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A Word from the Author

 

I have written several books in the Zombie Apocalypse genre. In fact, I am still working on the final book of my first series. I hit the wall on that genre but felt like I wanted to keep writing. I have always been a big fan of detective stories, both classic and thriller variations. It seemed like a natural match. Thus, the creation of Miller Rixey occurred. You will see what kind of person he is as you read my story. He has a streak of picaresque in him, as he can be a bit of a rogue when the situation occurs. That having been said, he is a hard-working Private Investigator.

This book would have been impossible without the valuable help of my team of Beta Readers. Grant Elliot Smith gave me incredible insight into the importance of pacing. Bree Pierce, Kathy Dinisi, Stephen W. Smith, Pam Bingle Finch, Mary Brueckner, Elizabeth Holman Collins, Christopher Manny, Shirley Nanos, Sarah Moskowitz Hocking, and Elizabeth Stewart also provided me very valuable ideas and pointers. Geoffrey S. Jade Barrett has given me tremendous insight into the publishing business and supported me the whole way. Also, thanks to the many friends, too numerous to mention, who I discussed the book with and gave me great ideas about situations.

Finally, though my books are in fiction genres, I do my best to make them believable. This is achieved by doing research on the various locations my characters visit as well as the items that they use. Sit back now and enjoy.

S/ Hugh Richard Williams 2/13/17 Carbondale, Illinois


Chapter One

“Every new beginning comes from some other beginning’s end.” Seneca

“Miller Rixey?” The ICU nurse called my name.

“Yes.” I put down my newspaper and rushed to the counter, anticipating the worst.

“You may see Mr. Bishop now,” she said with a smile.

“Is he okay? Is he going to make it?”

The nurse’s smile quickly left her face. The bullet has been removed and is still in critical condition... but he is awake.”

I rushed through the doors and was escorted to the ICU room. I saw him there, hooked up to all the wires, my heart sunk. The beeping from his various machines did not help my mood any. His eyes were closed and his face was bruised and swollen. I walked to his bedside. “Willard?”

The nurse said, “He may not be very coherent at this point.”

Willard opened his eyes and focused on my face. “Hey kid, good to see you.” He groaned and sat up in his bed. He looked a little unsteady but in his condition; who wouldn’t look that way?

“Glad you are still with us,” I said, choking back my emotions. Willard Bishop had been my friend, my boss, and my mentor for the past sixteen years. I always thought he was invincible. He was one of the best Private Investigators that I had ever known and he had taught me so much.

“You cannot get rid of me that easy, kid, “Bishop said in a raspy voice and then began coughing. The commotion brought a couple of ICU nurses into the room. “Kid, come here...,” Bishop said, struggling with the ICU nurses attempts to lay him down. “I’m fine, leave me alone,” he rasped.

I went up to his bed as he held out his hand. He dropped a set of keys into along with a piece of paper into my hand. “The Agency’s yours now. I’m getting too old for this shit.”

I started to say something to him, but I thought better of it and remained silent. No one ever won an argument with Willard Bishop. I took the keys and nodded as the nurses pushed me out of the room. At the door, there were other nurses and a doctor rushing to enter.

I held the keys and the piece of paper in my hand and walked back to the waiting area. I flopped down on a couch. My head was spinning. I knew I had to collect myself. I was soon lost in my thoughts. Memories of my first meeting with Bishop came to mind. Sixteen years ago, I was attending Illinois State University where I majored in Criminal Justice. I had always been a big fan of detective stories and had no desire to teach, become a cop or a correctional officer. My degree in Criminal Justice would mean that I would only have to apprentice for one year instead of the usual three years to get my license. I began sending resumes and cover letters to well over one hundred detective agencies. I thought I would get lots of offers since after all, I had excellent grades and strong recommendations. I was wrong. I got one offer. It was from The Bishop Agency. It was an offer for a paid summer internship worth $5000 if I passed the interview and he decided to hire me. My initial excitement at the meeting faded when I saw the Agency was located in Carbondale, Illinois. It was hardly the bustling metropolis I had envisioned working in when I sent out my resumes. I thought to myself, well you aren’t exactly flush with offers, why not check it out?

