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PROLOGUE

Mortality: A Personal View




“YOU’RE IN GREAT form altogether, Paddy. Simply brilliant. I’ve never seen you looking so fit,” said the last guest to leave the hotel suite.

Perhaps Power was looking fit, but he was not feeling at all well. His heart was racing, and he did not have to glance in the mirror to know that his brow was beaded with a cold and sickly sweat. His legs were quaking, and he was aware of a vague feeling of unease. If he did not act fast, the sensation would soon plummet from anxiety through downright dread to a scarifying, wild panic that might land him in a hospital. Power began to close the door.

“Are you still taking that potion for your ticker after all these years?”

Power nodded, but he added nothing. Nobody should know the precariousness of his condition, especially now, when he was about to step back into public life. Monday week—he now promised himself—he would visit the surgery of the cardiologist in Mayfair who had recommended a pacemaker.

“It always amazed me,” the guest went on, “how punctual you were about taking the stuff. Middle of a meeting, middle of the night, middle of sex, for Jesus’ sake, you’d pull yourself away and, damn all, take your medicine. Remember that time we were on a toot in Paris? Any excuse—the telephone, a drink of water, the cat. You were always so secretive about the thing. What is it again? Quinine?”

Were he feeling better, Power would have objected; he had never allowed the condition to intrude on his life. Power could not abide people who were always running on about their aches and pains. “Quinidine,” he said, pushing the door a foot closer to the jamb.

In fact, when taking a pill in the toilet only fifteen minutes earlier, he had even considered removing his supplies from the cabinet there, so no inquisitive guest could pry. In order to sell his proposal to the conference, Power would have to sell himself as well, and the fewer doubts, the better.

“You should mind what else you swallow. Apart from the quinidine, of course.”

What was that supposed to mean? Power surveyed the tall figure, who was now standing in the middle of the hall, regarding him. Then again, most people seemed tall to Power. He himself was a short, wide man with a ruddy but handsome face that was usually lit by a pleasant smile.

“Really, I must say good night.” He was trembling, and a wave of nausea rolled up from his stomach, crested through his chest, and broke in his throat. He choked it back down. “Tomorrow is a big day, and I’m feeling a bit peakèd.”

“I’m sure you are.”

Power did not know how to interpret that remark either, nor did he care.

“Adieu, Paddy.”

“Bonsoir.”

Power managed a thin smile and closed the door, turning the dead bolt and fitting the night latch into its brass slide. Power was afflicted with Wolff-Parkinson-White syndrome, and he had weathered attacks of paroxysmal supraventricular tachycardia before. It was not usually a medical emergency, and he knew just what to do.

Turning from the door, he reeled into the reception room. His legs felt so weak, cold, and clammy, he thought his socks were wet. At the door to the toilet he steadied himself on the jamb, but, when he let go, he pitched, like a drunk, toward the basin. He tried to break his fall with his hands on the sink, but the porcelain was slippery, and his forehead dented the mirror, shattering the glass.

When he looked up, he saw a bright wheel of spangled yellow light with his face shattered into mirrored planes. Like a Cubist painting, he thought, and he almost paused to admire the effect, until he noticed the blood.

“Oh, Jesus. Oh, Christ!” he now said aloud, talking to himself as he often did in his native Kerry tones, which, in spite of decades passed in Dublin, London, and New York, he had not lost. “You’ll need a bandage plaster for that, so you will. And more, some right excuse tomorrow. The others’ll think you’ve gone back on the booze,” which Power had once imbibed in epic proportions but had given up since the diagnosis of arrythmia five years earlier.

His heart rate, he could tell, was well over a hundred beats per minute, each stroke of which now began coinciding with something new: a sharp, stabbing pain in his chest, the left side of his neck, and his left arm. Never, ever, had he felt anginal pain during an attack, and Power tried not to panic. “Yip, yip, yip,” he said with each prick of pain. “That smarts, you bastard. I’ll tackle you with high tech Monday week, just you see.”

But all that he had read about cardiac arrhythmias—every book, periodical, and paper that he could find in the British Museum—came flooding back to him, especially the gruesome, horrifying details of ventricle fibrillation, which forced a person to witness his own death.

He tugged open the medical cabinet behind the mirror. His breathing was labored now, and his head felt as if it were made of stone. It lolled on his shoulders. Blood from the wound on his forehead now began trickling into his eyes. He tried to laugh and pretend it was all just a game, a practical joke that his body was playing on him, but the blood splatted on the porcelain by his hands, and he realized he would need every last ounce of strength and will to overcome the crisis alone. Without phoning for help.

By an act of sheer determination Power reached up and carefully removed the digitoxin bottle. Once it was in hand, however, he again staggered and careened into the steam rail with its hot towels. “Yah shite, you. Not now. It can’t be now, not when everything I’ve worked for is about to come to a head,” he bellowed. “I’ll settle you, I will. I’m fed up with your carry-on.” His right arm shot out, buoying him momentarily on the wall, the door, and the back of a stuffed chair as he wheeled into the bedroom.

But there he fell to one knee and collapsed on the carpet. Uttering another sharp cry at the pain, at the duplicity of his body, and at the intransigence of the security lock on the bottle, he managed to twist off the cap and spill out the tiny yellow pills. He placed one on his tongue. “There now. There. That’s jam,” he said. And in spite of the anginal pain, which continued unabated, in spite of his shortness of breath and the soreness in every unoxygenated muscle of his weak body, Power managed to crab himself up onto the soft bed.

“Now, my good man—we never died a winter yet,” he said, lying back in the pillows relieved, believing he would soon be better. With the tips of his fingers he surveyed the extent of the gash on his forehead, saying, “But don’t we be the talk of Parknasilla.” He’d need some excuse, some way of explaining away the bloody gash and the shattered mirror.

The tiles, that’s it. He’d say he slipped on the wet tiles in the toilet; with the mirror destroyed, the hotel staff would corroborate the story. Now he stanched his bleeding forehead with a pillow and waited for the digitoxin to take effect.

His chest was still heaving, and the bed was swaying with his effort. Were he not so physically fit, Power told himself, he would most probably now be dead from a myocardial infarction. He had suffered through other, longer attacks before, when he had been away from his medicine, but never one so severe. And the pain was odd—persistent and stabbing. In twenty minutes when the potion took effect, the pain would ease, he was certain.

But it didn’t. Power kept raising his wrist to read the dial on his watch, and after thirty-eight excruciating minutes, his heart, if anything, was beating faster still. Yet in spite of the exertion he was cold, freezing, chilled to the bone, and he was feeling the same awful dread that preceded an attack. Why now, during one?


