Shannon, salmon were running. From boats men were tossing nets into the black, swift water.

Near Foynes they stopped at an inn that was perched on a hill. From their window seat McGarr could see Ennis and Lough Dergh to the north and east, and Kil-rush down the sparkling Shannon estuary to the west. The color of the spring grass in Ireland, he thought, has no equal, especially, like now, after a long rain.

They ate salmon that had been roasted over a special spit made in the form of an oblong cage and situated, as part of the fireplace, in the middle of the dining room. The fresh whole fish, so the chef told McGarr, who conversed with him in a French made colloquial during his seven-year stint with Criminal Justice and after with Interpol in Paris, was stuffed with a julienne (thin strips of carrots and celery hearts cooked in butter to which truffles, an equal amount of mushrooms, and some sherry had been added, all bound with a thick bchamel sauce). The fish was then covered with bards of bacon fat held in place with twine. It was placed in the cage and braised before a hot fire for fifteen to eighteen minutes, basting often. Before taking the salmon off the spit, the chef removed the bacon bards and allowed the fish to color. He served the dish with fresh lemons and dispatched the bar boy to the cool depths of the second cellar to retrieve a few bottles of a select white Graves from Illats that he favored with the dish.


As McGarr talked with him, the chief inspector noted that the only other diners in the inn were two men who were seated on the other side of the room, directly across the open, circular fireplace from McGarr and his men. One was a black man whose girth was only somewhat less remarkable than his broad forehead and close-set eyes. At first McGarr thought he must be slightly macrocephalic, but decided, after discreetly glancing at him several more times, that the effect was only caused by the mans baldness. McGarr, who was also bald, felt the need to examine his own appearance in a mirror, but contained the urge. The other man at the far table had white hair, the curls of which had been allowed to develop freely  la mode, a thick black moustache, and a sallow complexion. Both were very well dressed and were speaking what McGarr believed was Spanish. He could only hear a word or two from time to time.

After thick, black coffee, McGarr and his staff pushed on.



McGarr burst from the outbuilding with his handkerchief still held to his nose and walked quickly toward the car where his staff and Superintendent Scanlon were standing. It was true, he noted, that one could see in the distance the steep cliffs of the Great Blasket being slammed by the North Atlantic. It was cold here still, however, what with the breeze off the ocean, and the stone house of at least twenty-five rooms had a bleached appearance, as though too often cleansed by the brilliant sun, stiff breezes, and salt spray.

The man in the shed had been in his late sixties, McGarr supposed. He was tall, thin, in good shape, and from the marks of thrashing in the chicken droppings on the floor McGarr guessed he had been tied up and left there for some time before being murdered. The bullet itself did not pass through his head. The cord binding his hands was elasticized, like that used to secure parcels to the carriers of bicycles, but thicker.

To get out of the wind, McGarr opened the door to the Rover and, sitting in the front passenger seat, put down the lid to the glove compartment. On this he placed the contents of the mans pockets. His wallet said he was Edward Llewelyn John Hitchcock. He had a U.K. drivers license listing a London address in St. Johns Wood, a national insurance card, Barclays Bank, American Express, and Carte Blanche charge cards, a return stub on an Aer Lingus jet from Shannon to Heathrow, and membership cards to the East India, Bat, and Proscenium mens clubs. A compartment contained eighty-seven pounds cash. The wallet was initialed, black alligator, thin, and very efficient in appearance. Keys to a Jaguar sedan also fit in twin slits. Hitchcock had kept green ink in his Mt. Blanc fountain pen. On the back of his Rolex wristwatch, the dial of which was equipped with a device to determine times in other parts of the world, was the inscription To C. from your Sis-ter, and under that, Peace through Truth, London, 1973.

Strange caption, McKeon mused, even from ones sister.

The men were crowded around the open door of the Rover. Thats the first time Ive known an inscription to stammer, said Harry Greaves.

C. is what the chief of SIS, the British Secret Service, is called.

Scanlon raised his head and looked at the house again. And there I thought he was on the Coal Board all along.

Probably wasas a front, said McGarr.

Dick Delaney added, Thats the outfit that isnt required to account for its funds, and I mean the legal ones it gets from Parliament, not whatever the Chinese or Russians will pay for negotiable state secrets.

How was the weather hereabouts last week, Terrence?

Cold, windy, and wet. Foggy at nights. We had a storm on Monday.

Lets take a look at the house. Hitchcock was wearing only a thin cardigan and cotton clothes. The gunshot he suffered might have been a coup de grace for all we know.