I made the decision to interview for the job and that moment changed my life forever. I wasn’t sure what to expect when I arrived in Carbondale, Illinois. I wondered what working in a small town like Carbondale could offer me. I knew from the letter; the Agency was located in a section in the city the locals called “The Strip.” I walked up and down the strip finally locating a non-descript building that had “The Bishop Agency” proudly emblazoned on the door. I had been to Carbondale plenty of times before to visit friends. I guess I had even walked past the building quite a few times and never noticed it. I later found out this was not by accident; it was by design. I pushed the door open and walked in. I shivered as I felt the cold blast from the air conditioning. I heard a bell tinkle.

The reception area seemed rather bleak. A manual typewriter rested on a cheap fabricated wood desk. There was also what looked like a very old and battered landline also seated on the desk. I saw five old file cabinets that looked like they had seen better days. Five folding chairs completed what I would call the “Early Depression” look. I noticed four what appeared to be office doors behind the desk. I wondered to myself if I had made a mistake even coming down to Carbondale since it had been about a four-hour drive for me.

A beautiful red headed woman was sitting at the front desk. Her nameplate read “Ms. Nickels.” She appeared to be a forty-something in terms of her age. She looked up and smiled briefly at me. I doffed my fedora as I introduced myself and showed her the letter I had received from Mr. Bishop. She nodded as she quickly read the letter and then she pointed to a door that said “Mr. Bishop Private” and told me to go in and that I was expected. Out of habit, I knocked and when I heard “Come,” came the booming voice from behind the door. I entered.

In the large, well-lighted office, a man in his fifties sat behind a wooden desk. He motioned me to a seat as he was talking on the phone. I looked for a place to put my fedora and saw a hat rack. I flipped it toward the hat rack and to my pleasure and surprise, it landed right where I had tossed it. I sat in the chair in front of the desk that was unexpectedly comfortable. I looked around the room to pass the time as I waited for Mr. Bishop to get finished with his phone call. Maybe the way his office was set up would give me some insight into the man I was about to interview? I hoped so.

Bishop’s office was in sharp contrast to the reception area. It was well lit. He had two laptops sitting on his desk as well as what looked like two monitors. There was also what looked like a state-of-the-art desktop on a smaller desk behind him. The office was undoubtedly lavishly furnished. The forestry class I had taken during my Freshman year in college told me the desk was made of teak or some other precious hardwood. The walls were lined with cedar. I looked around the walls of the office and saw three oil paintings. It looked like Bishop had a rather eclectic taste in art. Where these really a Pollock, a Picasso, and a Warhol I was seeing hanging on the walls? I thought, perhaps a better time for that question later. I saw three pieces of sculpture that I could not immediately place, but they did look familiar.

I quickly turned my attention to his desk. I saw what I knew to be an expensive humidor. I saw three signed baseballs from Ty Cobb, Honus Wagner, and Babe Ruth. They all resided in plastic cubes with their certificates of authenticity being prominently displayed. I also saw a pen holder on the desk and as I love using fountain pens immediately recognized two Mont Blanc’s, a very nice Cross fountain pen and a Waterman fountain pen. I wasn’t sure what to make of what I had seen, but my interest had been piqued. There was no doubt that Mr. Bishop was a fascinating man.

Bishop finished with his call and cleared his throat to let me know the interview had begun. He opened a drawer and pulled out a file that was a couple of inches thick. I saw my name on it. I hadn’t realized I had been alive long enough to have merited a file that size. Did I wonder what type of person would have the resources and contacts to build a file that size on me? I shrugged, well I was here, let’s see what happens.

“Miller, may I call you Miller?” Bishop began.

“Yes, Mr. Bishop.” I looked him over and decided I was having a hard time placing this guy. He could have been anywhere from forty to sixty. He had a full head of gray hair and it looked like three days’ growth. He seemed to be in pretty good shape.

He smiled at me and picked up a pair of reading glasses. He opened the file and began, “Before we get too far along, I wish to give you an option.” I saw him slide a check toward me. It was made out to me in the amount of five thousand dollars. “If you choose to, you may take this check and head back to Normal and there will be no hard feelings. Believe me, I know being a private detective isn’t for everyone.”

I frowned and said slowly, “Well, your offer is generous to be sure. Don’t get me wrong, it would be great to have five thousand in my pocket and to be able to goof off this summer, but I decided I wanted to be a private detective, yours was the only firm that even sent me a positive reply. You must have seen something in me the other agencies didn’t. Let’s continue with the interview and see where it leads.” I shifted uneasily in my chair and looked Mr. Bishop in the eye. “How does that sound to you?” I asked.