Power’s head swung toward the toilet, and he squinted at the medical cabinet that was open. In his panic with blood in his eyes could he have chosen wrong? No—the shapes of the bottles were purposely different, and the bottles of quinidine and digitoxin were still there.

Could there have been some mistake in the preparation of the digitoxin? Power did not think so. He had been taking pills from the quinidine bottle for days, and he had also taken from the digitoxin bottle before. He tried to remember when—only last week.

“Am I dying?” Power asked aloud. “Is it poisoned I am?” Power tried to pull himself up to see the lower shelves of the medical cabinet, but he was too weak and fell back into the pillows.

The phone. No time for private suffering now. The pain in his chest was excruciating, and his heart felt as though it would burst. Power’s right hand lunged for but missed the phone, and instead blundered through the small stack of note cards that he had written since he had arrived at the hotel and had not yet added to his file. He knocked them to the floor. He tried again, but he had moved himself so close to the edge of the bed that he toppled onto the carpet.

It struck then, the fibrillation. The stop.

It hit him like a roaring hammer blow in the sternum. His entire body spasmed once, lifting him off the carpet, then twitched; and things—the room, his thoughts, the note cards by the side of his face—began to grow grainy, dim, and distant. He was dying.

Frantically he reached out for the file box of note cards that he had placed on the lower shelf of the table beside the bed. The name of the final guest, the one who had as much as sentenced him to death, was contained among them in a separate listing, an entire subsection; but the box was empty. Missing. Gone.

Power had time only to seize one of the fallen cards by his face before suddenly, miraculously, the pain ceased, and a blinding magnesium light, just as he’d once been told by a nun he’d see, filled his mind. My God, he thought, she had been right about it all along. How had she known?


Power began laughing, or at least he thought he did. It was a great, hearty, orotund, silent laugh during which he relived in an instant every sweet moment of his life. He saw himself as a baby sitting in the sun by the side of his father’s farm. There—he could see them—were the stony green fields sweeping up along rock walls to the top of the mountain where the heavens lay crystalline and glorious, filled with mansions of brilliant dream clouds.

And somehow he felt in a twinkling all the care, love, and affection his family had lavished on him in that packed, dirt-floor kitchen, and the joy they had taken in his every step and, later, his great progress in the world. It had been their love and support that had allowed him to go forward, nothing else.

In such rapture Power then witnessed his own ascension, the leave-taking of his spirit from his dead body.

As if from increasing height, growing small and smaller still, he left himself there on the carpet in the bedroom of the suite in Parknasilla, in Sneem, in his native Kerry, in Ireland.

Until he saw no more.
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“To kill a man there is required a bright, shining, and clear light.”

MONTAIGNE


















CHAPTER 1

A Dawning Predicament




WHAT WAS DESCRIBED for a while as the “untimely death” of Paddy B. “Buck” Power began for Peter McGarr in the wee hours of the next morning. His infant daughter, Madeleine, either did not yet quite sleep through the night or had inherited from McGarr his penchant for early rising. Mark that earlier rising.

For when her plaintive cry went up from the nursery across the hall from their bedroom in Rathmines, a neighborhood of Dublin, McGarr’s eyes snapped open. It was a call etched so deeply into his mind that he believed he had been listening for it the night long. Yet he quickly glanced at the bedside clock, which read 5:00 to the digit, and closed them again.

He then feigned a deep, not overly sonorous, masculine sleep, which, as everybody knows, is deeper and far less perturbable than feminine sleep, especially with a baby in the house. In such a pose he listened to his wife pull her thirty-year-old body out of bed and shuffle sleepily toward the hubbub that was now in full, wailing spate.

McGarr’s concern for the noise level of his snores was an obeisance to the fact that Noreen, when fully awake, had a keen appreciation for detail. Also the—compact was not quite the word—they had made in regard to the baby’s care called for equal attention to every reasonable need by both parents. “That includes nightly feedings, nappy changes, baths—the lot,” she had told McGarr when announcing her pregnancy.

“This is not going to be your typical Irish parenting arrangement, Peter McGarr. When I think of how my mother’s career practically disappeared in my wake, and how my father always seemed to be out after a horse or a painting or at some convenient wet or other…And your own mother! My God, how did she deal with nine children with your father a veritable wraith between the job, the pub, and the lads?”

Which was, McGarr had thought, a rather neat explanation of their essential difference: she the only child of landed Protestant gentry who concerned themselves with horses, fine art, and the conservation of principal; he the fifth son of a Catholic Guinness Brewery worker who still lived, please God, a rather full life almost exclusively in the present. True, McGarr’s mother was now dead, but he knew many another woman who had borne as sizable a burden and was still totting messages back for her man. A quick study, however, McGarr had said not a word. Instead he had taken himself down to his local to savor the advantages of patrimony in either persuasion.

McGarr was chief superintendent of the Murder Squad of the Garda Siochana, the Irish police. He was also by the sworn testimony of many a hard man an even harder man himself. But listening now, as Noreen soothed and changed Madeleine, then—singing to her lightly—carried the child into their bed, made him feel shabby indeed. Truly he desired to adhere at least to the spirit of sharing, but at fifty-one and after a life of studiously practiced, if judicious, abuse, his flesh was just not up to 5:00 A.M. baby service. McGarr smoked, he drank, he ate whatever tasted good, and it was well known to his staff that it sometimes took him whole hours in the morning to gather enough bonhomie to make polite conversation, and never without an eye-opener.

“Over. Push, push, push it, you lummox,” Noreen now said to him, jabbing his shoulder with a hand. “Yah can’t cod me. I know you’re fakin’ and awake.” Not for the first time, McGarr noted how his wife’s usual ascendant tone muted during early morning feedings and made her sound like a hake-monger in Moore Street. But ever discreet in regard to her Anglo-Irish temper, he again held his guilty tongue and rearranged himself near the edge of the bed where, ten or so minutes later, he could watch them sleeping.

There was something about the picture of his child having been nursed asleep in the arms of his wife that McGarr found endlessly appealing. Like himself, both were redheads: Noreen, an auburn-haired woman with regular, if somewhat sharp, good looks; Madeleine, a study in pink with fresh cheeks and wavy strawberry-blond hair. Still half-awake, she was twining her cherub-pudgy legs and flexing her toes, like tiny fingers, in a kind of recumbent dance that McGarr had dubbed foot language.

