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ONE


On the last day of his life, Henry Gibson
glanced at his wrist watch as he trudged to his Subaru minivan. The
calendar on the watch face read April 7th. Tomorrow would be
Harriet’s birthday, her thirty-sixth. He debated whether to stop at
Potter and Lemon and pick up the silver bracelet he had bought and
left to be engraved. Not very original, the engraving. He had to
smile when he thought of it: “From HG to HG with love.” Maybe he
should have included their middle initials so it wouldn’t seem so
narcissistic, so stupid. Oh well, it was the sentiment that
mattered. The jewelry store remained open until seven, but the hell
with it. He’d do it tomorrow. He was too tired, just wanted to get
home, have a drink and relax before dinner.

At the thought of food, his stomach growled
and he remembered that he’d had no lunch. Nothing new. Half the
time he went without eating from breakfast until he arrived home at
seven or later.

He turned the key to unlock the minivan door,
but when he tried to open it he discovered he had just locked it
instead. Probably had forgotten to lock up in his hurry to get to
the office. Wouldn’t be the first time. He unlocked the door,
tossed his briefcase on the front passenger’s seat, sank into the
driver’s seat, closed his eyes for ten seconds, then put the key in
the ignition.

While buckling his seat belt, he felt sudden
pressure against his neck. A bug? He reached behind to slap it. His
fingers came into contact with something hard. Metal? Startled, he
glanced toward the rearview mirror, but it was tilted up so he saw
only a dim reflection of light from the car roof. Gibson started to
turn.

“Don’t turn around!” The voice was
hoarse.

“Wha—what the hell do you want?”

“Shut up and drive!”

He felt his heart thump. A word flashed in
his head: car-jacker. He reached for his wallet. “Here, take what
you want and get out. I won’t—.”

“Keep your fucking hands on the wheel!”

The metal he’d felt now pressed firmly into
his neck. A gun barrel for sure.

“Get this car moving!”

Gibson’s fingers trembled as he turned the
ignition key.

“Left out of the driveway.”

The evening rush hour traffic had thinned
out. Only a few cars passed in the opposite direction, there were
no cars in front of his, no pedestrians on the sidewalk.

As he drove, Gibson prayed he’d come across a
cruising police car, ram it and duck down in the front seat. It
took less than a moment to reflect that the chances of that
scenario were slim to none. Besides, he wasn’t ready to be a hero
and die. He’d give the guy his money, watch, credit cards, whatever
he wanted.

Now they were traveling south on Dueber, past
Prairie College Road and were out of the city. At Fohl, a red,
white and blue shield-shaped sign pointed to southbound Interstate
77. The gun barrel was pushed more firmly into his neck. “Get on
the freeway here.”

Freeway? Who the hell was this guy and where
was he taking him? He felt sweat pouring down the sides of his
chest from his armpits. His throat tightened, he could hardly
breath. Despite his grip on the wheel his hands began to shake.
This had to be more than robbery. Gibson hadn’t spoken since
offering the guy his wallet, but now he had to make another try.
“For crissake, take the car. Let me out. There’s no one around.
It’ll take me half an hour to get—.”

“Shut up and drive!”

On the interstate, Gibson drove slowly in the
right-hand lane hoping someone in another vehicle would look into
his car, see what was happening.

The voice from the backseat ordered him to
set the cruise control to fifty-five. Gibson did as he was told,
his eyes scanning the road, frantically looking for something,
anything. He pleaded, “Look, I’ve got a wife and two small kids.
Jesus Christ, I’ll give you anything, I’ll do anyth—.”

“Shut up and drive!”

Gibson’s mind was racing. This fucking madman
is going to kill me. “Please. PLEASE. PLEASE.” Half sob, half
scream. The only response was increased pressure of the gun into
his neck. Suddenly, fear turned to rage. Why me? WHY ME? Gibson’s
jaws clenched. His hands squeezed the steering wheel so tightly his
fingernails dug into the soft flesh of his palms. He wasn’t about
to wait until the bastard decided where he was going to stop and do
whatever he wanted to do. Even if the carjacker, or whatever the
hell he was, was crazy, he wouldn’t shoot him while he had the
wheel, barreling down the highway. Gibson floored the accelerator,
the Subaru shot ahead. The pressure of the gun was no longer on his
neck. He flicked a glance back. The gunman, thrown off balance, had
fallen backward into the rear seat. I’m gonna make it. I’m gonna
make it.

Gibson jerked the steering wheel sharply to
the right and the car skidded off the paved portion of the road,
onto the berm, throwing up a shower of gravel and dirt. Momentarily
the car balanced on its two left tires. He leaned his body left,
trying to will the car to roll over. It teetered, then, still
speeding, righted itself, fell back on all four wheels and bounced
against the guardrail for 100 yards. Steel ground against steel.
Sparks flew. He strained, trying to swing the steering wheel in the
opposite direction, still hoping to make the car roll over, but the
violent maneuvering caused the motor to stall. With the power
steering mechanism off, he could barely turn the wheel. As the car
slowed, Gibson reached for the door handle. Before he could depress
it, from the edge of his vision he saw the gun butt come crashing
down on his skull. As darkness closed in he turned, saw a face he
recognized.