Mr. Bishop broke out in a smile, “Excellent. I like your attitude, young man. You can call me Willard.”

“Thank you, Willard.”

“ I see you have excellent grades in college, but shall we say your grades and ACT score in high school left something to be desired. Care to elaborate on this?” Willard asked.

I looked back at Willard, “I hated high school and did not take enough classes to do well on my ACT. The school counselor told my parents and that I was bored and did not feel challenged. I shrugged, “She could have been right. Anyway, my parents are both alums from Illinois State and pulled some strings and got me in.” I laughed, “I’m sure you had all of this in your file.”

“Yes. You are quite right, but I put a huge premium on talking to people. You know what I mean, gives me a better feel for them rather than simply reading about their records in black and white.”

I nodded and adjusted my position in the chair as I awaited his next question.

He thumbed through my file and making a sort of a raspy laugh, continued, “I see you have a Carry Conceal Permit. That’s a good start. It shows me you know a little something about basic weapon safety. What is your weapon of choice?” he asked.

I carry a Ruger LCR .38 special.”

“Somehow, I would have been surprised if you carried a semi-automatic. It wouldn’t fit your personality,” Willard replied.

I looked at him, somewhat confused.

He pointed to my fedora on the rack and the fountain pens in my pocket, “You seem like kind of a retro guy. I have the feeling you would have been more at home in the 50’s.”

Willard thumbed through my file, “You seem like a good kid. Your teachers speak highly of you. You sure you wouldn’t be happier in law school or perhaps working on a Ph.D.? I can probably get you into any school you would want. Teaching and the law are honorable professions.”

I winced at the “kid” remark. I wondered who this guy was who said he could get me into any school I wanted. “Thanks, I really appreciate your offer, but I want to give being a private detective a try. It may not turn out to be what I wanted, but trying it is the only way I will ever find out,” I replied.

Willard stood up and walked over to where I had been sitting. He reached into his desk and pulled out a bundle of paperwork. “Please fill out these forms before you leave. They are pretty standard. The most important is the confidentiality agreement. I’m guessing you want to get college credit for your work this summer. Fill out the enrollment form for Illinois State and submit that form along with the letter Ms. Nickels has waiting for you when you leave my office. You will be getting four hours’ credit for your internship. That should about cover everything.” He stood up and shook my hand. “Welcome to The Bishop Agency. We will see you back in two weeks. Do you have any questions?” he asked with a broad smile on his face.

“None that I can think of.”

Willard concluded, “You are certainly free to tell your friends and your parents that my agency has agreed to hire you for the summer. The only thing I ask is that you refrain from discussing with them about what you have seen in my office and your theories of what is going on here. Fair enough? I try not to impose too many restrictions on young interns such as yourself. I find that it sometimes inhibits them, which gives me a harder time trying to evaluate them.”

I laughed, “Fair enough Willard. I don’t know enough to form any type of theories as to what is going on here. All I know is this is a detective agency and that you hired me to work for you as an intern for the summer.”

“Good boy,” he beamed.

I felt a gentle nudge that broke me out of my reverie. I looked around wildly to get my bearings. I was still at the hospital. That had been one interesting dream.

A concerned looking, motherly type nurse looked down at me. “Young man, there is nothing you can do for your friend here. I can appreciate your concerns. Don’t worry, we have the best doctors looking out for him. Go home and get some rest, we will keep you informed.”

I nodded and thanked her. She was right, there was nothing I could do for Bishop here. I decided my time would be better spent at the office. Since Willard had now put me in charge of it, I was sure I had a lot of catching up to do. Being in the office and reviewing Willard’s files might give me some insight into why he had been attacked. While maybe the local police were all too anxious to write the attack off as a simple mugging, I had my doubts. I got up and rode the elevator down to the ground floor. I barely noticed the hum of the electric door as they swung open as I left the hospital. I spotted by SUV in the parking lot and headed toward it.