At such moments she seemed to him more than just another person or another life or, you know, his child; she was also an opportunity, the chance for Noreen and him to provide her all the good, sustaining experiences that they had enjoyed in their own childhoods and to eliminate those that they now knew had been bad.

So precarious, precious, and transient seemed the life of his daughter that it was as though McGarr had been tendered with her birth a list of priorities, which supervened all else, and he would warden with ferocious love. In his billfold he would carry no photos for ready viewing, nor would he tell cute stories to others who had children themselves. But he would always carry in his heart that first fierce affection for this little person, who had now thrown both arms back on her mother’s chest and was sleeping with blissful, guileless abandon.

In such a way McGarr saw in Madeleine the possibility of making the world better. For a man who for over thirty years had daily involved himself with the details of destructive behavior and violent death, such a renewal of hopeful spirit had struck him like a revelation, and in that way he had himself been reborn.

In the tiny toilet under the stairs fifteen minutes later McGarr stared at himself appraisingly in the long mirror on the back of the door. He did not like what he saw: a stocky, bald, middle-aged man with a long face, morning-murky gray eyes, and an aquiline nose that had been knocked off-center more than once and now looked a bit flattened. The want of a shave made his shadowed chins look doubled or trebled, and the sorriest truth was that his formerly well-muscled body was running to fat. He looked…beaten wasn’t quite the term, but battered sprang immediately to mind. His throat would be the death of him yet, so it would.

Or could it be mainly his posture, he hoped. Throwing back his shoulders, he snapped up his muscles into a strong-man pose. With his body tensed like that, he looked not half-bad, and he wondered if somehow he could initiate a course of bodybuilding—weights, Nautiluses, tensioners, and the like—someplace out-of-the-way where nobody at Dublin Castle, where he worked, would know. A bit of a tan would also help to convey a younger image. Perhaps with sunlamps and ointments and so forth he could coax some color into his pale flesh and give out the story it was from gardening.

But cautiously, gradually, discreetly over time, for McGarr was nothing if not a private man, and it would not do to have anybody in the Garda Siochana thinking he was worried about his age or fitness. McGarr was two posts from commissioner—a political appointment that before Madeleine’s birth he had decided he did not want—but that he could now see himself “retiring” from to some consultancy or private security firm with the enhancement of a commissioner’s pension. One could serve the public only so long without becoming jaded, which he sometimes suspected was the cause of his long periods of silence. Plainly he had seen too much.

It also occurred to him that he could cut back on what—or at least how much—he ate, drank, and smoked, but at that moment he heard the kettle piping, and he wondered if hunger alone could have prompted this dire assessment of himself. He had worked late the night before and not had his tea, and from the light aroma that still lingered in the kitchen he could tell Noreen had baked scones last evening for the morning’s breakfast.

He would look into a regimen of moderate exercise, he decided. Some fine Saturday morning when he was out with Madeleine, he would wheel her down to the public library on Rathmines Road and investigate what they had in the way of fitness books, you know: presses, sit-ups, exercises that could be practiced over the winter in the privacy of one’s cellar. He might even buy himself a set of weights to throw around down there. Noreen herself had a video that she played through the telly to help her tone up after the delivery.

In the meantime—he opened the oven—there were the scones, which would toast up nicely under the gas ring while he fetched butter from the press and the jar of gooseberry preserves an uncle had sent from the hills of Monaghan. He would sit himself down at the kitchen table and rouse his sorry heap of past-prime flesh with a caffeine-rich pot of dark-roast coffee and look out at his back garden, which was his hobby. Now, in early October, the raised beds were fuzzed with the new green of winter “wheat.” All else in the way of work had been retired until early spring.

McGarr had always enjoyed the crisp days of fall, especially when they were bright, like now, and the weather was holding. He had burned anthracite in the Aga for three nights running, and its pleasant, quiet heat pervaded the kitchen. With cup in hand while waiting for the scones, he glanced over the eaves of his neighbor’s house at the dawning sky.

Lit by a pale sun, it was an oval of old blue porcelain that was greening at the edges and chipped here and there with hyphens of coded cloud. He had opened the window a bit, and his nose now caught a slight sour stench from the canals, the rivers, and Dublin Bay, which were purging in the cool autumn air. Tomorrow it would storm without fail; winter was a day away.

The phone rang, startling him, and he rushed to pick it up, lest the sound wake the baby.

“Up early, McGarr?” It was Fergus Farrell, the commissioner of the Garda Siochana.

“I am that, given my present…er, predicament.”

“That’s right. How is Madeleine?”

Hearing some movement in the hall behind him, McGarr turned to find Noreen holding the still-sleepy child, who raised her arm to him in praetorian salute. “Just fine, presently. Quiet and, I should imagine, hungry.” He pointed to the scones and mouthed “hot” to Noreen.

Passing him, she muttered, “Predicament, eh? It better be good.” She meant the reason for such an early morning phone call.

But it wasn’t in any way. “I hate to disturb you at such an early hour, Peter, but we’ve had some bad news. Paddy B. “Buck” Power has died.”

McGarr’s head went back. Paddy Power was an important person in Irish public life whose career had been followed closely by the Irish press. Power had advised successive Irish governments on finance, founded his own commercial bank, which prospered, and then moved on to New York, where he seemed to profit from every vicissitude in world markets. But mostly Paddy was a philanthropist.

Monthly, it seemed, Power’s odd face, beaming an impish, off-center smile, had appeared in Irish publications, photographed with bigwigs at some prestigious event. To McGarr’s way of thinking, he was one of the handful of Irish emigrés who, having achieved celebrity status in world circles, had become necessary bragging points for a country that, because of her checkered history and present sorry state of affairs, wished at least to be loved.

Two, maybe three, years ago, McGarr now remembered, Power had returned to Ireland, and through his Paddy Power Fund had engaged in a broad range of philanthropic activities. Rumor had it that Power was about to enter the political arena and had even been mentioned as a candidate for president, which under the Irish Constitution was a largely ceremonial but high-visibility post.

“And now you’re calling me?” McGarr asked.

There was a pause before Farrell said, “Well—I’m not certain I should. It appears to have been a natural death, some sort of heart seizure. But another man is crying foul, and we wouldn’t want anybody to think we’re not on the job.”

We, McGarr thought. As far as he was concerned, Farrell was never on the job. He was a political animal (as was now said), who spent most of his time nosing about with politicians and party hacks. And how was it that a claim of wrongful death had been phoned to him and not to the Murder Squad? According to procedure, McGarr’s staff should have been called first, and he would have known of it immediately.