* * *

Canton Man Fatally Shot

Canton (UP). A 40-year-old Canton businessman
was found dead in his car early this morning. The body of Henry
Gibson, 3946 Gramercy Ave. was discovered between State Route 20
and Interstate 77 on a little-used dirt road that leads to the farm
of Herman Schuler. Schuler found the car at 5:30 a.m. with Gibson’s
body on the front seat. Stark County Sheriff’s Office spokesperson,
Deputy Sheriff Karen Vandergrift said that preliminary reports by
the medical examiner indicate that Gibson had suffered gunshot
wounds and a probable skull fracture. He believed the victim died
yesterday evening.

Vandergrift stated that Gibson apparently had
been robbed. A wallet, empty of cash and credit cards, was found in
the car. Papers in a briefcase left in the car confirmed the
identification. Vandergrift stated that investigators have no
suspects and are working on the theory that Gibson had picked up a
hitchhiker who robbed and killed him. An investigation by the
sheriff’s office with the help of technicians from the Stark County
Crime Laboratory in Canton, is underway.

A longtime Canton resident, Gibson had been
assistant sales manager of Sterling Wholesale Hardware Company. His
wife, the former Harriet Remington and two children, Henry Jr., age
10 and Heather, age 7, survive him.

In what may be a related incident, Theodore
Lambert, 36, of Sherryville, reported to the Ohio Highway Patrol
that he had seen a minivan, described as similar to Gibson’s,
swerve off the pavement of I-77 at approximately 7 p.m. yesterday.
The minivan struck a guardrail and appeared to have stalled.
Lambert, driving south on I-77 stopped to render assistance, but
before he could reach the vehicle, it was driven away headed south.
The incident occurred 3 miles north of the off-ramp to U.S. Route
250, and approximately 12 miles from where the Gibson vehicle was
found. Lambert could not see how many people were in the minivan,
nor could he see the driver.

* * *

Dr. Harry Hanson, medical examiner for Stark
County, pulled up his rubber gloves as he walked to the autopsy
slab and inspected the body. A photographer from the crime lab had
already taken a number of pictures of the body from various angles.
Phil Moore, the technician seated on a tall lab stool, cleaned his
fingernails with the point of a partially straightened paper
clip.

Hanson stood at the side of the autopsy table
snugging his fingers into the gloves, while peering down at the
body of a man wearing a light blue blazer and gray slacks. The top
button of the man’s striped shirt was open; the knot of his dark
blue tie was pulled down. The dead man’s black shoes were highly
polished; his hands were encased in clear plastic bags held with
rubber bands at the wrists. The body lay on its right side, knees
drawn up, the trunk bent forward in the fetal position. In other
surroundings it could have been someone taking a midday nap on his
office couch.

Hanson stepped on the foot pedal switch of
the dictating machine, his voice echoing off the cement walls and
floor as he talked into a microphone suspended over the autopsy
table.

“The body is that of a Caucasian male. . .”
He described the corpse’s dress and position, then turned to Moore.
“Okay, Phil, off your ass. Help turn him over.”

The men flipped the body onto its left side.
Hanson bent to inspect two small round holes, one in the skin just
below the man’s open shirt collar, the other about six inches
lower, in the midline seam of the jacket. A circlet of black
surrounded each hole.

“Tattooing around the bullet holes indicates
near-discharge of the gun muzzle to the victim.”

He measured the diameter and position of each
hole, reading his measurements into the microphone. Pushing a metal
probe into each of the bullet holes, he recorded their depths and
angles, then stepped back while the photographer moved in and took
several close-ups.

Hanson said, “What do you think, Phil? A
.22?”

“Uh-huh. Either that or a .25.”

With some effort, they straightened the dead
man’s legs to undress him. Rigor mortis, Hanson knew, came on about
five hours after death and lasted about thirty-six hours. He
estimated that the man wearing a toe-tag that read “Henry Gibson,”
had been killed around seven the night before. It was now four
o’clock the following afternoon, the body rigid as a board. The
technician kept pressure on the dead man’s knees to prevent them
from returning to their flexed position.

The skin over the entire front of the body
was a mottled purple, that over the back was lemon yellow. “Was he
on his face in the car when you found him?” Hanson asked.

“Yeah, he was squeezed down between the
dashboard and the front seat on the passenger’s side, resting on
his elbows and his knees. When we got there he had already
stiffened in that position. We had a hell of a job wedging him out
of the door.”

Hanson then directed his attention to the
head. He parted the thinning, dark brown hair and ran his gloved
fingers over the scalp. With a hand lens, he carefully inspected
the hair and underlying scalp. He snipped a few strands of hair
with a scissors, placed them in a small plastic envelope. From
another part of the head, he pulled a few hairs loose and deposited
them separately into another envelope. Then he resumed
dictating.