Chapter Two

“If a man says a thing often enough, he is very likely to acquire some sort of faith in it sooner or later.” Dashiell Hammett

I got into my SUV and started the engine. I took my time heading back to now was my agency. I arrived in time to see two men dressed like painters leaving the office. I parked in back and saw Ms. Nickels sitting at her desk in the reception area rather than her office. I heard a click of the door and when I pushed it open, I heard the familiar tinkle of a bell. It was apparent Ms. Nickels had been crying. Her eyes looked red and bloodshot. She reached for a tissue and forced a smile.

I tried to give her a reassuring smile.

“Is he going to be alright,” she sniffled. It was easy to see she had been crying. “I had gotten word that the surgery had at least removed the bullet.” The phone rang, but Ms. Nickels let it ring through and it eventually went to voicemail. This was not like her at all.

“A little worse for the wear. I talked to him and he seemed lucid. I’m sure he will be fine; he has the constitution of a horse,” I said in my most reassuring voice.

“I hope you are right.” She dabbed her eyes and then proceeded to continue her work.

I headed to my office and stood there confused when I saw my name had been taken off the door. Ms. Nickels softly laughed as she sensed my confusion.

“Mr. Rixey, there is your new office,” Ms. Nickels said pointing at the door that had been Willard’s office. I now had an explanation for why the painters had been there. The door now read: Mr. Rixey and right below my name was the word Private.

I turned to Ms. Nickels, “It’s Miller all these years, and now Mr. Rixey?”

“Yes, sir. Mr. Bishop called and told me about his plans. You are the boss now, so it becomes Mr. Rixey. I took the liberty of having your personal items moved to into your new office. Mr. Bishop’s things are still in there. Is that going to be a problem?”

I shook my head no. “Not in the least. I have some things to work out, so please no calls unless it’s crucial.” With that, I pushed my office open and took my seat behind the desk. I fished the piece of paper that Willard had forced on me. It quite simply said, Kaplan Cleaning Company a phone number and what looked to be a code word. I committed the number to memory and burned the paper in an ashtray.

My mind was so exhausted that it was a struggle for me to think. I punched up Willard’s caseload and found no active cases listed for the past few weeks. I frowned to myself, I thought he told me he had been working on a divorce case. I checked his visitor’s log and saw one name in the past few weeks, Robert Layne. I knew Willard had been a stickler for keeping accurate records, well at least when it came to caseloads and client lists. As I pondered what I hadn’t found, I put my legs up on the desk in an attempt to relax.

The next thing I remembered hearing was the buzzer in my office. I almost fell out of my chair to answer it. “Yes, Ms. Nickels, I take it’s something important, if not otherwise please handle it yourself. I am going to be busy the next few hours orienting myself. I trust your judgment.”

“A Mr. Layne is here to see Mr. Bishop, I thought it would be best for you to explain to him the current situation.” Luckily for me, neither she nor Mr. Layne could see the grimace I made. I was already under the gun.

“Quite right. Please send Mr. Layne in.” I really wasn’t in the mood to meet with anyone today, but now it was my Agency and I had obligations. Who knows, maybe Mr. Layne is somehow involved in what happened to Willard?

I got to my feet and made an attempt to make myself look somewhat presentable. My hair was a mess, I had not shaved in a week, and I was wearing the same clothes that I had on yesterday. Not exactly the impression you want to make with a new client. I had a feeling Mr. Layne was one of Willard’s special clients. I did not want to make a bad impression for either Willard’s sake or the Agency’s sake, or least of all for my sake. Think positive thoughts, I told myself.

I heard a firm knock on my door.

I checked myself one more time in an office mirror and then said, “Come.”


Chapter Three

“The world is full of obvious things which nobody by any chance ever observes.

Arthur Conan Doyle, The Hound of the Baskervilles

A distinguished looking gentleman of about fifty years entered my office. He was about 6’2, medium build, clean shaven and had a head full of gray hair. The man reeked money and influence. This is a good sign for any private detective. I knew he would not be quibbling with me over an extra night in a hotel room as part of my expenses as some of my other less fortunate clients had.

I held out my hand, “Miller Rixey, and you would be?”

“None of your business. I am here to talk to Mr. Bishop. I do not talk to the help. Get Mr. Bishop here right now,” he roared.

I frowned, “Mr. Bishop is lying in a hospital bed recovering from a gunshot wound and a severe beating. He is currently unavailable. I am now in charge of this Agency and I saw that you had visited Mr. Bishop about a week ago, if you wish to do business with us, you will have to deal with me, “I spoke assertively.