“Dr. Maurice J. Gladden.”

“Mossie Gladden?” McGarr asked. “The politician?”

Out in the kitchen Noreen straightened up from the range and turned to him. Although a backbencher for his entire career in the Dail, Gladden had been a character and was well known to most Irish voters.

“Former politician, I seem to remember. He was Paddy’s doctor and, you know, friend.” Farrell paused, as though dwelling on the last word. “It was common knowledge Paddy had a heart condition, which Gladden himself had treated him for. But now he’s claiming it was murder, and working himself up into a…state.”

Common knowledge to whom? McGarr wondered. Certainly not to him, and he had followed “Buck” Power’s brilliant career with no little interest.

“Paddy and Mossie grew up together there in Kerry. As luck would have it, Mossie answered the emergency call. Now he’s ranting and raving, threatening to go to the press if the murderer is not apprehended immediately.”

McGarr waited. They had come to the important part—what Farrell thought he could ask of him.

“I want you to go down there, Peter, and find out what you can. If Paddy was murdered, as Gladden claims. I want you to do your duty as you have lo these many years. If he wasn’t, all the better. But, Peter”—again McGarr listened to the buzz of the phone line, while Farrell chose his words—“I’ve phoned you this morning because over the years you’ve exercised rare discretion in situations that might have become inflated.

“I don’t know what your politics are, nor do I care. But given all the problems the country has now—the debt, unemployment, emigration, the lot—we don’t need any more bad news. If an investigation is warranted, so be it, but I want you to proceed, at least for the moment, on the assumption that he died by the natural cause of heart failure.”


McGarr looked away, his eyes suddenly wary. Farrell might be commissioner, but he was not a pathologist, who was the only expert qualified to determine the cause of Paddy Power’s death. Finally there was the rhetorical we again, which McGarr liked least of all.

“Where did this happen?”

“Parknasilla.”

“The hotel?”

“In Sneem in Kerry.”

“Wasn’t that where Power lived?”

“Well—born and raised. Since his divorce I don’t think he maintained a house there. Or anywhere else that I know of.”

McGarr blinked. He had read that Power preferred hotel living, but it was rather late in the season for Parknasilla, which was a resort that Noreen’s parents frequented. McGarr could remember them saying that it closed at the end of September.

“Family was grown and gone. And you know Paddy—”

McGarr wished he had.

“Billionaire monk,” Farrell concluded sourly.

He meant that Power had lived simply, preferring to devote his time and money to the less fortunate. AIDS and drug-addicted babies, the homeless, alcoholics, the crippled and blind, had benefited from Power’s largess, as had hospitals, libraries, schools, colleges, and universities. Quite a part from his prestige at being a self-made man, Power had enjoyed enormous moral authority, which in Ireland could easily have turned into political clout.

“The man to see down there is Shane Frost. He was Paddy’s partner in Eire Bank, and they go way back. Both were born there in Sneem and came to Dublin together. You know, years ago.”

Along with Mossie Gladden, McGarr thought. Three men from one village who had gone on to become national and—in Power’s case—international figures.

“Be sure to look him up first thing.”

If he saw him, McGarr thought. If not, all the better. He did not need instruction from a banker on how to conduct the investigation of a death. “What was Power doing at Parknasilla at this time of year?”


“Some sort of conference, I believe.”

“About what?”

“No idea.”

“Who are the other guests?”

“Nor that either.”

Too fast. Farrell knew, but he wasn’t telling. Why?

“What about the”—McGarr rejected the word “crime”—“scene? Has it been…?”

“I understand he’s just as he was found. The Guards there are waiting for you. Nobody has left the hotel. Nobody else knows.”

“And the press?” It would be the biggest story of the year, especially if Power had been murdered.

“None yet. The officer in command, one—”

McGarr heard a paper rattle.

“—Superintendent Butler of the Kenmare Barracks has secured the area and cut off communications with the outside. The point is to minimize all the…speculation before it can get out of hand, which is why I’m calling.”

And now for the question: “Why you and not my office?”

“McGarr,” Farrell said in a tone of petulant exasperation. “Let’s just say a ‘source,’ and leave it at that. I’m just trying to prepare you for what might possibly be a major investigation. As far as we’re concerned, this conversation never took place. Your office is probably trying to get on to you as we speak.

“Be sure to check in with me the moment you get there. I want to be kept informed, hour by hour if necessary.”

Then why not take over the investigation yourself, McGarr was about to suggest when Farrell hung up. McGarr had no sooner placed the receiver in its yoke than the phone began ringing again. It was his office with nothing new to add.

Noreen came next.

“Ah, no—not Paddy Power?” she said, her eyes brimming with tears. She sat at the kitchen table, Madeleine in her lap. After a while she went on, “He was so special. He radiated so much…hope, which, Lord knows, we need now.”

McGarr supposed she meant the continuing economic slump. With unemployment over 20 percent, young people—especially graduates from Ireland’s several, fine universities—had to emigrate to find work. Over thirty thousand had left in the last year.

“But murdered?”

McGarr told her what Farrell had said, then went upstairs to dress. When he got back down to the door, she was in the sitting room with both a radio and the television on. “Nothing yet.”

At least that was something.

She shook her head. “You know, Paddy Power was a crony of my father’s.”

McGarr stopped in the process of patting his pockets, making sure he had everything necessary for a day or two. He had also packed a small bag.

“They met years ago, way back when Paddy was in government, before Eire Bank and New York and all his success. But they kept in touch. I can remember later, when I was in university, Paddy spending a Christmas with us, and he was so alive and irrepressible and brilliant. He had”—she thought for a moment—“wit without malice, obviously a keen intelligence, and he loved the small, fine details that make life interesting. You know, the sort of person you could point to with pride and say, Now he’s Irish.”

McGarr leaned against the jamb. He had no idea that her parents had been close to Power, but then, with a large town house in Fitzwilliam Square and a horse farm in the country, her parents as much as inhabited another world—one of money, privilege, and leisure.

“There was some talk of Paddy having problems with his marriage, and, of course, he had no place to stay in Dublin but some hotel. So out of the blue he just rang Daddy up, and there he was—one of the world’s richest and most successful men—with us for Christmas. And with no limousine or servants or profusion of gifts. Just Paddy stepping out of a cab with a single bag and the rumpled suit he had flown in with. It was the first time I heard that odd definition of a snob”—she turned to McGarr, and he saw that her face was streaming with tears—“you know, a person who is at home everywhere, but has no home of his own.