“Over the center of the occipito-parietal
junction there is a hematoma measuring…” He gazed up at the ceiling
while he pressed on the hematoma and felt in its depths a
depression in the skull. The bony edges of the depressed area were
sharp. “Depressed skull fracture,” he mused. “The size of the scalp
hematoma suggests that there was an interval of at least fifteen
minutes between the infliction of the depressed skull fracture and
death.”

When he finished the autopsy, he stripped off
his rubber gloves while he dictated his summary. “I conclude that
death was due to penetrating bullet wounds with entry through the
seventh cervical vertebra, and through the disk space between the
seventh and eighth thoracic vertebrae. The cervical wound
transected the spinal cord and extended through the esophagus and
trachea. The bullet causing this wound was lodged in subcutaneous
tissues of the neck, anterior to the trachea.

“The thoracic wound transected the spinal
cord at that level and perforated the left ventricle of the heart.
This bullet passed through the sternum and was lodged in the
subcutaneous tissues of the anterior chest wall.

“Either bullet wound could have been the
proximate cause of death.

“The depressed skull fracture and the
underlying laceration of the parietal lobe of the brain were not
necessarily fatal.”

He gazed at the two bullet fragments in the
palm of his hand for a few seconds, then dropped each into a small
cotton-lined cardboard box, which he handed to Moore. The lab tech
had accumulated a carton full of material including the victim’s
clothing, fingerprints and scrapings, a jar containing samples of
his stomach contents and several vials of blood. He placed the
carton on a small carrier.

As he wheeled it out, he raised a hand. “So
long, I’ve got enough work here to keep me off the streets for a
while.”

* * *

Gibson Rites Held;

Murder Still Unsolved

Canton. Funeral services were held in First
Presbyterian Church yesterday for Henry Gibson, 40-year-old
salesman, who was robbed and killed on April 7. The Reverend Lloyd
R. Eaton gave the eulogy. Burial was at Plymouth Cemetery.

Gibson’s body was discovered early Wednesday
in his minivan on a dirt road near Interstate 77. He had been shot
and assaulted with a blunt instrument.

Investigation by Stark County Sheriff Office
personnel has so far turned up few clues. Ballistics tests on the
bullets recovered from Gibson’s body have not matched those from
other recent shootings in the area. The only fingerprints found in
the murder vehicle were those of the victim. Authorities declined
to comment on additional laboratory studies that were reported to
be in progress.

Deputy Sheriff Karen Vandergrift revealed
that Gibson had left his office in the Sterling Building, 3990 4th
St. here, at about 6:30 p.m.. Tuesday, April 7, after phoning his
wife Harriet that he was on his way home. Since his usual route
passed by the West Tuscarawas ramp to I-77,” Vandergrift said, “we
are working on the assumption that he picked up a hitchhiker near
the ramp. The assailant appears to have forced the victim at
gunpoint to drive south on the interstate. There is evidence that
Mr. Gibson tried to take control by maneuvering the car at high
speed. The assailant apparently subdued him by striking him on the
head, fracturing his skull. While Mr. Gibson lay unconscious, the
assailant seems to have driven the car to the spot where the murder
and robbery occurred.”

Vandergrift said that K-9 Corps dogs had
traced the killer’s tracks from the minivan. Several potentially
important pieces of evidence were found, but the sheriff’s
spokesperson would not elaborate. She said the killer probably
walked back to State Route 20 and hitchhiked along that road. Since
a hitchhiker on the interstate would be picked up by highway
patrol, it was less likely that the interstate would be used as the
escape route. A plea was issued for information from any witnesses
who may have driven by the area during the evening of Tuesday,
April 7.

Henry Gibson is survived by his widow the
former Harriet Remington…”

 


TWO

One Month Later. Al Maharos watched with
distaste as Frank Fiala licked the fingertips of his left hand
while he held the steering wheel with the other.

“Trouble with this shit,” said Fiala, “it
gets everything sticky.”

Maharos gave him a look of contempt. “’This
shit,’ you crude bastard, is baklava, a delicacy in the civilized
world. Anybody else would die for it. You just passed it.”

“Passed what?”

“The building where we’re going. It’s 433,
right?”

Fiala jammed on the brakes and made a U-turn,
narrowly missing a truck. The truck driver yelled something and
Fiala gave him the finger as he pulled in to a loading zone marked
No Parking. He flipped down the sun visor with the PD seal.

Fiala squeezed his five-eight, two-twenty
body out from behind the wheel. His bushy black hair came down to
within an inch of eyebrows so thick that they almost hid his eyes.,
his nose had been fist-flattened against his face a dozen times
during his forty-three years. As he got out of the car, he yanked
both trouser legs down from where they had crept up on his thick
thighs.