After having crossed a wide and chilly veranda, they found the front door open. Spare was the word that occurred to McGarr as he looked about the parlor and dining room. He supposed that Hitchcock and his wife had bought the house all found, and what they had found had either been quite meager or not suited to their tastes. Thus, the large parlor contained only a straight-back love seat and two chairs grouped around the fireplace. Intricate designs, all swirls and frills, had been carved into the heavy oak. These garish pieces seemed to require the vast emptiness of the room. Linen curtains, yellow with age, were drawn across three windows. They were brilliant now in the full sun.

The dining room was on the other side of the hallway. There a massive table of the same design as the furniture in the living room dominated the middle of the room. The backs of the twelve ornate chairs were as tall as McGarr. The only other item in the room was a matching and ponderous sideboard. The table had been set for one, and a meal of spring lamb with a pretty suprme of potatoes, carrots, brussels sprouts, and leeks had been half-consumed, as though whoever had killed Hitchcock had disturbed him in the midst of his dinner. A half-empty bottle of Hermitage Rouge, 1967, sat near the wine glass, which appeared to be, surprisingly, empty and clean. There was no sediment or stain of dried wine on the bottom. Certainly Hitchcock hadnt drunk from the bottle. McGarr picked up the cork, which lay directly above the knife, and squeezed it between thumb and forefinger. It was still moist and springy.

The kitchen was a mess that bore all the appearances of having had an amateur chef at work in it for, say, an afternoon. McGarr knew from his own brief forays into the world of haute cuisine that the hobbyist never thinks of washing or re-using a spatula, spoon, whisk, grater, garlic press, etc., in order to minimize his cleaning duties at the end of the preparation, but is usually at least one step behind the recipe and has to rush to keep from ruining the whole meal. Thus, as in this kitchen, eggshells are not dispatched immediately after use, knives lay about the tops of the tables and cutting boards, pots, and pans begin to mount up, until all kitchen surfaces are cluttered.

What struck McGarr, however, is why a man would go to such bothera pt in a fluted pastry shell (McGarr cut himself a slice: hare), vichyssoise, scalloped oystersjust to dine alone. One cooks for an audience, especially something as toothsome as the deep-dish gooseberry pie that was still on a rack in the open oven. Also, the trash, which was kept in a small bin behind curtains under a counter, had been spilled about the floor in that area. The bin itself was still upright, but somebody had reached in and extracted its contents, as though looking for something. Things were just not quite right inside this house, McGarr thought.

After having examined the rest of the house, which he found to be as spare and neat as the living room, McGarr returned to the kitchen, cut the gooseberry pie in seven generous pieces, and put on a pot of water for tea.

While the gas flame roared on the copper bottom of the kettle, he said to Hughie Ward, Well, nowI want a thorough autopsy of Hitchcocks body. I believe that the bullet, given the point of entry at the base of the cranium and trajectory through the skull, might not have struck bone. He fished in his pocket and pulled out the cartridge casing Scanlon had found in the outbuilding under a crack in one of the wall sills. We could be lucky. Many twenty-two-caliber handguns are special issues. McGarr had once put a dope smuggler away for life because of the mans preference for unusual weapons. If its intact, I want a complete analysis of the chamber markings and a set of photographs.

Ward copied these requests into his notebook.

The tea kettle began to whistle. McKeon warmed the ceramic pot, tossed out that water, added tea, and then poured the boiling water over it. I wonder if the blighter imbibed anything stronger than wine.

Hands in raincoat pockets, the men were waiting for a go-ahead from McGarr to hunt up a bottle, which all of them knew such a house must contain.

But McGarr did not want anything in the dining room, bottles in particular, touched. Fingerprints all around, Hughie. Well put the teacups and pots on the veranda as we leave. He stood and walked back into the dining room. Suddenly the room grew dark and seemed gloomy. McGarr parted the curtains. The sky in western Ireland could change dramatically within minutes. Now it was freighted with storm clouds racing in off the ocean.

When he looked down at the table, the wine glass again caught his eye. Striking a wooden match, he held the flame near the exterior surface to see if he could detect the traces of fingerprints. There were several. He also noticed, however, a blue tint on the inside of the glass. He walked back into the kitchen.

In the shadows under the sink McGarr found a liquid that he knew would leave a blue film on a glass which was not thoroughly rinsed in hot water. I want the inside of that wine glass in the dining room analyzed and also the surface of this soap container checked for fingerprints, although I dont think well find anything on that. McGarr was staring at a rubber glove that had been tossed carelessly into the cabinet. It was hanging from the S-curve of the sink pipe. With his fountain pen he pried up the edge of the glove. The inside was wet.

McGarr opened the cupboards and with his handkerchief began taking plates off the stacks. Only the bottoms of the first of every size were wet. One whiskey and one wine glass also had been washed in liquid cleaner and imperfectly rinsed.

Ward had poured the tea.