“One night when we had some people in, he regaled us with one delightful story after another about New York and London. He was able to appropriate dialects flawlessly, and he included all the quirks and curiosities of the Americans and Brits, whom my parents’ circle of friends look down upon as only partially civilized yahoos on the one hand and”—she hunched her shoulders—“uncivilizable, inhuman elitists on the other.

“It’s jealousy, I know—” Noreen paused to blow her nose.

That those two peoples, whose shortcomings were reported daily in the Irish press, perpetually seemed to enjoy a disproportionate share of the world’s goods and resources, McGarr concluded.

“But what good is it being Irish, if you can’t make fun of the little you allow yourself to know of the rest of the world.”

McGarr almost smiled; it had been his thought exactly. Noreen and he were like two halves of the same brain.

“When somebody asked Paddy where he planned to live when he ‘grew up,’ he said Ireland, of course—‘Who else would have me?’ He also said that he planned to go into ‘public service,’ were his words. And now this…before he even got going.” Again she stanched her tears. “I wonder, is it the sort of thing a country ever gets over?”

The death of a potential leader? McGarr didn’t know if the question was rhetorical or if he should try to frame an answer. Instead he glanced at his watch.

“I’m thinking of Larkin and Collins here, or King and the Kennedys in America.”

It was his turn to hunch his shoulders. Hadn’t America survived its assassinations? And who was saying Power’s death was that, though it was what some people would think.

“Peter”—she waited until his eyes met hers—“one way or the other, there’ll be a hell of a stink when this gets out. Just watch yourself, please. Farrell, O’Duffy, and that crowd are a slippery lot, and will sacrifice anybody who gets in their way.”


“Speaking of money—do you have any? After the weekend, I’m out.”

“Try my purse, but I think you’ll have to stop at the bank. I spent my readies on the pram.”

The Irish were among the most heavily taxed people in the world, and with their combined income currently taxed at 70 percent, the McGarrs were always short of cash. He found two crumpled punt notes and a handful of change, which made seven-odd quid for the pocket of a senior civil servant. Not much in case of an emergency. But at least down in Parknasilla he’d be on the government’s tab and would get back some pittance of the enormity that was relieved form his pay packet every month.

There was no time for a kiss. “Toodle-oo,” he said.

“Toodle-ah.” Out of the corner of his eye he saw Noreen reach down and draw Maddie to her, saying, “Darlin’ girl, I love you so much. I don’t know what I’d do if anything ever happened to you.”

Nor did McGarr. To either or both of them.








CHAPTER 2

On Casting a Cold Eye




SMALL, WIDE, AND quick, like himself, McGarr’s private car was a forest-green Mini-Cooper. Now nearly thirty years old, it was a much-pampered antique that clung tenaciously to any surface but was at its best dodging through Dublin traffic and on the narrow back roads of Ireland. On straightaways, like the N-7 down which McGarr now plunged on a southwest slant to Kerry, it also cruised handily, if not comfortably; and except while jinking through major Midlands cities like Naas, Portlaoighise, Nenagh, and Limerick, McGarr kept the needle above 100 mph.

Three-and-a-half hours later, he arrived at Parknasilla, which means “Field of Willows” in Irish and enjoys the distinction of being one of the few houses in Ireland to appear on maps. McGarr had never seen the resort and was surprised when an avenue of trees, leading from stone gates to the hotel, parted suddenly and presented a dramatic view of the Kenmare River, a long, deep marine bay dotted here and there with small, uninhabited islands. Caught in shafts of brilliant afternoon sunlight, they looked wind-racked and besieged in a brimming turquoise sea. Farther still lay the dark, perilous Atlantic, brooding after some ocean storm.

McGarr drifted through a car park filled mostly with automobiles that bore the logos of Shannon Airport rental agencies. Many of the Irish cars were large and pricey—Mercs, Jags, and BMWs—which caused McGarr to think of the conference that Power had been attending and of which Farrell had claimed no knowledge. Had he seen something about it in the papers? No again, which was curious.

Since Power’s return to Ireland three or so years earlier, the most sensational of the Dublin newspapers had been featuring stories about the “eccentric humanitarian billionaire,” was the phrase he remembered—with headlines like, POWER WATCH, when Power was photographed raising binoculars to his eyes at a race meeting. POWER SURGE showed the man striding up the rocky face of a mountain. McGarr would have thought POWER MEETING a natural, especially in a setting, like Parknasilla, that was more usual to billionaires. But then he was not—thank Saint Mark, patron saint of scribblers and other idlers—a journalist.

Stepping out of the Cooper, McGarr had to snatch at the brim of his fedora. The tempest was enough to stagger him, and the small car rocked in its blast. Overhead as out of a cannon, a flock of teal—driven on the wind—shot in a complex weave of body and wing that looked suicidal. In a flash of white, bottle green, and dove gray, the formation bolted quickly toward a wall of dense trees where the birds separated suddenly and disappeared.

Pivoting, McGarr gathered his mac around his waist and propelled himself at the main building of the resort, which was both more and less than he had expected. Doubtless because of his in-laws’ stories, he had thought the three-story Victorian structure castlelike and immense; instead he found it a graceful gray stone building with large, airy windows and gabled roofs.

A porter in white tie and tails met McGarr at the door and conveyed him to the office of the manager, one Jim Feeney. “Ah, yes. We were expecting you. You’ve had several calls.” Tall, well tailored, and youthful in appearance, Feeney handed McGarr two phone memos, both instructing him to ring up the callers immediately. One was from Farrell, the other from Farrell’s boss, Minister for Justice Harney, “ASAP.” When McGarr slipped both in a pocket, Feeney conducted him to the third floor where Garda Superintendent Butler was waiting.


 

Paddy Power’s face was the color of an old bruise. The jaw was dropped open, and the eyes were bulging. Lying on his back on the carpet with his arms thrown over his head, he looked as if he had died while issuing a final commentary upon life.

His smile was ghastly, like a kind of macabre guffaw, and the split in the skin on his forehead had added blacker streaks of bloody war paint that only elaborated the impression of wild, riotous, savage laughter. A single white card was clasped in a hand like a winning tote ticket at a race meeting. It was as though Power were saying, I know something you don’t. This is the prize. There is none other.

McGarr wrenched his eyes away. It was a smile he would not soon forget. Also on the floor on the side of the bed closest to the toilet was a brown bottle from which small yellow pills had spilled.