Another warm day, warmer than usual even for
May. Maharos thought about leaving his hat in the car, but even
after all these years he felt self-conscious about his baldness. He
wiped the sweat from the liner and from his head and put the hat
back on. At least the black hat didn’t show sweat stains.

On the building directory they found the
listing: Bost, Frankel and Horner, Attorneys-at-Law. . .Suite
507.

In the elevator Fiala said, “Is that all he
did, work comp?”

“Yeah.”

“Who’d want to kill a work comp lawyer?”

Maharos said everybody.

The receptionist looked from one to the other
as they walked into the waiting room. “Can I help you?”

Maharos flipped open his shield case. “I’m
Youngstown PD homicide detective Al Maharos. This is my partner,
Frank Fiala. We need to get some information on Mr. Horner.”

“Let me call Mr. Bost. He’s the senior
partner. I think he’s been expecting you. Have a seat.”

They stood while she talked into the phone.
When she hung up she said, “He’ll be right out.”

Harrison Bost looked to be in his late
sixties. Dark-framed glasses, suspended from the earpieces by a
black cord, bounced on his chest as he approached the two
detectives. He extended his hand and introduced himself.

“Come into my office.” He shook his head as
he led them to a spacious, panel-walled room at the end of the
corridor. “I can’t tell you what a shock this is. George Horner was
like a son to me. I paid his law school tuition. Such a bright
young man. What a waste!” He sat behind a large, polished mahogany
desk and waved the detectives to a pair of leather-covered easy
chairs. “Do you have any idea who killed him?”

“No,” Maharos said. “We’ve just started the
investigation, We’re trying to find out as much as we can.”

“Have you talked to Sally yet?”

“The wife?”

Bost nodded.

“No, we plan to question her next.”

Bost said, “You know, she called me last
night to see if I knew where George was. I figured he had been
working late, he often did. This morning your office called to tell
me what had happened. Then I went right over to see Sally. The poor
girl was absolutely devastated, of course. The doctor came, gave
her a shot to quiet her down.”

Maharos said, “Yeah. We heard that she had
been heavily sedated. That’s why we waited to talk to her.”

“Can you tell me what you’ve learned so
far?”

“Well, as I said, we’ve just started to
investigate. All I can tell you is that Mr. Horner was found shot
dead in his car. The car was parked on a dirt road near Portage
Lakes, a short way off I-77. Some kids who were hiking in the area
saw the body in the car. We just came from the scene.”

Maharos left it at that. Experienced
investigator that he was, his job was to get information, not
giving any more than the bare facts, just enough to avoid the
appearance of brusqueness. He did know that technicians from the
mobile crime lab had combed the scene for clues. With the help of
the K-9 Corps, they had found what they believed were the killer’s
footprint, and had made casts of them. With the casts, the lab
might be able to identify the type of footwear and to estimate the
size and weight of the wearer. The techs had taken Horner’s car in,
dusted it for fingerprints, vacuumed it for fibers.

Bost said, “Have you any idea when he was
killed?”

“The medical examiner estimates it happened
between six and 10 last night.”

Bost spread his hands. “What would you like
me to tell you?”

“How long had Mr. Horner been with your law
firm?”

“Since he got out of law school—what’s
that—six years now? He specialized in workers’ compensation law,
you know. One of the best—maybe the best in this part of the
state.”

“When did you last see him?”

Bost thought for a moment. “Yesterday morning
around ten, before he left the office for an arbitration
hearing.”

Fiala took notes in a spiral notebook. In his
lap he had a minirecorder to tape the conversation. “That’d be
Thursday, May seventh, right?” he said.

Bost gave him a cold-fish stare. “If that was
yesterday’s date, the answer is yes.”

Fiala glanced at Maharos sidelong, without
raising his head from the notebook in which he’d been writing, then
slowly looked up at Bost. He spoke softly. “I hope we’re not having
no attitude problem here. You do want to help us find whoever
killed your partner, don’t you?”

Bost raised his eyebrows. “What? Why
naturally. Of course.”

“Just wanted to make sure.”

Bost scratched his chin and a little smile
crept into the corners of his mouth. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—.
You’ll have to forgive me, officers. This thing has upset me more
than I can tell you.”

Fiala said, “Sure. You were saying?“

“Yes. I saw George yesterday before he went
to a hearing.”

Maharos said, “Did he actually go to the
hearing?”

“Oh, yes. I know he did.”

Bost explained that an urgent call,
concerning another matter, had come in for Horner while he was at
the Arbitration Center. Horner’s secretary had phoned the Center to
give him the message.

Maharos said, “Do you know what the call was
about?”

“Oh, I’m sure it had nothing to do with
George’s—.” He appeared unable to bring himself to say “death.”
Bost stopped for a moment before continuing. “The call came from
the Industrial Commission, in Columbus, about another case he’d
been handling.”