The man became apologetic. It became apparent he wasn’t used to people talking to him the way I had.

He extended his hand. I am Mr. Layne. I am very sorry to hear about Willard. Please send him my best wishes.”

I took his hand and shook. “Nice to meet you, sir. I assure you that I will pass those on to Mr. Bishop.”

Mr. Layne asked, his eyes darted back and forth to the sides of this office, “Is this room secure?”

I nodded, “I sweep it every day.” I pointed to the humidor. “That doubles as a white noise generator. I also have electronic protection on every window in the office. I just have one more thing I do. I know Mr. Bishop didn’t do it.” I reached into my desk and found my electronic wand. I was grateful that Ms. Nickels had seen to it to move my items to my new office. “Please remain standing. I turned the wand on and ran it over him. When I came to a large stickpin on his jacket, the rod went bonkers.

“What is that, “I asked pointing to the stickpin.

“Oh, it’s an old family heirloom. It has our coat of arms on it as you can tell.”

“Okay, not a problem.” I made a gesture to him to remove the stick pin and hand it to me. I silently placed it in a bag designed for the purpose and then put the bag in a canister. I would return it to him later with a caution. I still didn’t want the whoever was listening to realize what I had discovered. Let them think it was a temporary mechanical error.

“I am guessing it’s safe to say that you wore that same pin when you met with Mr. Willard?”

“Umm. Yes. I wear it wherever I go. Why is that a problem?” He looked confused.

“Yes. It’s a bigtime problem. According to the readout I got on the wand, electrical pulses were emitting from it. In other words, you had a bigger audience than FOX. Someone substituted pins on you I am afraid. So, whoever was listening in heard everything you said to Mr. Bishop, word for word.

I was shocked when the man actually broke into a smile, “Thank you for making that discovery. This is most embarrassing. I assume I have your complete discretion on this matter?”

I nodded, “The Bishop Agency is the soul of discretion.”

“Excellent, I see the things I have heard about your competence are all true.” He took my hand and shook it. “My name is Robert Layne. But call me Bobby. I have an assignment that someone with your talents may be the only person who can help me.”

“Thank you, Bobby, please have a seat. It’s a pleasure to meet you. Can I get you anything? Coffee, Water, Tea, or perhaps a Monte Cristo, from the Dominican Republic, with Cuban seeds?” I asked doing my bit to be the gracious host. Customer service was always number one at The Bishop Agency.

He shook his head as he nervously looked at his watch. After we were both seated, I asked him to begin. I took out a notepad and a pen and waited.

“Your mentor was Willard Bishop, correct?” Bobby asked in a cracked voice.

I nodded, “Is, I corrected. I have worked with him for the past sixteen years.”

“So, you have been handling highly classified matters for some time, I take it? He stammered, “I mean, umm well you...”

I nodded. I could see he was very nervous and now did my best to put him at ease.

“Bobby, I am guessing you are a scotch drinker? I asked as I pushed a buzzer on my desk, “Ms. Nickels, when you get a moment, would you please bring in a couple of glasses and a bottle of Macallan.”

Bobby nodded.

“This will help you relax some and then we can get on to the reason you made this trip to rural Carbondale. I laughed attempting to relax the mood in the office, “I see you as more of a big city type of person. More of a New York, LA, or a Chicago type of person, correct?”

He nodded. A few minutes later there was a knock on the door. “Come,” I said. Ms. Nickels wordlessly came in with a tray with two glasses and a bottle of 18-year-old Macallan on it. She sat the tray down on my desk, smiled at me, and then left. I poured a drink for me and one for Bobby and sat back.

“Perhaps a short respite is in order. Nothing like a good drink to settle the nerves,” I said.

I wondered what could possibly cause a man who is obviously so powerful to be so nervous and to get him to pay me a visit in Carbondale.

I took out a cigar from the humidor and squeezed it. Still fresh. I cut off the end using my cigar cutters. I ran my lighter over the bottom of the cigar. This guaranteed a smooth smoke. I lit the front end and plopped it in my mouth. I took a few puffs waiting for Bobby to compose himself.

Bobby reached for a glass and quickly gulped it down. I picked up my glass and began slowly drinking it. “Feeling better, I hope?” I asked Bobby. “I know an occasional drink of fine liquor can smooth over hard to discuss areas.”