McGarr turned his head and looked back into the sitting room at the large, paneled door that had been removed from its hinges with such care that the night latch was still snugged in its clasp. The door itself was leaning against the molding of the jamb.

McGarr glanced at Feeney, wishing him to explain. At six-three or -four, the young manager towered over McGarr. Bending slightly at the waist, he advised in a low voice, “Nothing has been disturbed. It’s a heavy door, quality construction. The night latch had been thrown, and we found it quicker and easier to slip the pins and pull the door away.

“Mr. Power had asked for a wake-up call at six this morning. He’s usually…he was usually an early riser whenever he stayed with us, which was at least twice a year when he came to visit the graves of his mother and father. And, of course, today his conference was to begin.”

“Conference?” McGarr asked.

“Yes, and has begun, might I add, according to instructions from Minister for Finance Quinn in Dublin. We’ve made the excuse that Mr. Power is indisposed. So far, I believe, his death is not general knowledge.”

McGarr blinked. So, to Commissioner Farrell and Minister for Justice Harney he now added Minister for Finance Quinn, who had been in touch with Parknasilla. Quinn was even now giving the orders about Power’s conference.

Feeney went on, “As I was saying, I arrived at the door just around seven. I too knocked insistently. Receiving no answer, I ordered the carpenter to remove the door. It was plain the poor man was already dead, but I phoned the doctor all the same. And, of course, a priest.” He paused for a moment before continuing.

“Dr. Gladden speculated that Mr. Power had died some time before, most probably in the early evening, and after examining the body and…the premises”—Feeney’s eyes moved toward the medical cabinet that could be seen through the doorway to the toilet—“he insisted I phone the Civic Guards.”

“And a damn fool thing to do,” said a voice behind them.

The men in the room turned to find a fourth man, who was as tall as Feeney but older, standing immediately in back of them, his hands clasped behind his back. He had a long, handsome face and gray hair that was thin on top but swept to a rich cascade of silver curls. He was wearing a black vicuña overcoat and a light-gray business suit set off by a pearl-gray silk tie.

His shoes were gray as well—capped bluchers with blond laminated heels—all polished to a mirror sheen. A lubricious ruff of silk scarf, which matched the tie, traced the line of his lapels. The man needed only a black bowler and rolled umbrella to complete the archetype, thought McGarr, and a different venue. In all he seemed better suited to the confines of financial Dublin than to the chambers of a quiet hotel on the coast of Kerry.

“I’m Shane Frost.”

McGarr had expected so. He was the man Commissioner Farrell had instructed McGarr to look up. First thing. Frost had been Power’s partner in Eire Bank, and whereas that institution had thrived under Power’s hand, under Frost’s it was now petitioning the government for assistance in meeting its obligations. Or so the papers had been saying for the last several months.

“You McGarr?”


“Sorry,” Feeney began too say. “I assumed you knew each other. Chief Superintendent McGarr, this is—”

But Frost spoke over the hotel manager. “Weren’t you supposed to report to me?”

McGarr surveyed the bunched furrows on Frost’s forehead, the raised eyebrow, his clear blue and accusatory eyes, the muscle that was twitching on the side of his cheek. He wondered if a commanding presence, so to speak, was usual to Frost, or had some other concern—perhaps sorrow at the death of an old friend and colleague—precipitated his imperious mien. As Farrell had said, Frost was also from this part of Kerry, and had been with Power “all the way.”

“Before you listen to this gombeen-man and his self-serving prattle,” boomed another voice from the doorway “would you hear me, who was Paddy’s doctor and, as it turns out, only real friend?”

McGarr turned to the man who now entered the bedroom and was struck by the contrast. Like Frost, Dr. Maurice “Call Me Mossie” Gladden was a tall man, but he was wide and stooped with bandy legs that gave him a busy, shuffling gait like a boxer angling for a kill: as now in moving toward the toilet, where McGarr could see a shattered mirror on the front of a medical cabinet above the sink.

Gladden gestured with a large hand for McGarr to follow, then turned to him an oddly configured face and clear hazel eyes that seemed to see best in sidelong glance. His skin was wind-scoured and red. It only added to the impression of combativeness that Gladden had developed over his nearly three decades in public office. Nor had his clothes been selected with an eye to please.

Gladden was wearing a farmer’s heavy black coat with leather patches on the shoulders and an old belt cinched about the waist. His trousers were made of some coarse green material and had been stuffed into a pair of rolled-down Wellies. In his public career Gladden had played the wide-eyed-but-crafty Kerry gorsoon, even to the extent of larding his speech with country expressions given out in a thick Kerry brogue.

But his hand, which McGarr now took, had felt like flint, and he guessed that Gladden had spent the intervening years practicing the occupation for which he was dressed. Not doctoring, though the mantle was not fully off. McGarr tried to recollect what he knew of the man.

Although returned as T.D. (tachta Dail, a member of the Irish parliament) in election after election from a constituency in the South Kerry mountains, Gladden had resigned, when Sean Dermot O’Duffy was named taosieach (leader of the majority party) for a fourth time. In a press conference he condemned O’Duffy for confounding the economic potential of the country and running the Irish people into the “workhouses of foreign interests for his own personal gain.” When asked if he had proof, Gladden had said not yet, but he would get it.

From what McGarr knew about the laws of libel, O’Duffy might have brought Gladden to court. Instead he only smiled and said, “Mossie Gladden is his own self entirely. He has served this country vociferously and in one particular instance with profound charity. He remains living proof that, although sometimes misguided, we Irish are a democratic and indeed a tolerant people.” Of course O’Duffy was asked when the instance had been. “His final utterance, which we can only hope was sincere. His resignation.”

It was a squelch that was repeated in all the media, in pubs, trains, buses, cars, and kitchens the country over, and proved effective. Three years had now elapsed, and McGarr could not remember another mention of or from the contentious Gladden, who at one time had been the darling of the more sensational radio-talk and late-night television shows.

“Look you now at this bottle here.” Gladden pointed to the brown pill bottle on the floor. “And these other ones, here in the cabinet. Tell me, d’ye know their purpose?”

McGarr glanced down at the bottle on the floor, the label of which said:

 

M.J.P. Frost, Chemist
 Sneem, Co. Kerry

 

From: Dr. Maurice T. Gladden
 For: Mr. Padraic B. Power
 Rx: Digitoxin: 1.0 mg. Max. dose 2 tablets

 


The pills were sprayed, like yellow dots, over the blood-red carpet.