After learning of Horner’s death, Bost had
spoken to the arbitration referee in an effort to trace the
victim’s movements. According to the referee, after the usual
preliminaries, the hearing had begun at around eleven, with the
participants breaking for lunch at twelve-thirty.

Maharos asked, “Do you know where Horner had
lunch and with whom?”

“I don’t know for sure, but the attorneys who
attend these hearings usually eat at the Oak Tavern, it’s on—.”

Maharos nodded, “I know the place.”

“I’m almost certain he ate with the man he
represented. It’s his usual practice with an out-of-town client
like this one.”

At one-thirty Horner had returned to the
hearing, which had. ended at four o’clock. Then he’d come back to
the office to finish some paperwork. “I was busy when he returned
and I left the office for the day before he did, so I actually saw
George for the last time yesterday morning. I—I just can’t believe
I’ll never see him again.” Bost’s voice broke and he shook out a
large handkerchief and blew his nose.

Maharos said, “I know this is hard for you,
Mr. Bost, but—.”

The lawyer waved away Maharos’ remark. “No,
no. Don’t mind me. “

“Who’s the last person who had contact with
him?”

“Nancy, I believe. His secretary.”

The phone on Bost’s desk buzzed. He spoke
into it briefly and glanced at his watch. When he hung up, Maharos
said, “I’m sure you have many things to do and I don’t want to keep
you. But if we stand any chance of finding out who did this, we’ve
got to do it before the trail gets cold.”

Bost shook his head. “Detective, nothing is
more important to me now than helping you find the person who
killed George Horner.”

“Okay. There are a couple of questions I have
to ask, then we’ll call it quits, for now.”

Bost leaned forward, waiting.

“Isn’t there another member of your
firm?”

“Yes. Irving Frankel. He’s on vacation in
Italy. I’ve tried to reach him, but he’s between cities.”

“How did he get along with Mr. Horner?”

“They were very close. Irv is a few years
older than George but they were like brothers.”

Maharos cleared his throat. “This may sound
indelicate, Mr. Bost, but I’ve got to ask. Do you know if Mr.
Horner was having—how shall I put it?"

“Did George have a woman on the side?”

Maharos nodded.

“Emphatically no! He and Sally were happily
married with four beautiful children. I don’t know a more devoted
husband and father.”

Maharos knew plenty of guys, each a devoted
husband and father who’d been making out with some other guy’s
devoted wife. He said, “Of course.”

Fiala said, “Did he have any unhappy
customers? Maybe some nut who might have been piss— didn’t like the
way he represented him?”

Bost turned his palms up. “Look, in this
business there’s no shortage of unhappy clients. You get them
five-thousand, they complain they should have gotten twenty-five.
George, like all of us, has had clients saying they were going to
sue for malpractice; few actually do. But threats against his life?
I don’t know of any. You can check with Nancy, but I’m sure George
would have told me if he had gotten even one.”

Maharos didn’t think he’d get any more useful
information from Bost—for now. He said, “We’d like to look around
Mr. Horner’s office.”

“Certainly. Come along. Nancy will help you
with anything you’d like to see.” He led them down the hall.

George Horner’s office stood at the other end
of the corridor, close to the waiting room. From the size and
location of the office, it was clear that Horner’d been the junior
member of the firm. His secretary shared an office, a
wallboard-partitioned section in an adjacent room, with two
typists.

Nancy, a petite brunette with a good figure,
in her early thirties, slouched with her elbows on the desk, smoke
curling from a cigarette that dangled between two nicotine-stained
fingers. The woman was probably quite attractive, Maharos thought,
when her eyes weren’t swollen and red. A half-empty Kleenex box
stood on a corner of the secretary’s desk. She snuffed out the
cigarette in an ashtray overflowing with butts, waved away the
smoke that clouded the room, and stood up. She extended her right
hand to Maharos when Bost introduced them. He glanced at her other
hand, saw no wedding band.

Bost said, “And now, if you’ll excuse me. If
you need me for anything—anything—I’ll be in my office.” He turned
to Nancy. “The detectives would like to look around George’s
office. Let them do anything and see anything they’d like.”

Maharos wondered if Nancy also called her
boss by his first name. He said,

“My sympathies, Miss— I’m sorry, I don’t know
your last name.”

She forced a smile. “It’s Mrs. Taylor. Call
me Nancy, everyone does.”

Mrs. plus naked fourth finger left hand.
Maharos said, “We’d like the name and address of the client Mr.
Horner represented at the arbitration yesterday. We’ll have to
question him.”

Nancy took a file folder from her desktop.
“I’ve got it right here.” Fiala copied the information into his
notebook.

“Could we see your boss’s appointment book,
please?”

She handed it to Maharos, he leafed through
several pages. The only notation for May 7 read, “Lawton
arbitration hearing.” A large X through the rest of the page
probably meant that Horner had expected the hearing to last most of
the day. The pages for May 5 and 6 listed a few names. Nancy
explained that these were office appointments for clients who had
been in to discuss their cases. Fiala asked her to photocopy the
pages from May 1 to May 8, as well as the papers in the Lawton
folder.