McGarr drank off a cup.

If the killer had first dined with Hitchcock, thought McGarr, and, after having drugged or poisoned him, carted him out to the hen house where, sometime later, he finally dispatched the man, then he would have washed the dishes and put them away to expunge all trace of his having been there. I also want a blood analysis. He doesnt look like he was a drinker, but this wine bottle bothers me. If the killer drugged his wine and then took the precaution of trying to wash away the drug from the glass and of killing Hitchcock sometime after the drug had worn off, then it could be he knows we can trace the drug to him. Lets take a look at the garbage.

Out at the trash bin, McGarr discovered that somebody had also rifled through the garbage. Within the small, wooden compound near the back door, refuse had been tossed on the ground and then kicked about, as though somebody in a rush or fit of pique had been trying to find something.

What are you looking for, Chief? asked Sinclair, who had followed him throughout his perusal of the house and its contents. Sinclair was a tall man who dressed nattily. He had spent over twenty years on the Sydney police force before returning home to work for McGarr.

Wine bottle. Id bet my brown derby nobody drank from that bottle on the table in the dining room.

They poked through the garbage but could find no other wine bottle.

McGarr turned and walked toward the shed. He pulled out his pocket torch and once again held his handkerchief to his nose. There, in the shadows and against the wall, Hitchcock still lay contorted either from the force of the shot into the base of his skull or from the momentary agony of his death throe.

McGarr was most interested, however, in the pattern of his movements through the dirt and chicken droppings on the shed floor before he was dispatched. After all, if the man indeed had been the chief of SIS, then perhaps he might have taken pains to provide at least one lead to his killers.

The shed was small and McGarr quickly covered every square inch. He then began turning over the dirt and offal on the floor wherever Hitchcock had crawled. Still nothing. Finally, McGarr searched the corpse once more, thinking that perhaps he might have missed something the first time. But he was disappointed, until, just as he was about to leave, it struck him that the only means a man who had been bound as thoroughly as Hitchcock had to conceal an object would be with his mouth. When McGarr squatted and, using his handkerchief, gently pried up Hitchcocks lips, he found something wedged between the back of his teeth. With a jerk, McGarr pulled it out. It was a cork. Shining the beam of the torch directly on it, he discovered a perforation in the center, the kind a pressure wine-bottle opener made. Whoever had killed Hitchcock had probably taken the drugged wine bottle with him, but, since Hitchcock, as host, must have opened it himself, he probably placed the cork in his shirt or cardigan pocket and later, when coming to in the shed, realized what was happening to him and pulled the cork out of the pocket with his teeth. Because of the way his wrists and ankles had been bound together, the pain must have been agonizing. Another possibility was that, feeling the first effects of the drugged wine and knowing that he would be killed, he had slipped the cork into his mouth before he had passed out.

Now there were several other policemen in the shed with McGarr. Sinclair said, Probably drugged or poisoned the wine. Thats how the killer or killers got him out to the shed.

Drugged, more likely, said Ward. He did a lot of moving in there. Also, theres probably only one killer.

Sinclair and Greaves looked up at Ward.

Only one of each type of plate had a wet bottom.

First honors for the lad with the little black notebook, said McGarr. He dropped the cork into a little plastic bag that Ward was holding. The chief inspector then donned his jacket and coat once more. Greaves shoveled the trash back into the bin.

At the car, fat drops of rain had begun to fall now, and the sky was a patchwork of tumbling dark clouds where the ocean storm met the warm air off the land.







    

TWO




NEXT MORNING, McGarr stepped into a phone booth and dialed Hugh Madigans office. He was a London-based private detective and an old Dublin friend of McGarrs. After some small talk, McGarr said, Ive got an assignment for you which is a part of an official Garda investigation into the murder in Ireland of a U.K. citizen.

Then, why call me? Not that I mind, Peter; its just that the procedure seems extraordinary. Shouldnt you request assistance from Scotland Yard?

Welllet me give you the mans name. I havent released it to the newspapers yet. McGarr considered briefly the cloak of red tape in which the British government could wrap his investigation. I want a credit check and complete dossiers of him and his wife. I want to know if he had any personal enemies, who his friends were, and what, if anything, he has been doing sinceMcGarr recalled the date on the back of the dead mans watch1973. The house on Dingle Bay held none of the accoutermentsbooks, games, objets dartof a man of leisure, but looked more like a getaway-from-it-all place.

Name?

Edward Llewelyn John Hitchcock.

Not

I thought nobody was really supposed to know who he was. His address is Sixty Avenue Road, St. Johns Wood. The other end of the line was quiet. Hugh?

I now work in this town, Peter. Were no longer two agency pals who are doing each other a good turn, now and again. This is my business, the sole support of my family. Have you informed the government about this?