Carefully McGarr stepped into the toilet, trying to avoid the shattered glass. Slivers crunched under his feet. The medicine cabinet, which was open, had a larger bottle on its top shelf that was also from M.J.P. Frost, Chemist. The label said it was quinidine in 0.2 gm units to be taken T.I.D., which—McGarr remembered from a bout of flu he once had—meant three times a day.

Said Gladden, “I don’t actively solicit patients anymore, I only deal with them I had and them what come to me in need. Like Paddy, when he was here. Over in London he saw a pricey Mayfair cardiologist who never spoke him a word different from mine. I was his family doctor and good friend.” His hazel eyes snapped to the door where Frost was standing. “The best, as it turns out.”

Gladden waited, but Frost said nothing, and he continued, “Paddy had Wolff-Parkinson-White Syndrome. It’s not a disease but something Paddy inherited. A kind of short circuit in the heart. The nerve signal is too quick and arrives early in one ventricle but on time in the other. The patient shows no real symptoms, unless he notices a”—Gladden waved his large, callused hand before his chest—“fluttery feeling. It can lead to atrial fibrillation, which is not a life-threatening condition unless the other ventricle becomes involved, and here did. I’d stake my farm on it.”

McGarr canted his head to signal that he wished a further explanation of the medical terms.

Said Frost from behind them, “A fibrillation is a sudden acceleration of the heart. If it beats fast enough, it can seize.”

McGarr kept his eyes on Gladden, who said, “Why t’ank you, Chairman Frost. Or is it Dr. Frost? For a jumped-up banker, costume and all, you’re wonderful acquainted with cardiac arrythmias.”

“I was with Paddy’s. He was my friend too.”

“Which remains only to be disproven,” Gladden said, with a knowing glance at McGarr. When sitting in the Dail, Gladden had vanquished many a skilled parliamentarian with his quick and acerbic country wit. “And tell us then, Dr. Frost who knows so much, what are the causes of a ventricular fibrillation?”

McGarr turned to Frost.

“Well, since you ask—they can be several. Some coronary occlusion, or an overdosage of medication.”

“Like digitalis?”

Frost nodded and pointed toward the medicine cabinet. “Or quinidine. There’s also procainamide, potassium chloride, barium chloride, or a combination of those substances.”

“You’re taking all this in, sir?” Gladden asked McGarr, who neither nodded nor blinked. There was an antagonism between the two men that was deep and pointed, and he wondered at its cause. He also asked himself what he was hearing here and from which man. An accusation, perhaps? Or a confession? McGarr too had friends with heart conditions, but in what specific way he knew not.

“And Paddy, now—which misadventure befell him?” Gladden asked Frost.

Frost’s eyes, which were nearly the color of his silver hair, surveyed the shattered glass on the floor, the open medical cabinet, the dried blood in the sink, on the tiles of the floor, and the wall near the steam rail, which was bent off center as though having been fallen on. He then glanced into the bedroom at the pills on the floor. Power’s corpse was across the room, concealed by the bed. “I have no idea and, which is more, nor do you.”

“Think you not? We’re not all amadans here in the Kerry you turned your back on thirty years ago and would with O’Duffy and his tribe as soon forget. How convenient is it for you to be rid of Paddy Power on the eve of the week in which he would declare himself politically and expose you for what you are?”

Frost’s features had glowered. But he now sighed and, muttering something that McGarr heard as “…your own self entirely,” turned on Gladden a look of encouraging amusement. “Something tells me you won’t be long in telling us what that is.” Frost’s eyes moved to McGarr’s, as if to say, You’re in for an earful now.

“I won’t, Chairman Frost. I won’t, to be sure.” Lowering a shoulder the better to fix Frost with wide-eyed and deliberate accusation, Gladden summoned himself and said, “You and your bloated sow of an Eire Bank. You and O’Duffy and your pack of slavish jackals are thieves, every last one of you. You stole the wealth of this country and its future right out from under the nose of the poor, hardworking common man, and you’ll do anything, even commit murder, to keep it in your grip.

“Paddy, lying dead out there on the floor, had been part of all that. But he was a good man and had second thoughts. He knew how it had happened and why, and he had devised a plan to place this country on a sound and independent financial footing, and then return it to its rightful owners.” With the flat of his hand Gladden smote his own breast.

Trying to suppress a smile, Frost nodded. “In whose place you have always stood. Stolidly. But go on. Work away. It matters not that I encouraged Paddy and am one of the main architects of his plan. How did we slavish jackals accomplish Paddy’s death? But watch yourself.”

As though expecting some threat, Gladden braced himself yet more.

“Mention the phrase ‘running dogs,’ and, sure, you’ll reveal yourself altogether.”

Gladden’s body rocked and his nostrils flared, but like a gladiator or pugilist, he rolled his broad shoulders forward, saying, “With digitalis, as you outlined so knowledgeably earlier. And don’t think for a moment Paddy was hoodwinked by you, who, like your chemist father before you, wouldn’t give a man the heat off your water. He’d copped on to your greed years ago, Shane Frost, and knew what you were about with your carry-on of help and aid and suggestions. He knew and he told me, so he did, but, it seems, I failed.”

Frost waited.

“A cock-up you were planning. Some way of confounding his scheme, and how better than knowing its provisions in detail beforehand. I argued against you, but not strongly enough. He wouldn’t hear me. He said, ‘It doesn’t matter what Shane and his wrecking crew know, this way or that. The terms of my plan are inevitable and necessary, and they’ll resist them at their political peril, I’ll see to that.”

“Paddy confided to you the terms of his plan?” Frost now asked with humorous skepticism.

“Indeed he did, and who else? Who else in this country has my moral authority? And consistency, might I add, from the day I first set foot in the Dail, till the day I denounced O’Duffy and your kind to the populace.”

Smiling fully now, Frost said, “I’ll allow you’ve been that, Mossie.” Frost worked the fingers of one hand, as though feeling something. “Consistent.”

Again Gladden flushed. “About you yourself, do you know what Paddy said?”

“I’m certain you can’t resist telling us.”

“He said, ‘Shane is made for their crowd. We’ve been friends and are still partners, but experience has taught me what he is. Just another craven corner boy. Apart from O’Duffy, there isn’t a man among them. When blood is drawn, you’ll see, they’ll scatter, and Shane will be the first out. He’ll land on his feet, and Eire Bank will survive.’”

Frost’s smile had fallen somewhat, but he only shook his head.