While the secretary ran the copy machine,
Fiala followed Maharos into Horner’s small office. A gray steel
table-type desk with a single top drawer took up most of the space.
Three chairs against the wall faced the desk. A picture frame on
the desk held a photograph of a seated, smiling, light-haired woman
who appeared to be in her thirties. On one side of her stood two
girls, one about eight years old, the other maybe six. On the other
side posed a solemn-faced boy who looked to be about four. On her
lap the woman held a boy about two years of age.

A low two-drawer file case sat alongside the
desk. Fiala tried the handle, found the case locked.

Nancy returned while Fiala was trying to yank
open the file case. “Mr. Horner kept his personal papers in that
cabinet. I don’t have a key.”

Fiala said, “Mind if we look for it?”

Nancy shrugged. “Mr. Bost said you could see
anything that would be helpful. I guess it’s all right. Certainly
he won’t be needing—.” She didn’t finish the sentence and dabbed
her eyes with a tissue as she walked back to her office.

The key lay in the first place Fiala looked:
the desk drawer, in the middle of a pile of paper clips. The files
held copies of Horner’s will, a trust deed of which he and his wife
were grantors, several brokerage statements and a folder of
letters. Maharos flipped through the letters, using the end of his
ball- point pen to turn them. Several were handwritten, most were
typed. He handed the folder to Fiala. “Let’s take these. We’ll look
at them later.”

A loose-leaf calendar lay on the desk, opened
to yesterday’s date. The page opposite the date was noted,
“Lawton.”

Maharos leafed through several of the
preceding pages. The handwritten notes on each were, for the most
part illegible. Many appeared to be doodles. He called to Nancy
through the open door. “I’d like to take this calendar and go over
it in my office”

An empty white plastic bag lined the
wastebasket next to Horner’s desk. Fiala looked under the bag,
found nothing else in the basket. He said, “Good cleaning service
they got here.”

The single desk drawer held, in addition to
the assortment of paper clips, a few blank labels and a checkbook.
The stubs were made out to people whose names meant nothing to
Maharos, but he told Nancy he would take the book along for further
examination. Fiala wrote out a receipt for the items they
removed.

Maharos asked Nancy to come into Horner’s
office. He leaned back in the chair behind Horner’s desk, beckoned
her to sit in one of the chairs opposite. Fiala sat in one of the
other chairs, the notebook on his knee.

Maharos asked, “How long have you been
working here, Nancy?”

“A little over three years.”

“Have you been Mr. Horner’s secretary all
that time?”

“No.” She gestured with her chin to the two
girls who were typing in the adjacent area. “I’d been in the steno
pool for about six months. Then, when Mary—Mr. Horner’s secretary
at the time—left, I took over.”

“What time did you last see Mr. Horner?”

“At about five-fifteen yesterday afternoon.
He was sitting right here at his desk reading a file when I popped
my head in and said goodnight.”

“Do you know what file he’d been
reading?”

“I’m not sure, but I think Mr. Lawton’s
file.”

“The arbitration?”

She nodded.

“Did he expect someone to come in after you
left?”

“No. He had no appointments scheduled.”

“Would he have scheduled someone without your
knowledge?”

“I doubt it. He never made appointments
himself—at least without notifying me.”

Maharos said, “Was it usual for him to stay
after you left?”

She nodded. “Mr. Horner was a hard worker,
often the last one to leave.”

Fiala said, “Where did he usually park?”

Nancy pointed to the parking lot, visible
through the window. “That’s the parking lot for the building. He
always left his car there.”

Maharos walked to the window and looked out.
More than thirty cars were in the marked spaces. “Did he have a
special space?”

Nancy Taylor walked to the window and pointed
to a place at the far left. “That’s the space reserved for his
car—when someone else didn’t grab it.”

“Did that happen often?”

She smiled. “I can’t tell you how many times
he’d walk in here steaming. He’d yell like Papa Bear, ‘Who’s in my
space?’”

“What about yesterday?”

She thought for a moment. Shrugged. “I’m
afraid I don’t know.”

Maharos nodded to Fiala, watched as he made a
note to question the other building occupants. Find out if anyone
saw Horner leave. Check if he’d been alone.

Maharos said, “Was anyone else in the office
when you left?”

She thought for a moment. “No, the other
secretaries actually left a few minutes earlier. Mr. Bost had gone
home at around four-thirty.”

Maharos said, “Do you open all your boss’s
mail?”

“Yes.”

“Have you at any time seen anything that
might be considered a threatening letter?”

She shook her head. “No, not
life-threatening. He’s had several letters from clients who were
unhappy about one thing or another.”

“For example?”

“Well, two or three wrote that they thought
his fee seemed too high for the settlement they received. He wrote
back or called each one and explained that the state Industrial
Commission prescribes the amount.”

“Do you remember who they were?”