Somewhat red-faced, he said in a shaky voice, “Yes, I am, thank you.”

“Well then, let’s continue. I need to know everything you told Mr. Bishop,” I said with a smile.

“What do you know about ancient Rome?”

“I shrugged, “Mainly what I learned in my Western Civilization class when I was in college. Founded about 753 BC by two legendary brothers, Romulus and Remus. The Romans were at one point the most powerful empire in the history of the world. Their empire finally fell in 476 AD. There was an Eastern Empire that ended sometime in the 1450s. That’s about it.”

“Very good. You’ve heard of Julius Caesar?”

I smiled, “I have always been a history buff, so yes. The Gallic Wars, the Ides of March, and so on...,” my voice trailed off.

Bobby nodded. “You would be surprised at how many people of your generation haven’t, or maybe you wouldn’t. He leaned forward in his chair and began.

“This is where our story begins. During the Gallic Wars, there was a Legatus legioni’s named Aetius Caecus.” He was the head of a legion, what in English we would call a Legate. He reportedly saved Caesar’s life while the battle seemed to be going badly for the Romans. Caesar rewarded Caecus with a large land grant in what we now call France.”

I leaned forward, picked up the scotch bottle and poured him another glass.

Bobby nodded, picked up the glass and continued,” Caecus soon became a very wealthy man and decided to show his mentor how he felt about him by giving him a wonderful medal. The Medallion was in the shape of a circle with a circumference of about six inches. It was made of solid gold. It weighed about eight ounces. The front side was a picture of Caesar wearing a wreath on his head. The wreath was made of diamonds. The obverse of the Medallion was covered in emeralds, rubies, and sapphires around the edges. The reverse had an inscription in Latin: “Magistro meo et amico Julius Caesar” which in English: “To my mentor and friend, Julius Caesar.” There was a second line on the reverse: “EGO eram laetus ut servo vos quod gratias ago vos pro vestri remuneror oh valde Caesar. In English,” I was glad to serve you and thank you for your reward, oh great Caesar.” It is attached to a gold chain about eight inches. The chain is made of eighteen karat gold. Legend has it that Caesar was very proud of the gift and wore in all the time. It became known as Caesar’s Medallion. He was even supposed to have been wearing it when he was stabbed to death on the Ides of March. When his body was found, the Medallion had vanished.”

“That’s a fascinating story, Bobby. What does it have to do with Mr. Bishop or me, for that matter?”

“Let me finish my tale and my need for your services will become clearer to you.”

Bobby leaned closer to me as he spoke, now somewhat excitedly, “As I said earlier, when Caesar died, the Medallion was nowhere to be found. While there had been rumors as to its location, no one could be sure if the item even existed or if it was merely a legend. The Medallion finally shows up at an auction at Sotheby’s auction house in 1775. That is where the formal provenance begins. It’s sold to a Lord Hiram James. The auction price, according to the records, was 75 pounds’ sterling. In today’s money that would be about USD 165,000. Hardly an insignificant amount considering the timeframe of the sale. According to legends, the Medallion seemed to have been cursed. Supposedly, any who owned the Medallion died a very violent death. No one knows if the legends are true, but what happened to the four most recent owners seems to give the story some credence. Anyway, James was murdered about six months later. The James family fearing there was some sort of curse behind the Medallion, quickly sold it to another English Lord. The purchaser died in a very suspicious accident about a year later. Caesar’s Medallion did not surface again until 1819 where it was sold again at auction to a private buyer for an undisclosed price. Nothing more of it was heard of for 103 years. From what my researchers found out; the owner had been another English nobleman who had the bad luck of being stampeded to death by a herd of his bulls. We cannot be positive about what happened to the Medallion, but it dropped out of sight.

In 1922, the Medallion reappeared and was sold by private treaty in Istanbul to an American named Randall Jackson. In 1937, Jackson was found murdered in his mansion. The initial report treated his death as being involved in a home invasion or burglary that had gone terribly wrong.

When the house and property of Jackson were searched, nothing of value except for the Medallion seemed to be missing. Jackson had art collection insured for $20,000,000 and a coin collection insured for $10,000,00. Both were left untouched. He had kept the Medallion in a special security case. The Medallion had been insured for $2,000,000 by Lloyds of London. Its value was derived from its history. They paid off the claim in 1938. The fact that neither collection had not been touched seemed to
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