“Good man that he was, he didn’t understand that surviving isn’t good enough for you anymore. Nor is the welfare and future of the country even a consideration. You, O’Duffy, those bastard Harneys, and your confederates have supped at the trough of avarice too long, and now nothing, not even the murder of your oldest friend, is beyond you.”

As though speaking of an absent party or a small child, Frost said to McGarr, “Pity that Mossie stepped down from the Dail. Three years of farming haven’t hurt him a bit. His purple passages are still too good to be true.”

A color that was close to purple rose to Gladden’s face. He opened his mouth and closed it, as though having to summon his control. He then turned to McGarr and in a small, tight voice that was trembling with anger said, “To regulate the arrythmia in Paddy’s heart and keep him from having an attack, I had put him on a strict regimen of quinidine tablets that he took religiously three times a day: when he awoke and then at four in the afternoon and at midnight. Last night at the reception that he gave for his arriving guests, somebody, who was well acquainted with his condition, slipped in here and substituted digitoxin or some digitalis-based substance for the quinidine.

“Paddy had been tramping about the mountains. He had even called in on me, wishing to use the telephone so he could ring up the Parknasilla staff to say he’d be late. But I have none. Instead I offered him a lift back, but he declined, saying his heart had been giving him trouble and he needed more exercise to smooth it out. He always felt better after a long walk. We had tea—noncaffeine for him—and our usual talk, and he invited me round to the reception later in the afternoon. I declined, but then I got to worrying about him, and so I jumped in the car and drove down here.

“I arrived about six. The reception had begun at four, and Paddy had got back at five. Since he was an hour late in taking his pills, I should imagine he came in here straightaway and reached for the quinidine.” Gladden pointed to the largest bottle on the topmost shelf. “Of course, he had his guests to look after, and he would have taken the pill and gone right back out through the bedroom to the sitting room and, you know, mixed.”

And how had Gladden arrived? In his farmer’s storm coat with its old belt and rolled-down Wellies? Or in some more formal, suitable costume?

“By the time I got here—like I said, six—I took one look at him and already I could see something was wrong, though he wasn’t letting on. His skin was gray and flaccid, the whites of his eyes had begun to yellow. There was a bead of perspiration on his forehead, but he looked like he was cold. Chilled.

“I was worried at first that the pressure of the conference and all had gotten to him, and he was off on some sort of shaughrawn.” Gladden’s eyes rolled to McGarr. “Paddy, you see, had been a bit of a bounder and aptly named.” He meant that both Paddy and Power were names of Irish whiskeys. “In his time, sure, he’d guzzled enough whiskey to corrupt his kidneys and liver, and—story was—when ineebri-a-ted, he’d go up on a midge. And there he stood, tumbler in hand, chatting up the few women about the place. Gretta, of course, his…assistant or whatever. And then the wives who’d been brought along on the junket by some of his guests.

“But wasn’t the drink in his hand Ballygowan Spring Water and his conversation listless. Paddy was usually wheedlin’ and needlin’ the women, and he could coax a laugh from a crumpet. But all I heard from him was a yes or a no, and him breathing through his mouth. Beset. Going through the motions. With nothing lively, like, about him. Nothing whatsoever.

“‘What happened to you at all, Paddy, my dear man?’ says I to him. ‘Have you knocked back your tablet?’ He turned to me, and it was then I saw his eyes. ‘Janie,’ says I, ‘’tis the digitalis.’ ‘Is it that you’ve taken? By mistake maybe?’ Digitalis poisoning, you know, can kill. But somebody like Paddy, it would kill. And did.

“Paddy shook his head and, speaking low so only I would hear, said ‘The usual,’ by which he meant his usual maintenance dose of quinidine. ‘You sure?’ He nodded, his poor sick eyes imploring me not to make too much of it there in front of his guests, and he virtually staggered away from me.”

McGarr could imagine the difficult Dr. Mossie Gladden being just the sort of party guest who would keep others, even a host, stirring; the invitation to Gladden had most probably been perfunctory, Power never dreaming that Gladden would actually show up.

“The conference—which, he knew, some others would try to stop or disrupt—meant so much to Paddy Power that he was willing to risk his very life for its success.”

Frost’s nostrils flared. His eyes jumped to the translucent panes of the bathroom window, which was now filled with dun, stormy light.

“But I was not put off that easily, sorrh. Not me,” Gladden went on, his head rising and chest inflating with what McGarr could only assume was mock-heroic exaggeration.

Was the man entirely right? And, speaking of eyes—how had he managed to keep his own so pellucid and sparkling? Like brilliant stones polished on a winter beach, they maintained their gleaming hazel fix without blink or waver.

“I traipsed right in here, opened this medical cabinet, and examined the contents of this very same bottle”—he pointed to the largest on the topmost shelf—“to ascertain, as well as I was able without lab analysis, that it contained quinidine, which it did. And does, I’m certain.

“For it was only this early morning when I arrived and found Paddy murdered that it occurred to me the base tactic those vile wretches”—on the squeak of a rubber heel, Gladden spun around, a finger pointed at Frost—“had wreaked upon our guileless Paddy who had opened his trust, his hospitality, and even, as it turns out, his heart to them the eventide earlier.

“Before—mind you, before—Paddy had even gotten back here yesterday afternoon, somebody, knowing Paddy’s medicinal needs, his schedule, and even his sensitivity to digitalis, had slipped in here to this toilet ostensibly on nature’s call and with low cunning placed a bottle of pills that looked similar to but were different from this bottle of quinidine here.

“Paddy—unknowing, already late, anxious to get back to his guests—simply gulped one down. Thinking it quinidine, he returned to the reception room, only to feel a half hour later the first effects of digitalis poisoning. A quick, sharp headache and abdominal pain. An hour later, when I first saw him, his symptoms had escalated to nauseousness and a general feeling of total, systemic muscular weakness. His pupils were, as I had also noticed, contracted, and thus his vision had to have been distorted. But mainly he was feeling precordial distress in the form of a rapid and violent heartbeat.

“But thinking to himself that he’d only just taken the quinidine, he must have decided that he was feeling the onset of atrial fibrillation, and if he could just hold out until his guests departed, he had the remedy for that too in the medical cabinet. The dinner hour was fast approaching, and already some of his guests had begun to leave. In the meantime the villain”—Gladden paused—“or villains had returned to the toilet and replaced the ‘doctored’ bottle with the real bottle, that one there.”


Said Frost, “He said it, not me. I wonder, Mossie, can you type? Your explanation would make a hell of a mystery.”

But Gladden ignored him. “When finally the last guest had gone, Paddy threw the night latch and, summoning his last
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