“Not off the top of my head. But I can look
through the files and get the names for you.”

“I’d appreciate it. Any other unhappy
people?”

She thought for a few moments. “I recall one
man who sounded angry, complaining about the small settlement. He
accused Mr. Horner of not pleading his case hard enough. I can get
the correspondence out, but I know Mr. Horner got the maximum
allowable in that case.”

“Can you get his file for me?”

“Yes, but it won’t be much help, the man
died. Black lung disease. I guess even the maximum isn’t enough for
something like that.”

Maharos nodded.

“Nancy, do you know anything about Mr.
Horner’s social life?”

She slipped a cigarette from a pack she held,
lit it and shook her head as she exhaled a cloud of smoke. Uh-oh.
She needed time. “Very little. He handled any social calls himself.
Mrs. Horner kept their social calendar.”

“How well do you know Mrs. Horner?”

“She’d come down here once in a while. I
guess four little children kept her pretty busy at home.”

“Did you and your husband have any social
relationship with the Horners?”

“Ex-husband. No, I never saw the Horners
socially.”

“Or Mr. Horner alone?”

She frowned. “Mr. Horner was a married man,
Detective.”

“You understand why I have to ask these
questions, even though I know they may be embarrassing. The only
way we’re going to find out who killed Mr. Horner is to know as
much as possible about the man. In a homicide investigation,
sometimes people try to hide things from us because the truth may
be painful. But sooner or later we find out, and it saves time to
know from the start.”

She nodded. “Oh, of course, I
understand.”

“So, do you want to answer my last
question?”

“Did I go out with Mr. Horner? No, our
relationship was entirely professional.” She blew a cloud of smoke
and jabbed out the cigarette in an ashtray.

Maharos stood up. “Thank you. I may be
calling on you again in the next few days if anything comes up, if
I need answers to any other questions.”

“Certainly, any time.”

Nancy Taylor led the way out of the
office.

In the blue Chevy, Fiala took a plastic
envelope out of the glove compartment. He removed his suit jacket
and, from one of its side pockets, shook into the envelope Nancy’s
cigarette butt.

Maharos watched, grinning. “You didn’t
believe her either?”

Fiala shrugged. “Like you always say, take no
chances.”
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The Horners’ white clapboard, two-story home
was in an upper middle-class neighborhood. Bikes, toy autos, and
skateboards lay scattered on the lawns, basketball hoops projected
above many of the garage doors.

When Maharos and Fiala drove up and parked in
the driveway, a clutch of onlookers on the sidewalk were gaping at
the house A man in his late thirties, wearing a gray business suit,
opened the door partway. Maharos had his shield case in his hand.
“I’m Detective Al Maharos. This is my partner, Frank Fiala.”

“I’m Tom Hendricks, Sally’s brother. Come on
in.”

In the small living room, an attractive
brunette sat in the middle of the couch, an arm around each of the
little girls they’d seen in the photograph on Horner’s desk a few
hours earlier. The girls’ eyes were red and swollen, their lower
lips trembled.

Hendricks said, “This is my wife Sue, and
Toni and Karen Horner. Sally’s upstairs. I’ll get her.”

Maharos said, “Listen, if she’s still
resting, don’t disturb her.”

“She’s awake now,” said Sue Hendricks. She
smoothed the hair of the younger girl. “The boys are staying over
at my sister’s.”

Hendricks went upstairs and a minute later
came down with Sally Horner leaning on his arm. She wore a long,
blue robe. Strands of light brown hair stood out from her head like
quills, she wore no makeup and her eyes had a glazed, far-away
stare.

Sue Hendricks got up from the couch. “I’ll be
in the kitchen with the girls, Sally.”

Hendricks said, “I’ll stay here with Sally,
in case she needs me.”

Maharos and Fiala stood until Hendricks eased
her down on a sectional chair. He dragged a chair to her side and
sat with an arm draped across the back of her easy chair.

Maharos said, “I can’t tell you how sorry we
are about your husband, Mrs. Horner. We hated to bother you, but
it’s important that we move along with our investigation as fast as
possible.”

She nodded but remained silent.

From her zombie-like appearance, Maharos
didn’t expect to get much useful information. “I’m not going to ask
you too many questions. But the most important is: did your husband
have any enemies, anyone who might have threatened him?”

Sally Horner continued to stare off into
space. Finally, in a barely audible voice, she said, “Nancy
Taylor.”

Maharos and Fiala exchanged looks.

Maharos said, “His secretary?”

She nodded.

“What makes you think she had anything to do
with it?”

Her eyes narrowed. “They were—he planned to
fire her.”

“When did he tell you this?”

“Two days ago. The day before he—“ She
covered her face with her hands. Her shoulders shook, her sobs
silent.

“Why was he firing her?”

Sally Horner slid her hands from her face and
stared at the floor without answering.

Maharos waited but she said nothing. He said,
“Mrs. Horner, was anything going on between your husband and Mrs.
Taylor?”