McGarr looked out at the crowds pushing by the phone booth: Pakistanis, Indians, and Orientals mostly, with some Caucasians here and there and probably half of them Irish. Im at Heathrow, just having arrived. When I hang up this phone, Im headed straight for Scotland Yard.

Still the other end of the line was quiet.

Think of all the extralegal assistance Ive provided you in the past, Hugh. And in this case were willing to pay.

Im not trying to extort a big fee, Peter; you know that. Its just that, if I know SIS, theyll swarm all over this case.

The section chiefs went to the same schools, belong to the same clubs. Theyre more like a social subset than a ministry. Theyll not want any news of the killing, any inquiries other than their own, and certainly none originating from another country, especially Ireland.

But, you see, Hugh, the murder happened in Ireland. Ive got the details. If they try to keep me from investigating here, Ill give them none of the facts of my investigation there. I might even release the whole bloody business to the most lurid of London dailies. Its as simple as that.

It is? Dont count on it. These are snooty old boys, Peter. To them, red tape is all they have that resembles work. Your news will bring them together. Theyll collect in some smart City club and consider the demise of poor Hitchcock. Dear C., poor C., he was right enough in his own curious way, what? Theyll then concoct some baroque argument to explain the murder or some means to obfuscate his personal history, as if that mattered. You knowitll all be such fun considering who and why andif you refuse to give them any detailshow. Then the process of keeping the wretched business quiet will occupy them for several days at least. To tell you the truth, I dont want to become involved with those idiots.

If you act fast, we can have all the information before they even become aware of his death.


Why dont you do it yourself?

You can answer all my questions in one morning on the phone. Youve got the contacts and know where to look. Nobody will think your inquiries are anything but routine. Once I open my mouth, Whitehall, the Yard, MI5, maybe even the Home Guard will be put on notice.

Madigan sighed. Whats your first step?

The Yard, as I told you. Ive got to tell them Im here and ask for their cooperation. If they agree, Ill hand them my report without once mentioning that I know who Hitchcock was. Who knowsmaybe we might blunder right along with a perfectly regular investigation.

Dont expect that.

Well, the most Im hoping for is a chance to get to talk to his widow.

Madigan sighed again.

And maybe talking to his former associates.

Not a chance. Lookit, PeterI dont know why youre being so assiduous about this thing. From the little I can remember about Hitchcocks reputation, he deserved all he got and more. These people are something less than professional murderers. They give the orders. When one of them gets hit, were all better off for it.

An old woman, who throughout McGarrs phone call had been standing close to the booth, now turned and, using the heel of her palm, banged twice on the cabinet. The sheet metal roared.


Helloare you there, Peter? Peter!

Why, the old hag, said McGarr under his breath. She was wizened with age and her lips, now working over false teeth as she glared at McGarr, had spread her lipstick in a halo around her mouth. Yesdo we have a deal?

You scared me, said Madigan. For a moment I thought Hitchcocks associates might have proved more efficient than I thought.

Is it a deal?

Wellall right. But Im only going to give you one day. I cant put anybody else on this thing and I cant afford to waste more than a day on it.

Waste? Think of it this way, Hughnot only are you getting paid, and well, but youre also getting a chance to work for your own country.

For once. Itll be the closest Ive ever come to having a job back home.

The old woman hit the shell of the phone booth twice more and McGarr rang off. Stepping out, he said, You ignorant old shrewhave you no manners?

In direct proportion to your consideration for others, Paddy. And bad cess to you. She stepped into the booth and rammed the door shut behind her.

McGarr took a taxi to Scotland Yard.


McGarr had always enjoyed London. Like Paris, it was a world centerbustling, cosmopolitan, vibrantbut the scale of Londons buildings and streets was human, small townish and friendly. McGarr knew that for several centuries the town had been notorious for deplorable living conditions, poverty, and vice. And he knew of sections which even now were less than desirable to inhabit. But compared to the slums of most other large cities, Londons low-income districts were showplaces. Trams, trains, buses were regular, clean, and safe. And the yardstick that mattered most to McGarr weighed heavily in favor of Londonone encountered more men of goodwill here than in any city of its size that he had ever visited.

Today, the sky was mottled and the wind brisk. Like the beams of klieg lights, bright rays of sun broke through the cloud cover momentarily and passed up the gray streets, causing office workers in the financial district to doff their heavy coats and stroll after lunch. Still, the air was cold and damp in the shadows, and the city had not fully accepted the advent of spring.

New Scotland Yard had always seemed a cozy place to McGarr. Maybe it was the air of quiet confidence that its personnel exuded, or its long history of precise police work, but at times, when McGarr
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