A small nod.

“How did you find out?”

“He—he told me.”

“When?”

“Two days ago.” Her voice grew stronger. “Two
days ago George looked—I don’t know, depressed when he came home. I
asked him if he’d had a bad day. He told me about firing Nancy
Taylor. I asked why. He told me about—you know, sleeping with her.”
She paused, gazed at the window. Maharos waited for her to
continue. “He said it happened only once, knew he’d made a mistake.
She kept inviting him to her place. He refused. Finally, he told
her if she didn’t stop pestering him, he’d fire her. She said if he
did, she’d tell me about their ‘affair’.”

“Did your husband say she’d threatened him?
Threatened to kill him?”

“No. But who else could have done it?”

“Mrs. Horner, before he told you, did you
have any idea that your husband and Mrs. Taylor had—been
together?”

She snugged her robe close to her body. “I
don’t know. One time, about six months ago, I thought maybe they’d
had an affair. She’s attractive, divorced. Well, you know how men
are. But I passed it off. Told myself I’d been concerned about
nothing. Never gave it much thought again—until—“

“When did you talk to your husband last?”

She gazed at the carpet, her lips trembling,
seemed to be struggling to keep in control. When she looked up her
eyes were brimming. She took a tissue from her pocket and dabbed
her eyes. “Yesterday morning, at breakfast.”

“Did he say anything about his plans for the
day?”

She shook her head. “He rarely told me
anything about his business.”

“Did he say anything about coming home late
for dinner—or anything like that?”

“No, but he frequently worked late.”

She told them that around eight-thirty when
she received no reply at the office phone she called Harrison Bost
at his home. He said he had no idea where Horner had gone but
assured her he’d turn up, “I thought he might have stopped off
somewhere on his way home.”

“At Mrs. Taylor’s?”

Her glance dropped to the floor. She spoke
softly . “It crossed my mind.”

“Did you call there?”

“Nancy Taylor’s home?”

Maharos nodded.

“No. I guess. . . I didn’t really want to
know.”

Hendricks stood up, leaned across Mrs.
Horner. He gently placed his arm across her shoulders. “You okay,
honey?”

She patted his hand, smiled feebly.

“Mrs. Horner,” said Maharos, “I know this may
be painful for you, but it’s important that we know. When did your
husband and Mrs. Taylor—become intimate?”

Sally Horner’s eyelids drooped, as though she
was about to drop off to sleep. When she spoke, her voice was low.
Maharos leaned forward to hear. In February, Horner went to
Cleveland on a Federal court case. The case was continued to the
next day. He called to tell her that because of the icy roads he’d
stay at a Cleveland hotel.

Maharos said, “Was Mrs. Taylor with him?”

Mrs. Horner nodded. “I didn’t know until
later. They had dinner and a few drinks and then’s when it
happened.”

“The only time?”

She shrugged. “That’s what George told
me.”

“What did you say after he told you?”

Sally Horner’s lips quivered. “I guess I
became a little hysterical. At first I told George that I couldn’t
go on living with him. I’d get a divorce. He kept on telling me
that it happened one time, a one-night thing. Never happened
before, would never happen again.

“For a few hours I. . .” She shook her head.
“Finally, I got hold of myself. Realized he’d always been a good,
affectionate, thoughtful husband. With four young children, it
wouldn’t be easy for me if I lost him. So I told him I couldn’t
forgive him, I could never forget it, but I’d stay with him for the
children’s sake. He promised he would get rid of that. . “

A practical woman, Maharos thought. “A little
while ago, when I asked if you thought your husband might be at
Mrs. Taylor’s house when he hadn’t come home, you said, ‘It crossed
my mind.’ Did you worry that they might be making up, that he might
have changed his mind about firing her?”

Sally Horner took a deep breath before she
answered. “I didn’t know what to think. It seemed as though my
world fell apart. I—I just lost any feeling of security. Before, I
never had any reason to mistrust him. Afterward—after he told me
about himself and Nancy Taylor, I wondered if I could believe
anything he told me.”

“Just a few more questions, Mrs. Horner,”
said Maharos. “I know you called in to the Youngstown Police
Department around ten.”

“Uh-huh. They said it was too soon to start a
missing person search, but I gave the officer who took the call a
description of my husband anyway. I spent the rest of the night
sitting here in this chair, praying. A lot of good it did.”

“Do you know any reason for your husband
being at Portage Lakes? Do you know anyone there?”

“That’s where they found him, isn’t it?”

Maharos nodded.

“No, I don’t know anyone who lives there—or
even nearby.”

Maharos took a deep breath, let it out. Now
came the tough part. “Mrs. Horner, who was home with you last
evening?”

She drew her brows together. “Just the
children. Is that what you mean?”

“Uh-huh. What time did you eat?”

Mrs. Horner’s head came up. She glared at
Maharos, the glaze in her eyes replaced by fire. “Look, I
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